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Tothe Reader. 


' This Figure, tharthou here ſeeſtpur, 
Ir was for gentle Shakeſpeare cur, 

VV herein the Graver had aſtrife 
VVirth Narure,ro our-doo the life : 

; O,could he buthavedrawwne his V Vir 
As well inBraſle,as he hath hir 

| His Face; the Printyvould then ſurpaſle 
All,thatwasever vvrit in Braſſe. 

Bur ſince he cannot, Reader, looke 
Norton his Picture, buthis Booke. 


B. I, 


A — —_ a CO OE I_ 


M* WILLIAM 


SHAKESPEARES 


COMEDIES, 

HIS TORTES, and 

i110] TRAGEDIES. 

| Publiſhed according tothe true Originall Copies, 
: The ſecond Jmpreſsion, 
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LONDON, 
| Printed by Tho. Cotes, for Robert Allot,and areto be fold at his ſhop at the figne 


of the Blacke Beaxe in Pauls Church-yard. 16 3 2, 
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AND 


INCOMPAR ABLE PAIRE 
OF BRETHREN, 


VV iLL1am 
Earle of Pembroke,&c. Lord Chamberlaine tothe 
Kings moſt Excellent *M ajeſtie. 


AND 
PariLiyP 


Earle of Montgomery,&c. Gentleman ot his Maje(ties 
Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moſt Noble Order 


- of the Garter, and our ſingular good 
LORDS. 


Right Honourable, 


 Hilli we ſtudy tobe thankefull in our particular, for 
3 the many favors we have received from your L.L 
* we are /alneupon the ill fortune, tomingle two the 
Py moſt divers things that can be, feare, and raſhneſſe, 
WE. raſhneſſe in the enterprize, and feare of the ſuc- 
ceſſe. For, when wee value the places your H, H. ſuſtaine, wee 
cannot but know their dignity greater, than to deſcend ts the reading 
of theſe rrifles : and,while we name them trifles, we have deprio d 
our ſelves of the defence of our D edication. But fmce your L. L. 
have beene pleas to thinke theſe trifles ſomething, heretofere ; and 
hive proſequuted boththem,Cs their Author lruing,with ſo much fa- 
vour: we hope,(that they out-living him,and he not having the fate, 
common with ſome , to be Exequntor to hs owne writings ) you will 
uſe the ſame indul gence. toward them, you have done unto thar 


oA 2 parent. 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


parent. There tsagreat difference , whether any Booke chooſe bu 
Patrones,or finds them—: T his kath done both. For,Jo much were 
your L.L. hkmgs of the ſcverall parts,when they were afted, as be- 
fore they were publiſhed,the Volumne askd to be yours, We have 
but collected them,and done an office to the dead , toprocure his Or- 
phanes,Guardians, without ambition either of ſelfe-prefit,or fame : 
onely to keepe the memory of ſo worthy a Friend, and Fellow alrve, 
arwarourSHAKESPEAR E,Gy humble offer of bis Playes,toyour 
1ſt Noble Patronage. Wherein,as we have juſtly obſerved, no 
man tocome neere your L L. but with a kind of religious addreſſe ; 
it hath been the height of our care,who are the Preſenters, tomake 
the Preſent worthy of your H.H.by the Perfection, But, there we 
muſt alſo crave cur abilities to be .conſadered,my Lords. We cannot 
goe beyond our owne powers. { ountrey hands , reach forth Mike, 
{ reame, Frutts,or what they have: and many N ations © wehave 
heard )that had not Gummes and Fncenſe , obrained their requeſts 
with a leavened Cake; Ft was no fanit to approach their 
gods,by what meanes they could: eAnd the moſt, though meaneſt, 
of things, are made more precious , when they are dedicated to 
Temples. Fn that name therefore , wemoſt humbly conſecrate.. to 
your H. H. theſe remaines of your ſervant Shakeſpeare ; that what 
delight i in them,may be ever your L,.L.thereputation his, and the 
faults ours, tf any be committed,by a paire ſocarefull to ſhew their 
gratitude both to the lrying,and the dead,as is 


Your Lordſhips moſt bounden 


John Hemunge. 
H, enry Con d e [l * 
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To the preat variety of Readers 


Romthe moſtable, ro himthatcan bur ipell : There 
'0u arenumberd. We had rather you were weighd, 
Eſpecially,when the fate of all Bookes depends up- 
on your capacities : and not of your heads alone, 
Fl but of your Purſes Well,itis now publike,and you ; 
{ will ſtand for your priviledges,we know : toreade, 
” and cenſure. Doeſo,bur buy it firſt. That doth beſt 
commend a Booke,the Stationer ſayes. Then, how odde foever your 
| braines be,or your wiſedomes, make your licencethe ſame, and {pare 
not. Iudgeyour ſ1xe-penny orth,your ſhillings worth, your five ſhil- 
lings worth at a time, orhigher, ſo youriſe tothe juſt rates, and wel- 
come. But,whateveryou doe,buy. Cenlure will not drive a Trade, 
| or make the lackegoe. And thoughyou be a Magiſtrate of wit, and fie, 
on the Stage at Black. Fryers, or the Cock-pit, to arraigne Playes dayly, 
know,theſe Playes have had their triall already, and ſtood our all Ap- 
peales ; and doe novy come forth quitred rather by a Decree of Courr, 
then any purchas'd Letters of commendarion. | 
It had beene a thing, we confelTe,worthy to have beene wilhed,thar 
the Author himſelfe had liv'd to have ſet forth, and overſeene his owne 
| writings.Bur finceit hath been ordain'd otherwiſe, and he by death de- 


parted from that right,we pray you doe not envy his Friends , the office 
of their care,and paine,to have colleted and publiſh'd them; and ſo ro 
have publiſhr them, as where (before ) you were abus d with divers 
ſtolne, and ſurreptitious Copies,maimed and deformedby the frauds 
and ſtealrhs of injurions Impoſtors, that expos'd them : even thoſe, are 
now offer'd to your view cured,and perfect oftheic limbes ; andall the 
reſt, abſolute in their numbers as he conceived them. Who, as he wasa 
happy imirator of Nature,vvas a moſt gentle expreſſerof it. His minde 
and hand went together : And what he thought, he uttered with char 
ealineſſe,that we have ſcarce received from hima blot 1n his Papers. 
But it is not our Province,who onely gather his workes,anl give them 
E youto praiſe him. Iris yours that reade him. And there we hope, to 
| your divers capacities , you will finde enough, both to draw,and hold 

you: for his wit can no more lic hid,then it could be loſt. Reade him, 

therefore; and againe, and againe: Andif then _= doenotlike him, 
'Y ſurely youare in ſome manifeſt danger,not to underſtand him And fo 
weleaveyouto other of his Friends, who, if you need, can be your 
guides: if younecedethem not, you can leade your ſelves, and others. 


And iuch Readers we wiſh him. 
A4 John Heminge. Henry Cordell. 


Li 


Vpon the 


= 


— 


thgies of my worthy 


Friend, the Author Maſter VVilliam 
Shakeſpeare,and his V Vorkes, 


SE Peftaror,this Lifes Shaddow 1s , To fee 
* >y9} Ihe truer maze and a livelier he 

T urne leader. But,obſerve his Comicke vaine, 
Laugh, and proceed next to a T ragicke ftrame, 
Then weepe ; So When thou find ſt two contraries, 


Two different paſſions fi om thy rapt ſoule riſe, 
Say, ( who alone effett ſuch wonders could) 


(are Shake-ſpeare to the life thou doſt behold. 


An Epitaph onthe admurable Dramaricke' 


Poet, VV.SHakESPEARE, 


The labour of an Ave jm puled ſtones 

* Or that his hallow'd eliques ſhould be hid 
Vader a ſtarre-ypointing Pyramid * 
Deare Sonne of Memory, great Hire of Fane, 
What ncedſt thou ſuch dull witneſſe of thy Name * 
Thou in our wonder and aſtoniſhment 
Haſt built thy ſelfe a laſting Monument : 
For whil ft to th' ſhame of ſlow-ende vouring Art 


NA Hat neede my Shakeſpeare for his honour'd bones, 


Thy eafie numbers flow,and that each part, 


Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued Booke, 

1 hoſe Delphicke Lines with deepe Impreſs1on tooke 
Then thou our fancy of her ſelfe bereaving, 

Doſt make us Marble with too much conceiving, 
And ſo Sepulcher d in juch pompe doſt lie 

That Kings for ſuch a Tombe would wiſh to dit, 
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TO * MORIE 


of the deceaſed Author, Maſter 
VV.SnuakeESPEARE, 


@&Hake-ſpeare,at length thy pious Fellowes give 
"3 7 be World thy Workes : thy Workes by which,out-live 
** Thy Tombe thy name muſt: When that ftone is rent, 
And Time diſſolves th y Stratford Monument, 
Here we ality 'E [hall I'S, 1eW thee ll. This Booke, 
IVhen Bra ſe and Marble fade,ſhall make thee haks 
Freſh to all Ages : when Pofteritie 
Shall loath what's new,thinke all is prodigie 
That is not Shakeſpeares ; ev'ry Line,each Ferſe 
Here ſhall revi veredeeme thee from thy Here. 
Nor Fire,nor cankring Age as Nalo ſaid, 
Of bis,thy wit- fraught Booke ſhall once invade. 
Nor ſhall 7 & re beleeve,or thinke thee dead 
(Though miſt )untill our bankrout Stage be ſþed 
( 7mpo ſible )with ſome new ſtraine tout-doe 
Paſsims of Iulier and ber Romeo , 
Or till theare a Scene more nobly take, 
Than when thy halfe-ſword parlyimns Yomans ſfpake. 
Till theſe till any of thy Volumes reſ# 
Shall with more fire,more feeling be expreſt, 
Be ſure,our Shake-ſpeare,thou canſt never dye, 
But crown'd with Lawrell live eternally, 


L. Digges. 


—_— — ———— —  — —— 


Tothe Memory of M.J.Shake-ſpeare. 


Ne ondred (Shake-ſpeare)that thou went ſt ſo ſoone 

Ny; AW From the Worlds-Stage,to the Graves-Tyrmg-reone. 
" We thought thee dead,but this thy Printed worth, 

Tels thy Speftators,that thou went ft but forth 

Toenter with applauſe. An Attors Art, 

Can dye,and live,to aft a ſecond Part. 

That's but an Exit of Mortality ; 

This 4 Fe. entrance to a Plaudite. 
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ſpeare,conrainingall his Comedies, Hiſto- 


ries,and Tragedies : Truly ſerforth,according 
rotheir firſt Originall, 


—— — <9 9. > 


The Names of che Prineipall Aﬀors 


h— 


in allcheſe Playes. 

Iliam Shakeſpeare. Samuel Gilburne, 
No (chard Burbadge. | Robert Armin. 

Jobn Hemmings,  WilliamOftler. 
Auruſtine Phillips. Nathan Field. 
Wilkam Kempt. | JobnVuderwoad. 
T homas 'Poope. ' Nicholas Tooley, 
George Bryan. | William Eccleſtone. 
Henry ( ondell.  Toſeph Taylor. 
II illam Slye. | Fobert B enfield. 
Vit chard C owly. | | Robert G oughe. 
John Lowe. ' | Richard Robinſon. 
Samuel! Croſſe, | JobuShancke. 
Alexander Cooke.  Jobn Rice. 

* 


Tothe memory of my beloved, 
The AVTHOR 


Mr, VVitullaM SHAKESPEARE 
AND | 
what he hath left us. = 
O draw no enw4y(Shakeſpeare) on thy name, 


Am 1 thus ample to thy Booke, and Fame: 
While] confeſſe thy writings to be /ach, 


" As nerther Man, nor Mulc, can praiſe roo much. 


Tis true, and all mens ſuffrage, But theſe wayes 
Were zot the paths I meant untothy praiſe : 
For ſcelieſt I2norance on theſe may light, 


which, when it ſounds at beſt, but eccho's right ; 


Or blinde Aﬀection, which doth ne re advance 
The trath, but grep's, and urgeth all by chance , 
Or crafty Mal ce, might pretend thu praiſe, 
And thinke ts rume, where it ſeem d to raiſe. 
Theſe are, 4 Jome infamous Baud, or Whore, 


Should Drarſe a Matron, What could hart her more * 


But thou art prosfe againſt them , and indeed 
Above th' ill jort ine of them, or the need. 
I therefore will begin. Soute of the Aze | 
The «!:plauſe ' deitoht ' the monary of cur Stage 
My Shakeſpeare riſe. i will not lodge thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenſer, or 6/4 Beaumonr /ye 
A litte ſur ther, to make thee a roome : 
Thou art 4 Monunen, without a tomve, 
And art alrve flill, while thy Booke doth live, 
Ana we have wits to read, and prayſe togive, 
That 1 not mixt thee ſo, my braine excuſes ; 


I meane with great, but diſproportien's Muſes : 


For, if 1 thought my judgement were of yeeres , 
1 ſhould commit thee ſurely with thy peeres, 
And te, how farre thou didſft owr Lily out-ſhine, 
Or ſporten? Kitl, or Marlowes myghty line. 


And thouzh tho h14ſt ſmall Latine andleſſe Greeke , 


From thence to honour thee, I would not ſeeke 
For names ; but call forth thund ring AX (chilus, 
Euripides, 4nd Sophocles to us, 
Paccuvius, Accius;h:m of Cordova dead, 
To lrve agane , to heare thy Buskin tread, 
And ſheke a Stage : Or, when thy Swckes were on, 


Leavethee alone for the compariſon 
- 


5 


of 


. 
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| 


Of all, that infelent Greece, er hanghty Rome 
{ent forth, or fince did from their aſhes come. 
Tr1umph, my Britainc, thou haſt one to ſhowe, 
To whom all Scents of Europe homage owe. 
He was not of ay age, but for all t:mme ! 
And all the Mules, fliftwere tm their prime, 
When like Apollo he came forth to warme 
Onr eaves, or like a Mercury to charme ! 
Nature her ſelfe was proud of his defignes, 
And joy d to weare the tyeſvtne of bis lines * 
IWhich were ſo richly ſpun, and woven ſo fit, 
As, ſince, ſhe mill vouchſafe mo other Wit. 
The merry Greek, tart Ariſtophancs, 
Neat Terencc, witty Plautus, new not pleaſe ; 
But antiquated, and deſerted lye = 
As they were not of Natures family. 
ret muft 1 wot give Nature all : Thy Art, 
Aly gentle Shakeipeare, mnſt enjoy a part, 
For thowgh the Pocts matter, Nature be, 
, Hu ant doth grve the / 1ſhton. And, that he, 
1ho caſts to write aliims line, muſt ſweat, 
( /uch as thine are) and firike the ſecond heat 
V pon the Mulcs azvile : turne the ſame, 
( And himſelfe with it) that he thinkes to frame ;, 
Or fer the lawrell, he may 2aine a [cor me, | 
Foy 4 7004 POct's made, as well as borne. 
Ana ſnch wert thou. Looke how the fathers face 
Lives in he iſſue, even ſo, the race 


Of Shakeſpearcs minae, ana manners brightly ſhines 


In hu well torned, and true filed limes : 
In each of which, he ſcemes to ſhake 4 Lance, 
As branai(h't at the eyes of lanorance. 
Sweet Swas of Avon ! what a ſight it were 
To [ce thee 1n 0ur water yet appeare, 
Ana make thoſe faghts upon the bankes of Thame $3 
That Je aid take Eliza, and onr !amics | 
But ſtay, I ſee thee zn the Hemiſphere 
Advaric d4,and made a Conſtellation ther e! 
Shine forth, thou Starre of Pocts, and with rage, 
Or influence, hae, or cheere the arooping S1 age; 


Which, fixce thy fitght from hence, hath mourn d ke night, 


Ana aeſpaires aay, but for thy Volumes light, 


Ben. Ilonson, 


On Worthy Maſter Sh. 


ſpeare and _ Poems. 


Mind reficting ages paſt , whoſe cleere 


Diſtant a Thouſand Jeares, and repreſent 

Them in their lively colrars juſt extent, 

Toout run haſty time, retrive the fates, 

Rowle bathe the heavens, blow ope the iron 724tes 

O/ death and Lethe where( confuſed )lye 

Great heapes of rutnous morialitie. 

Jn that - cepe duskte dungeon to aiſcerme 

A royal Gooft from Churles , By art to learar 

The Phy ſioenomie of ſhades, and give 

Them ſuddaine birth , 10ndr ing how oft they live, 

what /lory coldlytells, what Pocts fare 

At ſecond hand, and piflure without braine 

Senſeteſſe and ſoulelef]: ſhowes . Togive 6 Stage 

( Ample and true with life) wvayce, ation, age, 

As Plato's yeare and new Scene of the world 

Them unto «s, or us to thers bad hurld, 

Toraiſe our auncient Soveratenes from their herſe 

Mate Kings bu ſubje&s, by exchanging ver{c 

Enlrve thay pale trunkes, that the preſent ave 

loyes mm their joy and trembles at their x. 190; 

Yet ſo to temper paſton, that our eaves 

Take pleaſure in their. paine ,, And eyes in teares 

Both weepe and ſmile, fearefull at plors ſo ſad, 

Then lawghing at our fcare ;, abus'd, and glad 

To be abus'd affeded with that truth 

which we percerve s falſe, pleas 'd in that ruth 

At which we flart ;, and by claborate play 

Tortur d ana tickled : ;by 4 crablike way 

_ va? made paſtime, ana innugly ſort 
ſgorgime 5p bis rawvarne for our port — — 

——hile the Plebcian —_— lofty throne , 

Creates and rules aworld, and workes upon 

Mankimd by ſecret engines ; Now to move 

A chilling putty, then « rigorous love: 

To ftrive ap and ſtroake downe , both joy and ime; 

To ſtrere th affettions,and by braventy fire 

Mould us 4new, Stolne from our ſelves 


Thu and much more which cannot bee expreſt, 
But by h1melfe, his tongue and bis owne breft. 
Was Shakeſprares freebeld,which his cunning braine 
Improv aby favor of the nine fold tramwe, 


And equall ſurface caw make things appeare 


The burkind Muſe, the Commicke Oueent, the greund 
And lownder tone of Clio ; nimble hand, 
And nimbley foote of the melodiow: paire, 
The Silver voyced Lady, the moſt faire 
Calliope, whoſe peaking filence daunts. 
And ſhe whoſe prayſe the heavenly body chamts, 
Theſe yyntly woo'd him, envying one another 

(Ober'd by all is Spouſe, but lov'd as brother) 
And wrourht 4 curious robe of ſable grave 
Freſh ercenc,and pleaſant yellow, red moſt brave; 
Ana conſtant blew, rich purple, euiltlefſe white 
The lowly Ruſſet, and the Scarlet bright ; 
Branch't ana embroydred like the painted Spring 
Each leafe match't with a fromer , and each ſtring 
Of golden wire, each lime of ſilke + there run 
Italian workes whoſe thread the Sifkers ſpun , 
And there aid fins, or ſeem ts ſing, the choyse 
Biraes of a for rarne note 4716 VATION: UONCE. 
Here hangs a meſſey rocke ; there playes « faire 
But chiamg fountaine puried : Not the ayre 
Nor clowdes nor thunder, but were living drawne 
Not out of common Tiffany or Layne, 
But fine materials, which the Muſes know 
Ani4 onely know the commtries wherethey grow, 

* Now when they could nolonger him enjoy 
In mertall garments pent , death may deſtroy 
They ſay hus body, but hu verſe ſhalllroe 
And more then nature takes our hands ſhall give, 
In a leſſe velumne, but more ſtrongly bound 
Shakeſpcare ſhell breath awd {peake with Laurell crown d 
Which newer fades. Fed with Ambroſian meate 
In a well-lyned weſlure rich and neate, 

| So with thu role they cloath him, bid bim weave it 

\ - For 811ye ſhall never flarne,zor envy leare it. 


The triendly admirer of his 
| Endowments, 
I. MS. 
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Vpon the Lines and Life of the 
VV.SHakESPEARE, 

5 Hoſe hands,which you ſo clapt  goenow and wrins 

IF His dayes are done,that made the dainty Playes, 
Which made the Globe of Heav'n and Earth toring. 
Turn'd all to teares,and Phocbus ( loudes his ayes : 
That Corpe s,that Coffin now beſticke thoſe Bayes, 
Tf Tragedies might any Prologue have, 
All thoſe he made would ſcarce make one to this : 
(Deaths publique Tyring-houſe )the Nuncius is, 

For though bis Line of life went ſoone about., 


Famous Scenicke Poer, Maſter 
You Britaines brave ; for done are Shake-ſpeares dayes : 
Dry dis that Veine,dry'd is the Theſpian Spring, 
Which crown'd him Poet firſt,then Poets King. 
Where Farac,now that he gone us to the Grave, 
The Life yet of his Lines ſhall never out, 


H ugh Holland, 


- 


*SBAT he two Gentlemen of 
The Merry Wives of Windſor. 
eMeaſurefor «Meaſure. 

T he Comedy of Errors, 
euch adoe about Nothing. 
Loves Labour's loft, 

eM idſommers nights Dreame. 
The * Merchant of Venice, 
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eAflus Primus. Scena Prima. 


Ee es 
—— 


A tempeſtuour noiſe of Thunder and Lightning heard : En- 
ter 4 Ship-maſter an4 a Boteſwaine. 


Maſper. 
Orc-\waine. 

Borteſ. Heere Maſter : What cheere? 

Maſt. Good : Speake to th'Mariners : 
fall too't, yarely, or we run our {elves 4 
ground, beſtirre,bectticre. _ Exur 

Enter Marmers, 

Botef. Heigh my hearts,cheerely, cheerly my kearts : 
yare,yare : Take inthe toppe-ſale : Tend to th'Malters 
whiſtle : Blow till thou burſt thy winde, it roome c- 
nough, 

Emer Alonſo Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Ferdinand, 
Gouzalo,and others, 

eAlon, Good Bote-{\vaine have care : wher's the Ma- 
ſter ? Play the men. 

Botef. 1 pray now keepe below. 

eAnth.Where is the Malter,Boſon ? 

Boteſ; Do you not heare him? you macre our labour, 
Keepe your Cabins : you do aſlilt the ſtorme. 

GI1mRk. Nay,g00d © patient. 

Boteſ. When the Sea is : hence,what cares theſe roa- 
rers far the name of King? to Cavine; filence : trouble 
us 107, 

Gon, Good yet retember whom thon haſt aboord. 

Boreſ. None that I more love then my ſelfe. Youare 
2 Counſellor, if you can com nand theſe Elementsto fi- 
lence, and worke the peace of the preſent,wee will not 
hand a rope more, uſe your authoritie : If you cannor, 
givethanxes you have liv'd ſolong, and make your (clfe 


readie in your Cabine for the mi{chance of the houre, | for an Acre of barren ground : Long heath, Browge 


if it ſo hap, Cheerely good hearts: our of our way, 1 
lay. Exit. 

Gon, I have great comfort from this fe!low:methinkes 
he hath no drowning marke npon him, his comy'cxioa 
is pertet Gallowes : land faſt good Fate to his han- 
| ging, make the rope of his deſtirily oor Cable, for var 
owne doth little advantage : If lie be not borne to bee 
hang'd,our caſe is miſerable . Exit. 

Emery Boteſwains, 

Bueſ,Downe with the tap-Maſt : yare, lowe:,low er, 
| bring her to Try with Mainc-courſe. A plague—-— 

A ry within. Enter Sebaſtian, eAntbonio i Gonzales. 


| 


| 


| 


”— CCR @—O on ——_— 


fainedyea dry death, 


OO 


upon this howling : they are lowder then the wearher, 
or onr ouce : yer 2gaine ? \V hat do you heere?Shall w 
give ore and drowac,have youa minde to finke ? 

Sebaſ. A poxe 0'your throat, you bawling, blaſphe- 
mous incharitavle Dog. 

' Boteſ, Worke you then. 

Anh. Hang cur,hang, you whoreſon inſolent Noyle- 
maker;we are icfle afraid to be drownde,then thou art. 

Gouz. Tie warrant him for drowning, though the 
Ship were no ſtonger then a Nutt-(hell, and as Ikaky as 
an uaſtanckcd wench. 

Boteſ. Lay her a hold, ahold, fet her two courles off 
toSca againe,lay her off. | 

+4 


——_ 


hte 


Emer Mermors wet. | 
Mai. All loſt,to prayers,to prayers,all !olt, 
Boteſ. W hat muſt bur mouths be cold ? | 
_ Gon. The King,and Prince,ar prayers, lcr's alilt thein, 
tor our calc is as theirs. 
Sebaſ: Vam out of patience. | 
e Mm. \W c arc mecriycheated of our lives by drunkards, 
This wide-chopt-raſca'l. wou!d thou mighrit lyc drow- | 
ningrhe waſhing of ten Tides. 
Gonz,, Heel be bang'd yet, ' 
Though every droy of water {weare 2gainlt it, 
And gape at widſt toglut him. e* corfuſednozſe within, | 
Mercy on us. ! 
Welplit,wwe ſplit, Farewe!l my wife, aud children, 
Farewell brother : we ſplit,ve (ſplit, we {plit- 
eAnth. Lets all finke wich* King | 
Seb. Let's rake leave of him. Exit. 
Gonſ. Now wonld Igive a thouſand farlongs of Sea, 


firrs,any thing ; the wills above bedone, but] wou!d 


Scxna Secunda. 


Enter Profpero and Airandl. | 
Mira,” Tf by your Art (my derrelt father) you have 
Put the wilde waters in this Rore;alay them: | 
The skye it fecmes would powre downe ſting pitch, 
But that the Sea,mounting to tht welk.tns checke, 
Pathes the fire out. Oh! ! have ſuffered | 
With thoſe that T faw ſuffer : A brave veſſell 
A 


(Who *! 
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(Who had nodoubt ſome noble creature in her ) 
Daſh'dalltopreces: O the cry did knocke 
Agaizit my very heart : poore ſoules, they periſh'd. 
Had I bin any God of power, I woutt 
Haveſuncke the Sea within the Earth, or cre 
It ſhouid che good Ship to have (wallow'd, and 
The traughting Soulcs within her. 

F roſ, Be colleted, 
No more amazement: Tell your pittcons heart , 
there's no harme done. 

His. O wor, the day. 

Proſ. No harme. 


| I havedone nothing, but in care of thee 


( Ot thee m y deere one ; thee my daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am : nor that I am more vetter 
Then Proſpero, Malter of a full poore cell, 
And thy no greater Fachec. 

Are. More toknow 


| Did never mcddle with my thoughts. 


Pro”, *"Tistime 
I ſhould informe thee farther : Lend thy hand 
And plucke my Magick garment from me : 50, | 
Lye there my Art ; wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort, 
The direfuli ſpectacle of the wracke whichtouch'd 
The very vertue of compalſion in thee : 
I have with ſuch compaſſion in mine Art 
So lately ordered, thatthere is noſoulc 
No not to much perdition as an hayre 
Betde to 271, creature in the veſſcll | 
Which thoa heardſt cry, which thou ſaw'ſt finke: Sit 
For thou mutt now know farther. (downe, 
Aſra. You have often 
Begin totell me what I am, but ſtopt 
And Icft me to the booteleſſe Inquitition, 
Concluding. itay : not yct. 
Pro/.T he hour's now come, 
The Very muynutec byds thee OPE thane care, 
Obcy, and be attentive. Canſt thou remem>ver 
A time before we came unto this Cell? 
I doe not thinke thou canit, tor then thou was't nor 
Ovt three vearcs old, 
M:ra, Certainely Sir, T can- 
Pre/. By what ? by any other houſe; or perſon? 
Of any thing the Image, tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 
Mira. *Tis farre off. 
And rathcr like a dreame, then an aſſurance 
That my remcmbrance warrants : Had I not 
Fowre, or five women once, that tended me? 
Prof. Thou hadit ;and more Mwanda: But how 15 1t 
Thar this livesin thy mind ? W hat ſcelt thou cls 
'n the dark-backward and Abiſime of Time ? 
Yfthou remembreſt ought cre thou cam'lt here, 
How thou cam'ſt here thou maylt. 
Afirs. But that I doe not. 
Prof. Twelve yere lince ( Manda) rwelve yere lince, 
Thy Father was the Dake of Mellame, and 
A Prince of power : 
Afra. Sir, arenot you my Father ? 
Pref. Thy Mother was a pecce of yertue, and 
She ſayd thou waſKmy daughter; and thy father 
Was Duke of AMllasne, and his onely heire: 
And Princeſle ; no worle Ifſued, 
Afa, Othe heavens, 
What fowle play had we, that we came from thence? 


| 


| 


_— 


Or bleſſed was't we did ? 
Prof. Both, both my Girle. 
By fowleplay (as thou ſayeſt) were we heaved thence, 
But bleſſcdly holpe hither. 

Ara. Omy heart bleedes 
To thinke oth' teene that I have turnd you to, 
Which is trom my remembrance,pleale you, farther; 
| Prof. My brether and thy vncic, call'd e4nthomo: 
I pray thee marke me, that a brother ſhould 
Be ſo perfidious : he ,vhom next thy ſclte 
Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put 
The mannage of my ſtate, as at that time 
Though all the Gignorics it was the firſt, 

And Proſpero, the prime Duks, being ſo reputed 
In dignity; and for the Liberall Artes, 
Withouta paralell ; thoſe being all my ſtudie, 
The Government I caſt upon my brother, 

And to my ſtate grew ſtranger, being tranſported 
And rapt in ſecret ſtudies, thy falſe vncle 

(Doeſt thou attend me?) 

Ara, Sir, molt heedefully. 

Preſ, Being once perfected how to grant ſuites, 

How to deny them : whom t'aduauce,and whom 
Totrath for over-toppinng; new created 
The creatures that were mine, I ſay, or chang'd 'cm, 
Or elſe new torm'd 'em ; having both the key, 
Of Onhicer, and4 ihe, {ct all hearts e'th ttate 
To what tune plcas'd his care, that now he was 
The Ivy which had hid my princely Trunck 
And ſuckt my verdure out on't : T hou arrend*Nt nor? 

Mira, O good Sir, Idoc. 

Prof. 1 pray thee marke me : 

T thus negieting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To cloſenes, and the bettering of my mind 
With that, which but by being retired 
Ore-priz'd all popular rate : in my falſe brother 
Awak'd an evill nature, and my truſt 

Like a good parent, did begct of him 


| Afalſchood in it's contrary,as great 


As my truſt was, which had indeede no limit, 
A confidence {ans bound. He being thus Lorded, 
Not onely with what my revenew yeelded, 
But what my power might elſe exat. Like our 
W ho having into truth, by telling of it, 
Made ſuch a ſynner of his memoric 
Tocredite his owne lie, he did beleeve 
He was indeed the Duke, out o'th' Subſtitution 
Andexccuting th* ourward face of Roialtic 
Withall prerogative : hence is Ambition growing: 
Do'ſt thou heare? 
Mira. Your tale, Sir, would care deafencſſe. 
Prof. To have no Schreene between this part he plaid 
And him he plaid it tor, he ncedes will be 
Abſolute Afslare, Me ( poore man) my Librarie 
Was Dukedoine large enough : of remporall roialties 
Hethinkes me now incapable. Confederates 
( Sodric he was for Sway) with King of Naples 
To give him annual, tribute, doc him homage 
Subje his Coronet, to his Crowne, and bend 
The Dukedome yct unbowed ( alas poore Milkamne) 
To much ignoble ſtooping 
Iiga. Oh the heavens : 


If this might be a brother, 
Mira. I ſhould ftinne 
Tothinke but Noble of my Grand-mother, 


. __ . 
Proſ.. Marke his condition, and th'event,then tell me 


Good 


CCC ——— — 


——_— 


—_—— ——_— -  -<——_ 


| 


__ "A 


_—— 


=” mr >» 


_— _—_—  _  ———_— — 


| 


| 


The Tempeſt. 


PY 


p—_— ——_— 1 


Good womoes have Borne bad ſonnes- 
Pre. Now the condition. 
This King of Naples beiag an Enemy 
To me invecrate, hearkens my brothers ſuit, 
W hich was, That he 1a lieu o'th premiles, 
Of homage, and 1 know not how much Tribute, 
Should pretcntly extirpate me and mine 
Our of the Dukedome, and conter taire Afilame 
With ali the honors, on my brother : Whereon 
A treacherous Armie levied, one mid-nighr 
Fated to th' purpole, did eAzthomio open 
The gates of Altame, and ith* dead of darkenefſe 
The Miniſters for th' purpole hurricd thence 
Me, and thy crying felte, 
Air. Alack, tor pity : 
I not rememoring how I cride out then 
Will cry it ore againe : 1t 1s a hint 
That wrings mine Eyes to0 t. 
Pre. Heare a little turther, 
And then Ile bring thee to the preſent buſineſle 
W hich now's upon's : without the which, this ſtory 
Were molt impertinent. 
Mir. Wherefore did they not 
That houre deltroy us? 
Pre, Well deinanded, wench : 
My Tale provokes that queition: Deare, they durſt not, 
So deare the love my people d0:e me : nor ict 
A marke ſo bloudy 0a the butinetle; bur 
With colours fairer, painted their tore ends, 
In few, they hurried us 1-boord a Batke, 
Bore us foine Leagues to Sea, where tlicy prepared 
A rotten carkafle of a Butt, not rigg'd, 
Nor tackle, nor tayle, nor iait; the very rats 
Inſtin Hucly have quir it : 1 here they hoylit us 
To cry to th' Sca, that roard to us; to figh 
To th' windes, whote pitty i1ghing backe agaiae 
Did us but loving wrong. 
Afer. Alack, what tiroaubic 
Was | then to you ? 
Pros. O, a Cheravin 
Thou was't that did preſerve me; Thou didft (mile, 
Intutcd with a fortitude from heaven, 
When I have deck'd the tea with drops full ſalr, 
Vnder my burthen groan'd, which rais d in me 
An undergoing ſtomacke, to beare up 
Again!t what ſhould entuc. 
ew. How came we athore ? 
Pre. By providence divine , 
Some food, we had, and ſome treſh water, that 
A noble IX -opotrtan Gonz ao 
Our of his Charity, (who being then appointed 
Maſter of this deligne) did give us, with 
Rich garments, linnens, tiutts, and neceflaries 
Which ſince have ltceded much, to of his gentleneſſe 
Knowitlg L lov'd my buokesS he turnithd me 
From imine owne Library, with volumes, that 
I prize above my Dukedome. 
Mir. Would | might 
But evcr {ce that man. 
Pro, Now l arilc, 
Sit {t11], and heare che [alt of our ſca-ſorrow: 
Hecrc 1n this Hand wear: ia'd, and nheere 
Have |, thy Schooicmalter, mad- thee more profit 
Then other Princeſle can, that have more time 
For vainer howres; and | utors, not 10 caretul- 
Mw. Acavensthanke you to: 't.And now 1 pray you Sir, 


| 


For {till 'tis beating in my mind ; your reaſon 
For ray ling this Sea-{torme ? : 
Pro, Know thus far forth, 
By accident moſt ſtrange, bountifull Fortane 
(Now my deere Lady) hath mine enemies 
Broughe ro this ſhore : 'And by my preſcicnce 
I inde my Zenwh doth depend upon 
A moſt auſpitious ſtarre, whole influence 
If now I court not, but oaut , my fortunes 
Will ever atter droope : Heare ceaſe more queſtions, 
Thou art inclinde to fleepe : 'tis a good dulneſle, 
And give it way : I know thou cavit not chuſe ; 
Come away, Servant, come; I am ready now, 
Approach my eriel. Come. Enter eAviel. 
ers, All haile, great Maſter, grave Sir, haile I come 
Toanſwer thy belt pleaſure ; be it to fly, 
To ſwim, to dive intothe fire: to ride 
On the curid clowdes : to thy {trong bidding, taske 
Ariel, and all his Qualitic, 
Pro. Halt thou, Spirit, 
Pertormd to point, the Tempeſt that I bad thee, 
eAr. Tocvery Article. 
[ doocrded the xings (hip : now on the Beake, 
Now in the Waſte, the Decke, in every 209ns 
I flam'd amazement, tometimes I'ld divide 
And burne in many places ; on the top-maſt, 
The Yards and Bore- iprit, woul4 i tame diſtintly, 
Then mcete, and joync. Joves Lightning, the precurters 
O'th dreadfull Thunder-claps more momentaric 
And fight out-running were nor; the fire and cracks 
Of ſuiphurous roaring, the molt mighty N eprwn e 
Seeme to beliege,and make his bold waves tremble, 
Yea, his dead Trident ſhake, 
Fro. My brave Spirit, 
Who was to firme, to conſtant, that this coyle 
Would not intect his rcaton ? 
Ar, Not a {oule 
But felt a Feaver of the madde, an plaid 
$ome trickes of difperation; ail bur Mariners 
Plung'd in the foaming bryne, and quit the veſſel!; 
lien all a fire with mc the Kings fonne Ferdtuand 
With hare up-ſtaring (then like reeds, not hatre) 
Was the firſt man that tcapt; cride hell is empty, 
Andall the Divells arc hcere, 
Pro. Why that's my fpirit : 
But was not this nigh thore? 
e4r. Clole by, my Matter. 
Pro. But ate they ( driel) Late ? 
Ar. Not a haire periſhd: | 
On their ta{taining garments not a blemith, 
Bur treſher then betore : and as thou badit me; 
In troops I have dilpertd them *bout the Ile : 
The Kings tonne have 1 landed by himfelte, 
W hom 1 left cooling of the Ayre with fighes, 
In an odde Angle of the }lc, and fitting, 
His armes in this fad knot. 
Pro. Of the Kings (hip, 
The Marriners, fay how thou haf diſpold, 
And all the relt o'th kiecte? 
Av. Safely in harbour | 
I's the Kings ſhippe, inthe deepe Nooke, where once 
Thou calldlt me up at midnight ta terch dewe 
From the itill-vexr Bermeothes, there the's hid; 
The Marriners all under hatches Rowed, 
Who, with a Charme joy nd to their tuffered labom 
[ have left aſlcepe: and tor the reſt 0 th' Fleet 
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(Which I diſpers'd) they all have mer againe, 
And are upon the Medrterrancan Flote 
Bound ſadly home for I apter, 


| Suppoling that they ſaw the Kings ſhip wrackt, 
j And his grcat perſon periſh- . 


Pro. «Ariel, thy charge 
Exactly is perform'd; but there's more worke : 
W hat 1s the tiunc o'th' day? 

Ar. Paſt the mid ſcaſon. | 

Fro. At icait two Glaſſes : the time 'twixt lix & now 
Mult by us both be ſpent moſt preciouſly. 

Ar. Is there more toy!c?Since y doſt give me paines, 
Let me remember thee whar thou haſt promig'd, 
W hich 1s not yer perform'd mcs . 

Pro. How now ? moodie ? 
Which is't thou canſt demand ? 

eAr. My Lidertic, 

Pro. Before the time be our? no more 3 

eAr, I precther, 


| Remember I have done thee worthy ſzrvice, 


Told thee no lyes , made thee no miſtakings, ſerv'd _ 
Wirhour or grudge, or grumblings; thou did promule 
To bate me atull yeare. 

Pro. Do'lt thou forget 
From what a torment I did free thee? Ar. No. 

Pro, Thou do'ſt : & thinkelt it much te tread the O oze 
Ot the ſalt deepe ; X 
To run upon the ſharpe winde of the North, 
To doc me bulineſſe in the veines o'th' carth 
When it isbax'd with froſt, 

eAFr. I doe not Sir- 

Pro. Thou licſt, malignant Thing : haſt thou forgot 
The fowle Witch Sycorax, who with Age and Evvy 
Was gowne into a hvopc? lit thou torgot her ? 

Ar. No Sir. 

- Pro, Thou haſt : where was ſhe born? ſpeak: tell me: 

Air. Sir, ln Argier, 
| Pre, Oh, was the fo: I mult 

Once in a moneth recount what thou haſt bin, 
Which thou forgetit. This damn'd Watch Sycorey 
For miſchictes aanifoid, aud 10rceries terrible 
Toenter humanc hearing, trom e-trgver 
Thou Know'ſt was banith'd : for one thing ſhe did 
They would not take her life : Is nor this trac? Ar.I Sir. 

Pro. This blew cy'd hag, was hither brought with | 
And here was lett by th' Saylars ;thou my flave, (child, 


% 


| As thouxeportlt thy ſeife, was then her tervant, 


And for thou walt a Spirit too dekcate 
To At her carthy, = | abhord commands, 
Retuſing her grand heſts, the did confine thee 
By helpe of her more potent miniſters, 
And in her moſt unmuttigable rage, | 
Into acloven Pyne; within which ritt 
Impriton'd, thou didit painctully remaine | 
A dozen ycarcs : within which ſpace ſhe di'd, 
And left thee there : where chou didit vent thy groancs 
As faſtas Mill-wheeles firike : 1 hen was this land 
(Save tor the Sunne that he did litrour heere, 
A frekelld whelpe, hag-borne ) not honour'd with 
A humane ſhapc. 
. Ar. Yes: Caliban her ſonne. 
Por. Dull thing, I ſay ſo: he, that Cahbas 
Whom now | kcepe 1n ſervice, thou beſt knowNt 
What torment I did finde thee in; thy grones 
Did make wolnes howle, and penetrate the breſts 
Ot ever-angry Beares; it was a torment 


—_—____rw—— 


| To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 


| 


Could not againe undoe : it was mine Art, 
When I arriu'd, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne, and let thee out, 

er. I thanke thee Maſter. 

Pro. If thou more murmur'ſt, I will rend an Oake 
And peg - thee in his knotty entrauleg,rill 
Thou haſt howl'd away twclve winters. 

er. Parcon, Maſter. 
I will be correſpondent rocommand 
And doe my ſpryting, gently. 

Pro, Doe 10 : and after twodayes 
I will diſcharge thee, 

Ar. That's my noble maſter : 

W hat ſhall I duc? fay what? what ſhall 1doe? 
Pro. Goe make thy ielfe like to a Nymph o'th' Sea, 
Be tuvje to no ſight but thine, and mine : inviſible 
lo every eye-ball elſe ; goe take this ſhape 
And lither come in't : goc : hence 
With diagence, Ex. 
Pro. Awakc, deere heart awake, thou haſt ſlept well, 
Awaic. 
CA%x.The itrangenes of your ſtory,put 
Heavirc'lc 1n me. 
Fro. $.ake ic of; Come on, 

Wee'll vitit C a/46en, my flave, whonever 

Yeeids us kinde an{vwere. 
Al. *T1s a'vilane Sir, I doe notlove to looke on. 
Fro, But as 'tis 

We: cannot miſle him : he do's make our fire, 


* Fetch in our wooud.,and ſerves Ortices 


That profit us : What koa : ſlave : Caliban : 
Thou Earth thou : tpcake. 

Cal. within. I heres wood enough within» 

Pro Come fo: th I fay,there's other buſineſle for thee: 
Come thou Tortoys, when? 


Finc apparition : my quaint Arid, Nympb. 
H cat ke 1n thine carc. 
er, My Lord, it ſhall be done, Exit. 


Fro, Thuu poiionous ſlave, gotby the divell hiumſelfe 

V pon thy wicked Dam; come torth. Enter Caliban, 
' al. As v-icked dewe, ascre my mother bruſh'd 

With; Ravens rcather from unwholeſome Fen, 

iZrop on you both : A Southweſt blow on yer, 

And biilter you all ore, 

Pro. Fur this be iure, to night thou ſhalt have cramps, 
Side-ſtirch-s, thac ſhall pen thy breath up, Vrchins 
Shall for that vaſt of night, that they may worke 
All exercite on thee : thou ſhalt be pinch'd 
As thic' © as hony-combe ach pinch more ſtinging 
Then tees that made 'em. 

Cal. | mult cate my dinner : 

This Iflland's mine by Sycorax my mOther, 
W hich thou tak'ſt from me: when thou cam'ſt firſt 


Thou ſtroakſt me,& made much of me:wouldlt give me | 


Water with berries in't : and teach me how 
To name the bigger Light, and how the leſſe 
That burne by day, and night : and then I loved thee 
And ſhewed theeall the qualities o'th' Ile, - 
The freſh Springs, Brine-pits; barren place and fertill, 
Curs'd be I chat I did (o: All the Charmes 
Of Sycorax : T oadcs, Beetles, Batts light on you : 
For I am all the SubjeRs that you have, 
Which firſt was mine owne King : and here you ſty-me 
In this hard Rocke, whiles you doe keepe trom me 
The reſt o'th' Iſland. 
Pre. Thon 
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Pre, Thou molt lying flave, 
Whom ſtripes may move, nor kindacs: I have us'd thee 
( Filthas thou art) with humane care, and lodg'd thce 
In mine owns Ccll, till thou didit teeke to violate 
The honour of my childe, 
{at. Oh ho, oh ho, would' had bene done : 
Thou didit prevent me, I had peopel'd elf: 
This Iſle with Calsbars. | 
Air. Abhorred Slave, = 
Which any print of goudneſle will not take, 
Being capable ot all 11l : I pittyed thee, 
Took paines to make thee ſpeake,taught thee cach houre 
One thing or other : when thou didit not (Sauage) 
Know thine owne meaning; but wouldſt gabble, like 
Athing molt brutiſh, I endow'd thy purpoſes 
With words that made them knowne:Bar thy vild race 
(Tho thou didit learn)had that in't,which good natures 
Could not abide to be with; therefore waſt thou 
Deſervedly confi d into this Rocke, who hadſt 
Deſeru'd more then a priſon. 
Cal. You taught me Language, and my profit on't_ 
Is, I know how tocurſe : the ged-plague rid you 
For learning ine your language. 
Pro. Hag-ſ(ced hence :; 
Fetch us in Fewell, and be quicke thou'rt beſt 
To anſwer other buſineſle: ſhrug'ſt thou (Malice) 
If thou negleatt, or dot unwillingl 
What I command, Ile rackethee with old crampes, 
Fillall thy bones with Aches, make thee rore, 
That beaſts ſhall tremble at thy dyn, 
Cal. No, 'pray thee. 
I muſt obey, his Art is of ſuch pow'r, 
It would controll my Dams god Sereboy, 
And make a vaſlaile of him, 
Pro. $0 (lave, hence, E xit Cul. 
Enter Ferdinand & Ariel, inviſible playing & ſinging. 
eArie! Song. ( ome wnto theſe yellow ſands, 
«rd then take hands : 
Curi/.ea when you bave, and hiſt 
the wilde waves whiſt 
Foote ut featly beere, and there, and ſweete Sprights beare 
the burthen. Burthen difperſcdly, 
Harke, harke, bowgh waweh: the watch-Dogges barke, 
owgh-wawgh. 
Ar. Hark bark, I heare the [(raine of ſirutting Chanticlere 
cxy cockadidle-dowe. 
Fer, Where ſhold this Muſicke be? I'th aire,or th'earth? 
It ſounds no more:and ſure it waytes upon 
Some god 'othIland, fitting ona banke, 
Weeping againe the King my Fathers wracke. 
This Muſickecrept by me upon the Waters, 
Allaying both their tury, and my paſſion 
With it's ſweet ayre : thence I have follow'd it 
(Or it hath drawne me rather) but 'tis gone. 
No,it begin: againe. 
«triell Song. Full fadew five thy Father lier, 
Of his bones are Corral made: 
T hoſe ave pearles that were his eyer, 
Nothing of bum that doth fade, 
But doth ſuffer a Sea-change 
Into ſomething rich, Hrange : 
Sea- N.umphs borrly ring bus knelt. 
Burthen: diag dong. 
Hake now I beare them, ding-dong bell. 
Fer. The Ditty do's remember my drown'd father, 
This is a0 mortall buſines, nor no {ound 


| 
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That theearth owes : I heare it now above me. 

Pro. The fringed Curtaines cf thine eye advance, 
And ſay what thou ſee'ſt yond. 

CMire. What 1&'t a ſpirit ? 

Lord, how it lookes about : Beleeve me fir, 
It carries a brave forme. But 'tisa ſpirit. 

Pre. No wench,it eats,and fleepcs,& hath ſuch ſenſes 
As we have; fuch. This Gallant which thou feet 
Was inthe wracke : and but hee's ſomething ſtain'd 
With griefe (that's beauties canker) Y mighr'it call bim 
A goodly perton : he hath loſt his fellowes, 

And {traycs about to finde'em- : 

Atrr. | might call him 
A thiggUivine, for nothing naturall 
I ever taw fo Noble. ; 

Pre. It goes on 1 fee 
As my foule prompts it ; Spirit, finc ſpirit, lle free thee 
Within two dayes for this. | 

Fer. Molt ſure the goddeſſe | ff 

On whom thee ayres attend ; Vouchſafe my pray't 
May know if you remaine upon this Iſland, 
And that you will ſome good inſtruction give 
How I may deare me heere : my prime requeſt 
(Which Ido laſt pronounce) is (O you wonder } 
If you be Mayd,or no? 

Mir. No wonder fir, 

But certaincly a Mayd. 

Fer, My Language? Heavens : 

I am the belt of them that ſpeake this ſpeech, 
Were I but where 'tis ſpoken. 

Pro. How ? the beſt ? | 
What wer't thouif the King of N apts heard thee ? 

Fer. A fingle thing,as I am now,that wondei s 
To heare thee ſpeake of N apts: he do's heare me, 
And that he do's,I weepe : my feclfc am Napter, 

W ho,with mine eyes (never fince at ebbe)ocheld 
The King my Father wrack't: ; 

Mir. Alacke,for mercy. 

Fey. Yes faith,and all his Lords, the Duke of 1ilkame 
And his brave fonne, being twaine. 

Pro. The Dake of Hullaine 
And his more braver danghter,could controll thee 
If now 'twere fitto do't : At the firlt fight 
They have chang'd eyes : Delicate Ariel, 
lle ſet thee free for this. A word good Sir, 

1 feare you have done your (elte ſoine wrong : A word. 
Mr. Why ſpeakes my facher fourgently 2? This 
Is thethird man that ere 1 ſaw : thefirit 
Thar ere I ſigh'd for : pitty move my tather 1 
Tobeenclin'd my way: 
Fer. O,it a Virgin, . 
And your ate one gone forth;Ilc make you 
The Queene of A -pie> 

Pre. Soft Sir,one word more. | 
They are both in eythers pow'rs : But this {witt buſines 
I mult uncaſie make,lcaſt roo light winning 
Make the prizelight. One word more : I charge thee 
That thou attend me : Thou do'ſt heere uſurpe 
The name thou ow'ſt not,and haſt put thy ſclte 
Vpon this Iſland,as a ſpy,to win it 
From me,the Lord on't 

Fer. NoasTam aman. 

Afr. Ther's nothirg ill,can dwell in fucha Temple, 
If the ill-ſpirit have ſo faire a houſe, 
Good things will ſtrive to divell with't, 

Pre. Follow me. 


A3 Prof. 
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Prof. Speake not you for him : hee'sa Traitor:come, | Ismuch beyond our loſſe;our hint of woe 
Ile magacic thy necke and teere together : Is common, every day, ſome Saylors wife, 
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Sea water ſhalt thou drinke : thy foed ſhall be The Maſters of fome Merchant, and the Merchant 
The freſh-brooke Muſſels, wither'd roots, and huskes Have juſt our Theame of woe: But for the miracle, 
W herein the Acorne cradled. Follow. (I meane our preſervation) few in millions | 
Fer. No, Can fpeake like us : then wiſely ( good Sir) weigh & 
1 will rcfiſt ſuch entertainement, till Our forrow, with our comfort. ov 
Mine enemy ha's more pow 'r- eAlſon. Prethee peace. 
He dr awes, audi; charmed from moving. Seb. He receives comfort like cold porredge, 
Ava. O deere Father, . ent. The Viſitor will not give him oreto. 
Make not too raſh a triall of him, for Seb. Looke, hee's winding upthe watch of his wir, 
Hee's gentle, and not tcarefull, | By and by it will ſtrike. 
Prof. What I ſay, Gon. Sir. 
My foote my Tutor? Put thy ſwordup Traytor, Seb. On: Tell. 
Who makes a ſhew, but dar'!{t not ſtrike: thy conſcience Gon. When every greefc is entertaind, 
Is poſſeſt with guiit: Come trom thy ward, That's offer'd comes toth' entertainer. 
For I can heere diſarme thee with this ſticke, Seb. Adollor. 
And make thy weapon drop. Gan. Dolour comes to him indeed, you have ſpoken 
Mir. Bcicech you Father. truer then you purpos'd, 
Fro. Hence : hang not on my garments. Seb. You haye taken it wiſclier then I meant you 
er. Sir have pity, ſhould. 
Ic be his ſurety. Gon. Therefore my Lord. 
Pro. Silence: One word more efet. Fic, what a ſpend-thrift is he of his tongue. 
S hall make me cbide thee, if not hate thee : What, Alm. | pre-thee ſpare. 
An advocate for an Impoltor? Huſh : Gon. Well, I have done : But yet 
Thou think { there is no more ſuch ſhapes as he, Seb. He will be talking. 
( Having ſcene but him and { aliben:) Fooliſh wench, Aut. Which, of he, or Adrian, for a good wager, | 
Tot? moſt of men, this is a {@bben, Firſt begins to crow ? | 
And they to him are Angels. Seb. The old Cocke. | 
Alm. My affetions eAxt. The Cockrell. | 
Are then moſt humble: I have no ambition Seb. Done : The wager? 
Toſce agoodlicr man, Am, A laughter, 
Pre. Come on, ubey: Seb. A match. " 
Thy Nerves arc in their infancy againe. Aadyr. Though this Hand ſeeme to be deſert. 
And have no vigour in them, Seb. Hayha, ha. 
Fer, So they are : eAwt. So: you'r paid. 
My ſpirits, as1n adreame, are all bound up: eAdr. Vninhabitable, and almoſt inacceſſible, 
My Fathcrs lofle, the weaknefſe which 1 teele, Seb. Yer. 
1he wracke of all my friends, nor this mans threats, Adr. Yet. 7 
To wheme I am ſuvdude: are but light tome, eAnt, He could not miſle't. FP 
Might I but through my priſon once a day Adr, Tt muſt needs be of ſubtle, render, and delicate "8 
Bchold this Mayd-:all corners cl{c o'th' Earth temperance. | = 
Let liberty make uſe of : {pace enough eAnt. Temperance was a delicate wench, "4 
Have I in ſucha priton- Seb. I, and a ſubtle, as he moſt learnedly deliver'd. | i 
| Pre. It workes : Come on. | Adr. The ayre breathes upon us here moſt ſweetly, | 
Thou haſt done well, fine Ariel: follow me, Seb, As if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. | 
{ Harke what thou elfe ſhalt do mc. ent. Or, as *ewere perfum'd by a Fen, | 
Atir. Bc of comtort, > Gon, Heere isevery thing advantageous to life, 
My Father's of a better nature(Sir) Ant. True, {ave meanes to live. | 
Then he appcarcs by ipcech :thisis unwonted Seb. Of that there's none, or lirtle. 
Which now came from him. Gon, How luſh and luſty the graſſe lookes ? b 
Pro. Thou ſhalt be as free How greene ? W 
As mountaine windes , but then exactly do eAnt. The ground indeed is tawny. i; 
All points of my command. Seb. With an eye of greene in'it, cs 
Ar. To th'ſyllable, Ant. He mifles not much. MW 
Pro. Come follow : ſpeake not for him. Exenunt, | Seb. No: hedoth but miſtake the truth totally. W_ 
| Gon. But the rariety of it is, which is indeed almoſt | 
Ts : _ credit. 
| - » As many voucht rarieties are, | 
Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima. os Sho Guateariagtoter wablaae ld IM 
{ AH AM _ | intheSca, hold notwithſtanding their freſhneſle and 
— gloſſes, being rather new dy'dethen Rain'd with ſalte 
Emer Alonſo, Sebaſtian, «Arthmio, Gonzalo, eAdvian, waters | 
| Franciſco, and others. Ant, If but one of his pockers could ſpeake, would 
Gonz.. Bcicech you Sir, -be merry: you have cauſc, it nor ſay he lyes ? 
(So have we all) of joy; for our c{cape | Seb. I, or very falſely pocket up his report, | 
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Gon. Me thinkes our garments arenow as freſhas | The fault's your owne. 
) when wee put them on firlt in Aﬀricke, at the marriage | Alex. So is thedeer'ſt oth'loſle, 
x ofthe kings faire daughter Clarthel tothe king of Twwns. | Gor. My Lord Sebaftian, 
F Seb. *I was a ſweet marriage, and we proper well in | The truth you ſpeake doth lacke ſome gentleneſle, 
2 our returne. And timeto ſpeake it in : you rubthe tore, 
#E Adri. Tunis was never grac'd before with ſuch a Pa- When you ſhould bring the plaiſter, | 
ko ragon to their Qyeene. Seb.V ery well. eAnt. And moſt Chirurgeonly, |} 
Gon. Not ſince widdow Dide's time. Gon, It is foule weather in usall, good Sir, 
Ant. Widow? A pox o'that : how came that Widdow | When you arecloudy. | 
| in? Widdow Dido! Seb. Fowle weather ? Ant. Very toule, 
: Seb. What if he had fayd Widdower e/£neas £00 ? Gov. Had I plantation of this Ifle my Lord. 
Good Lord, how you take it ? Ant. Hee'd fow't with Nettle-(ced. 
Adri. Widdow Dide ſaid you? You make me ſtudy Seb. Or Dockes, 01 Mallowes. 
of that : She was of Carthage, not of Tas. Gon. And were the King on't, what would I do? 
Gon, This TwnisS it was Carthage. Seb. Scape being drunke, tor want of Wine. | 
Adri. Carthage ? Gon, 1 aſlure you (arthage. Gon. I'th* Commonwealth I would (by contraries) 
Ant. His word 1s more then the miraculous Harpe. Execute all things ; Forno kinde of Traticke | 
-n Seb, He hath rais'd the wall, and houtes too. Would ladmit: No name of Magiſtrate : 
| Ant. What inpoſſible matter will he make cafy next? | Lerters ſhould not be knowne : Riches , poverty, 
Ju Seb. Ithinke hee will carry this 1fland home in his | And ulc of ſervice, none: Contradt, Succeſſion, 
F pocket, and give it his ſonne tor an Apple. : Borne, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none : 
Ant. And ſowing the kernels of it un the Sea, bring | No uſe of Mertrall, Corne, or Wine, or Oyle ; 
forth more Iflands. No occupation, all men idle, all : 
Gon. 1. eAnt, Why in good time. And women too, but innocent and pure : 
Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments ſceme No Soveraignty, 
now as freth as when we were at Twn at the marriage Seb. Yethe would be King ont, | 
| of your daughter, who is now Quecne. Ant. The latter end of his Common-wealth forgets' 
| ent, Aud the carelt that ere came there. the beginning. 
| Seb. Bate ( 1 beſeech you) widdow Dids. Gow. All things in common Nature ſhould produce 
| = Ant. O widdow Dide ? 1, Widdow Dus. Without ſweat or endeuour : Treaſon, fcllony, 
ws | Gon. Is not my doublet Sir as freſh as the firſt day I | Sword, Pike, Knife Gun, or neede of any Engine 
| wore it ?[ meane in a fort. Would I not have: but Nature ſhould bring forth 
£ Ant. That fort was well 6{h'd for. Ofit owne kinde, all foyzon, all abundance 
Gon. When I wore it at your daughters marriage- To feed my innocent people. 
Alon. Youcram theſe words into mine cares, againſt Seb. No marrying *mong his ſubjects ? 
the ſtomacke of my ſenſe : would I had never Ant. None ( man) all idle; Whores and Knanes, 
| Married my daughter there : For comming thence Gon. I would with ſuch perfeRtion governe Sir ; 
My ſonne is loſt,and ( in my rate) ſhe too, T' Excell the Golden Age. 
Who is io farre trom /taly removed, Seb* 'Save his Majeſty. Ant.Long live Gmrzalo. 
£7 I ne're againe {hall ſec her : O thou mine heire Gon. And do you marke me, Sir ? (me 
_ ;% Of I ;p4r and of Milaine, what ſtrange fiſh Alon. Pre-thee no more: thoudoſt talke nothing to 
| £4, | Hath made his meale 0a thee ? Gon, I do well beleeve your Highneſle , and did it to 
A Fran. Sir he may live, | miniſter occaſion to theſe Gentlemen, who are of ſuch 
| i I ſaw him beate the ſurgesunder him, ſenſible and nimble Lungs,that they alwayes ufc ro laugh 
ys ae” And ride upon their backes; he trod the water at nothing. 
| Whoſe enmiry he flung aſide : and breſted | Am. "Twas you welaugh'd at. | 
i The ſarge molt wolne that met him : his bold head Gon. Who,in this kinde of merry fooling am nothi 
.- 'Bove the contentious waves he kept and oarcd to you : ſo you may continue, and laugh at nothing ftill. 
4 Himlſelte with his good armes in lulty ſtroke | Ant. Whata blow was there given? 
; Ve Toth'thore ; that ore his wave-worne baſis bowed Seb. And it hadnot fallen flat-long. 
As ſtooping to releeve him : I not doubt Gon. You are Gentlemen of brave mettal : you would 
He came aliveto Land, lift the Moone out of her fpheare,if ſhe would continue 
Alon, No, no, hee's gone. in it five weekes without changing. 
Seb. Sir you may thanke your ſelfe for this great loſle, Enter Ariell playing ſolemne Muſicke. 
That would not blefſe our Europe with your daughter, Seb. We would fo, and then goa Bat-fowling, 
7 But rather loſe her to an Aﬀrican. Ant. Nay good my Lord, be not angry. 
NY Where ſhe ar leaſt, is baniſh'd from your eye, Gon. NolI warrant you, I will notadventuremy dif- 
Who hath cauſe to wet the greefe on't. * | cretion ſo weakly : Will you laugh me afleepe, for I am 
eAlon. Pre-thee peace. very heavie. 
ht y Seb. You were kneel'd too, & importun'd otherwiſe | Ant. Go ſleepeand heare us. 
ad By all of us: and thefaire ſoule her {elfe eAlon. What, all ſofoone aſlcepe? I wiſh mine eyes 
lee | Waigh'd betweene loathneſſe, and obedience, at Would (with themſelves) ſhut up my thoughts, | 
Which end o'th'beame ſhould bow : we have loit your | I finde they are inclin'd rodo fo, p 
1d I feare for ever : (AMillaine and Naples have (ton, Seb. Pleaſe you Sir, | 
Mo widdowes in them of this buſineſſe making, Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 
| Then we bring men to comfort them : | It fildame viſits ſorrow, when it doth,it is a _ 
on. | cm an FOG ==] 
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_ ear. Wetiwo my Lord, will guard your , 
While you take your reſt, and watch your ſafcty. 
Alen. Thanke you : Wondrous heavy. 
| Seb, What a ſtrange dowlineſle poſſeſſes them? 
Ant, 1t 1s the quality o'th' Clymate. 
Seb, Why, 
Doth it not then our eye-lids ſinke ? I finde 
Nor my clte diſpos'd to ſleepe : 
Amt. Nor I, my ſpirits are nimble: 
T hey fell together all, as by conſent 
They dropt, as by a Thunder-ſtroke : what might 
Worthy Sebaſtsan?,O, what might ? no more : 
And yer, me thinkes 1 ſee it inthy face,' 
W hatchou ſhould'ſt be : th' occaſion ſpeakes thee,and 
My itrong imagination ſee's a Crowne 
Dropping upon thy head. 
Seb, What? art thou waking? 
Ant. Do you not heare me ſpcake ? 
, Seb. : do, and ſurely 4 thou ſpeak'lt 
tis a ſleepy Language ; and thou ſpeak' 
Our of thee — hat is it thou didſt fay? 
This is a * nn. repoſe, to be aſl ; 
With eyes wide vpen: ſtanding, ſpeaking, moving ; 
And yet (© faſt a flcepe. 
Ant. Noble Sebaſtiav, 
Thou let'{t thy fortune flcepe : die rather : wink'ſt 
Whules thou art waking. 
Seb. Thou do'ſt ſnore diſtinAly, 
There's meaning in thy ſnores. 

Ant, I am more ſerious then my cuſtome : you 
Muſt beſo roo, if heed me : which to do, 
Tredbles thee o're. 

Seb, Well : I am ſtanding water, 
ent. Ile tcach you how to flow. 
Seb. Do 1o : to cbbe, 
Hereditary Sloth inſtruts me. 
Ant. O ! 
IF you but knew how youthe purpoſe cherith 
Whiles thus you mocke it : how 1n ſtripping it 


| You more inveſt it : ebbing men, indeed 


(Moſt otten) do fo neere the bottome run 
By their owne teare, or ſloth, 

Seb. *Pre-thee ſay on, 
The ſetting of thine eye, and cheeke proclaume 
A matter from thee; and a birth, indced, 
Whichthrowes thee much to yeeld. 

ent, Thus Sir : 
Alchough this Lord of weake remembrance; this 
Who ſhall 5c of as little memory 
When he is carth'd, hath here almoſt waded 
(For hce's a Spirit of perſwaſlion, onely 
Profcſſes to per{wade) the King his ſonne's alive, 
'Tis as impoſſible that hee's undrown'd, 
As hethat flcepes heere, ſwims. 

Seb.. 1 have no hope, 
That hce's undrown'd. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope, 
What great hoge have you? No hope that way: Is 
Rs 4 Way 19 high a ache ones . 
Ambition cannot pierce a winke beyond 
But doubt diſcovery there. Will you grant with me 
That Ferdmand is drown'd ? 

Seb. Hee's gone. 

Ant. Then tell me who's the next heire of Naples ? 

Seb. Claribell. 

en. She that is Queene of Tx : the that dels 
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Ten leagues beyond mans life : ſhe thatfrom Naples 
n have no note, unlefle the Sun were poſt: : 
The Mani'th Moone's too flow, till new-borne chinnes 
Be rough, and Razor-able : She that from whom 
Weall were ſca-ſwallow'd, though ſome calt againe, 
(And by that deſtiny to pertorme an act, 
Whereof, what's palt in prologue; what to come 
In yours, and my be "A 
Seb. W har ſtuffe1s this ? How ſay you? 
Tis true,my brothers danghter's Queene of Twais, 
$0 18 ſhe heyre of N aples, 'twixt which Regions 
There is ſome ſpace. 
Ant, A ſpace, whoſe ev'ry cubit 
SEemes tO cry Out, how ſhall that Claribefl 
Meaſure us backe by I apler? keepe in Twnir. 
And let Sebaftian wake. Say, this were death 
That now hath ſeiz'd them, why they were no worſe 
Then now they are : There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that ſleepes : Lords, that can prate 
As$ anply, and unnccetfarily 
As this Goxza/o : I my felte could make 
A Chough of as deepe chat : O, that you bore 
The minde that I dog what aflecpe were this 
For your advancement ? Do you underſtand me ? 
Seb. Me thinkes I do, 
eAm. And how do's your content 
Tender your owne good fortune ? 
Seb. I remember 
You did ſupplant your Brother Proſpere. 
Ant. True: 
Andlooke how well my Garments fit upon me, 
Much feater then before : My Brothers {crvants 
Were then my fellowes, now they are my men. 
Seb. But for your conſcience- 
ent. I Sir: wherelies that ? If 'twere a kybe 
'T would put me to my ſlipper : Burt I feele nor 
This Deity in my boſome : *Twentie conſciences 
Thar ſtand 'rwixt me,and CMillaine, candied be they, 
And meltere they molleſt : Heere lies your Brother, 
No better then the carth he lyes upon, 
If he were that which now hee's like (that's dead) 
Whom l with this obedient ſteele ( three inches of it) 
Can lay to bed for ow av hiles Rc thus, 
To the perpetuall winketor aye might put 
This —_ morſell : this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courſe : for all the reft 
They'l rake ſuggeſtion, as a Cat laps milke, 
They'l tell the clocke, toany buſineſle thar 
We ſay befits the hourc, 
Seb, Thy car, deere Friend 
Shall be my preſident : As thou got'lt Afilame, 
Viecome by Naples : Draw thy 1word, one {troke 
Shall free thee trom the tribure which thou paicſt, 
And I the King ſhall love thee. 
Amt, Draw together : 
And when I reare my handMo you the like 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 
Seb. O, but one word, 
Enter eAviell with Minſiche and Song. 
Ariel, My Maſter through his Art foreſoes the danger 
That you (his friend) are in, and ſends me forth 
(Forelic his prozeR dies) to keepe them living. 


Seng #18 Gonzaloes tare. 
While you here do ſnoaring lie, 
Open-ey'd Conſpiracie 
His tine doth take : 


if 


—_—— 
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| chaſe bur fall by paile-fuls. W 


The Tempeſt. | 


Bs Flember aud hewere, 


Awake, awake. ; 

Ant, Thenlet us both be ſodaine. ; 

Gon. Now, good-Angels preſerve the King. 

Ale. Why how now boa;awake? why are you drawn? 
Wherefore this ghaſtly looking ? 

Gon, What's the matter ? - 

Sth, Whiles we ſtood here ſecuring your repole, 
(Even now) we heard a hollow burit of bellowing 
Like Buls, or rather Lyons, did't not wake you? 

It ſtrooke mime care molt terribly , 

Ale. I heard nothing. 

4*t, O, twas a din to fright a Monſters eare; 
To make an earthquake : ſure it was the roarc 


Of a whole heard of Lyons, | 


Aloe. Heard you this Gonzalo? - 
Gow. Vpon mine honour, Sir, I hearda humming, 
(And that a ſtrange one too) which did awake me: 
I ſhak'd you Sir, and cride : as mine eyes opend, 
I ſaw their weapous drawne : there was a noyiec, 
That's verily : 'tis beſt we ſtand upon our guard; 
Or that we quit this place : let's draw our weapons- 
: eAo.Lead off this groundand let's make further tearch | 
For my poore ſonne, 
Gon. Heavens keepe him from theſe Beaſts ; 
For he is ſure i'th Iſland. 
eAlo, Lead away. (done. 
Ariell, P my Lord , ſhall know what I have 
So (King) goc ſateiy on to lecke thy S2n. Exennt, 


—_— 


—"— 


Scana Secunds. 


— — — ___— 


Enter Calibun, with a burthes of Wood ( a noyſe 
Thunder heard, ) s (Gy 


Caf. All the infeFtions that the Sunne ſuckes up 
From Bogs, Feng, Flats, on Proſper fall, and make him 
By yncl-meale a diſcaſe : his Spirits heare me, 

And yet I needes muſt curſe. Butthey'll nor pinch, 
Fright me with Vrchyn-ſhewes, pitch me i'thmire, 
Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the darke 

Our of my way, unleſſe he bid'em; but 

For every trifle, are they ſet upon me, 
Sometime hike Apes, that moe and chatter at me; 
And after bite me : then like Hedg-hogs, which 
Lye tumbling in my barefoote way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foote-fall : ſometime am I 
All wound with Adders who with cloven tongues ] 
Doe hifle me into madneſle : Lo, now Lo, Enter 
Here comes a $pirit of his, and to torment me, Trincalo, 
For bringing wood in flowly: 1le fall flat, 

Perchance he will not minde me, 

Trs. Here's neither buſh, nor ſhrub to beare off any 
weather atall : and another Rtorme brewing , I heare it 
ling ith winde : yond ſame blacke cloud , yond huge 
one, lookes like a foule bumbard that would ſhed his 
licquor : if it ſhould thunder, as it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head : yond fame cloud cannot 
t have we here, a man, 
orafiſh?2dead or alive ? a fith, he ſmels like a fiſh : a 
very ancient and fiſh-likeſmal : a kinde of , not of the 


| 


| This is a very ſcurvy tuncto fing at a matis 


newelt poore-lohn : a ſtrange fiſh : were I in Hvgland | 
now ( as once I was) and had but his fiſh painted; not 
a holyday-foole there but would givea peece of filver : 
there, would this monſter , make a man : any ftrang e 
beaſt there, makes aman : when they will not givea 
duitto relieve a lame Begger,they will lay out ten to ſee 
a dead Indian : Leg'd like aman; and his Finnes like 
Armes; warme 0 my troth : 1 doe now let looſe my 0+ 
pinion ; hold it no longer ; this is no fiſh, but an 1 
; ny wa hath lately ſuffered b - Thundebolt: Alas, 
Orme 1s come againe : m way is tO UN- 
der his Gaberdine i is An nh Cehrrtig 
bout : Miſery acquaints a man with ſtrange bedfel- 
pes I will here throwd till the dregges of the ſtorme 
P 


Enter Ste ny . 
Ste. PPS ation rem Za here ſhall Tdje ater, | 


Funerall : well, here's my com:ort. Drinker. 

Sings. The CMaſter, the Swabber the Boate-ſwaine 5: 1; 
T he Gunner, ani his Mate 
Loud Mal, Meg, and Marrian, and Margerie, 

But noxe of us car d ſor Kate. 

For (he had a tongue with atang, 

Wonld cry to a Saylor gee hang : 

Shs lov'd not the [avonr of T ar nor of Pitch, 

Tet a Tailor might ſcratch her where ere ſhe did itch, 
Then to Sea Boyer, andiet hey goe hang. 

This is aſcurvy tune too : 

Bur here's my comfort. drinker, 

Cat. Doe not torment me: oh, 

Ste. What's the matter ? | 
Have we divels here ? 

Doe you put trickes upon's with Salyages, and Men of | 

Inde? ha? Ihave not ſcap'd drowning , to bee ateard 

now of your foure legges : toy it hath bin faid ; as pro- 

pera man aF$ ever wear on foure leges, cannot make him 

giveground : and it ſhall be fayd 1oagaine, while Sre- 
breathes at nol(trils. IP 

Cal. The Spirit rorments me oh TT. 

Ste, This is ſome monſter of the Ifle , with fourelegs: 
who hath got (as I take ir) an ague : where the divell 
ſhould he carne our language? I will give him ſome re- 
liefe ifit be bur for thar: if 1 can recover hum,and keepe 
him tame, and gct to Nap/:s with him, he's a Pre- 
ſent for any Emperour that ever trod on Neates-lea- 
ther. 

- (al. Doe not torment me *prethee : Ile bring my 
wood home faſter. 

Ste. He's in his fit now; and doe's nottalke after the 
wiſeſt ; hee ſhall taſte of my Bottle : it hee have never 
drunke wine afore, it will goc neerc to remove his Fit: 
if I can recover him, and keepe him rame,l will not take 
too much for him; he ſhall pay for him that hath him, 
and that ſoundly. . 

Cal. Thou do'ſ me yet bur little*hurr ; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy trembling: Now Proſper workes 
upon thee. 

Ste. Come on your wayes : open your mouth : here 
is that which will give language to you Cat ; open your 
mouth ; this will ſhake your ſhaking,l cantell you,and 
that ſoundly : you carinot tell who's your friend ; open 
your chaps againe. , 

Tri. I ſhould know that voyce : 

It ſhould be, 


| 


- But 


—— 


— 
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T he Tempeſt. 


—— 


But he is dround ; and theſe are divels; O detend 
me. 

Ste. Foure legges and two voyces; a moſt delicate 
Monſter : his forward voyce now is to ſpeake of his 
friend; his backward voyce, is to utter foule ſpeeches, 
andto dctract : if all the wine in my bottle will recover 
him, 1 will heipe his Ague: Come : Amen, I will ponre 
ſome in thy other mouth. 

Tri. Stephano. 


Sre. D-xth thy other mouth call me? Mercy, mercy : | 


This is 2 Divell andno Monſter : I will leave himyI have 
no lons Spoone. 

Tri. Stephano : if thou beeſt Stephane, touch me , and 
ſpeake tome: for I am T rincwls; be not afcard, thy good 
triend T rmculo. 

. Ste. If thou beeſt Trixculo: come forth : Ile pullthee 
by the leſſer legges : if any be Trinewlo's legges thee arc 
they : Thou art very Trmenlo indeede : how cam'it thou 
to be the fiege of this Moone-calte ? Can hee vent 7rmn- 
cils's ? 

Trs. I tooke him to be kild with a thunder-ſtroke;but 
art thou not dround Stephano : 1 hope now thou att not 
dround : Is the ſtorme over-blowne ?. I hid me under 
the dead Moone-Calfes Gaberdine , for feare of the 
Storme : Andart thou living Ste phano? O Stephane, two 
N capolnanes \icap'd ? 

{ Ste. *Prethce doe not turne mee about, my ſtomacke 
1* ngt corytant, 

Cal. Thete be fine things, and if they be not ſprights: 
that's a lxave god, and bcarcs Celeſtiall liguor : 1 wall 
kneele whim: "-- 

Ste. How did'lt thou ſcape ? 

How cam'lt thou hichcr? 
Swear © by this Bottle how thou cam'ſt hither: I eſcap'd 
ups « But of Sacke; wifttf*the Saylors heaved. o re- 


boord, by this Bortic Which 1 made of the barke of | 
a Tree, with mingeovwmne hands , ſince 1 was calta'- / 


[hey , 
._ Cat. Ile fivearc fp 
Je, the 119119 
Hy : (outer how thou eſcap'dft. 

* Tri. &$wom allgFf(man)iike a Ducke;! can twim like 
a Duckerle be {tvIrge 

Ste. Here, kiflethe-booke. 
Though thou canſt vim like a Ducke , thouart made 
lifea Gooſe, : * - 

Tri. O Seephano, ha'ſt 1ny more of this ? 

Sre. The whole But (man) my Cellar 1s in a rocke by 
th'fea-fide, uw here my wines hid : 
How now Moone-Calte, how do's thine Ague ? 

Cal. Ha'ſt thou not dropt from heaven? 

Ste. Ont o*th Moone I doe afſure thee, I was the Man 
ith* Moone when time was. 

Cad. I have ſeene thee in her : aad Idoe adore thee : 
My Miſtris ſhew'd me thee,and thy Dog,and thy Buth, 

Ste. Come fwenre to that : kifle the Booke : I wall 
furniſh it anon with the new contents : Sweare. 

Tv. By this good L:ght, this is a very ſhallow Mon- 
ſer : Tafcard of him? a very ſhalloiy Monſter: 
The Man ith' Moone? 
A moſt poore credulous Monſter : 
Well drawne Monſtcr, in good footh. 

Cal. tle ſhew thee every fertill ynch oth Ifle : and 

I will kite thy: foote: 1 prethee be my god. 

Tri. By this light, a moſt perfdious, and drunken 


Hat Bqgtles to bethy true ſub- 
Yrearthfls ? 


—_— 


| Cat. Ilekiflethy foot. le ſweare my ſelte thy Subject. 


Ste, Come on then: downe and iweare. 

Tri. I ſhall laugh my ſelfe to death atthis puppi-hea- 
ded Monſter : a moſt icurvie monſter: Icould ftindein 
my hcartro beate him. 

Ste. Come, kiſle. 

Trs. But that the poore Monſter's in dunke ; 

An abhominable Monſter. 
Cal. Ile ſhew thee the beſt Springs: Vie plucke thee 


| Pie beaze him no more Stickes, but follow thee , thou 


Berries : Ile fiſh for thee; and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the Tyrant that ] terve; 


wondrons mark 


Tri. A molt ridiculous Monſter, to make a wonder of 
a proore drunkard. 

Cal. | prethee [ct me bring thee where Crabs grow; 
and I with my long nayles will digge thee pig-nurs ; 
ſhow theea layes neſt, and inſtru thee how to ſnare 
the nimble Marmazet 3 Ie bring thee to clultring Phil- 
birts, and ſometimes Ie get thee young Scamels from 
the Rocke : Wilt thou goe with me ? 

Cal. Ipre'thee now icad the way without any more 
talking. 7rmculo, the King, and all our company elſe 
being dround, wee will inherit here : tiere ; Lhd my 
Bortic : Felow Trincalo ; we'il till him by aad by a- 


g41ne: 
( +lvhan Sings drunkenty. 
Farewcll Maſter , tarewcll, farewell. 
Tri. A howling Monſter : a drunken Monſter. 


Cal. No more dams Ile make for fiſh, 

XN or futch un firing, at requiring, 

Nor ſcrape trenchermg, nor waſh diſh, > 
Ban' ban,Cacalyban 

Has « new Maſter, pet 4 new Man. 


Monliter, when's god's aflcepe kc'll rob his Bortle., 


Freedome, high-day,high-day treedome,treedome high- 
day freedome . 


Ste, O brave Monſter; lead the way. Exennt. 


EI—_—_— 


Atlus Tertins. Scana Prima. 
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Enter Ferdinand (bearing a Log. ) 

Fer. T here be {Gme ſports arc paintull; and their labour 
Delight in them {ct off : Some kinds of batencle 
Are nobly undcrgon ; and molt poore matters 
Point ro rich cnds: t14is my mcanc Taske 
W ouid be as heavie rome, as od1ous, but 
The miſtris which I fcrue, quickens what's dead, 
And makes my labours picatures : O the ts 
Ten times more gentle, then her Father's crabbed; 
And he's compos'd of hacihaeiic. I mit remove 
Some choulands of th=cic Logs; and pile them up, 
Vpon a fore injantion; my tweet Miltris ; 
Weepes when the ſees me worke,and fayes,ſuch batenes 
Had neverlike Exccutor : I forget : 
Bur theſe ſweete thoughts,doc even refreſh my labours, 
Moſt baſic lcaſt, when 1 doe at. Enter Miranda 

Mir, Alas, now pray you and Proſpero. 

Worke not ſo hard : I wouid the lightening had 
Burnt up thote Logs that thou art enjoyned to pile: 
Pray (ct it downe, and reſt you : when this burnes 


——_— 


0 


Is kardat {tudy, pray now reit your (cite, 
He's 


—— ____—— 


Twill _ for havin? wearicd you ; my Father | 
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Hee's fate for theſe three houres, 

Fer. O moſt deere miſtris, 
The Sun will ſer before I ſhall diſcharge 
W hat I mult ſtrive ro do, 

Ar, It you'l fit downe 
Ile beare your Logges the while : pray give me that, 
lle carry 1t tothe pile. 

Fer. No precious Creature, 

I had rather cracke my finewes, breake my backe, 
Then you ſhould ſuch diſhonor undergoe, 
While I fit lazy by. 

Air. It would become me 
As well as it do's you; and I ſhould do it 
With much more eaſe : for my good will is to it, 
And yours it is agaialt, 

Pre. Poore worme thou art infeaed, 

This viſitation ſhewes it. 

Mir. You looke wearily, 

Fer, No, noble Miltris, 'tis freſh morning with mc 
Whenyou are by at night : I do beſcech you 
Cheefely, that I might ter it in my prayers, 
W hat is your name ? 

Cr. AHwrands, O my Father, 
I bave broke your heſt to ſay fo, 

Fer. Admir'd Afirazds, 
Indeede the top of Admiration, worth 
What's decrelt to the world : tull many a Lady 
I haveey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 
Th'harmony of their tongues, hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent care ; for ſeverall vertues 
Have | like d {everall women, never any 
With ſofull ſoule, but ſome defe in her 
Did quarrell withthe nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 
And put itto the foyle. But you, Oyou, 
So perfe&t, and ſo peerleſle, are created 
Ot everic Creatures belt. 

Afr. I do not knuw 
One of my ſexe ; no womans face remember, 
Save from my glaſle, minc owne : Nor have | ſcene 
More that I may call men, then you good fricnd, 
And my deere Father : how features are abroad 
{ am $killefſe of; but by my modeſtic 
(The jewell in my dower) I would not wiſh 
Any Companion in the world but you: 

or can imagination forme a ſhape 
Beſides your felfe, to like of : bur I prattle 
Someting tov wildely, and my Fathers precepts 
| therein do forget. 

Fer. Tam, in my condition 
A Prince ( Awaends) 1 dothinke a King 
(I would not ſo) and would no more endure 
This woudden {laverie,then to ſuffer 


The verie inſtant that I ſaw you did 
My heart flie to your ſervice, there reſides 
To make me lave to it, and for your ſake 
Am I this patient Logge-man. 

lr. Do youlove me? 


And crowne what I profeſle with kinde event 
If I ſpeake true : if holtowly, invert 
What beſt is boaded me, to miſchicte : I, 
Beyondall limit of what elſe i'th wosld 
Dolove, prize, honor you. 

Arr. I ama foole 
To weepe at what am glad of. 


— 


The fleſh-flic blow my mouth : heare my ſoule ſpeake. 


Far.O heaven; O cartk,beare witncſſe to this ſound, 


| 


| 


——— a. 


Pro. Faire encounter 
Ot two molt rare atfeRions : heavens raine grace 
On that which breeds berweence'em, 

For. Wherefore weepe you? 

Cir. At mine unworthynefſe that dare not offer 
What I deſire to give, and. much lcd take , 
What i ſhall dic to want : Bur this 1s trifling, 
And all the more it ſerkes to hide it ſelfe, : 
The bigger bulke it ſhewes. Hence baſhtull cunnung, 
And prompt me plaine and holy innocence. 
[am your wife, it you will marric me; 
If not, Iledic your maid : to be your fellow 
You may denie me; but Ile be your ſervant 
Whether you will or no. 

Fer, My Miſtris ( dcereft ) 
And I thus humble ever. 

Mir. My husband then ? A 

Fer. I, with a heart ſo willing 


| As bondageere of freedome : heere's my hand, 


Mir. And mine, with my heart ut; and now farewell 
Till halte an houre hence. 

Fer. A thouſand, thouſand. Srewn:, 

Pre. So glad of thisas they I cannot be, 
W hoare ſurpriz'd withall; but my rejoying 
At nothing can be more: le to my booke, 
For yetere ſupper time, muſt I pertorme 
Much butineflc appertatung. 


- _ —_— 


Scaena Secunda. 
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Enter (alan, Stephavo, and Triscals. 


Ste, Tell not me, when the But is oat we will drinke 
watcy, not a drop,before; therefore beare up,and boord 
em' Servant Moniter, drinke ro me. 

Tri. Servant Monſter ? the folly of this Iland , they 
fay there's but five upon this lile; weare three of them, 
it th' other two be brain'd like us, the State torters- 

Ste. Drinke ſervant Monſter when. | bid thee, thy 
eyes arealmoſt ſer in thy heart. — 7 

Trm. Where ſhould they bee {ct cle ? hee were a 
brave Monſter indeede if they were tet in his taile, 

Ste. My man-Monſter hath drown'd his tongue in 
Sacke : for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, 1 ſwam 
ere I could recover the ſhore, five and thirtie Leagues 
of and on, by this light thou (halt bee my Lieutenant 
Monſter, or my Standard. 

Tris. Your Lieutenant if you lift, hee's no ſtandard. 

Ste, Wee'l not run Monſicur Monſter. 

Trin. Nor g0 neither: but you'l lic like dogs, and yer 
ſay nothing neither. 

$te. Moone-calfe,ſpeake once in thy life,if thou beeſt 
a good Moone-caltc, 

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me licke thy ſhooe: 
le not ſerve him, he is not valiant. 

Tri. Thou lic{t moſt ignorant Monlter, 1 am in caſe 
to juttle a Conſtable : why, thou deboth'd Fiſh thou, 
was there ever mana Coward, that hatch drunk to nmch 
Sacke as I today? wilt thou tell me a monſtrous lic,bering 
but halfe a Fiſh and halfe a Montter ? 

(al. Loc, how he mockes me, wik thou let him my 


Lord ? \ 
| Cal, 


— 
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. } Batter his $kull, or paunch him with a ſtake, 


| re. 
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The Tempeſt. 
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Trw. Lord,quoth hc ? that a monſter ſhould be ſuch 
a Naturall? 
{. Lox, loz againe: bite him todcath I prethee. 


youprove a mutineere, thenext Tree : the poore Mon- 
itr's my ſubjet, and he ſhall not ſuffer indignity- 

('. 1 thanke my noble Lord. Wik thou be pleas'd 
to hearken once againetothe ſuite I made to thee ? 

Ste. Marry will I:kneele and repeate it, 
I will itand, and to ſhall Trincwlo. 


Enter Ariel inviſible. | 
Cal. As 1 told thee before, I am ſubjzet toa Tirant, 
A So:cerer,that by his cunning hath cheated me 


þ 4 #land. 
/ rrell, Thou iyclt. ; | 
C:/. Thou lycit, thou jeſting Monkey thou : 
I wou'd my 21,aut Maſter would deſtroy thee- 
I & IC. YC» 
te. Trmcols,'t ou trouble him any MOre in's tale, 
By this hand, } will 'upplant ſome of your teeth, 
Jrwm. \\ bY, l1a:d acthing. 
Mm then,and a0 more : procecd. 
(4. | tay by Sorccry hegot this lile 
From mC, hc g+tir. lt thy Greatneſle will 
Revenge it on him, ( tor I know thou dar'it ) 
But this thing dare not. 
Ste. That's mc ft certaine. 
Cal. Thou ſhalt be Lord of it, andlle fcrve thee. 
Ste. How now (hal. this be compalt? 
Caſt chou bring meto the party? 
{«l. Yea, yea my Lord, le yecld him thee 1ſleepe, 
W here thou maiſt knocee a natic in:y his head. 
e-:r1e!, Thou licſt,thoucanſt nat. 
Cat. \\ kata py'de Ninnie's this/T hou fcurvic patch: 
I do b:{f.echthy Greatneſle give him buowes, 
And rake his burtle from him : When thar s gone, 
He (hol! drinke nouzht bur brine, tor Hlenot thew him 
VWherc thc OQUiCK2 , ; cſhe$arcs. 
St. Tre culo, run 10 no turther danger: 
Interrupt ths Moniter one word further, and by this 
hand, iſe trnrne my mercie out odoores , and makc a 
Srocktith of thee. 
Tris, Wiz, what did 1? I didnothine : 
Ile 20c no t:irthir off 
Sie. Didtr thonnot ſay he lycd ? 
10a licſt, 
Ste, 101 to? Takethou thar, 
As you [ike this, give me the lyc another tune, 
T rw. Ididaotgive thelie : Out o'your wittes, and 
NCaring LOO? 
A pox 0 your bottle, this can Sacke and drinking doo : 
A murren 01, your Monlter, and the divell take your 
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Ste. Trincu/s, keepe a good tongue in your head : If 


— 


I A as I: on 


hn2gcrs. 


turther off. 
Ca, Beatchim enough : atter a littlerimg 
He beate hin too. 
Ste. Stand turther : Come procecde. 
Cal. Why, as I told thee, 'tisa cultome with bim 
I'th afternoone to ſleepe : there thou mayſt braine him, 
Having firſt {ciz'd his bookes.: Or with a logge 


Or cuthis wezanJ with thy knife. Remember 


Cal. Ha, ha, ha. | 
Ste, Now forward \yith your Tale : prethce ſtand | 


Firſt to poſicite his Bookes; for without them 


Pe EEE 


Hee's buta Sot, as Iam ; nor hathnot 

One $pirit to command: they all do hate him 
As rootedly as 1. Burne but his Bookes, 

He ha's brave Vtenſils ( for ſo he calles them) 


And that coſt deepely to conlider, 15 
The beaurie of his daughter :'he himſelte 
Cals her a non-parcill : 1 never ſaw a woman 
But onely Sycorax my Dam, and ſhe; 
But the as farre ſurpalleth Sycorax, 
As great it do's jeff 

dre. Is it ſobrave a Laſſe? 


And bring thee torth brave brood. 


culo-and thy icite ſhall be V ice-royes: 
Doſt thou like the plot Trwwews ? 
7 rm. Exccllcnt. 


Ca/. Within this haltc 
Wilt thou deſtroy him then ? 
Ste. Ton mine honour. 
Ariell, This will I tell my Malter, 


Let ns be jocond. Will you troule the Catch 
You taught me but whulcare ? 


And reafon*; Come on Trincwlo, let us ling, 


SEnO7- 


T honght «s free, 
Cd. That's not thc rune. 


Which when he ha's a houſe, hee'l decke withall. 


Cal. 1 Lord, ſhe will become thy bed,I warrant, 


Ste. Monlter, | will kill this man : his daughter and 
I will be King and Queene, fave our Graces : and Tre 


Ste. Give me thy hand, I am forry I beate thee : 
But wile thou liv'it _ ag00d rongue in thy head. 
10ure Will he be aflcepe, 


Cai, Thou mak'it me merry : 1 am full of pleaſure, 
Ste. Atthy requeſt Monſter, I will do reaſon, 


Flout'em, and comt'em : and chowt em, and flont'en, 


Ariel plates the tune on 4 T abor and Pipe. 


Ste. What 15 this lame ? 
Trin. This 1s thc tune of our Catch, plaid by 
ture of No-body , 


the pic- 


Ste. if thou becſta man, ſheiy thy ſelfe in thy likenes : 


it thuu veeit a divel), rake't a5 thoulitt, 
Trw., Q torgive me my (inncs, 
Ste. Hethat dyes payesall debts :1 defie thee: 
Mercy upon us. 
Cal. Art thou aftrard ? 
Ste. No Monlter, not I. 
Cat. Be notafteard, the Ifle is full of noyſes, 


Sounds, :nd {weet aures, that give delightand hurt not: 


Sometimes a thouſand rwangling lnitruments 


W il ham about mine cares; and fomerimes voyces, 


That it 1 chen had wak'd atter long leepe. 


\1'l inake me {kepe againe; and then indreaming, 
The cloudes me thoughe would open, and ſheyy riches 


Ready to drop upon me,that when I wax'd 
I cride to dicarne againe. 


Sre, This w:l: provea brave kingdome to me, 


V kcre | ſhall have my mul .cke for nothing, 
Cal, When Preſperois defiroy'd. 
Ste. That ſhali be by and by: 
[ remember the ſtory. 
T m.. The ſound is going away. 
L ers tollow ir,and atter do our worke., 
Ste. Leads Moniter, 
Wee'( follow : Lwould I could ſce this Taborer, 
Hc 11ycs 1t On. | 
True. Wilt come ? 


['e follow Stephane. 


—_—__ 


| 
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. Enter Alonſo, Schaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, 
Aarian, Franciſco,fc. 

& Gon. By'r lakin, I can goe no turther,Sir, 

My old Hones ake : here's a maze trod indeed 

Through forth rightsand Meanders : by your patience, 

I nceds malt reſt me. 

eAle. Od lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who, am my ſelfc attach'd with wearineſle 

To th'dulling of my ſpirits : fit downe, and reſt : 

Even here | willput off my hope, and keepe it | 

No longer for my flatterers = is dround { 

| Whom thus we (tray to find, and the Sea mockes 

Our fruſtrate ſearch on land : well : let him goe. 

Ant. I am right glad, that he's ſo out of hope : 
Doe not for one repulſe forgoe the purpole 
That you refoly'dt'cifet. 
Seb, The next advantage will we take throughly. 
eAm. Let it beto night, 

For now they are opprefl'd with travaile, they 

Will not, nor cannot uſe ſuch viiigance 

As when they are fceſh. Sg 
| Solemme and fr ange Muſicke : and Proſper on the top (invs- 

E 1 ſible.) Enter ſeverall ſtrange ſhapes, bringing #n 4 Banket; 
| and dance about ut with gentle attions of [alurarions, and 18 


F viting the King,c*c. to eate, they depart. » 
| = Seb, Ifayto night :no more. 
I Al. What harmony is this ? my good friends, harke. 
-Y Gon, Marvellous ſweer Mulicke. 
: Als. Give us kind keepers, heavens: what weretheſc? 


Seb, Aliving Drolery : now I will beleeve 
n That there are Vnicornes :that in Arebie 
þ-. There is one Tree, the Phoenix throne, one Pheenix 
& At thus houre reigning there. 

Ant. llc beleeveboth : 

And what do's elle want credit, come to me 
And Ile be ſworne *gs true : Travellers nere did lye, 
Though fooles at home condemue 'cm. 
Gon, It 1n I aptes 
I ſhould report this now, wouldthey belceve me ? 
If IT ſhould fay 1 faw ſuch Iſlanders. 
( For certes, thele are people of the Ifland) 
Who though they are of monſtrous ſhape, yet note 
Their manners are more gentle, kind then 
Our humane generation you thall find 
Many, nay almoſt any. 

Pro. Honeſt lord; 

Thou haſt ſaid well : for ſome of youthere preſent, 
Are worle then divels. 

Als, I cannot too mnch muſe X 
Sach ſhapes, ſuch geſture, and ſuch ſound expreſſing 
(Although they waut the uſe of tongue) a Kind 
Of excellent dumbe diſcourſe. 

Pro. Praiſe in departing, 

Fre, They vaniſh'd ſtrangely. 

Seb. No matter, ſince (mackes, 
They have left their Viands behind; for we have (to- 
Wilt pleaſe you talte of whar is here ? 

Aloe. Notl. (Boyecs 

Gon, FaithSir, you need not feare + when we were 
\W ho would belceve that there were Mountaynecres, 
Dew-lapr, like Buls, whoſe throars had hanging ar'cm 
| Waiktsof fleſh ? or that there were ſuch men 
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Each putter out of five for one, will bring us 
Good warrant of. 

Ato, I will ſtand to, and feede, 
Although my lat, no marrer, ſince | ferle 
Thebelt ;gpaſt : brother : my lord, the Duke, 
Stand too, and doe as we- 


his wings #pon the T able and with a gueirs device the Ban- 
quet vamlbes. | 
Ar. Youarethree men of (inne, whom deſtiny 
That hath to inſtrument this lower world, 
And what 1s in't : the ne ver ſurteited Sea, 
Hath caus'd tobelchup you ; and on this !{land, 
Where man doth not inhabit, you 'mongſt men, 
Being moſt unfitto live: I have made you med ; 
And even with ſuch like valour, men hang, and d&rOwte 
Their proper ſelves ; you fools, I and my fellowes 
Are minilters of Fate, the Elements 
Of whom your ſwordsare temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemockt-at-Stabs 
Killthe ill cloſing waters, asdiminiſh 
One dowle that's in my plumbe : My fellow miniſters 
Are like-invulncravle ; it you could hurt, 
Your {wordsate now too mailic tor 'ourſtr hs 
And will not be uplifted : but comanter Win : 
( For that's my butinefle to you) that you three 
From AMlaine did ſupplant good Proſper, | 
Expos'd unto the Sea (which hath requit it} 
Him, and his innocent child : for which foule deed, 
The Powers, delaying (not forgetting) have 
Incens'd the Scas,and Shores ; yea, all che Creatures 
Againſt your peace : Thee of thy Sonne, 4lonſo, 
They have berett ; and doepronounce by me 
Lingring perdition ( worte then any death 
Can be at once ) (hall (tep,by ttepatrend 
You, and your wayes, whole wraths to guard you from, 
Which here, in this molt deſolate Ile, elfe tals 
V pon your heads, is nothing but hearts-forrow, 
Anda cleare life enſuing. , 
He vaniſhes im Thunder : then (to ſoft Mnſiche.) Enter the 
5 againe and dawunce (with meckes and mower) and car- 
ing ont the Table. 
ro. Bravely the figure of this Harpy, haſtthou 
Perform'd( my rief 4 grace it had deuouring : 
Of my Inſtrution, hattthou nothing bated 
In what theu had'ſt to ſay : ſo with good lite 
And obſervation ſtrange, my meaner miniſters 
Their ſeverall kinds have done:my high charmes worke 
And theſe (mine encmies)are all knit up 
In their dittraRtions : they now are in my pore ; 
And in theſe fits, I leavethem, while | viſit 
Yong Ferdinand (whom they tuppole is droun'd) 
And his, and mine lo'vd darling. 
Gow, I'thname of ſomerhing holy, Sir, wby ſtand you 
Inthis ſtrange ſtare ? 
—Ale. O, it is monſtrous : monltrous : 
Me thoughtthe billowes ſpoke, and told me of it, 
The windesdid ſing it to me x and the Thunder 
(That deepe and dreadfuil Organ-Pipe) pronounc'd | 


W hoſe heads ftood in their breſts > which now wi find 


Thunder awd lightning. Enter Ariell (hke a Harpey) claps 


| 


The name of Proſper : it did baſe my T reſpaſle, | 
Therefore my Sonne i'th Ooze isbe ; and 
I le ſeeke him deeper thenere plummer ſounded, 


And with him therelye mudded. Exits. | 

Seb. But one feend ata time, | 

Ile fighttheir Legions ore. "I 
eAn! 


—_—_ 
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: Exeunt. \ Pro. Dearely, my dclicate eArvel: doe not approach 
deſperate :their great guilt Till rtigu do'ſt heare me call. | 
(Like poyſon givento worke a great time after ) er3, Well : Iconceive. -- dalli Extl« 
Now gins tobitethefpirits ; I doe beſcech you Pro. Looke thou be true : doe not give dalliance 
(Thar are of ſuppler joynts) follow them ſwiftly, Too much the raigne : the {trongelt oathes, are {traiy 
Ard hinder them trom what this extafic To th'fireich' blood : be more abſtemous, 

May now provoke them tvs Orellc good night your vow. 
Ad, Follow, I pray you. Exem mms | For. 1 warrant you, Sir, , 
| The white cold virgin Snow, upon my heart 
RD CEE __— Abates the ardour of my Liver. 
Pro, Wec<ll. 
eo A! an; (uar FUS. Scana Pr mg. Now come my Ariel, bring a Corolary, 
; mol Rather then wanta ſpirit, appeare,and pertly.Soft muſich. ' 
No tongue : all cyes : be lilent. Enter Irs. 
[r. Ceres, moſt bounteons Lady, the rich Leas 
Of Whcate, Rye, Barley, Ferches, Oatcs, and Peaſe; 
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eAnt. Ile be thy ſecond. 
Gert. All three of themare 


Enter Proſpere, Ferdinand, and Miranda. 
?r». If 1 have tov auſterely puniſh d you, 
Your compcnfatien makes amends, for I 


Ha e given you here,a third of mine owne life, | Thy ſurphy.Mountaines, where livc ubling Stcepe, 

Q: that for which 1 live z who, once againc And flat Mcedes thetchd with Stover, them to keepe : 

| tender to thy tand - Allthy vexations { Thy bankes with pioned, and twi lcd brims, 
\V<cre but my trials of thy loue, and thou Which ſpungy April, at chy hc{t betrims ; 

Maſt {trangely ſtood the reſt : here, atore heaven To make cold Nimphes chaſt crownes ; and thy broome- 

| | ratific r115 my richgitt : O Ferdinand, , Whoſe ſhadow the diſmifled Batchelor loves, (groves; | 

| Doc not {mile at me, that I boalt her off, ' Being laſſe-lorne : thy pole-clipt vineyard: 
| or thou ſhalt find ſhe will our-(tripeli prailc And thy Sca-marge {terile, and rockey+hard, 

| And make it halr, bchind her. { Where thou thy ielte do'ſt ayre, the Quecne o'th Skie, 

El i Ede helen | Whole watry Arch, and meflenger, am 1, 

Againitan Oracle. mY Bids thee leave thee, and with her ſoveraigne grace, /wns | 

| Fro. Then, as my gueſt, and thine owue acquiſition | Here on this graſſe-piot, in this very place * (deſcends. | 
Wor. hilv parchat 'd, takg my daughter : To come, and ſport : here Peacockes fiye amaine : | 
It thuu do it breake her Virgin-knor, before | Approach, rich {erer, her to cntercaine, Emer Ceres. 

{ All {antimonious ceremonies may Cer. Haile, many coloured Meſlenger, that nexe | 
With full and holy right,be winuſtred, Do it difobey the wite ot /upwe : | 
No tweet afpe: ſion (hall che heavensict fall | Who, withthy 1affron wings, upon my flowres | 1 
Tomake this contxact grow ; but barraine hate, Diffuteſt hony drops,retrething ſhowres, + 
Sou er-cy 'd diſdaine, and diſcord ſhall beſtrew | And witheach end of thy blew bowe do'ſt crowne | 
The union of your bed, with weeds ſo loathly } My bosky acrcs, and my unthrubd downe, 

 T hat vou ſhall hate it both : Therefbre take heed, | Rich ſcarph to my proud earth : why haththy Queene 
As H ymens Lamps {hail light you. { Summond me Inther, to this ſhort grail d Greene? 

Fer. As I hope E: | 4. Acontrat of true Love, to celebrate, 
For quictdayes, faire Iſſue, and longlite, And ſomedonation trecly to eſtate 

| With ach love, as'tis now the guu kiett den, On the bleſs'd Lovers. C 
The moſt opportune place,the (trongit luggeliion, (er. Tell me heavenly Bowe, | 8 
Our worter Geri can, thall never melt It Uenw or her lonne, asthoudo'ſt know, Is 
Mine honor into lult, to take away Doe noiy attend the Queene ? ſince they did plot Ko ; 
! he edge of that daycs celebration, The meanes, that dusky Dis, my daughter got: | T 
When I ſhall thinke, or Phadw itceds arc founderd, Her, and her blind-Boyes icandald company, 754 
Or Night kept chain'd below. I have torſworne, | i 

Fro. Fairely ſpoke ; Ir. Ot her ſociety "M 
$1: then, and talke with her, ſhe 1s thine owne ; Be notatraid : I met her deity gf 
\W bat Ariel; my induſtrious ſervant 4»:el, Enter Ariel. | Cuttingthe cloudsrowards Paphes : and her ſon L 0 tO 
«r:, What would my potcut inalter ? here Iam. Dove-drawne with her : herethought they to have done (A 
Pro. Thou,and thy axeaner fellowes, your laſt ſervice | Some wanton charme, upon this man and maide, | % 
Did wor:hily performe : and I muſt uſe you W hoſe vowesare,that no bed-right ſhall be paid | Pars 
In ſuch another tricke : gee bring the rabble Till Hymens Torch be lighted : but 1n vainc, | , b 
(Ore whom I give thee powre) here, to this place : Aeſcs hot Minion is returnd againe, : 3 l. 
incite them to quicke motion, for I muſt | Her waſpiſh headed ſonne, has broke his arrawes 4 Ve 
| Beltow upon the eyes of this yong couple Swears he will hootno more, but play with Sparrowes , ; 

| Some vanity of mine Art : it 1s my promiſe, And bea boy rightout. = Tos 
And they expe it trom me. Cer. Higheſt Queene of State, Fo 

ers. Pretently ? | | { Great Jw»o comes, I know her by her gate. | FG 

Pro. 1: witha twincke, Iv. Howdo's my bountcous fiſter ? goe with me | "Ib 

Ars. Bctore you caniay come ,and g0e, Tobicfſe thistwaine, that they may prof; be = i 
And breathe twice ; and cry, {0,ſo : | | And honor4 in their iſſue, 3 They Sing, L | — 
Each one tripping on his T oc, In. Henor, richer, marriage, ble ſing, =. . 

| Will be here with mop, and moive. Long continuance, and fin, \ | To 

| Dge you love me Malter ? no? * | Howrely joyes, be ll wpon you, | [3 

Turs | 
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Juno ings her bleſſings on you. 
E arths mereaſe, and foyzon plenty, 
Barnes , and Garners, never empty. 
Umes, with cluitring bunches gr owing, 
Plants, wth goodly 5urthen bowing : 
Spring come 19 you at the fartheſt, 
In the yiry end of ' arveſt. 
Sr rears and want (ball ſhun you, 
Ceres bleſſing ſo 14 on you. 
Fer. This is a molt majcſticke viſion, and 
Harmonious charmingly $ may I be bold 
To thinke theſe (pirits? 
Pro. Spirits, which by mine Art 
[ have fromall their confinescall'd to enact 
My prefent fancics. 
Fer.Let me live here ever, 
So rare 4 wondred father, and a wiſc, 
Makes this place Paradiſe. 
Prx, Svocet now, ftience 2 
uno and Cores whitper {erioufly, 
There's fomething clſc ro doc ; huſh, and be mute 
Or cife our tpell 15 mat d. 
Iuno and Ceres whiſper, and ſend Ir14 on employment. 
Iris. You Nunphscald Nay«des of the windring brooks 
With your ſedg'd crownes, and ever-harmeleflc lookes, 
Leave your critpe channels, and on this greene-iand 
Antwer your ſummons, /#-o do's command 
; Come ternperare Nimphes, and helpe to celebrate 
| A Conmract of true Love: be not too late. 
| Enter cert 1ixes IN imphes, 
You Sun-burn'd Sicklemen of Auguit weary, 
Come hether from the farrow, and be merry, 
Make holly day : your Rye-itraw hats pur on, 
An theſe freſh Nimphes encounter every one 
In Country footing, 
Exter certems? Reapers ( troperly bavied : they joyne with 
the N umphes, m 4 oracefull dance, towaras the end whore- 
of, Proſpero ſtarts jodarn'y and [þ! ber, after winch to 4 


Hrange hollow andronfuſed noy/e. they havorly vaniſh, 
Pro. | had 'o got that foule confprracy 
Ot the healt «© a/rwan,and his contederates 
Againit my lite :'he minute of their plot 
Is a 19't come : Well done, avoyc : no mores 
Fer. This1s (trange : your father's in fome paſſion 
T hat workes him ſtrong'y. 
Atr, Never till this day 
S1'v 1 him conch'd with anger, ſociſtemper'd. 
Pro. You doc looke (my {or.) in a mov'd fort, 
A51t You were diſmaid : be checrefull Sir, 
Our Revelsnow are cnded : Theſe our actors, 
(As Iforctoll you) were ali Spirits, and 
Arc wclted into Ayre, into thta Avre, 
Andlikethe baſclefle fabricke of their viſion) 
The Cl 14C-capt Towres, the gorgeous Pallaces, 
The {o:cmac Temples, the great Globe it ſelfe, 
Ye4,a:l which it mherit, ſhall ciflolve, 
\nd Itxethis inſubſtantiall Pageant faded 
Leavenota racke bchind 2 we arc ſuch ſtuffe 
As dUreames arc made on 3 and our little life 
Is roundcd with a flcepe : Sir, 1 am vexr, 
Beare witt my weoakeveſſc, my old braine is troubled : 
Benet diſtued'd wich my int cmiry, 
[t you De plea(*d, recire into my Ceii, 
And there repoſe, a turreor two, Ic walke 
lo ftill my beating mend. 
| Fer. Mir, We with yoarpeace, 
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Exit. ' frippery, O King Stephane, 


— — wk -- 


Pro, Come witha thought; I thanke thee Arret:conle. 
Euter Arzell, 
ers. Thy thoughts I cleave to, what'sthy pleaſure ? 
Pro. Spirit : we muſt prepare to acct with Caliban, 
eAri. | my Commander, when I prcfented Ceres 
Ithought to have to'd nee of it, but | tear'd 
Lcait 1 might anger thee. 
Pro, Say agauuc, where didſt thou leave theſe varlots ? 
er. I told you Sir, they were red-hot with drinking, 
50 tull of valour, that they ſmote the ayre 
For breathing intheir taces:beate the ground 
For kiſſing ot their feeze ; yet alwayes bending 
Towards their project : then | beate my Tabor, 
At which hike unback't colts they prickt rheir cares, 
Advanc'd their ey c lids, lificd up the ir noſes 
As they {melt muſicke, fo I charm d their cares 
I hat Calfe-like, they my lowing follow'd, through 
Tooth'd briars,ſharpe frzes, pricking gofle,and thornes, 
Which enred their tratle ſhns : ar lait I left chem 
I eh” filthy mantled poole beyord you Cell, 
Theredancingup to th'chins, thacthe fog le Lake 
Ore-(tunck their feer. | 
Pro, This was well done (my bird) 
Thy ſhape inviſible reraire thou ſtill : 
The trumpery in my houte, gee bring it hither 
For itaic to catch theletheeves. Arzel | goe, I goe Ext. 
Pro, A deviil, a borne-devill, on whotc nature 


| Nurture can never Ricke : on whom my paine's 


Humanely taken, all, all lott, cune toil, 

And, as with age, tus body ughicr growes, 

So lus minds catikers : 1 wili piague rhem all, 
Even to rearing : Come, bars on them this line; 

Enter Avi:l \ toaden ws: b pl:3stermg apparel, Cc. Enter 

Caliban Stephino, and Trixcuto, all wet. 

(1. Pray you tread fotrly, that the blind Mo'e may 
not heare a toot fall :; we vow are neere Þys Cel, (Farry, 
Ste. Monſter, your Fan y, which you ta; 1:2 harmics 

Has done lirtie Leiter then plaid the Jack e with us. 
Trm, Monlter, I doe fincil al horſc-pifſe, ae which 
My noſe 15 in g1cat ivdienation. 

Ste. So is tnunc. Doe you heare Monſter : If I ſhould 
Taxc a diſpleaſure again{t you : Looke you. 

Trm. Thou wert but a loit Monlter., 

Cal. Goal my lord, give me thy favour till, 

Be patient, tor the prize lie bring theeto 
Shall hudwinke this miſchance : theretore ſpeake fottly, 
All's huſkt as midnight yer. 

Tran. | m 419 09 loic Ou bo21tG \ n the Poole. 

Ste, There 1s not onely 
(Monſter) but anintnite totle. 

Tm. '{hat's more tome then my wetting 2 
Yer thisis your harmeleſſe Fairy, Nonlter, 

Ste. 1 will tetch off my dortie, 

Though i be ore eartsfor ny labour. 

(al. Prethee (my Kings) be quict. Sceſt thou heere 
This isthe mouth &:h Cecil : no noile, and center ; 
Doc that good miſchicfe, which may make this Ifland 
Thine 0v-ne for ever, and 1 thy Ca'than 
Foraye thy tyot-licker. 

Ste. Give me thy band, 

I doe begin to have bloody thoughts, 


is. 


Trin. Oing Stephans, O Pecre ; O worthy S! ep anos 
: 'S| 


Looke whata wardrobe heere is tor thee. 
(at, Letir alone thou toole, it 1s bur traſh, 
Tri. Oh, ho, Monſter : we know what belongs to a 


B2 , 


ditgracc and diſhauor 10 that | 


| 
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Se. Put of that govne(Trincato) by this band Ile 
have that gowne. | 
Tri, Thy grace ſhall have it» (meanc 
Cal, The droplic drowne this foole, what oe you 
Todoatc thus on ſuch luggage ? let's alone 
And doc the murther firlt : it heawake, _ | 
Erom too to crowne heel fill our skins with pinches, 
Make us ſtrange ſtufte, TT oe 
Ste. Bc you quier (Monſter) Miſtris line, 15 not this 
my lerkin ? now is the Ierkinunder the line ; now Icr- 
kinyouare like to loſe your haire,and prove a bald Terkin. 
Trus. Doc, doe ; we ſtcale by iyncand levell, and't 
like your grace. : 

Ste. I thauke thee for that jeſt ; heer's a garment for't : 
Wit ſhall no goc un-rewarded while I am Kang of this 
Country 3 Steale by line and levell, is an excellent paſſe of 
pate : there's another garment for t. 

Tri. Monſter, come put ſome Lime upon your fingers, 
and away with the reſt. ; 

(al. 1 will have done on't : we ſhall loſe our t1,me, 
And all be tura'd to Barnaclcs, or to Apes 
Wirk forchcads villanous low. . 

Ste, Monſter, layto your fingers : helpe to beare this 
2vay, where my hogſhead of wine is, or Ile turne you 
out of iny kingdome : got to,carry thiss 

' Tri. Aud this. 
Ste. I, and this, Te 
A noyſe of Hunters heard, Enter arvers ſpirits m ſhape 
of Dog1,00d Honnds, burting them about : Froſpers 
and Ariel ſetting them on. 

Pro, Hey Monntane, hcy. 

Ari. Sulver ; there it goes, Silver. 

Pro. Fary, Fury : there Tyrant, there : harke, harke. 
Goe, charge my Goblins that thou grinde their zoynts 
With dry Convultions, ſhorten up their finewes 
With aged Cramps, and more pinch-ſpotted makethem, 
Then Pard, or Cat o' Mountaine. 

Ars. Harke, they rores 

Pro. Let them be hunted ſoundly : Atthis houre 
Liesat my mcrcy all mine enemies ; 

Shortly (hall all my }abours cnd, and thou 
Shalt have the ayre at freedom : tor a little 
Follow, and doe inc {crvice. 


—_— 


Exennt. 


————_— — 


Attus Quntus, Scena Prima. 
Enter Proſpero (in bis CMagicke robes) and Ariel. 


Pro, Now do's my ProjeR gather to a head : 
My charmescracke not : my ſpirits obey, and time 
Goes upright with his carriage : how's the day ? 

Hr. On theſixr houre,at which time, my lord 
You ſaid our worke ſhould ccaſe. 

Pro. ITdid ſay fo, 
When firſt I rats'd the Tempeſt ; fay my ſpirit, 
How fares the King, and's followers ? 

Ar, Contui'd together 
In the ſame ta{lton, as you gavein charge, 
Luſt as youlettthera, ail prifoners Sir ; 
Inthe Leze-grove which weatber-fends your Cell, 
They cannot boudgetill your releaſe : The King, 
His brother, and yours, abide alithree diſtracted 1 
And the remainder mourwng over them, 
Brim tu] of forrow, aud diſmay : but chicfely 


— 


es ln. TT —_—_ —— ww 2 l_— 
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| Home both in word, and decd ; Moltcruclly 


Himthat you term'd Sir, the old lord Gonzalo, 
His teares run downe his beard like winters &rops 
From eaves of reeds : your charme ſo ſtrongly works'em 
Thatif you now beheld them, your aftcRions 
Would become tender. 
Pro, Doſt thou thinke ſo, ſpirit ? 
Ar. Mine would, Sir, were I humane. 
Pro, And mine ſhall. 
Haſt thou (which art but ayre)a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflitions, and ſhall not my (cite, 
One of their kind, that relliſh all as ſharpely, 
Paſtion as they, be kind'\icr mou'd then thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs | am ſtrook to th'quick, 
Yer, with my nobler reaſon, gainſt my tury 
Doe I take part : the rarer Action 18 : 
In vertue , then in vengeance : they, being penitent, 
The ſole drift of my purpoſe dorh extend 
Not a trowne further : Goe, releaſe them Aric!, 
My Charmes llc breake, their {ences Ile reſtore, 
And they ſhall be themſelves. 
Ar. Ile terch them, Sir. 
Pro. Ye Elves of hils, brookes, ſtanding lakes and 


Exit. 


And ye, that on the ſands with printlefie toore (groves, | 


Doe chaſe the cbbing-2 epta-e, aud doe flye bim 
When he comes backe : you demy-Puppets, that 

By Moone-ſhine doe the greene 10wre Ringlets make, 
Whercot the Ewe not bices : and you, whole paſtime 
Is to make midnigtt-Mufhrumps, rhat rejoyce 

To heare the folemne Curfewe, by w hoſe ayde 
(Weake Maſters though ye be) I have bedymn'd 

The Noone-tide Sun, call'd forth the mutenovs winds, 
And twixt the greene Sca, and the azur'd vaule 

Set roaring warre : Tothe dread catling Thunder 

Have I given fire, and rifred /oves ſtout Oke 

With his owne Bolt : The ſtrong baſl'd promontory 
Have I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt up 

The Pyne, and Cedar. Graves at my command 

Have wak'd their ſcepers, op'd, and let'em forth 

By my fopotent Art. Butthis rough Magicke 

[ heereabjure : and when I have requir'd 

Some heavenly Muſicke ( whicheven now I dot ) 

To worke mine end upon their fences, thit 

This Ayry-charmeis tor, Ile breake my ſtaffe, 

Bury it certaine fadomes in the earth, 

And deeper then did ever Plummet {ound 

Ile drownemy booke. Selemne muſicke, 


Hoeere enters Ariel before : Then Alonſownha franticke ge- 
fture, attendedby Gonzalo, Sebaſtian and Anthonio in 
like manner attended by «Adrian and Franciſco: They all 
enter the circle which Prefpero had made, and there ftand 
charm d : which Troſpero obſerving, fpeakes, 


A ſolemne Ayre, andthe beſt comforter, 
Toanunſctled fancy, Cure thy braines * 

(Now uſelcfle) boile within thy $kall : there ſtand 
For youare Spell-ſtopt. 

Holy Gonzalo, Honorable man, 

Mane eyes ev'n ſociable tothe ſhew of thine 
Fallfellowly drops : The charme diſſolves apace, 
And asthe morning ſtcales uponthe night 
(Meclring the darkeneſle) fo their rifing (ences 


; Beginte chace the ignorant fumesthat mantlc 


Their cleerer reaſon. O good Gonz a'o 


| My rruepreſerver, and a loyall Sir, 
| To himthoufollow'ſt ; 1 will pay thy graces 


| 
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Did thou «Mov, uſe me,and my daughter : 
Thy brother was a furtherer inthe At, 
Thouarr pinch'd for'tnoiw Sebaftiav, Fleſh, and bloud, 
You, brother aine,chatenrertua'd ambition, 
Expcll'd remorſe, and nature, whom, with Sebaſtiav 
( Whoſe inward pinches theretore are moſt {trong) 
Would heere have kill'd your King : I doe torgive thee, 
Yanacurallthough thoa art : their underitanding 
Begins ro{well, and che approxching tide 
Will Gortly fill che reaſonable ſhore 
That now ly foule, and muddy : not one of them _ 
That yet lookes on me, or woald know me ; Aried, , 
Ferch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell, 
| will diſcaſe me, and my feite preſent 
As | was {ometime Afillazne : quickly ſpirit, 
Thou ſhale cre long be tree. 
Ariell ings and helps to attire him, 
Where the Beeſaucke, Teefuck L, 
In a ( owſlips bell, / tye, 
There | cowch when Owles dee cry, 
"n the Batts back el Ave flye 
after Sommer merry. 
Merrily, merrily, ſhall 1 lwve now, 
Under the bloſem that hangs on the Bow. 
Pro. Why that's my dainty Ariel : I ſhall mifle thee, 
Bur yet thou ſhale have freedome : ſo, ſo, ſo. 
Tothe Kings ſhip, inviſible as thou art, 
There ſhalt thon find the Marriners afleepe 
Vader the Hatches: the Maſter and the Boat-ſwaine 
Beingawake, enforce them to this place ; 
And pretently, 1 prethee. 
4ri. 1 drinke the ayre before me, and returne 
Orere your pulſe twice beate, Exu, 
Gon. All torment, troubic, wonder, and amazement 
Inhabirs heere : tome heavenly power guide us 
Out ot this te aretull Country, 
Pro. Behold Sic King 
The wronged Duke of Afullaine, Profpers : 
For more allurance that a living Prince 
Do's now fpeake tothee, I embrace thy body, 
And to thee, and thy Company, I bid 
A hearty welcome, 
Alo. Where thou bee'ſt he or no, 
Or ſome inchantcd triflle toabuſe me, 
(Aslate I have beene) I not know ; thy Pulſe 
Beats asot fleſh, and blood : and fince I ſaw thee, 
Th'afflition of ay mind amends, with which 
[ ſeare a madnefle held me : this muſt crave 
(And ifthis be at all) a moſt ſtrange ftory. 
Thy Dukedome I reſigne, and docentreat 
Thoupardon me my wrongs : but how ſhould Proſpero 
Be living, and be heere? 
Pre. Firſt, noble fricnd, 
Let me embracethine age , whoſe honor cannot 
Be meaſur'd, or confin'd. 
Gon, Whether this be, 
Or be nor, lle not ſweare, 
Pro. You doe yettalte 
Some ſubtletics o'th'/ſle, that will nor let you 
Bekkevethingscertaine : Wellcome, my biends all, 
Bur you, my brace of lords, were 1 ſo minded 
[ heere could plucke his highneſle frowne upon you 
And juſtihe you Traitors : at this time 
I will tclt notales. : 
Seb. Thediv<ll ſpeakes in him : 
Pro, No. 


mma 


— 
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For you (molt wicked Sir) whom tocall brother 
Would even infe& my mouth, I doe forgive 
Thy rankeit fault ;all of them : ard requre 
My Dukedome of thre, which, pertorce I know 
Thou mult reſtore. 
eF 0, It thou beeſt Proſpero, 
Give us particulars of thy preſervation, 
How thou haft met us heere, who three howres ſince 
Were wrackt upon this ſhore ? where I havelgft 
(How tharpe the point of this remembrance 1s) 
My deere ſoune Ferdinand. 
Pro, 1 am woe tor't, Sir. 
Ale, Irreparable is the loſle, and patience 
Saves, 1t 15 paſt her cure, 
Pro, 1 rather thmke 
You have not ſought her helpe, of whoſe ſott grace 
For the like lofle, I have her foveraigne ayd, 
And reſt my felte content. 
Als. Youthe like lofle ? 
Pro. As great to me, as Jate,and ſupportable 
To make the dcere loſſe, have I meanes much weaker 
Then you may call ro comfort you ; for 1 
Have loſt my daughter. 
eAlo, A daughter ? 
Oh heavens, that they were living both in Naples 
The King and Queene there, that they were, I wiſh 
My ſelte were mudded in that 00-2y bed | 
Where my ſonne lies: whendid you loie your daughter? 
Fro. Inthislaſt Tempeſt. I perceive thele lords, 
At this encounter doe fo much adinire, 
That they devoure their reaſon, and {carethinke 


| Their cie doe offices of truth : thetr words 


Arc naturall breath : bur howſvevere you have 
Beene juſtled from your fences, know tor certaine 
That lam Profpero and that very Duke 
Which was thruſt torth of Mriame, vw ho molt ſtradgely 
Vpon this ſhore ( where you were Wrackt) waslanded 
To be the Lord on't ; nomore yet of thus, 
For 'tis a Chronicle of day by eay, 
Nor a relation for a break-talt, nor 
Befitting this firſt meeting : Welcome, S:r; 
This Cell's my Coflct : hcere have 1 few atrendants, 
And SubjeQs none abroad : pray you looke in ; 
My Dukedome fince you have given me againe, 
| will requite you with as gooul athung, 
At leaſt bring fortha vonder, to content ye 
As much, as me my Dukedome. 
Here Proſpero diſcovers i erdinard ana Alganda, play- 
mg at Cheſſe, Led 
Mir. Sweet lord, you play me t.itc. 
Fer. No my dearelt love, 
I would not tor the world. (wrangle, 
Mir. Yes, for a [core of Kingdomes, you ſhauld 
And I wouid call it taire play. 
Als. It this prove 
A viſion of the Iſland, one deere Sonne 
Shall I ewice looſe, 
$-b. A moſt high nuracle. 
Fer. Though thc Seas threatenthey arc mercifull, 
I have curtl'd them without cauſc, 
Ale. Now allthe blefſings 


Of aglad fx her, compaſſe thee at out ; 


Arite, and fay how thou cam'tt heerc- 

Mew. O wonder ! 
How many goodly creatures are there hcere ? 
How bcauccous makind 15 ? O brave nety workd 
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That hasſuch people in't, 
Pro, T1s newtothee. 
eA/o, What is this Maid, with whom thou was at 
Your eld'{t acquaintance cannot be three houres : 
Is ihe the goddefſe that hath fever'd us, 
And brought us thus together ? 
Fer. Sir, ſhe 1s mortall ; 
But by immortal providence, ſhe's mine ; 
I choſe her when I conld not aske my Father 
For his adviſe : nor thought I had one : She 
Is daughter tothis famous Duke of Iullame, 
Ot whom, fo often I have heard renowne, 
But never {aw betore : of whom have 
Receiv'd a ſecond lite ; and{ccond Father 
Ibis Lady makes him to me. 
ef, 1am hers. 
But O, how odly will it ſound, that I 
Muſt aske my child forgiveneſle ? 
Fro. There Sir ſtop, 
Let us not burthen our remcmbrances, with 
A heavineſſe that's gone. 
Gon, I have inly wept, 
Or ſhould have ſpokc ere this : looke downe you gods 
And onthis couple drop a Heſl:d crowne ; 
For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way 
Which brought us hither. 
Ale. 1 lay Amen, Gonz xls, 
Gon, Was Millame thraſt from Aulame,that his ifluc 
Should become Kings of N aples? O rejoyce 
Beyond a common joy, and {ct it downe 
\With gold on laſting Pillers : In one voyage 
Did Clm1hell her husband find at Twm, 


And Ferdinand her brother, found a wite, 


\V here he himſcite was loſt ; Proſperos, his Dukedome 
In a poore /ſle : and all of us, our ſcivcs, 
VW hen no man was his on ne. 

Aloe. Give mc your hands ; 
I <«t griefe and {orrow (till embrace his heart, 
That dothnot wiſh you joy. 

Gon. Bent fo, Amcn. ; 

Enter eAell, with the 11iſter and Boatſmwaine 
amareadly followms. 

O looke Sir, looke Sir, kercis more otus : 
! prophet:'d, if a Gallowes were on Land 
This tcllow could not drown. ; Now vlaſphemy, 
That ſwcar'lt gracc ore-boord, not an oath on ſhore, 
Haſtthou no mouth by land ? 
Whart1sthenewes ? . 

Bor. The beſt newcs 1s, that we have ſafely found 
Our King. and company : The next : our Ship, 
VV hich but three glatics ftince, we gave out ſplit, 
[styte,and yare, and bravely rig'd, as when 
We firit put out to Sea, 

Av. Str, all this {crv:cc 
Have I done fince I went. 

Pro, My trickley {pirit. 

lo, Thelc are not naturall cvents, they ſtrengthen 
From ſtrange, to {tranger : fay, how came you hither ? 

Bot, It 1 didthinke, Sir, 1 were well awake, 
I'd ffriveto tell you : we were dead of fleepe, 
And (how we know 10: ) al! clapt under hatches, 
Where, butevennow, with {trange, and ſeverall noyſcs 


' Of roring, ſkreeking, howling, gingling chainee, 


X ' pon (* » _ { : ! 
And mo diverl:ity of lounds, all horrible, 
We werc awak'd : {tratoht way, at liberty ; 
VVh:rec we, 1 all our trim, treſhly beheld 
þ » p 
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Our royall, good, and gallant Ship : our Maltcr 
Capring to cyc her ; ona trice, ſo pleaſe you, 
Even in adrcame, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moaping hither. 
| er, Was't well done? 

Pro, Bravely (my diligence) thou thaitde tree. 

Ar. This is as ſtrange a Maze, as ere men trod, 
And there is in this buſincfle, more than nature 
Was ever condudt of : ſome Oracle 
Muſt reAthe our knowledge. 

Pro. Sir,my Leige, 
Doe nor inteſt your mind, with beating on 
The ſtrangeneſle of this buſinefle, at picket {cifure 
(Which thail be ſhortly ſingle) Ile reſolve you, 
(Which to you ſhall ſeeme probable) of every 
Theſe happend accidents : till when, be cheeretull 
And thinke ot c ach thing well : Come hither {pirit, 
Sct Caliban, and his companions tree : 
Vntye the Spell : How fares my gracious Str ? 
There are yet miſſing of your Company 
Some few odde Lads, that you remember not, 
Emer Ariell, driving im Caliban, Stephans, and 

Trinculo in their ſtolne eApparel!, 

Ste, Every man ſhift for all the reit, and lct 
No man take care for himſclte ; for all 15 
Bur fortune : (orgs Bully-Monſter ( oragio, 
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| 
| Here'sa goodly ſight. 
{ Cal. O Serehos,thele be brave ſpirits indeed 7 
How fine my Maſter is ? Lam atiaid 
He will chaltife mc. 
$:b. Ha, ha: 
Whar things are theſe my lord Aniboxis 7 
Will money buy em ? 
err. Very like : one of them 
Isa plaine Fiſh, and no doubt marketable, 
Pro, Marke but the badges of thelc men, my lords, 
Then fay it they be true : 1 his miſnapen knaue z 
His Mother wasa Watch, and one {o {trong 
That.coald controle the Moone ; make flowes, and cbs, 
And deale in her command, without her power : 
Theſe thrce have robd me, and this demy-divell ; 
( For he's a baſtard one)had plotted wi ith them 
To take my life : two of thele Fellowes, you 
Maſt know, and owne, this Tlung of darkeneflcyl 
| Acxnowledge mine. 
| Cat. I ſhallbe pincht todcath. 
| Alto, Isnot this Stephano, my drunken Buticr / 
Seb. Hc isdrunke now ; 
| Where had he wine? 
| Ale, And Trarenlo is recling ripe : where ſhould they 
| Find this grand Liqtior that hath gilded *cwn 3 


—_——_— 


”——  — — - —_—_ 


| How cam it thou in this pickle ? 

| T6. I have beer infech apickle fince I fazy you laſt, 
Thar I fcare me will never out of wy bones : 

| I ſhanot teare fize-blowing. 

| Seb, Why how now Stephane? 

| Ste. Otouch me not, I am nor Srephano, bur a Cramp. 
| Pro. YouldbeKingothe /ſte, Sirha ? 

| Ste, I thouid havebeenca lore one then, 

Ale. This 1s aſtrange thing asere 1 look'd on, 


Pro, He 1sas diſproportion'd 1n his azranners 
As in his ſhape : Goe Sirha, to my Cell, 
Take with you your Companions : as you looke 
| To have my pardon, trim it handſomely, 
(Cal. Ithat Tl will : and Ie be wile hereafter, 
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Tri. Ifthcle be true ſpies which I wearein my head, | 


| 
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Th e'T empeſt. 


And ſecke for grace : what a thrice Coudle Alc 

Was | to take thisdrunkard tor a god ? 

And worſhip this du!l tools ? 87] 
Pre. Goc to,away. (found it. | 
Al, Hence , and beſtow your Inggage where you 
$45, Oc tolent rather. | 
Pro. Sir,[ invite your Highnelfle and your traine, 

Tomy poore Cell ; where you (hull cake your re(t 

For this one nigh:, which part of it, Lie walte 

With luch diſcourſe, as I not doubt ,ſhall make 1t 

Goe quickeaway : The ſtory of my hte, 

And the particular accidents,gone by | 

Since I came tothis Ifle : And in the morne 

Ile bring yoato your ſhip,and foro apes, 
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To heare the ſtory of your life ; which mult 
Take the eare ſtrangely, 


And promiſe you calme Scas,au{picious pales, 


That is thy charge : then ro the Elements 


Where I have hope toſce the Nuprials 

Of cheſc our deare-belov'd,folemnized, 

Andthence retire me to my CAGlaine, where 

Every third thought ſhali be my grave. 
eAlo, | lono 


Pre. lledcliver all, 


And faile,ſo expeditious, that ſhall carch 
Your Royall ticet farreoff : My e-4r7w/(Chicke) 


Be free,and fare thou well : pleaſe you draw neare. 
Exeunt omnes, 


CO 


. 


— —————— 


EPILOGVE © 
ſpoken by Proſper. 


ow my Charmes are all ore-throwne, 

N And what ſtrength 1 have's mine owne, 
which is moſt faint : now tts true 
I maſt be hzere confinde by you, 
Or ſent to Naples: Let me not | 
Since: I bave my Dukedome 2, 
And pardon'd t he decerver dwell 
In thus bare Iſland by your Spell, 
But releaſe me from my band's 
With the helpe of your good hands : 
Gentle breath of yours my Sales 
Muſt fill,or elſe my projett failes, 
Which Was to pleaſe : Now [ want 
Sparits to enforce : Art to enchant, 
Ana my ena? 1 deſpaire, 
Vnleſſe I be reliev'd by prayer, 
Which pierces ſo that it aſſaults 
Mercy ſelfe,and frees all faults, 

As you from crimes would pardon' d be, 

Let your Induigence ſet me free. Exit, 


ee 
ee es Os rms 
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The Scene,an un-1nhabited Iſland. 


Names of the eA tors. 
A Kine of Naples. 


Sebaſiirn bu brother. 
Pr ojpero the right Dake of Millaine. | 
eAn:bonzs his Brother, the aſurping Due of Millaine, | 
Ferdinand,Son to the Kinz of Navles, | 


Gonzals,an honeſt old Counſellor. © ' 
Adrian,and Franciſco, Lords, 
Caliban,a Salvage and deformed Slawe. 
Tr mculo..q leſter. 

Stepharno,e drunken Butler, 

Miſter of a Ship. 

Bo 1t-Swamne. 

Marrimers. 

Miranda daughter to Profþ.re. 
Ariell, an ayerie Spirit, 


Ceres. 
[uns. Sprrits, 


Nympbes. 
Reapers, 


—— 


PR CCC CT, LR. 


T'vvo Gentlemen of Verona. 


i. 


eAttus Primus, Scaena Prima, 


Valentine, Protheny ,and Speed. 


Valeniime. 


S227 Eaſe to perſwade,my loving Prothews ; 
| E2=£ Home-keeping youth,have ever homely wits, 
; & bs Wer t not affection chaines thy tender dayes, 
vm" To the ſucer glancesof thy honour'd Love, 
I rather would entreat thy company, 
To ſee the wonders of the world abroad, 
Then (living dully fluggardiz'd at home ) 
Weare out thy youth with ſhapcleſle idlenefle. 
Bur fince thou lov'ſt ; love ſtill and thrive therein , 
Evenas I would,when I to love\begin. 
Pro, Wilt thou be gone ? Suſcet Valentmeadicu, 
Thinke on thy Prothere, when thou (haply )ſ(celt 
Some rarc note-worthy objec inthy travaule. 
Wiſh me partaker inthy RE, 
When thou do'ſt meet good hap; and in thy danger, 
(If ever danger doe environ thee) 
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 
For I will be thy Beadeſ-man, Valentme. 
Val. And on a Love-booke pray for thy ſucceſle ? 
Pro, Vpon ſome booke I love,lle pray for thee. 
Val. Thats on ſome ſhallow Story of deepe love, 
How yong Leard:r crolt the Helleſpont. 
Pro. T hats adecpe Story of a deeper love, 
For he was more than ovcr-ſhooes in love. 
Vel. Tis true; for you are over-bootes1n love, 
And vet you never {wom the Helleſpont, 
Pro, Over the Boots? nay give me not the Boot S» 
Val. No,l will not ; for it 5oots thee not. 
Pro, What ? 
Val.To be in love, where ſcorne is bought with grones: 
Coy lookes, with heart-ſore fighes: one tading moments 
Withtwenty watchfull,weary,tcdious nights ; (muth, 


| If haply won, per haps a hap!cfle gainc : 


Ifloſt, why then a grievous labour won ; 
How ever,but a folly bought with wit, 
Or elſc a wit,by fo'ly vanquiſhed. 
Pre, So, by your circumitance,you call me foole. 
Val. So,by your circumſtance, l fearc youl prove. 
Pyo. Tis Love you cavill at,I amnot Love. 
Val. Love is your maſtcr,for he maſters you ; 
And he that is fo voked by a toole, 
Me thinkes ſhould not be Chronicled tor wiſe. 
Pro. Yet Writers favzas in the ſweereſt Bud, 
The cating Canker dwels; ſocating Love 
Inhabits inthe fineſt wits of all. 
Val. And Writers {ay ; asthe moſt forward Bud 


—— 


as 


| 


| 


Is caten by the Canker ere it blow, 

Even ſo by Love,the yong and tender wit 

Is turn'd ro folly ,blaiting in the Bud, 

Loſing his verdure,even 1m the prime, 

And all the faire cfteQs of future hopes. 

But wherefore waſte I c1me to counſaile thee 
That art a VYorary to fond defire ? 

Once more adieu : my Father at the Roadc 
ExpeRts my comming,there to ſee me ſhipp'd. 

Pre, And thither will 1 bring thee Va/ertine, 

Val. Sweet Prothew,no : Now letusrake our leave : | 
At Millainelet me heare from thee by Letters | 
Ot thy ſucceſle in lpve ; and what newes elle | 
Betideth here inabſence of thy Friend : | 
And 1 likewiſe will viſite thee with mine. 

Pre. All happineſle bechance to thee in Millarxe. 

Val. As mn to you at home : and ſo farewell. Ex, 

Pro. Heafter honour hunts, I aftcr Love ; 

He leaves his friends todipnifie them more g 

I love my ſelfe,my tricnds,and all for love ; 

Thou #/a,thou haſt metamorphos'd me ; 

Made me negict my Studies, loſe my time ; 

Warre with good counſaile ; fer the world at novght ; 
Made wit with muſing,weake;heart {icke with thought, 

Sp. Sir Prothews : "(ave you : {aw you my Malter ? 

Pro, Butnow heparted hence rocmbarke for Xillaine, 

$p. Twenty to one then, he is ſhipp'd already, 
And I haveplaitl the ſheepe in lofing him, 

Pro, Indeed a ſheepe doth very often ſtray, 
And it the Sh:pheard be awhile away. 

Sp. You conclude that my Maſter is a Shepheard then, 
and I a (heepe ? 

Pro. I doe. 

Sp. Why then my hornes arc his hornes, whether I 
wake or {icepe. 

Fro. A filly anſwer,and fitting well a ſheepe. 

$p. This proves me {till a ſhcepe. 

Pro, Iruc ;and thy Maſter a ſhephcard. 

Sp. Nay,that [ can deny by a circamitance, 

Pre. It ſhall goc hard but le prove it by another. 

Sp. The Shezpheard ſeckes the ſheepe, and not the 
Shcepe the Shepheard ; butI ſecke my Maſter , and my 
Maſtcr feckes not me: therctore I am no ſheepe. 

Pre. The Sheepe for Fodder tollow the Shepheard, 
the Shepheard for food followcs not the Sheepe: rhou 
for wages followeſt thy Maſter, thy Maſter for wages 
tollowes not thee: therefore thou art a ſheepe. 

Sp. Such another proofe will make me cry bad. 

Pro. But dolt thou heare : gav'lt thou wy Letter to 
[ulia ? 


$p- I 


== 
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T ke two Gentlemen of Verona, 


—— — 


gp. I Sir : 1 (a lott-Mutton) gave your Letter to her 
(a lac'd Mutton, ) and ihe (a lac'd Mutton) gave me (a 
loit- Matron)aothing tor my labour, 
Pro. Heres too tmalla Paſture for ſuch tore of Mut- 
tos» 
| Sp. If the ground be over-charg'd,yor were beſt ſtick 
cr. 
Pro, Nay, in that you arc aſtray : twere beſt pound 
you. 
Sp. Nay fir,|clle then a pound ſha!lſerve me for carry= 
ing your lctter. 
Pro, Yo1 miltake ; I meane the Pound,a Pinfold, 
Sp. Froma pound to a pin ? told it over and over, 
Tis chreefold roo little for carrying a letter to your Lover, 
Fro, But what ſaid ſhe ? 
Sp. I. 
Pre. Nod-I why thats Noddy, 
Sp. You miſtooke fir, [ ſaid ſhe did nod : 
And youaske me if (he did nod,and I faid I, 
Pro. And that ſet rogerher,is noddy. 
$p. Now you havetaken the paines to ſet it together, 
take it for your paines. 
Pro. Nono,you ſhall have it for bearing the Letter. 
Sp. Well,I perceive I muſt be faine to beare with you. 
Pro. Why lir,how doe you beare with me ? 
Sp. Marry fir,the Letter very orderly, 
Having nothing but the word noddy for my paines. 
Pro, Befhrew me,but you have a quicke wit. 
" Sp. And yet it cannot overtake your ſlow purſe. 
Pro, Come,come , openthe matter in briefe ; what 
{aid ſhe. 
Sp. Open your purſe, that the moncy and the matter 


| may be both delivered. 


Pro. Well ſir ; here isfor your paines : what ſaid ſhe? 

Sp, Truely fir, thinke youlc hardly win her. 

Pro, Why?conld(t thou perceive fo much trom her ? 

Fp. Sir,I could perceive nothing at all from her ; 
No,notſo much as a Ducket for delivering your letter : 
And veing fo hard to me,that brought your minde ; 

I feare (heel prove ashard to you intelling her inde. 
Give her no rokenbut ones, for fhe'sas hard as ſtccle. 

Pro. \Whatſaid ſhe, nothing ? 

Sp. Nognot fo muchas takerhis for thy paines : (me; 
To teltific your buunty,I thanke you, you have Teſicrn'd 
In requitall whereot , hencefore carry your letter your 
(elte ; And fo fir, Ile commend youto my Maſter. 

Pre. Go,g0,be gone,toſave your ſhip from wracke, 
\Which cannot periſh havingthee aboard, 

Being deſtin'd to adryer death on ſhore : 

I mult goe ſend ſome better Meſſenger, 

I feare my [z!ia would not deigne my lines, | 
Receiving them trom fuch a worthleſſe polt, Exn, 


— ww  — 


Scna Secunda. 


— — —— ——— __ — Ce es 


Enter Inlia and Lacetta. 


Inl. But fay Lacett«(now are we alone ) 
Wouldſt thouthen countaile me to fall in love ? 
Luc, 1 Madam,fo you ſtumble not unheedfully, 
Iul. Of all the taire reſort of Gentlemen, 
That every day with par'le encounter me, 


But were I you,he never ſhou 
Is. What think(t thou of 


Lu, Well of his wealth ; but of himfelte,ſo,f0. 
Is. Whatthinkſt thou of the gentle Prothens ? 
Ls. Lord,Lord : to fre what folly raignesin us. 
Is, How now? what m:canesthis paſſionat his name? 
£s. Pardon deare Madamzris a patling ſhame, 
That I (unworthy body as 1 am) ' 


Should cenfure thus on lovely 


In, Why not on Prothene,as ot alithe reſt ? 
Ls. Then thus : of many good,l thinke him beſt, 


1s. Yourrcaſon ? 


Z. I have no other but a womans reaſon. 

I thinke him ſo,becauſe I thinke him fo. 
Is. And wo.ldſt thou have me caſt my loveon him? 
Lu. I : if youthought your love not caſt away. 
Is. Why he of all the reſt, hathnever mov'd me. 
Lw. Yet he,ot allthe reſt, I thinke beſt loves ye. 
Is, Hislittle ſpeaking ſnewes his love but ſmall. 
Ls. Fire thatscloſelt kept,burnes molt of all. 
Is. They doen: love, that doe ror ſhew their love. 
Ls. Oh,they love leaſt, that lt men know their love, 
Is. I would I knew his minde, 
Ls. Peruſe this Paper Madam. 


In. To Is/ia :\:y,trom wh 


Ls, Thatthe Contents will ſhew. 


Ts. Say fay : whogave itt 


L#.Sir Valentines Page: and lent 1 think from Prothems, 
He would have given it you, but | being in the way, 
Didin your name receive it : pardon the tault I pray, 

[#. Now(by my modclty )a gooly Broker : 

Dare you preſume to harbour wanton Lines ? 
To whiſper and coafpire againſt my yourh ? 
Now truſt me,tis an oilice of great worth, 
And you an othicer fit for thepiace : 
There : take the Paper : fee it be return'd, 
Or elſc returne no more into my ſight. ; 
Lu. To pleade for love,deferves more fee then hate, 


Is. Will ye be gone ? 


Ls. That you may ruminate. Exit, 
Is. And yet I would | had ore-look'd the Letter ; 
It were a ſhame tocall her backe againe, 


And pray her tpafaulr,for which 1 chid her. 

What 'foole is ſhe,thar knowes I am a Maid, | 
And would not force the letter to my view ? 

Since Maides in modeſty, ſay no to thar, 

W hichthey would have the profferer conſtrue,T, 

Fiesfie ; how way-ward is this tocliſh love ; 

That (like ateſty Babe) will ſcratch the Nurſe, : 
And preſently,a!! bumbled,kiſſethe Rod ? d- 
How churliſhly I chid Lecerra hence, , 


When willingly 1 would have 


How angerly I taught my brow rofrowne, 


Wheninward joy cnforc'd my 


My pennance 15,tocall Lacetta back e, 
And aske remi{lion for my tolly pait, 


V hat hoe : Lacetta. 


Ls. What would your Ladiſhip ? 


In, 1s tncere dinner time ? 
Ls. IT would it were, 


Thas you might kill your Romacke on your meat, 


In thy opinion. which is wor: hieſt love ? 
ou repeat their names, ile ſhew my mind, 
According to my ſhallow ſimple $kill. 
Is. Whatthinkſt thou ofthe faire Sir Fglamonre ? 
Zu. As of a Knight, well-ſpokcn,ncat,and tine ; 


— — 


1d be mine. 
the rich CMercatio ? 


Gentlemen» 


om 2 


hee ? 


had her here? ' 


heart to {anilc ? 


And | 
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T he two Gentlemen of Verona. 


De Ss 


And not upon your Maid, , 
[s. What 1s t that you 


| Tooke up ſo gingerly ? 


L#. Nothing, 

[x. Why didſt thou ſcope then ? 

Lv. Totakea Paper up,that I let fall. 

In. And is that Paper nothing ? 

Ls. Nothung concerning mc, 

in. Then let1t lye,tor thoſe that it concernes. 

Ls. Madam,it will not lyc where it concernes, 

V uicſlc it have a talic interpreter. 
Is. Some Love of yours hath writ to you in Rime. 
Ls, That 1 might ſing it (Madam) toatunc : 
Give me a note,your Ladiſhin caa tet. 
Tv. AsIntle by fuch coycs,as may be poilivle : 
Belt ting 1t rothetune of Liobe O, Love, 

Ln. Itis too heavy tor lolighta tune. 

Is. Heavy ? belike it bath ſome burden then ? 

Ls. I : and melodious were it, would you ting its 

Iz. And why not you ? 

Lu..1 cannot reach 1{o high, 

[s. Lets ice your ſong : 

How now Muilon ? 
Ls. Keepe tunethere ſtill,fo you will ting 1t out : 
And yet me thinkes Idoe not like this tune. 

In. You doc not ? 

Ls. No (Madam) tis too ſharpe. 

I. You( Minicn ) are too {awcie. 

Ly, Nay ,noiy you are too flat ; 

And marre the concord, with too harſh a deſcant : 
IT here wanteth but a Meane to fill your Song. 

/u, The Meane 1s drown'd with your unruly baſe. 

Lu, Indeed 1 bid the baſe for Prothers. - 

[u. This babble hail not henceforth trouble me ; 
Here is a conic with proteltation ; 

G22,gct you gone : and ict the Papers lye ; 
You would be ingring them roanger me. 

[.u, She makes it {trange,but ſhe would be beſt pleas'd 
To bc fo angered with another Letter. 

's, Nav,woud 1 wereſo angred with the ſame : 
= tail hands,ro tcare tluch loving words ; 
Lnjurt 525 VV nx £,fO IC ed on tuch {wer honey, 

\nd kill che Bees that yeeld it, with vouritings ; 

ile kille cach fcverall Panver tor ainends ; 

Lonoke here is writ, kinde /uhe: unkinde Inka, 

in revenge of thy ingratitude, 

| chrow thy name againſtthe bruzing ſtones, 
Trampling contemptuouſly on thy di{d2inc. 
And here is writ, Loveewounded Protheas. 
Poore wounded name ; my botome,asa bed, 
Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly kcal d ; 
And thus 1 tcarch it With a ſoveraigne kilic, 
But ewice,or thricc,was Pretheus written downe : 
Be calmc(good winde)blow not a word away, 
Till1 have tound cach letter in the Letter, 
Except mine one name; That tome whirle-wind beare 
Vntoa: aged, fcarctuil, hanging Rocke, 

\nd-throw 1t thence into the raging Sca. 

Loc,tcremone line 1s his name twice writ : 

Poore ſortor 8 Proth:u paſſionate Prothed : 

To Lic TCALC away ; 
Ana. JOU, fo Promily | 
He couples 1t,to his compluning name: 
Thas wilt I ruld chum uncupen anocher ; 

Now kifle,cmbrac2,cout/fd doc v:hit you will. Enter. 

Lu. Madam ; cine 1 y,and your father ſtayes. 
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In. Well,letus goe. | 
Ls. What, ſhall theſe Papers lic,like tell-rales here ? 
Is. If you reſpet them ; be't roxakethem up. 
Lu. Nay,l was taken up,for laying them downe. 
Yet here they ſhal! notlie for catching cold, 
In. 1 ice you have a monthes mite rothem. , 
Is, 1 (Madam) you may fay what ſights you ce; 
I ſee things toathough you judge I winke., 


Js. Come,come,wilt pleale you goe? Zxeun, 


— ———_—— ————  —— 


—_ —— 


Scana T ertia, 


—_ —— — —_—_— — 


Enter Antonio and Panthino, Prothenet 


et. Tell me Panthino,what (ad talke was that, / 
W herewith my brother held you inthe Cloyſter ? 
Pan. "Twas of his Nephew Protbexs,your {onne, 
eAnt, Why 2 what ot him ? 
Pan. He wondred that your Lordfhip 
Wonld ſufter him to ſpend his youth at home, 
While other menof lender reputation 
Put forth their Sonnes,to ſeeke preterment out. 
Some to the warres,to try their fortune there ; 
Some to diſcover Iflands farre away : 
Some,tothe ſtudious Vniverſitics ; 
For any,or for all thelc excrcites, 


| He ſaid, that Prothers,your lonne, was mect ; 


And did requeſt meto 1importune you 
Tolet him ſpend his time no morc at home ; 


| Which would be great impeachment to hisage, 
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In having knowne notravailc 1n his youth. 
«nt. Nor neced'tt thou much importunc me to that 
Whercon ,this month 1 have been hammering, 
[ have confider'd well, his lofſe of time, 
And how he cannot be a perfect man, 
Not being tricd,nor tutor'd inthe world ; 
Expericnce is by induſtry atchicv'd, 
And perteAted bythe fwilc courſe of time : 
Then tell me, whither were I bc|t to fend him? 
Pan. Ithinke your Lordſhip is not 1gnorant 
Hov his companion, youthtull Valentrne, 
Attendsthe Emperour 1h his Royall Court, 
eAnt, I know it well, (chirher, 
Pan. 'Twere good, I thinke, your Lordſhip ſent hin? 
There ſhall he practiſe Tiltsand Tnrnaments ; 
Heare ſwcer dilcourſe,converie with Noblemen, 
And be in cys of every excrciſe 
Worthy his youth and noblenefle of birth. 
Ant, Ilike thy countatic : wel! halt thon advis'd 
And that rhou mailt perceive how weil 1 ike its 
The execution of it ſhall make knowne , 
Even with the ſpecdicſt expedition, 
I will dfpatch himto the Empercurs Court, 
Pan. Tomorrowgmay 1t plzaic you,Don eAlphonſo, 
W:th other Gentlemcn of good citectmne 
\re journey1ng to falutethe Emperour, 
\n1tocommend thcir ſerviceto his will. 
«Ant, Good company : with them ſhall Prothers ooo: 
And in good time,now will we breake with higz. Enter 
Fro, Sweet Love,ſweetlines,fw ECT lite, ( Pro, 
Here is hcr hand,the agent of her heart , 
Here 1s her oath tor love, hcr honours payne ; 
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The two Gentlemen of Verona, 23 
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O that our Fathers would our Loves 
To ſecalc our happinefſe with their conſents, 
Oh heavenly [n/44. 


| 


| 


eAut. How now? What Letter are you reading there ? 
Fro. May'tplcaſc your Lord(hip,'tisa word or two 
Of commendations {cnt from Yalentine ; 
Deliver'd by a friend,that came frm him. 
Ant. Lend methe Letter : Let me {ce what newes; 
Pre, There is no newes (my Lord )but that he writes 
How happily he lives, how well belov'd, 
And daily graced by the Emperour ; 
Wiſhing me with him,partner of his fortune. 
ant, And how ſtand you affected to his wiſh ? 
Pre. As one relying on your Lordſ{hips will, 
And not depending on his triendly wiſh. 
eAnt. My will1s ſomerhiag ſorted with his with : | 
Muſe not that I thus ſuddenly proceed ; 
For what I will, I will,and thcrean end : 
I am rcfolv'd that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome time 
With Ya/entino inthe Emperours Count : 
W hat maintenance he from his friends receives, 
Like exhibitionthou ſhalt have trom me, 
To morroiw bein readigeſſetogoe, 
Excuſe it not : for I am pereinptory. 
Pro. My Lord I cannox be {o ſoone provided, 
Pleaſe you deliverate a day or two. 
Ant. Looke what thou wantlſt ſhallbe ſent after thee : 
No moreof ſtay : to morrew thou mult goe ; 
Come on Pantlzno ; you thall be imploy'd, 
To haften oa his expcdition, 
Pro. Thus have I ſhunn'd the fire for feare of burning, 
And drench'd me in the Seca, where I am drown d. 
I tear 'd to ſhew'my father [ns 5 Letter, 
Leaft he ſhould take exceptions to my Love, 
And with the vantage of mine owne excuſe 
Hath he excepted molt againft my Love. 
Oh,how thisfpring of love reſemblerh 
The uncertaine glory of an Aprill day, 
Which now thewcsall the beauty of the Sunne, 
And by and by a cloud takes all away. Emer, 
Pan. Sir Prothexs,your Father calls for you, 
He is1n haſte,therefore I pray you goe. 
Pro, Why thisit is: my heart accords thereto, 
And yeta thouſand timesit an{wer's no. 


eAttns ſecundus : Scena Prima, 


- « TD — — —— 
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Enter Valentine, Speed, Silvia. 


Speed. Sir,your Glove. 

} ales, Not mine: my Gloves are on; 

Sp. Whythcnthis may be yours : for this is but one. 

Val. Ha? Letmeſec : 1, give it me,it's mine : 
Sweet Ornament,that decks a thing divine, 
Ah Sore, Silvia, 

Sperd, Madam Silvis: Madam Silvia. 

Fa. How now Sirrha? 

Speed. Shee is not within hearing Sir. 

Val, Why fir,who bad youcall bh ? 

Sp. Your worſhip fir,or cl{c I miſtooke, 

Uat, Well : you'll ſhll be too forward. 

Sp. And yet | was laſt chidden for being too ſlow. 


Exennt, Fon. 


_ 


— _— 


Fat. Goe tafir,tcll me:doc you know Madam Silvia ? 
Sp. Shee that your worſhip loves? 

Val. Why,how know you that 1 am inlove ? 

Sp, Marry by thele ſpeciall markcs: firſt, you have 4. 
learr'd ( like fir Prothews ) to wreathe your armcs like a 
Male-content : to reliſh a Love-fong, likea Robin-red- 
breaft : tv walke alone like one that had the Peſtilence : 
to ſigh like'a Schoole-boy that had loſt his A.F. C. to | : 
weepe like a yong Wench that had loſt her Grandam: to | 
faſt like one that rakes dyet : to watch like one that feares 
robbing : to ſpeake puling like a Beggar at Hallowmaſſe: 
You were wont when you laughed to crow like a Cocke: 
when you walk d,to walke like one of the Lions: when 
you faſted,it was preſently after dinner : when you lookt 
fadly,it was for want of money : And now youare Meta- 
morphos'd with a Miſtreſſe,:hat when 1 looke on you , 1 
can hardly thinke you my Maſter. 

Val. Are all theſe things perceiv'd in me ? 

Sp. They are all percerv'd without ye. 

Val. W ithout me ? they cannot. IM 

Sp. Withour you ? nay, that's certaine: for without 
you were fo ſimpic, none ele would : but you arc ſo 
without theſe follies,that theſc tolliesare withia you,and 
ſhine through you like the water 1n an Vrinall: that nor 
an eye that iccs you, but isa Phyſitian to Comment on 
your Malady. , 

Val, But tell me : doſt thou know my Lady Silvia? | 

Sp. Shee that you gaze on {o,as ſhe (its at Supper ? 

Val. Haſt thou obterv'd that? even ſhe I mcane. 

Sp. Why fir, | know her not. | 

Val. Doſt thou know her by my g1zing on her, and vet 
know'ſt hernot ? | 
- Sp. Is ſhe not hard favour'd (ir ? 

Val. Nor (o faire (Boy)as well tavour'd. | 

Sp. Sir,l know that well enough. 


Val. Whatdoſtthou know ? 
Sp. That thce 1s not fo faire, as ( of you Nagel fa- 


vour'd ? 

Val. 1meanc that her beauty 1sexquiſite, 
Bur her fauour infinite. 

$p.. That's becaufe the one 15 painted,and the other out 
of all count. 

Val. How painted ? and how ont of count ? 

Sp. Marry fir,fo painted to make her faire,that no man 
connts of her beauty. 

Val. How eſteem'ſt thou me?I account of her beanty, | 
$p. Younever ſaw her ſince ſhe wasdeform'd, 
Val. How long bath ſhe been detorm'd ? 

Sp. Ever ſince youlov'd her. » 

Tal, I have lov'd her ever fince I faw her, 

And ſill I ſee her beautifull, 
Sp. 1fyou love her,you cannor ſee her. 
" Val. Why? 

Sp. Becauſe Love is blinde: O that you had mine 
eyes,or your owne eyes had the lights they were wont 
to have, when you chid at Sir Prothew , for going un- 

er d. 
3 al. What ſhould I ſee then ? 
Sp. Your owne preſent folly , and her paſſing defor- 
mity : for he beingin love, could not fee to garter his 
Hoſe; and you, being in love, cannot fee toput on your 


Hoſe. 
Ual. Bclike(Boy)then you are inloue,for laſt morning | 
You could not tee to wipe my ſhooes, | 
Sp. True fir: I was in love with my bed , I thanke | 
you, you {wing'd me for my love, which makes = = | 
ode: 
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The two Gentlemen of Verona, 


bolder to chide you for yours. 
Ul. In concluſion, I ſtand affeted to her: 
Sp. 1 would you were fet , ſo your affeRion would 
CCalt. 
UVa. Laſt night ſhe enjoyn'd me, 
lo write fome lines toone ſhe loves. 
3p. And have you. 
Val. I kave. 
Sp. Are they not lamely writ ? 
Jal. No (Boy) but as well as I can doe them : 
Peacc,berc ſhe comes. : 
$p. Oh exce lkevt Motion ; Oh excceding Puppet : 
Now will he interpret co her, 
Ual. Madam and Miſtris, a thouſand good morrowes. 
Sp. Oh, give ye-good-ev'n ; hiac's a mi hon of gan» 
NETS. 
$11. Sir Valentine,and ſervant,to you two thouſand. 
$/. He ſhould give her intereſt: and ſhe gives it hum. 
Val. As you injoyn'd me ; I have writ your Letter 
Vntothe ſecret,nameleflc triend of yours : 
Which 1 was much unwilling toprocced in, 
Bur for my duty to your Ladiſhip. 
Sil I thanke you(gentlc ſervant)'tis very Clerkly done, 
Val. Now truſt azxe(Madam)it came hardly off : 
For being ignorant to whom 1t goes, 
1 writ at randon very doubtfully. 
Sil, Perchance you thinke too much of ſo much paines? 
Val. No(Madam),to it ſteed you,l will write 
(Pleale yon command )a thouland times as much ; 
And yet 
Sil, Apretty period : well; I gheflethe ſequell ; 
And yet 1 wiil not nagic it : and yet carenot. 
And yet,take this againe : and yt Ithanke you ; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 
Sp. And yet you will : and yet,another yer, 
Val. What meanes your Ladiſhip? 
Doe vounathke 1t? 
Sl. Yes,yes : the lines are very quaintly writ, 
But (ſince unwillingly ) cake them againe, 
Nay,take them. 
Val. Madain,they are for you. 
Sil, 1,1 : you writ them Sir at my requeſt, 
But I will none of them : they are tor you :; 
I would have had thucn writ more movingly - 
Val. Pleaſe you,Ile write your Ladiſhip another. 
Sil. And whenits writ : for my fake reade it over, 
And it it pleaſe you,ſo : itnot,why fo. 
Val, If it pleaſe me(Madam? )what then ? 
Sil, Why it it pleale you,take it for your labour ; 
And ſo good morrow lervailt. Exit, 
Sp. Ohlelt unſeene : inſcrutible,iovifible, 
As a noſe ona mans face,or a Wethercocke on a Steeple : 
My Maſter ſues to her.: and ſhe hath taught her Sutor, 
He being her Pupill,co become her Tuter. 
Ohexcellent devife,was there ever hearda better ? 
That my Maſtcr being Scribe, 
To himſelfe Chouid write the Letter ? 
Ual. How now fir ? 
What are you reafoning with your ſelfe ? 
$p. Nay,lI wasriming : tus you that have thereaſon. 
Val. Todoe what ? 
$p. Tobe a ſpokeſ-man from Madam Sifvia, 
Val. To whom ? 
Sp. To your fclte : why, ſhe woes you by a figure, 
Val. W hat tgure? 
Sp. By a Letter,l ſhould ſay. 


UVal, Why ſhe hath nor writ to me ? 
Sp. Whatneed ſhe, 
When ihe hath made you write to your ſelfe ? 
W hy,doe you not perceive the jelt? 
Val. No,bclecve me. 
Sp. Nodelceving you indeed Sir ; 
Bur did you perceive her carneſt ? 
Vat. She gave me none,exceprt an angry word. 
Sp. Why ſhe hath given you a Lettcr, 
Val. Thats the Letter I writ to her friend. 


Sp. And y Letter hath ſhe dcliver'd,and there'san end. |} 


Wal. I would it were no worle. 
Sp. Ile warrant you tis as well : 
For often have you writ to her : and ſhe in modeſty, 
Orelſe for want of idle time,could nor againe reply, 
Or tearing els ſome meſseger,y might her mind diſcover 
Her tele hark taught her Love himic|fero write unto her 
All this I ſpeake 1n Print, for in Print I found it» (Lover 
Why male you fir,tisdinner time. 
Val. I have din'd, 
Sp. 1,bur hearken fir : though the Cameleon Love can 
feed on the ayre,1 am one thatam nouriſh'd by my vi- 
Quuals; and would fainc have meat : oh be not like your 


Miſtreſſe,be moved,be moved. Exeunt, 
Scana Secunda, 
Emer Prothens, Inlia Panthion. 


Pre. Haue paticnce,gentle [ulia, 

Iul. 1 muſt where 15 no remedy, 

Pro. When pofltvly I can,l will retu:ne- 

{x. It you turne not : you will returne the ſooner : 
Keepe this remembrance tor thy /»ha's lakes 

Pro, \\ hy then wee'll, make exchange ; 
Here,take you this. 

Inl. And ſeale the bargaine with a holy kiſſe. 

Pro. Here is my hand, tor my truc conſtancic : 
And when that houre ore-ſlips me in theday, 
Wherein I ſighnot ( 1h ) for thy fake, 
Thenextenfuing houre,lome foule miſchance 
Torment me tor my Loves forgetfulneſle ; 
My father flayes my comming : anſwer not : 
The Tide ts now ; nay ,not thy tide of teares, 
That tide will ſtay me longer then I ſhould, 
Juha farewell : what,gone without a word? 
I, ſotrue love ſhould doe : it cannot ſpeake, 
For truth hath berter deeds than wordsto grace it, 

Pan. Sir Frothers,you are {taidfor, 

Pro. Goe,1 come,I come : 
Alas,thus parting ſtrikes poore Lovers dumbe. 


Exeant. 


— 
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Enter Launce,P anthiov, | 

Lawnce, Nay , twill bee this houre ere I bavedone 
weeping : all the kinde of the Lawzces havethis very 
fault : 1 have receiv'd my proportion, like the prodigious 
{unne, 


— 
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Sonne,and am going with Sir Prothers to the Imperialls 
Court : Ithinke (rab my dog , be the ſowrelt natured 
dogge that lives: My Mother weeping : my Father 
wayling: my Sitter crying : our Maid howling : 'our 
Catte wringing her hands, and all our houſe 12a great 
perplexitic,ycr did nor this crueti-hearted Curre ſhzdde 
one tcare : he is a ſtone, a very pibble ftonc, and has no 
more pitty in him then a dogge: a Iew would have wept 
to have ſeene our parting : why my Grandam having 
no eyes, looke you, wept her ſelf blind at my parting : 
ay, le ſhow you the manner of it. This ſhove 15 my ta- 
ther : no, this left ſhooe is my farther ; no, no, this lctt 
ſhooe is my mother : nay, thar cannot bee ſo neyther : 
yes; itis ſo, itis ſo: it hath the worferſole : this ſhooe 
with the hole init,is my mother : and this iy tarher : 
a veng ance on'r, there 'tis : Now fir, this ſtatfe is my !t- 
ter : tor looke you, ſhe is as white as alilly , and as 
{mall asa wand : this hat is Ns our maid : Iamthe 
dogge : no, the dogge is himfelte , and Iam the dogge: 
oh, the dog2c is ine, and 1 am my telfe : 1; fo, fo: now 
come I to my Father ; Father , your bleliing : now 
ſhould not the ſhove ſpeake a word for weeping : 
now ſhould I kifle my Father ; well, hee weepes on : 
Now come i tomy Mother : Oh that ſhe could ſpeake 
now, like a would-woman 
there *tis ; heere's my mothers breath up and downe : 
Now come 1 romy hiſter ; marke the moane ſhe makes : 
now the dogge all this while ſheds not a teare : nor 
ipeakes a word: burſce how I lay the duſt withmy 
teares. 

| Farth. Lawnce, away, away : a Boord : thy Maiſter is 
{hjp'd, and thou art to poſt after with oares ; what's the 
matter? why; weep'ſtthou man? awd aſſe, you'l loole 
the Tice, it you tarry any longer. 

Lan. it is no mater if the tide were loſt,tor it is the 
unkindelt Tide, thatever any man tyde. 

Pant, What's the unkindeit tide? 

Ez. Why, hethat's tide here, Crab my dog. 
Paw. Tur man : I mcane thou'tt looſe the tiood, and 
in looſing the flood, looke thy voyage, and in looſing thy 
voyage, looiethy Mailter, andin looſing thy Maiſter, 
loo! e ty {ervice, an in looling thy ſervice ; =———why 
Goit thou {typ my mouth ? 

Lawn. For tearethou ſhw14ft love thy tongue. 

Panth. \W here ſhould I ;ooſe my rogue ? 

Lau. In thy Talc. 

Panth, Inthy Taile. 

Lawn, Looſe the Tyde, and the voyage, and the Mai- 
ter, and the Service, and the tide: why man if the River 
Were dric,l am able to fill it with my tcares:1t the winde 
were downe, 1 could drive the boate with my fighes. 

 Panth. Come : come away man, I was ſentrocall 
| TINCCs 
Law. Str : call me what thou dar'ſt. 
Pant. Wilt thou 20e. 
L aw. , I will goe. 
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ter | alentine, Silnia, Thuvie, Creed ; Duke, Prothes. 
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; well, I kifſe her : why | 


The eno Gentlemen of Verona, 


Spee. Maiſter, Sir Thurio trownes 0n you. 
Lat. I Boyit's tor love. 

Spe. Not of you. 

Val, Ot my Miltreſſe then, 

Spe. 'Twere good you knockt him; 
$11. Servant, you are iad. 

Ual. Indeed, Madam, 1 ſeeme ſo. 

7 hw. Seeme you that you are not ? 
Fat. Hap'ly 1 doe- 

T hu. So doe Counterfeyts. 

Pal. So doe you.) 

The. What tecme I that I am not? 


Val. Wiic. 
Thu. Whart inſtance of the contrary ? 
Vee. Your folly. . . 


Tia. And how quoat you my folly ? * 

Tal. 1 quoat it in your lerken. 

The. My lerkin is adoublet, 

Vat. Well then, llc double your folly. 

Thu. How? 

Sil. What, angry, Sir Thwrie, do you e colour? 

Ud.Give him leave, Madam, he is a kind of Camelion, 

The. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud, 
then livein your ayre., 

Vat. You have {ayd Sir. 

7 bw. 1 Sir, and done 200 for this time, 

Val. I know it well fir.you alwayss crd ere you begin. 

Sl. A fine volly of words,gentlem&,& quickly ſhot off, 

Ual. 'Tis indeed, Madam, wethanke the g:ver. 

Si. Whois that Servant? 

Ual. Your ſelfe ({weet Lady) for you gave the fire, 
Sir Thwrio borrows his wit from your LaCithips lookes, 
And ſpends what he borrowes kindly in your company» 

The. Sir, if you ſpend word tor word with me,l ſhall 
make your wit bankrupt. (words, 

Ual. 1 know it well fir: you have an Exchequer of 
And 1 thinke, no other tcc2{ure to give y our tollowers: 
For it appeares by their bare Liveries 
That they live by your bare words, 

$i/. No more, gentlemen, no more : 

Here comes my tather. 

D#ke.Now, daughter Silxia, you are hard beſet, 
Sir Valentize, your father 15 41 g904 health, 
W hat fay you to a Letter from your frieads 
Of much good newes ? 

Ua. My Lord I wilt be thankefull, 
To any meſſenger from thence. 

Duke. Know you Don eAntenis, your Countriman? 

Va. I, my good Lord, I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth, and worthy eitimation, 

And not without deſert ſo well reputed. 

D wk. Hath hc not a Sonne ? 

Ua. I my good Lord, a Son; that well deſerves 
The honour, and regard of ſuch a tather. 

D#k. You know him well ? 

Va. 1 knew him as my ſelfe : for from our Intancie 
We have converit, and ſpent our houres together, 
And though my ſelife have beene an idle Trewant, 
Omicting the ſwet beneht of time 


| Tocloathe mine age with Angel-like perfe&tion: 
Yet hath Sir Protheze (for that's his name ) 


Made uſe, and faire advantage of his dayes : 
His yeares bur yong, but his experience oid : 


| H:s head unovHowed, but his ludgement ripe ; 


And in a wo: d { for far behinde his worth 
Comes all the pta.tes that I now beſtow) 
C W 


li 


—_— 


, 


__—. 


Ther two Gentlemen of V —_ 


—— 


Heis compleatin feature, and in minde, 

With al good grace, tograce a Gentleman. 

D»h. Beſhrew me ſir, but if he make this good 

He is as worthy for an Empreſle love, 

As meet to bean Emperors Councellor : 

Well, Sir : this gentleman is come to me 

With Commendation trom great Petcntates, 

And here he meanes to ſpend his time a whule, 

I thinke 'tis no welcome newes to you. 

Val. Should I have wiſh'd a thing, it had beene he, 
Duk. Welcome him then according to has worth: 

Sitvia, I ſpeaketo you, and you Sir Thwrio, 

For Valente, I need not cuc him toit, 

I will ſend him hither royou preſently 
UVa. This is the Gentleman I told your Ladiſhip 

Hadcome along with me, but that his Miſtreſle 

Did hold his cycs, lockt in her Criſtall lookes. 
$4, Be-like that now ſhe hath cnfranchis'd them 

Vpon {ome other pawne for fealty. 

Sil. Nay then he ſhould be blind, and being blind 

How could he fcc his way to ſecke out you? 

Va, W hy Lady, Love hath twenty patre of eyes. 
7 hx. They ſay thatlove hath not an eye art all. 
Va, To ſee ſuch Lovers, Thwrio, as your ſclfe, 

Vpon a homely obje love can winke., Enter. 
Si4. Have done,have done:here comes the gentleman. 
Va. Welcome, dcerc Prothess : Miſtris, I beſcech you 

Confirme this welcome, with ſome ſpecaall favour, 
Sul. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither, 

Ifthis by he you oft have wiſh'd toheare from, 
Val. Mattris, it is : {weet Lady, entertaine him 

To be my felloy-ſeryant to your Ladiſhip. 

Si/. Too low a Miſtris for fo high a ſervant. 
Pre. Not ſo,ſweet Lady,but roo,meane a ſervant, 

To have a looke of ſuch a worthy Miſtris. 

Va. Leave off diſcourle of dilabilitie ; 

Sweet Lady,entertaine him tor your ſervant. 
Pro, My dutie will I boaſt of, nothing elſe. 

$i. And dutie never yet did want his mecd. 
Servant, you ate welcome to a wortkleſle Miftris. 
Pro. Ile dye on him that ſaies ſo but your ſelfe. 
Ss. That youare welcome ? 
Pro. That you are worthleſſc. (you- 
Ther.Madam,my Lord your father would ſpeak with 
Ss. T wait upon his pleaſure : Come Sir Thwrio, 
Goe with me : once more, new ſervant welcome; 
Ile leave you to confer of home affaires, 
When you haye done, we looketo heare from you. 
Pre. Wee'lbothattend upon your Ladiſhip. 
Val. Now tell me how do al trom whence you came? 
Pro, Your trends are wel,& have thE much comended. 
Us. And how doc yours? 
Pre. 1 left them all in health. 
Ua, How does your Lady? & how thrives your love? 

Pro. My tales ot love were wont to weary you, 

I know you joy not ina Love-diſcourſe. 

Uat. I Pretheas,but that life is alter*d now, 

I have done pennance for coatemning Love, 

Whole high emperious thoughes have puni(h'd me 

With bitter faſts, with penitenriall grones, 

With nightly teares, and daily heart-(ore ſighes, 

For in revenge of my contempt of love, 


| Lovehathchac'd fleepe from my enthralled eyes, 


And made them watchers of mine owne hearts ſorrow. 


| O gentle Prothm,Love's a mightic Lord, 


mee omen, 


Va. Nay ſure, I thinke ſhe holds them priſoners ſtill. 


And hath ſo humbled me, as 1 confeſle 
There 1s no woe to his correction, 
Nor to his ſervice, noſuch joy on earth: 
Now, no diſcourſe, except i be of love : 
Now can I breake m ft, dine, ſup, and fleepe, 
Vpon the very 1 name of love. 
Pro. Enough; I read your fortune in your eye: 
Was this the Idoll, that you worſhip fo ? 
Va. Even She; and is te nota heavenly Saint? 
Pro. No; But ſhe is an earthly F aragon- 
Us. Tall her divine. 
Pro. I will not flatter her. 
Ya. O flatter me : for Love delights in praiſe. 
Pro. Whenl was fieke, you gave me bitter pils, 
And I muſt miniſter the like to you. 
Ual. Then ſpeake the truth by her,if not divine, 
Yetlet her be a principalitie, 
Soveraigne to all the Creatures on the earth, 
Pro. Except my Miltreſle, 
Val. Sweet : except notuny, 
Except thou wilt except againſt my Love, 
Pro. Have I not reaſon to prefer mine owne? 
Us. And1 will helpe thee to prefer her to; 
Shee ſhall be dignified with this high honour, 
To beare my Ladies traine, leaſt the baſe earth 
Should from her veſturechance ro ſtealea kifle, 
And of ſo great a favor growing proud, 
Diſdaine to roote the Sommer-{welling fowre, 
And make rough Winter everlaſtingly. 
Pro, Why Ualentine, what Bragadiſme is this ? 
Ua-- Pardon me (Prothess) all I can is nothing, 
To her, whoſe worth makes other worthies nothing; 
Shee is alone. 
Pre. Then let her alone. 
Va. Not for the world : why man, ſhe is mine owne, 
And Ias rich in having fucha Iewell 
As twenty Seas, if all their ſand were pearle, 
The water, NeRar and the Rocke pure gold. 
Forgive me, that I doe not dreame on thee, 
Becauſe thou ſeeſt me doate upon my love : 
My fooliſh Rivall that her father likes 
(Onely for his poſſeſſions are ſo huge) 
Is gone with her along, and I muſt after, 
For Love (thou know'ſt) is full of jealouſie, 
Pro, But ſhe loves you? (howre, 
Ta, I, and weare betroathd : nay more, our mariage 
With all the cunning manner of our flight 
Determin'd of : how I mult climbe her window, 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means 
Plotted, and 'greed on for my happineſle. 
Good Prgthens goe with me to my chamber, 
In theſe affaires to aid me with thy counſaile. 
Pro. Goe on before : I ſhall enquire you forth: 
I muſt unto the Road, to — 
Some neceſſaries; that I s mult uſe, 
And then lle preſently attend you, 
Va. Will you make halte? 
Pre. I will. 
Even as one heate, another heare expels, 
Or as one nayle by ſtrength drives our another : 
So the remembrance of my former Love 
Is by anewer object quite forgotten, 
Is it mine then, or Yalentiueens praiſe? 
Her true perfeRtion, or my falſe tranſgreſſion ? 
That makes me reaſonlefle, to reaſon thus? 


| Shee is faire : and {0 is Iwlia thatT love, 


ar 


(Thar 
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(That I did love, for now my love is thaw'd, | 


Beares noimpre:iion of the thing it was.) 
Me thinkes my zeale to Valentme is cold, 
And that I love him not as I was wont : 
O, bur I love his Lady too-too much, 


'Tis but her piftureT have yer beheld, 


re, 
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Which like a waxen Image 'gainſt a fire 


And that's the rea({on I love him lo little, 
How ſhall I doate on her with more aduice, | 
Thatthus without advice begin to love her ? 


And that hath dazed to my reaſons light: 

But when I looke on her pertetions, 

There isno rca{on, but I ſhall be blinde, 

I fl can checke myerring love, I will, 

If aot,to compaſle her Ile uſe my $kill. : 
xit. 


Scena (Quarta, 


Enter Speed and Laxnce. 


Speed. Lawnce,by mine honeſty welcome to Padua. 

Laws. Forſweare not thy (elfe, ſweet youth, for Iam 
not welcome. I reckon this alwaies, that a man 1s never 
undon till he be hang'd, nor never welcome toa place, 
till ſome certaine ſhot be paid,and the Hoſteſle fay wel- 
come. 

Speed. Come-on you mad-cap : le to the Ale-houſe 
with you preſently ; where, for one ſhot of five pence, 
thou ſhalt have five thouſand welcomes: Bur ſirha,how 
did thy Maſter part with Madam {zlia? 

Las. Marry afccr they cloas'd in carneſt, they parted 
very fairely in jcit. 

Spee. But (hall ſhe marry'him ? 

. No. 

. How then ? ſhall he marry her? 
No, neyther. 

- What are they broken? 


. No; they are both as whole as a fiſh. 

Spee. Why then, how ſtands the matter with them? 

Las. Marry thus , whey ititands well with him, ic 
ſtands well with her. 

Spee. What an adle art thon, I underſtand thee nor. 
Las. \W hat a blocke art thou, that thou canſt not? 
My ſtaffe underſtands me. | 

Spee. What thou ſaylt? 

Las. 1,and what 1 do too : looke thee, Ilc but lean, 
and my ſtaffe underſtands me. 

It ſtands under thee indeed. 

Lav. Why, ſtand-under : and underſtand is all one. 

Spee. Bur tell me true, wil't be a match ? 

Las. Aske my dogge, if he fay I, it will : if hee ſay 
wn it will : if he ſhake his taile and fay nothing , it 
will. 

Spee. The concluſion is then, that it will. 

Las. Thou ſhalt never get ſuch a feccer from me,but by 
a paradle. 

Spee. 'T1s well that I getit ſo : but Lawnce, how failt 
thou that my maſter is become a norable Lover? 

Las. 1 never knew him otherwilc. 

Spee. Then how? 

"a A notable Lubber : as thou reporteſt him to 
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Spee. Why, thou whorſon Aſſe, thou miſtak'{t me. | 
Law. Why Foole, I meant not thee, 1 meant thy 


Spee, I tell thee, my maſter,is become a hot Lover. 

Las. Why, I tell thee, care not, though hee burne 
himſelte in Love. If thou wilt goe with me to the Ale- 
houſe,ſo,if nor,thou art an Hebrew,a Iew,and not worth 
the name of a Chriſtian. 

Spee, Why? 

Lax. Becauſe thou haſt not ſo much charity in thee as 
co goe to the Ale with a Chrittian : Wilt thougoe? 

Spee. At thy ſervice. 

E xeunt. 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Prothens ſolu. 


Pre. Tolcave my Inlia ; ſhall I be forſworne? 
To love faire Sivis; (hall I be forſworne ? , 
To wrong my friend, I ſhall be much forſworne. 
And ev'n that Powre which gave me firſt my oath 
Provokes me to this three-fold perjurie. 

Love bad me tweare, and Love bids me for-ſweare ; 
O ſweet-ſuggeſting Love, if thou haſkdinn'd, 
Teach me (thy tempted lubjeR) to excuſe its 

At firlt 1 did adore a twinkling Stare, 

But now I worſhip a czleſtiall Sunne ; 
Vn-heedtull vowes may heedfully be broken, 
And he wants wit, that wants reſolved will, : 
To learne his wit, t'exchange the bad for berter ; 
Fic, fie, unreverend tongue, to call her bad, 
Whote {overaignty fo oft thou baſt preferd, 
With twenty thouſand foule--onfirming oathes: 
I cannot leave to love, and yet I doe : 

But there 1 leave to love, where I ſhould love. . 
luha 1 loole,and Valemine I looie, 

It 1 keepe them, I needs muſt loote my ſelfe : 

If I loote them, thus finde I but their loſle, 

For Valentine, my (elfe : for [uhs, Silvia: 

I ro my ſelte am deerer thena friend, 

For Love 1s ſtill moſt precious in it ſelfe, 

And Sulvis(witneſſe heaven that made her faire 
Shewes 1u{e but a ſwarthy Ethiope, 

I will forgetthat Juhi« is alive, 

Remembring that my love to her is dead. 

And Valentine Ile hold an Enemie, 

Ayming at Silvis as a ſweeter friend, 

I cannot now prove conſtant to my ſelfe, 
Without ſome trechery us'd to Valentine. 
Thisnight he meaneth with a Corded-ladder 
Toclimbe ccleſtiall Si{vis's chamber window; 

My ſelfe in counſaile his competitor. 

Now preſently Ile give her tather notice 
Of their diſguiſing and flighe; 

Who (allinrag'd ) will baniſh Valenrine ; 

For Thario he intends ſhall wed his daughter, 
But Valentine being gone, lle quickly croile 
By ſome lie tricke, blunt Th»rio's dull proceeding. 
Levelend me wings,to make my e {wift, 
As thou halt lent me wit to plot his drift. 
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Scena ſeptima, 


Enter Iula and Lucetta. 
Isi, Counſaile, Lacetta, gentle girle aſſiſt me, 

Andev'n in kinde love, I doc conjure thee, 
W ho art the Table whercin all my thoughts 
Are viſibly Charater'd, and engrav d, 
To kcHon me, and tell me {ome good meanc 
How with my honour I may undertake 
A journey to my loving Prothens. 

inc. Alas, the way is wearitome and long. 

Ial. A truc-devortcd Pilgrime 1s not weary 
To meaſure Kingdoms with his fecble ſteps, 
Much lcfle ſhall the that bath Loves wings to fite; 
And whenthe flight is made to one ſo deere, 
Of ſuch divine perfe&tion as Sir Prothens. 

Inc. Better forbeare ,rill Prothews make returne. 

Il. Oh,know'ſt $ not, his looks are my ſoules food? 
Pitty the dearth that I have pined in, 
By longing for that food 1o longa time. 
Did{t thou but know the inly touch of Love, 
Thou wouldſt as ſoone goe kindle fire with ſnow 
As ſecket quench the fire of Love with words. 

Lwc. I doe nor ſeeke to quench your Loves hot fire, 
Bur qualife the fires extreame rage, 
Leaſt it ſhould burne abovethe bounds of reaſon. 

Int. The more thou dam'ſt it up,the more it burnes: 
The Curreut that with gentle murmure glides 
(Thou know'ſt) being itop'd, impatiently doth rage : 
But when his faire courſe 1s not hindered, 
He makes ſweet muſicke with th'enameld ſtones, 
Giving a gentie kiſſe to every tedge 

He over-taketh in his pilgrimage. 

Aud to by many winding nookes he ſtraics 

With willing, {port tothe wilde Oceans 

1hen let me goe, and hinder not my courle : 

lle b- as raticntas a gentle ſtreame, 

And make a paltime of cach weary ſtep, 

L1]I the lalt ttep have brought me to my Love, 

And there ilc reſt, as after much turmoilc 

A blefled foule doth in Eh:2imm. 

Li. But in what habit will you goc along ? 
/#/. Nor like a woman, for I would prevent 
Theloote'encounters of laſctvious men : 

Gentle Lacerta, tit mc with ſuch weedes 

As may belccme ſome well reputed Page. 

Luc. Why then your Ladiſhip muft cut your hare. 
Iz{. No girle, ile knit it up in filken ſtrings, 

With rwentic od-conceited truc-love knots ; 

To be fantantaſtique, may becoine a youth 

Of greater timethen I ſhall ſhew to de. (chcs? 
L»c, What faſhion (Madam) ſhall I make your bree- 
Iul. That fits as well,as tcl! me{goud my Lord) 

What compaſle will you weare your Farthingale ? 

Why ev'n what faſhion thou belt likes ( Lucerta.) 
Luc.Y ou muſt needs have them with a —_ 
Iu]. Out, out, ( Lacerte) that wilbeillfavord. (dam 
Luc. Around hoſe (Madam) now's not worth a pin 

Vnleſſe you have a cod-peece to {tick pins on. 

_ ful, Lucetta, as thou lov {t melet me have 
W hatthou thinKitmect, and 1s moſt mannerly, 
But tell me(wench) how will the world repute me 


| For undertaking ſo unſtaida journey? 
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I tcareme it will make me ſcandaliz'd. . 
Lac. It you thinke fo,then itay at home and go not} 
Ind. Nay, that I willnot. : 
Lac. 1 hen never dreame on Intamy, bur go: 

If Prothexs like your journey when you come, 

No matter who's difpleas'd when youare gone: 

I teare me he will icarce be pleas'a withall. 

Inl. That is the leaſt (Lacerta) of iny feare : 

A thouſand oathes, an Occtan of his teares 

And inſtances as infinite of Love, 

Warrant me welcome to my Prothes. 

Luc. All theie are (ervants to deceitfull men. 
[ul. Baic men, that uſe them to tobaſe eftet ; 

Burtrucr ſtarres did governe Prochexs birth, 

His words are bonds, his oathes are oracles, 

His love f{incere,his thoughts immaculate, 

His teares, pure meſſengers, tent from his heart, 

His heart as far from traud, as beaven trom carth-- 
Lac-pray heav'n he prove ſo when you come to him. 
Il. Now, as thou lov'ſt me,do him not that wrong, 

To beare a hard opinion ot hus truth : 

Onely deſerve my love, by loving him, 

And preſently goe with meto my chamber 

To take a note of what I itand in aced of, 

Tofturniſh me upon my longing journey : 

All that is mine 1 leave atthy diſpoſe, 

My goods,my Lands, my reputation, 

Onely in lieu thcreof, diſpatch me hence : 

Come; anſ{weare not : bur to it preſently, 

I am impatient of my tarriance. 

Exennm. 
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Enter Duke, T hurio, Frothews, Valentine, 
Launce Speed. 


Dt, Sir Thario, give us leave ( I pray) a while, 
Now tel! me Prothess, what's your will with me ? 


The Law of tricndſhip bids me to conceale, 

But when I call to minde your gracious favours 

Done to me (undeſerving asas 1 am) 

My dutie pricks me on to utter that 

W hich cltc no worldly good ſhould draw from me: 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine my fricad | 
This night intendsto ſteale away your daughter : | 


I know you have determin'd to be{tow her 
On Thwrw, whom your gentle daughter hates: 
And ſhould the thus be ſtolne away trom yOu, 
It wouldbe much vexation to your age. * 
Thus (tor my duties ſake) I rather choſe 

To croſle my friend in his intended drift, 
Then (by concealing it) heap on your head 


Dwk. Protheus, I thanke thee tor thine honeſt care 


. . . . , 
Which to requite, command me while Llive. 


LY ””2)VuIR— —— 0 


We have tome ſecrets to confer about. | 


Pre My gracious Lord, that which I woulddiſcover, 


My ſelfe am one made priuy to the plot, | 


A pack of ſorrowes, which would preſſe you downe | 
(Being unprevented) to your timcleſſe grave. ' 


Haply when they have iudg'd me faſt alleepe, 
And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid 


This love of theirs, my ſelfe have often ſeene, | 
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Sir Valentine her company, and my Court. 
Bur tearing leſt my jealous ayme mighterre, 
And 1o (uaworthuly ) diigrace the man 
(Araſhneſſethar I ever yer have ſhur'd) 

I gave him gentlelookes, thereby to finde 
That which thy ſelte haſt now ditclos'd ru me. 
And thoumailt perceive my teare of this, 
Knowing that tender youth is toone ſuggeſted, 
I nughtly todge her in an upper Towre, 

The key whereot, my telte have ever kept : 
Andthence ſhe cannot be convay'd away. 

Pro. Know (aoble Lord)they kave devis'd a meane 
How he her chan.ber-wiadow will aſcend, 

And with a Corded-ladder terch her downe : 
For which, the youthtull Lover now 1s gone, 
And this way comes he with it prelently. 

W herc (if it pleaſe you) you may intercept hum. 
But (goud my Lord) doe it to cunningly 

That my diſcovery be not aimed at; 

For, love of you, not hate unto my friend, 

Hath made me publiſher of thispretence. 

Dxke. Vpon mine honour, he ſhall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this- : 

Pro. Adicw, my Lord,Sir Valimtine is comming. Enter. 

Duk, Sir Valentine, whither away 10 talt ? 

7a. Plate it your Grace, there isa Meſſenger 
That ſtayes to beare my Letters to my friends, 
AndI am going to deliver them. 

Dek. Bc they of much import ? 

UVat. The tenure of them doth bur ſignific 
My health, and happy being at your Court: : 

Dak. Nay then no matter: ſtay with me a while, 
I am to breake with thee of ſome affaires 
That touch me neere: wherein thou muſt be ſecret. 
'Tisnot unknowne to thee, that I have ſought 
To match my tricnd Sir Thwrie, to my caughtcr. 

Val, 1 know it well (my Lord( and ſure the Match 
Were rich and honourable : befides, the gentleman 
Is fall of Vertue, Bounty, Worth, arid Qualities 
Beſceming tuch a Wite, as your faire daughter : 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancic him ? 

Dwk, No, trult me, She is peeviſh,ſullen,trowacd, 
Proud, diſobedicnt, ſtudborne, lacking duty, 
Neyther regarGizg that ſhe is my childe, 

Nor fearing me, as 1t | were her father : 

And may 1 ſay tothee, this pride of hers 

(Vpon advice) hath drawne my love from her, 

And where I thought the remnant of mine age 
Should have beene cheriſh'd by her child-like dutie, 
I now am tull re{olv'd to take a wite, 

And turne her out to who will take her in : 

Then lct her beautic be her wedding dowre : 

For me, and my poſſeilions ſhe eſteemes nor. 

Ual. What would your Grace have me to do inthis? 

Duke. There is a Lady in Verona heere 
Whom TI affe&t-; but ſhe is nice, and coy, 

And nought eſteemes my aged cloquence. 
Now therefore would I have thee to my Tutor 
(For long agone I have forgot to court, 

Beſides the faſhion of the rume is chang'd) 
How, ang which way I may beltow iy {cle 
To be regarded in her ſun-brighe CyC. 

Va Win her with gifts, if ſhereſpet nor words, 
Dumbe lewels often in their ſilent kinde 
More then quicke words, doe move a womans minde. 

Duk, But ſhe did ſcorne a preſent that 1ſent her, 


Val. A woman ſometime ſcorns what beſt cotents her. 
Send her another : never give her ore, 
For {corne at firit makes after-love the more. 
It ſhe doe trowne, 'tis not in hate of you, 
But rather to beget more love in you. 
If ihe doe chide, 'its not to have you gone, 
For why, the fooles are mad, if Icfc alone. 
Take nv repulſe, what ever ſhe doth fay, 
For, get you gon, ſhe doth; not meane away. 
Flatter, and pray{e, commend, extoll their graces : | 
Though nere ſo blacke, ſay they have Angels faces, 
That man that hath a tongue, 1 fay is no man, | 
If this kis tongue he cannot win a woman. 
Dok, But ſhe [ meane, is promis'd by her friends 
Vnto a youthtull gentleman of worth, 
And kept ſeverely from retort of men, 
Thar no man hath acceſle by day to her. 

Yal. Why then I would reſort to her by night. 

Dk. I, but the doores be lockt, and keyes kept ſafe, 
That no man hath recourſe to her by night. 

Fat. What lets but one may enter at her window? 

Dsk. Her chamber is alott, tar trom the ground, 
And built ſo ſhelving, that one cannot climbe ir 
Without apparant hazard of his life. 

Val. Why then a Ladder quaintly made of Cords 
Tocaſt up, with a paice ofanchoring hookes, 
Wouldſerve to ſcale another Her&:rowre, 

So bold Leander would adventure it. 

D#k. Now as thouart a gentleman of blood 
adviſe me, where I may have ſuch a Ladder. 

Val. When would you uſe 1t? pray fir, tell me that, 

Dsk. This very night; tor Love is like a childe 
Thar longs for every thing that he can come by. 

Ual. By feavenaclock, ite get you ſuch a Ladder, 

Dwk. But barke thee : I will goe to her alone, 

How ſhall I belt convey the Ladder thither? 
=-TUa.. lt will be light (my Lord) that you may beare it | 
Vnder a clocke, that is ot any length. 

Duk, A cloake as long as thine will ſcrvethe turnc? | 
Vat. 1 my good Lord, | 
Dok. Then let me (ce thy cloake, 

Ile get me ong of ſuch anuther length. 

Val. Why any cloake will ferve the turn (my Lord) 

Dek. How thall I faſhion me to weare a cioake ? 
I pray thee let me feele thy cloak e upun me. 
W hat Letter is this ſame? what's here? to Silvia? 
And heere an Engine fit for my proceeding, 
Le be ſo bold to breake the tcalc for once. 


CMy thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly, 
And ſlaves they are to me, that ſend them fon g. 
Oh, could their Maſter come, and goe as lightly, 

Himſelfe would lodge, where (ſrnceles ) they are ling, 
My Herald Thoughts, in thy pure boſome reſt-them, 
Whale 1 ( their King) that thither them inoportewe 

Doe curſe the grace that with ſuch pr.1:8 Lath beſt thens, 
Becauſe my ſelfe doe want my [er2:15 1s fortune, 

1 curſe my ſel's, for they ave /on;* by we, 

That they ſhould barboxr where therr Lord would be. 
What's here ? Sslwia, this night I will infranchiſe thee, 
'Tis fo : and heere's the Ladder tor the purpele. 
Why Phacion ( tar thou rt Afereprionne) 

Wilt thou aſpire to guide the heavenly Car? 

And with thy daring folly burne the world? 

Wilt chourcach ſtars, becauſe they ſhine on thee? 
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Goe bale Intruder, over-weening Slave, | 
Beftow thy tawning faules on equall mates, 

And thinke my patience, (more then thy deſert) 

Is priviledge tor thy departure hence. 
Thanke me for this, more then for all the favors 

Which (all roo-much) I have beſtowed on thee- 

But if thou linger in my Territorics 

Longer then ſwifreſt expedition 

Will give thee time to lcave our royall Court, 

By heaven, my wrath ſhall farre exceed the love 

I ever bore my daughter, or thy ſeltc. 

Be gone, I will not heare thy: vaine excuſe , 
But as thou loy'ſt thy life, make ſpeed from hence. Exw. 

Val, And why notdcath, rather then living torment? 

Todie,is to be baniſht from my ſelte, 

And Si/via is my ſelfe : baniſh'd from her 

Is ſelte from ſelfe. A deadly banithment : 

What light, is light, if S4vi4 be not ſecne 7 

What joy is joy, if Sivis be not by ? 

Valeſle it be to thinke that ſhe is by 

And feed upon the ſhaddoww of pertection. 

Exceptl1 be by S#viain the night, 

There is no muſike in the nightingale. 

VnleſicI looke on S&vie 1n the day, 

There is noday for me to looke tpon. 


She is my eſſence, and1 lcave to be ; | 


If I be not by her faire influence 

Foſtcr'd, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive. 

I flie not death, to flic his deadly doome, 

Tarry I heere, I but attend on death, 

But flic I hence,I flic away from life. Enter Pro.and Lawns. 
Pre. Run (boy) run,run,and feeke him our. 


| 


( Which un-reverſt ſtands in effectuall tordy ) 
A.Sca of melting pearle, which tome . 
Thotle at her fathers churliſh icete ſhe cenderd, 
With them upon her knees, her humble felfe, 
Wringing her hands, whoſe whiteneilc 10 became them, 
AS it but now they waxed pale for woe : 
Bur neither bertded knees, pure hands held up, 
Sad aghes, deepe grones, nor filver-ſhedding teares 
Could penetrate her uncompailionarte Sire ; 
But Valentine, if he be tance, mult dic. 
— her interceſſion chat'd _ 
W hen ſhe for thy repeale was ſupplant, 
That to cloſe priton he commaunded her, 
With many bitter threates of biding there. 
Va. No more : unles the next word that thou ſpeak'ſt 
Have. ſome maligant power upon my lite ; 
If ſo : 1 pray thee breathe it in mine care, 
As ending Antheme of my cndleflc dolor. , 

Pro. Ceale to lament tor that thou canſt not helpe, 
And ſtudy helpe for that which thou lament'it, 
Time is the Nurte, and breeder of all good ; 

Here, if thou ſtay, thou canit not ice thy love + 
Beſides,thy ſtaying will abridge thy lite ; 

Hope is a lovers ltaffe, walke hence with that 
And mannage it, againſt deſpairing thoughts : 
Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence, 
Which, being writ to mc, ſhall be deliver d 
Even in the milke-white boſome of thy love. 
The time now ſerves not toexpoltulate, 

Come, Ile convey thee through the Ciry-gate. 
And ere I part with thee,conter at large 

Of all that may concerne thy love affaires : 


Lev. Soa-hough, Soa hough—— 
Pro, What iceit thou ? 
Lax. Him we goec to tinde, 
Therc's not a haire on's hcad, but t15 a Vaſentise. 
Pro. Valentine ? 


| As thou lov'ſt Silvia ( though not tor thy (clfe) 
Regard thy danger, and along with mc. 
Va. I pray thee Lawne, and if thou ſeeſt my Boy 
Bid him make haſte, and meet meat the North-gare. 
Pro. Goe ſirha, finde bim out : Come Valentme. 


Va. No, 
Pro. Whothen ? his Spu1:? 
F.:. Ncither, 
Fro. What then? 
Va. nothing. 
Lax. Can nothing {pcake? Maticr, ſhall I ſtrike 
Pro, Whom wouldit thou ſtrike ? 
Lax. Nothing. 
Pro, Villaine, forbearc. 
Lan. Why Sir, lle {trike nothung : I pray you. 
Pro. Sirha,l ſay torbcarc? friend YValentne, a word. 
Ua. My earcs are itopt,& cannot heare good neiwes, 
So mauch of bad alrcady hath poſieſt them, 
Pro. Thenin dumoe ſilence will I bury mine; 
For they are harſh, un-tuucablc, and bad. 
Va. ls Silvia dead? 
Pro. No, Valente, 
Va. No Falentme indoid, for ſacred Silvia, 
Hath ſhe forſwornc me ? 
Pro, No, Valentine. 
Va. No Valente, it Silvia have forſworne me. 
What is your newes ? 
Law.Sirgthere 1s 2a proclamation,that you are vaniſhed, 


Va. Oh my deere Silvia; haplcfle YValentme, Exennt. 
| Lawnce. [am buta toole, looke you , and yer I have 
the wit tothinke my Maſter is a kinde of a knave : bur 
that's all one, if he be but one knave: He lives not now 
that knowes me to be in love, yet am in love, buta 
Teeme of horſe ſhall not plucke that from me: nor who 
tis | love : and yet 'tis a woman ; but what woman, I 
will nor tell my telfe : and yer 'tis a Milkemaid : yet 'tis 
not a maid : tor ſhe hath had Goſlips : yet "tis a maid , 
tor ſhe is her Maſters maid, and ſerves for wages. Shee 
hath more qualities then a Water-Spaniell, which is 
much in a bare Chriſtian : Heere is the Cate-log ofher 
Condition, Inprimw, Shee can ferch and carry : why 
a horſe can doe nv more ; nay, a horſe cannot fetch, bur 
onely carry, therefore is ſhe better then alade, rem. 
She can milke, looke you, a ſweet vertue ina maid with 
cleane hands. Enter Speed. 
Speed. How now Signior Lamce? what newes with 
your Maſterſhip ? 
- Km my Maſterſhip? why, it is at Sea : 
Sp. Well,your old vice ſtil}: miſtake the word : what 
newes then in your paper ? 
La. The dlack'it newes that ever thog heard'ſt, 
Sp. Why man? how blacke ? 


 —  —— 


Pre. That thou art baniſh'd : oh that's the newes, | 
Va. Oh, I have fed upon this woe already, | 
And now exceſlc of 1t will make me ſurfer. : 
Doth S«{via know that 1 am baniſh'd ? 
Pro. 1,1 : and ſhe hath offered tothe doome 


Re, 


—_— 


Za. \V by, as blacke as Inke. 

Sp. Let me read them ? 

La. Fic on thee Iolt-head, thou canſt not read. 

Sp. Thoulyeſt : I can, 

La. I will try thee : tell me this : who begot thee ? 
Sp. Marry, 


_—— — 
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Sp. Marry, the ſon of my Grand-tather. 


Grand-mother : this proves that thou canſt not read- 
$p. Come foole, come:try me in thy paper- 
La. There : and S$, N $colas be thy | 
$p. Inprimis the can milke. 
La, I that (he can. 
Sp. Item, ſhe brewes good Ale. 


your heart, you brew good Ale. ) 

Sp, Item, ſhe can ſowe. 

Le. That's as much as to ſay (an ſbe ſo) 

Sp. Item ſhe can knit, 

La. WW hat ucede a man care for a ſtock with a wench, 
VV hen ſhe can knit kim a ſtocke ? 

Sp. Item,ſhe can waſhand ſcoure- 

La. A ſpeciall vertue : for then the neede notrto be 
walh'd es prone 

Sp. Item, fhe can ſpin. 

Ls. Then may | ſet the world on wheeles, when ſhe 
can {pin for her living, 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath many nameleſle vertues, 

La. That's as much as to ſay Baſtard-vertnes : that 
indeede know nut their fathers , and theretore have no 


names. 

Sp. Here followes her yices- 

La. Cloſe at the heeles of her vertues: 

Sp. Item, ſhe is hot to bee faſting in reſpe& of her 
breath. 

La. Well,that fault may be mended with a breakfaſt: 
read Ott. 

Sp. Item, (he hath a ſweet mouth. 

La. That makes amends tor her ſowre breath. 

Sp. Item, ſhe doth ralke 1n her ſleepe. 

q It's a0 matter for that ; fo ſhe ſleepe not in her 
talke. 

Sp. Item, ſhe is flow in words- 

La. Oh villanic, that ſet downe among her vices; 
To be flow in wordsis a womans onely vertue : 
| pray thee out with't, and place it for her chicte vertue. 

Sp. Itcmn, (he is proud. 

La. Out with that too: 
[t was Eves legacic, and cannot be tanc from her, 

Sp. Item, ſhe bath noteeth, 

La. I care not tor that ncither, becauſe I love cruſts. 

Sp. Item, ſhe is curlt. 

La. Well : the belt is ſhe hath no tecth to bite. 

$p. Item, ſhe will often praile her liquor. 

La. It her liquor be good; ſhe ſhall : if ſhe will nor, I 
will; for good things ſhould be prayſcd. 

Sp. Item, (he is too liberali. 


— 


ſhe is flow of : of her pniſc, ſhe ſhall nor, for that ile 


cannot | helpe. Well, proceede. 
 $p. Item, ſhe hath more haires then wit, aud more 
taulrs then haires, and more wealth then faults. 
{ La. Stop there : Ile have her ; ſhe was mine,andnot 
| mine twice, or thrice in that Article : rehearſe that once 
more- 

Sp. Item, ſhe hath more haire then wit. 

£4. More bairc then wit : it may be ile prove it : The 
cover of the talz, hides the falt ,and therefore it is more 


then the wit : for the greater hides thelefſe : W hat's 
next *? 


La. Oh illiterate loyterer ; it was the ſonne ofthy 


La. And thereot comes the proverbe : ( Bleſſing of 


Za. Of her tongue the cannor ; forthat's writ downe | 


keepe ſhut : Now, of another thing ſhe may, and that | 


then the (alt ; the haire that covers the wit, is more | 


— 


| Sp. And morefaults then haires- 

La. That's monſtrous : oh thatthat were out. 

Sp. And more wealth then taults, 

La. Why that word makes the faults gracious 
Well, le have her: anditir be amatch, as nothing is 
1mpollible, 

Sp. What then? 

Za. Why then, will I tell thee, thatthy Maſter ſtayes 
for thee at the North-gace. 

Sp. For me? 


Y 


ter man then thee. 

Sp. And mult I goeto him? 

Za. Thou mutt run co him;tor thou haſt ſaid fo long 
that going will ſcarce ierve the turne. 

Sp. Why didit not tellme ſooner? *pox of your love 
Letters. 

La. Now will he be \wing'd for reading my Letter; 
An unmannerly ſlave , that will thruſt himſelte inco fe- 
crets:lle atter,to rej6yce ui the boyes correction. Exeunr. 


4 = - — — _ -_-  . -  —— —— —_ M——— _— 
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Scena Secunda. 


| Enter Duke, Thurie, Prothengs. 


Dm. Sir T harso, teare not, but that the will love you 
Now Valentine 15 banith dtrom her {ighr. 

Th. Since his exile the hath deſpis'd me moſt, 
Fortworne my company, and rail'd at me, 

T hat I am detperate of obtaining her. 

Du, This weakeimpreſle of love, is asa figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an houres heate 
Diſl.lvesto wa: er,and doth loote his torme, 

A litdle rime will melt her trozen thoughes, 
And worthlefle Falexrme thall be torgot. 


—_ —_—_— 


— 


_ 


| How now Sir Prothexs, 1s your countriuman 


( According to our Proclamation) gon? 

Pre. Gon, my good Lord. 

Ds. My daughter takes his going heavily? 

Pre. A litttle time (my Lord ) will killchatgrtete. 

Ds. $0 I belceve : but Thariothinkes not fo : 
Prothess, the good conceit I hold of thee, 
(For thou halt ſhowne ſome ſigne of good deſert) 
Makes me the better ro confer with thee. 

Pro. Longer then I prove royall to your Grac e, 
Let me not live, to looke upon you Grace. 

Ds. Thou know '{t how willingly, I would cffet 


The match betweene fir T bwrio, and my daughter ? , 


Pre, I doe my Lord. 
Dx. And ailo Idoe tbinke, thou art not 1gnorant 
How ſhe oppoles her againit my will? 
Pro. She did my Lord, when Calcrrme was here, 
Ds. 1, and perverſly, ſhe pertevers (9 : 
What might we doe to make the girlie torget 
The Love of Vatzarene, and love tir Thrurie? 

Pro; The belt way is to ſlander Valentine, 
With falichood, cowardize, and poore deſcent: 
Three things, that women highly hold in hate. 

Da. I, but ſhell thinke, thar ir is ſpoke m hate. 


Pro, 1, it his enemie dcliver it. 
Therefore it muſt with circumſtance os 
By one, whom ſhe eſteemes as his triend. 

Da. Then you muſt underraketo flander him. 


—_—_— 


—  ———_—— 


— — —— _— —_ ——_ 
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La. For thee? I, who art thou?he hath ſaid/for a bet- 
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Pro, And that (my Lord) I ſhall be loath to doe. 
| *'Tis an 1/l orhce tora Gentleman, 
Eſpecially againit his very friend. 
Du. \W herc your good word cannot advantage him, 
| Your ſlander never can endamage him; 
Therefore the ozhce 15 indiffcrent, 
Being intreated to it by your friend. | 
Per. You haue prevail d(my Lord) if L can doc x 
By ought that I can ſpeake in his _ 
She ſhall not. long continue love to hum 3 
But ſay this weede her love from Valevtwre, 
It followes not that ſhe will love fir Thurs. 
Th. Therefore as you unwinde her love from him; 
Leaſt it ſhould ravell, and be good to none, 
You mult provide to bottome 1t on me : 
Which muſt be done, by prayſing me as much 
As you, in worth diſprayle, {ir Yalentwe. 
D#. Ard Protheus, we dare truſt you in this kinde, 
Becauſe we know (on Valentines report) 
Youarcalready loves firme votary, : 
And cannot ſoone revolt, and change your mind. 
Vpon this warrant, ſhall you have acccllc, 
W here you, with Si/v44 may conferre at large» 
For ſhe 15lumpiſh, heavy ,melancholly, 
And (for your friends fake) will be glad of you ; 
Where you may temper her, by your periwation, 
To hate yong Valentzne, and love my friend. 
Pro. As much as I can doe, I will cftcR : 
But you fir Thwrio, are not cnough: 
You muſt lay Lime, to tangle her gcfures | 
By wailefull Sonnets, whoſe compoſed Rimes 
Should be full fraught with ſerviceable vowes. 
Dx. I, much is the force of heaven-bredPockic. 
Pre. Say that upon the altar of her beauty 
You facritice your teares, your ſighes,your heart ; 
Write till your inke be dry ; and with your tcarcs 
Moilt it againe : and frame {ome teeling line, 
4 That may ditcover {uch integrity : 
For Orpherns Lute, was {trung with Poets finewes, 
\Whotc'goldcn touch could totren ſtecle and ſtones; 
Make Tygers tame, and huge Leviathans - 
Forſake unfounded deepes, and dance on Sands, 
After your dirc-lamenting Elcgics, 
Viſit by night your Ladics chamber-window 
With tome {ſweet Conſort; Tothcir Inſtruments 
Tunea deploring dumpe : the nights dead filence 
W1ll well become ſuch ſweet complainyng grievance: 
This, or elſe nothing, will inhcrit her. 
Ds. This diſcipline, ſhowes thou halt bin in love. 
Th. And thy advice, this night, ile put in pratile: 
Therefore, ſivect Prothew, my diretion-giver, 
Letus intothe City preſently 
To fort ſome gentlemen, well skil'd in Muſique. 
I have a Sonnet, that will ſerve the turne 
To give the 0n-ſet to thy good advice. 
Dx. About it Gentlemen. 
Pro. W<'ll wait upon your Grace, till after Supper, 
Andatterward determine our proceedings, 
Ds. Even now aboutit, I will pardon you. Exexnt. 


Atlus Quartus. Scana Prima, 


Enter Volentmne, Speed, and certaine Out-lawes. 
I, Out-t, Fellowes, ſtand falt: I ſee a paſſenger. 


—————_— 


—— 


—_— 


| 


2. Ot. If there be ten,ſhrinkd not,but down with'em. 
3- Oxt.Stand fir,and throw us that you have abour'ye. 
It not : we'll make you fit, and rifle you. 
Sp. Sir we are undone; theſe are the Villaines 
Thar all the Travailers doe feare 10 much. 
Tal. My friends. 
I. Ot. That's not ſo, fir : weare your enemies. 
2. Ont. Peace : we'll heare him. 
3-Oxr.1 by my beard will we : for ke is a proper man. 
Val. Then know that I have little to loſe ; 
| A man I am, croſs'd with adverſitic : 
My riches, are theſe habiliments, 
Of which, if you ſhould here disfurnith me, 
You take the ſum and ſubſtance that I have, 
2. Omt, Whither travell you ? 
Val. To Verona. 
1.Ozt. Whence came you? 
Val. From CMilame, 
| 3- Ot. Have youlong {ojourn'd there ? (ſaid, 
Val. Some ſixteene moneths, and longer might have 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 
1. Ot, What, were you baniſh'd thence ? 
UVa. I was. 


2. Out. For what offence ? 


4 


Va. Forthat which now torments me to rehearſe; 
I kil'd a man, whoſe death I muchrepent, 
But _ flew him mantully in fight, 
Withour falſe vantage, or baſe treachery. 
I. Out, Why nere repent it, if it were done ſo z 
But were you baniſht tor ſo {mall a fault ? 
Va. 1 was,and held me glad of ſuch a doome, 
2. Out, Have you the Tongues? 
Va, My youthfull travaile, therein made me happy, 
Or cl{cI otten had becne miſerable. 
3+ O=t. By thc bare ſcalpe of Kobin boods far Fryer, 
This fellow werea King, for our wilde faRtion. 
1-Out, We'll have him : Sirs, a word. 
Sp. Maſter, be one of them : 
It's a1 honerable kinde of theevery. 
Va. Peace villaine, 
2+ Ont, [ell us this: have you any things totake to? 
Va. Nothing but my tortune. 
3- O*#, Know then,that ſome of us are Gentlemen, 
Such as the furic of ungovern'd youth 
Thruſt from the company of awfull men. 
My ſelfe was from YVerenabaniſhed, 
For practiſing to ſtcale away a Lady, 
And hcire and Neece,allide unto the Duke. 
2+ Ot. And I from Mana, tor a gentleman, 
Who, in my moode, I ſtab'd unto the heart. 
I. Out. And I, for ſuch like petty crimes as theſe. 
But to the purpoſe : for we cite our fan}ts, 
That they may hold excus'd our lawleſle lives; 
And _ 2 you are beautihde 
With goodly ſhape ;and by your owne reporr, 
A Linguiſt, and — of ſuch perte&ion 7 
As wedoe in our quality much want. 
2. Ont. Indeede becauſe you are a baniſh'd man, 
Therctore, above the reſt, we parley to you : 
Are you content tobe our General ? 
To make a vertue of neceſſtric, 
And live as we duc in the wilderreſle ? 
3- Ot. What faiſt thou? wiltthou be of our conſort? 
Say I,and be the caprtaine of us all : 
We'lldoe thee homage, and be rul'd by thee, 
Loce theeas our Commander ,and our King. 


I. Ont. | 


_—_—_— 
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1. Out, Butif thou ſcorne our curteſic, thou dyeſt. 
2. Out. Thou ſhaltnor live, to brag what we have of- 
Fal. I take your offer, and will live with you, (ter d. 
Provided that you do no outrages 
On filly women, or poore paſſengers. | 
3. Oat. No, we detelt tuch vile bale praRtiſes. 
Come, goe with us, well bring thee to our Crewes , 
And ſhew thee all the Trealure we have got; 
W hich, with our ſcives, all reſt at chy Gitpole, Exenne. 


—}_ 


Scena Secunda. 


|  ——_— 
Enter Prothens, Thurio, Inlia, Hoſt, Alnſitian, Silvia, 


Pro. Already have [ bin falſe to Valentine, 
And now I mult be as unjuſt to Thur, 
Vnder the colour of commending him, 

I have acceile my owne love to preter. 

But $i{v44 1s t00 taire,to0 trucytoo holy, 

Tobe corrupted with my worthlefle guitts ; 
When I proteit true loyalty to her, 

She twits me with my talſchood to my friend ; 
| When to her beauty I commend my vowes, 
She bids methinke how I have bin tortworne 
Inbreaking faith with «64, whom I lov d; 
And notwathitandiug ail her {odaine quips, 


| The lealt whercot would quell alovers hope : 


Yer (Spanicl-like) the more the (purnes my love, 
The more it growes, and tawneth on her {hl ; 
But here comes Thwurio; now mult we to her window, 
And give ſomeevening Mutique to her care. 

Th. How now, (ir Prothews, are you crept before us ? 
| Proc [ gentle Thar, for you knuiw that love 
Will creepe in ſervice, where it cannot goe- 

Thw. I, but I hope, Sir, that you love not here. 

Pro. Sir, but | doe : or cite I would be hence. 

Thx. W hom, Silvia? 

Pre. I, Silvia, tor your ſake. 

Tbs. Ithanke you for your owne: Now Gentlemen 
Let's rurne : and tooit luſtily a while. 

He.Now, my young gueſt;me thinks you'r allycholly; 
I pray you what 1s 1t ? 


Is. Marry (mine Hof) becauſe I cannot be merry. 


Ho. Come,wee'll have you merry:ile bring you where 
yuu ſhall heare Muſique , and ſce the Gentleman that 
| you ask'd for, 

Is. But ſhall I heare him ſpeake- 
He. I that you ſhall. 
Is. That will be Muſique. 
He. Harke, harke. 
| 1%. Is heamong theſe? 
He. I: but peace, let's heare*m- 


| Song. Who 1: Sil14? what 55 (be? 
That all owr Swaines commend ber? 


Holy, faire, and wiſe i ſhe, 


The heaven ſuch grace did lend her, 


that ſhe night admwedbe. 
Is (be kinde as ſhe is faire ? 
For beautie lwver with hindueſſe , 
Love doth to her eyes reparre, 


| To helpe hum of hs blindneſſe : 


| 


| 
| 


—— 


Aud being help'd, inhabus there. 
Then to Silvia, let ws (ing, 
That Silvia is excellng ; 
She excels each mortall thing 
Upon the dull earth dwellmg. 
Ts her let us Garland; Tring 


Ho. How now? are you ſadder then you were before; 
How doe you, maii? the Muſicke likes you not. 

1s. You miltake : the Muſitian likes me nor. 

Ho. Why, my pretty youth ? 

1x. He plaics falſe (tather.) 

Ho» How, out of tune on the ſtrings? 

Iu. Not (0: butyet | 
S0 falſe that he grieves my very heart-ſtrings. 

Ho, You have aquicke care. (heart, 

Is, 1,1 would I were deate: it makes me have a flow 

Hoe. I perceive youdelight not in Mulicke., 

la. Not a whit, when 1t jars ſo. 

Ho. Harke what fine change is in the Muſicke, 

Ia. I: that change is the (pight. 

He. You would have them alwaies play bur one thing, 

{x. I wouldalwayes have one play but one «ro 
But Hoſt, doth this Sir Prochews, that we talke on, 
Otten retort untothis Gentlewoman ? 

Ho. Itell you what Lewnce his mantold me; 

He lov'd her out of all nicke. 

In. Where is Lamnce ? 

Ho. Gone to ſecke his dog, which to morrow, by his 
p64 command , hee mult carry for a preſent ro his 
Lady. 

{. Peace, ſtand aſide, the company parts. 

Pro. Sir Thwrgo, (care not I will toplcade, 
That you ſhall ſay, my cunning drift excels. 

Th. Where meete we? 

Pre, At Saint Gregories well. 

Th. Farewell. 

Pre. Madam : good ev'n to your Ladiſhip. 

Si/. I thanke you tor your Mulicke (Gentlemen) 
Who ts that that ſpake? 

Pre. One( Lady) if you knew his pure hearts truth, 
You would quickly learne roknow him dy his voice. 

Sil. Sir Prothewxs, as I take it. 

Pro. Sir Pr#thens (gentle Lady) and your Servant, 

$i/. What's your will ? 

Pro, That I inay compalle yours. 

Sil. You have your with: my will is ever this, 
That preſently you hie you home to bed : 

Thou ſubrile, perjur'd, falſe, difloyall man : 
Think | thou 1 am fo ſhallow, {o conceitlelle, 
To be ſeduced by thy flattery, 

That has't deceiv'd to many with thy vowes? 
Returne, returne, and make thy love amends : 
For me(by this pale queene of night 1 tweare ) 
| am ſofarre from granting thy requelt, 
That I deſpiſe thee, for thy wrongtull ſuite; 
And by and by intend to chide my ſelfe, 

Even for this time I ſpend in talking to thee. 

Pro. I grant ({weet love) that I did loves Lady, 
But ſhe is dead, 

[u. 'Twere falſe, if [ ſhould fpeake it ; 

For I am ſure ſhe 1s not buried. 

Sil. Say that ſhe be : yer Valentine thy friend 

Survives ; to whom (thy ſclte art witneſſe) 
I am betroth'd; and art thou not aſham'd 
To wrong him, with thy unportunacy ? 


_ 
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Pre. Ilikewiſe heare that YVaſentine is dead. 

Sil. And ſo ſuppoſe am1 ; for in hisgrave 
Aſſure thy ſelfe, my love is buried- 

Pre. Sweet Lady, let merake it from the earth. 

Sil. Goe to thy Ladies grave aud call hers thence, 
| Orat the leaſt,in hers, ſepulcher thine. 

Il. He heard not that. 
Pre. Madam : if your heart be ſo obdurate : 
Vouchſafe me yer your Piture tor my love, 
The Piturethat is hanging in your chamber : 
To that lle ſpeake,tothar Ute ſigh and weepe: 
For ſince the tubſtance of your pertett ſelte 
Isclſe devoted, I am but a ſhadow; 
And to your ſhadow, will I make true love. 

Int. If 'ewere aſubſtance you would ſure deceive 1g 
And make it but a ſhadow , asI am. ; 

S/. I am very loath to be your Idoll Sir 
But, ſince your falſchood ſhall become you well 
To worſhip ſhadowes, and adore falſe ſhapes, 
Send ro me inthe morning, and ile {end it : 
Ando, good reſt. 

Pre. As wretches have ore-night 
That wait for execution in the morne. 

1ul. Heft,will you goe? 

Ho. By my hall:dome, I was faſt aſleepe. 

Inl. Pray you w bere lies Sir Prothew? 

Ho. Marry, at my houſe : 

Truſt me, I thunke 'tis almoſt day. 

[al. Nor (o : but it hath bin the longeſt night 
That ere I watch'd,and the moſt heavicſt. 


Exemnt. 


Exemnmt. 


— 


SeenaT ertia. 


Eater Eglamore, Suvia. 


Ee. This is the houre that Madam Silvia 
Entrcated mc to call, and know her mindc : 
Ther's ſome great matter ſhe'ld employ me in- 
Madam, Madam. 

Si, Whocals ? 
Ee. Your ſervant, and your friend; 


.| One that attends your Ladiſhips command. 


Sil. Sir Eglamore, a thouſand times good morrow- 
Eg. Ay many (worthy Lady) to your {clfe : 
According to your Ladiſhips impole, 

I am thus carly come,to know what ſervice 

It 1s your pleaſure to command me in, 

S/. Oh Ezlamore, thou art a Gentleman : 
Thinke notI flatrer(for | ſiveare 1 doe not) 
Valiant, wiſe, remorſe-full, well accomplith'd. 
Thou art not ignorant what deere —_ will 
I beare untothe baniſh'd Vatentine : 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vaine Thwrio( whom my very ſoule abhor'd) 
Thy felfe ha? lov'd, and I have heard thee tay 
No griefe did come ſo neetc thy heart, 

As when thy Lady, and thy truc-ove di'de, 
Vpon whoſe Graye thou youw'dlt pure chaſtitic: 
vr Eplamore : I would to Valentine 

To Manta, where I heare, he makes aboad; 
And for the waycs are dangerous to paſſe, 

I doe deſire thy worthy company, 


_— —_— 


think'ſt or of this now: nay, remember thetricke you 
ſerv'd me, whenl tooke my leave of Madam Silvia: did 


Vpon whole faith and honor, I repoſe. 
Vrge not my fathers anger (Eglamore ) 
But thinke upon my gricte (a Ladic s griefe) 
And en the juſtice of my flying hence, 

To keepe me from a moſt unholy match, 
Which heaven and fortune {tilll rewards with plagues. 
I doe defire thee, even from a heart 

As full of ſorrowes, as the Seca of ſands, 

To beare me y and goe with me : 

If not, to hide what I have ſaydto thee, 

Thar 1 may venture to depart alone. 

Eg. Madam,I pitty much your grievances, 
Which, ſince I know they vertuouſlly are plac'd, 
I give conſent to goes along with you, 
Wreaking aslittle what berideth me, 

As much, I wiſh all good betortune you. 

W hen will you goe ? 
Sil, This evening comming. 
Eg. Where ſhall I meete you? 
Ss!. At Frier Patrickes Cell, 

Where I intend holy confellion. 
Eg. I will not faile yuur Ladithip: 

Good morrow (gentle Lady.) 
Sil. Good hrs vir Eglamore. E xennt. 


——_—___ <— _— 


Scena Quarta. 


Emer Lance , Prothexs, Inha, Silvia. 


| Laws. When a mans ſervant ſhall play the Curre with 
him (looke you) it goes hard : one that 1 brought up of 
a puppy: one that I fav'd trom drowning,when three or 
toure ot his blinde brothers and liſters went toit:I have 
taught him ( cven as one would ſay preciſely, thus I 
would teach a dog) 1 was fentto deliver him , asa pre- 
ſent to Miltris S&/we, from my Maſter ; and 1 came no 
ſooner into the dyning-chamber, bur he ſteps me to her 
Trencher, and ſteals ker Capons-leg: O, 'tis a foule 
thing, when a Cur cannot keepe himlelfe in all compa- 
pies:1 would Fe (as one ſhould ſay )one that takes up- 
on him tobe a dog indeede, to be,as it were, a dog at all 
things. 1f I had not had more wit then he,to take a fault 
upon me that he did, I thinke verily he had bin hang'd 
for'r: ſure as I live be had ſuffer'd tor't: you ſhall judge: 
He thruſts me himſelfe into the company of three or 
toure gentleman-like-doggs, under the Dukes table : he 
had not bin there (bleſſe the marke) a piling while, but 
all the chamber ſmelt him: out with the dog (faics one) | 
what cur is that (faics another) whip him out (faies the 
third) hang him up (faics the Duke.) I having bin ac- 
quainted with the ſmell betore, knew it was Crab; and 
goes me to the fellow that whips the dogges : triend 
(quoth 1) you meane to whip the dog: i marry doe 1 
(quoth he )you doe him the more wrong(quoth 1)'twas 
I did the thing you wot of : he makes me no moreadoe, 
but _ me our of the chamber: how many Maſters 
would doe this tor his ſervant2nay,jle be ſworne I have 
fat in the ſtockes for puddings he bath ſtolne,otherwiſc 
he had bin executed : I have ſtood on the Pillorie for | 
Geeſe he hath kil'd,otherwiſe he had ſufferd for't:thou | 
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' Thetwo Gentlemen of Verona, 


nor Thid thee {till marke me,and doe as I do;when did'ſt | 
thou ſce me heave up my leg, and make water againſta 
Gentlewwomans farthingale? did'ſt thou ever ſec me doe 
ſuch atricke ? 
Pro. Stbaftian is thy name: I like thee well, 
And will imploy thee in ſome ſervice preſently. 
ls. In what you pleaſe, ile doe Sir what I cat» 
Pre. I hope thou wilt. 
How now you whor-ſon pezant, 
Where have you bin theſe two dayes loytering * 
Le. Mary Sir , I carried Miſtris Si{via the dogge you 
bade me. 
Fro, And what ſayes ſhe to my little Jewell? 
La. Marry ſhe faics your dog was a cur,and tells you 
currifh thankes 1s good enoughfor ſuch a pretent. 
Pro, Burt ſhe receiv'd my dog? 
La. No indeede did ſhe not : 
Here have I brought him backe againe. 
Pro. What, did(t thou offer her this from me ? 
La. I Sir,the other Squirrill was ſtolne from me 
By the hangmans boy in the market place, 
And then 1 offer'd her mine owne, who is a dog 
As big as ten of yours,& therefore the gift the greater- 
Pre. Goe, get thee hence, and finde my dog againe, 
Or nere returne againe into my ſight, 
Away, | ſay : ſtaye!t thou tovexe me here ; 
A ſlave, that ſtill an end, turnes me to ſhame. 
Sebaſtian, I have entertained thee, 
Partly that I have nced of ſuch a youth, 
Thatcan with ſome diſcretion do my buſineſle : 
For 'tis no truſting to yond fooliſh Lowe ; 
But chiefely, for thy face, and thy behaviour, 
Which (if my Augury deccive me not ) 
Witneſſe good bringing up, fortune, and truth : 
Therefore know thou, tor this I entertaine hee. 
Go preſently and take this Ring with thee, 
Deliver it to Madam Silvia ; 
She lov'd me well, deliver'd itto me- 
Int. It ſeemes you lov'd not her, to leave her token: 
She is dead belike ? 
Pro. Not {0 : I thinke ſhe lives» 
Inl; Alas. 
Pro. Why do'ſt thou cry alas? 
Is!. 1 cannot chooſe bur pitty her. 
Pro, Wherefore ſhould'it thou pitty her? 
In!. Becauſe, me thinkes that ſhe lov'd you as well 
As you doe love your Lady Sifvss : 
She dreames on him, that has forgot her love; 
You deate on her, that cares not for your love. 
'Tis pitty Love ſhould be ſo contrary : 
And thinking on it, makes me cry alas. 
Pre. Well : give her that Ring,and therewithall 
This Letter ; that's her chamber: Tell my Lady, 
I claime the promiſe for her heavenly Picture : 
Your meſſage done, hyc home unto my chamber, 
Where thou ſhalt finde me 1ad, and ſolitarice En. 
Is. How many women would doe ſuch a meſſage? 
Alas poore Prothexs, thou haſt entertain'd 
A Foxe, tobe the Shepheard of rhy Lambs : 
Alas, poore foole ,why doe I pitty him «+ 
That with his very heart deſpiſeth me ? 
Becauſe he loves her, he defpiſeth ine, 
Becauſe I love him, | muſt pitty him. 
This Ring I gave him, when he parted from me, 
To binde him to remember my good will: 


Ex; 


And now am I (unh&ppy Meſſenger) 


To plead for that, which I would not obtaine; 
To carry that, which I would have refus'd; 
Topraiſe his faith which I would have diſprais'd- 
I am my Maiſters true confirmed love, 
But cannot be true ſervant to my Mailter, 
Vnleſſe 1 yoore falſe traitor to my ſelte. 
Yet will I wooe for him, but yet ſo coldly, Enter 
As(heavenit knows) I would not have him ſpeed. Silvia, 
Gentlewoman, good day : I pray you be my meane 
Tobring me where to ſpeake with Madam Si/tna. 
Sf. What would you with her, if that I be ſhe? 
Inl. It you be ſhe, 1 doe intreat your patience 
To heare me ſpeake the meſſage I am fent ons 
Sil, From whom ? 
Is/. From my Maſter, Sir Prothews, Madan, 
Sil. Oh: he ſends you for a Picture ? 
Inl. 1, Madam. | 
Sit. Vrſuls, bring my Picture there, 
—_— ow _ this: rell him trom me, 
ne In4s, that his changing thou et, 
Would better fit his Chamber, _ Wa 
Is. Madam, pleaſe you peruſe this Letter; 
Pardon me (Madam) I have unadvis'd 
Deliver'd you a that I ſhould nor ; 
This is the Letter to your Ladiſhip. 
Sil. Ipray thee let me looke on that againe: 
Iv. Itmay not be : good Madam pardon me. | 
Si4. There, hold: | 
I will not looke upon your Maſters lines : | 
I know they are ſtuft with proteſtations, 
And full ofnew-found oathes, which he will breake 
As caſte as I do teare his paper. 
In. Madam, he ſends your Ladiſhip chis Ring. 
Sr. The more ſhame tor him, that he ſends it ime ; 
For I have heard him fay a thouſand times, 
His /u/za gave it him, at his departure: | 
Though tus falſe finger have prophan'd the Ring, 
Mine ſhall not doe his /»/i4 ſo much wrong, | 
Is. She thankes you. 
$5. What ſai't thou ? 
Is. Ithanke you Madam, that you tender her : 
Poore Gentlewoman, my Maſter wrongs ker much. 
$i. Do'{tchou know her? 
Is. Almoſt as well as 1 doe know my fclfe. 
To thinke upon her woes, I do proteſt 
That I have wept a hundred ſeverall times. 
$5. Bclike ſhe thinks that Prochess hath forſook her? | 
Is. I thinke the doth: and that's her cauſe of ſorrow. } 
Ss. Is ſhenor paſſingkaire? 

In. She hath bin fairer (Madam) then ſhe is, | 
When ſhe did thinke my Maſter lov'd her well; | 
She, in my judgement, was as faire as you. 
Bur ſince ſhe did negleR her looking. glaſſe, 
And threw her Sun-expelling Maſque away, | 
Theayre hath ſtary'd the roles in her cheekes; | 
And pinch'd the lilly-tinRure of her face, | 
Thatnow the is become as blacke as [. | 

$:& How tall was (he? | 
In. About my ſtature: for at Pentecoſt, 
When alluur Pageants of delight were plaid, 
Our youth got me toplay the womans part, 
And I wastrun'd in Madam /#has gowne, 
Which ſerved meas fir, by all mens judgements, ' 
As if the garment had bin made for me : 
Therefore I know the is about my height; 
Andatthattime I made her weepeagood, 


For | 
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For I did play alamentable part. 
(Madam) 'ewas eArmave, pailioning 
For Theſews periury, and unjult flight; 
Which I ſo lively ated with my teares : 
That iy poore Miſtris moved therewithall, 
Wept birterl y : and would I might be dead, 
If 1 in thought felt not her very ſorrow.” 
$41, Sheis beholding to thee (gentle youth) 
Alas, (poore Lady) dctolate, and left ; 
I weepe my ſelfe tothinke upon thy words: 
Here youth : there is a purſe; I give thee this 
For thy ſweet Milſtris fake, becaulcthou lov'S her. 
Farewell. Exit. 
Il. And ſhe ſhall thanke you for't, if ere you know 
A vertuoits gentlewoman, milde, and beautitull. (her. 
I hope my Maiſters ſuit will be but cold, 
Since ſhe reſpets my Muſtris love ſo much. 
Alas, how love caa trifle with it ſelfe: 
Here 1s her Picture: let me fee, I thinke 
It t had ſucha Tyre, this facc of mine 
Were fall as lovely as is this of hers ; 
And yet the Painter fatcer'd her a little, 
Vleſle I fatter with my ſelte too much. 
Her haire is eFoarne, mine is perte&t Tehow; 
If that be all the difference in his love, 
He get me ſuch a colour'd Perriwig : 
Her eyes are grey as graſle, and toare mine : 
I, but her forc-head's low, and mine's as high : 
\ hat ſhould itbe that he reſpets in her, 
But Ican make reſpeRiue 1n my (elte, 
If this fond love, werc not a blinded god ? 
Come ſhadow, come, and take this ſhadow up, 
For tis thy rivall : O thou {cnceleſſe torme. 
Thou ſhalt be worſhip'd, kiſs'd, lov'd, and ador'd; 
And were there fence 1n his Idolatry, 
My ſubſtance ſhould be ſtatue 1n thy itcad. 
lle uſe thee kinely, tor thy miſtris take 
That usd me fo : or «le by /eve, I vow, 
I ſhould have ſcratch'd out your unſccing eyes, 


To make my Maiſter out of love with thee. Exit. 


—— —_—_— —_ — —_— re OI I ns 


Aitus Quintus, Scena Prima. 
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Enter Eglamonre, Slvia. 
Eel. TheSun begins to guild the weſterne skic, 
And now it is adout the very houre 
That $i/v44, at Fryer Parriches Cell ſhould meet me, 
She will not fatle ; tor Lovers breake not houres, 
Vnleſſe it be rocome bclore their rime, 
So much they {pur their expedition. 
See where ſhe comes : Lady a happy evening. 
Sr. Amen, Amen : goe on ( good Eplemonre) 
P 5 - [4 
Out at the Polterne by the Abbey wall ; 
I feare 1 am attended by ſome Spies. 
Eel. Feare not: the Forreit is not three leagues off, 
It we recover that, we are ſure enough. E xennt, 


SH ys —_ 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Thur, Protheus, Inlia, Dube. 
Th. Sir Prothess, hat ayes Silviato my ſuit? 
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Pro. Oh Sir, I finde her milder then (ſhe was, 
.And yer ſhe takes exceptions at your perion- 
Thu, What? that my leg 1s too long ? 
Pre. No, that it is too little, (der. 
Thu. Ile weare a Boote, to make it fomewhat roun- 
Pro. Bur love will not be ſpurd to what it loathes, 
Thu. Whartfayes ſherto my face? 
Pro. She laies1t is a faire One. 
Thu. Nay then the wantonlyes: my face is blacke. 
Fro, But Pearles are faire; and the old (aying is, 
Blacke men are Pearles, in beautcous Ladyes cyCs. 
Tb. Tis truc, ſuch Pearles as put out Ladies cycs. 
For I had rather winke, then looke on them. 
Thu. How likes ſhe my diſcourle? 
Fre. Ill, when you talke of war. | 
T bx. But well, when I diſcourſe of loveand peace. 
Is. But better indeed, when you hold you peace. 
Thn. W hart fayes ſhe to my valour ? 
Pro. Oh Sir, ſhe makes yo doubt of that. 
Il. She ncedes not, when ſhe knowes it cowardize. 
Thu. What ſayes ſhe tomy birth ? 
Pro. That you are well deriy'd. 
Is. True : from a Gentleman to a foole. 
The. Conſiders ſhe my poſſeſſions ? 
Pro. Oh : and pitties them. 
Thu. Wherefore? 
Iv. That ſuch an Aſſe ſhould owe them. 
Pro. That they are ont by Leale. 
Is. Here comes the Duke, 
Ds. How now fir Protheur; how now Tharie? 
W hich of you ſay ſavy Sir Fglamonre of late? 
Thu. Not 1. 
Pro. Nor I. 
Ds. Saw you my daughter ? . 
Pro. Neyther. 
Du. Why then 
She's fled unto the perant, Valentine 
And Eglamonre 1s in her companic: 


| *Tis rrue : for Frier Lawrence met them both 


As he, jn pennance wander'd through the Forreſt : 
Him he knew well: and gueltd that it was ſhe, 
Burt being masKk'd, hc was not ſure of it 
Belides ſhe did intend Confeſſion 
Ar Patricks Cell this even, and there ſhe was nor. 
Theſe likelihcods confirme her fi:ght trom hence; 
Therefore I pray you {tand not to diſcourſe, 
But mount you preſcrtly, and meete with me 
V pon the riſing of the Mountaine foote 
That leads toward Afamna, whithcr they are fi:d ; 
Ditpatch (fweerGentiemen)and follow me. 
Thx. Why thisit is, to be a peeviſh Girie, 
That flies her fortune where it follows her : 
Ile after; more to be reveng'd on Eglamonre, 
Then for the love of reck-lefle Silvia. 
Pro. And I will follow, more for Si/mi« love 
Then hate of Eg/amowre that goes with her. 
[a. And I will follow, more to c1oſle that love 
Then hate for Si/v4a, that is gone tor love. Exeunt. 
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Seena Terta, 


Silrva, Out-lares. 
71. Oat. Come, come be patient ; 
Wwe | 
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We mult bring you to our Captaine. 
Sil. Athoaſand more miſcharices then this one 


Have lcarn'd me how to brooke this patiently. 

2 Ont, Come,bring her away. 

1 Out, Where is the Gentleman that was with her. 

3 Ont. Bing nimble footed, he hath out-run ns, 

But Moyer and Vaterins tollow him : 

Goe thou with her to the Welt end of the Wood, 
There is our Captaine : wee'l! follow him thats fled, 
The thicket is beter, he cannot (cape. 

r O=t, Come, 1 mult bring you to our Captaines Cave, 
| Fearenot : he beares an honourable mind, 
And will not vie a woman lawleſly. 

Sil. O Ualentine ; this 1 endure for thee . 


Exennt., 


—C 


Scena (Quarta, 
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Enter Valentine, P rothens Silvia, [ulia,Dukg;Thurio, 
Onut-lawes, 
Val. How uſe doth breed a habite in a man ? 
This ſhadowy Defart, unfrequented woods, 
I better brooke then flouriſhing peopled townes : 
Herecan I {italone,un-fcene of any, 
Andtothe Nightingales complaining Notes ; 
Tune my diſtreflcs,and record my woes. 
O thou that doſt inhabitin my breſt, 
Leave not the Mantton to long Tenantlefle, 
Leit growing rumous,the building tall, 
And leave no memory of what it was, 
Repaire me with thy prelence,Sulvss : 
Thou Gentle Nymphycherith thy forlagne Swaine, 
What hallowing,and what (tirre 1sthis to day ? 
Theic are my mates,that make their wils their Law, 
Have fome unhappy paſlenger in chace ; 
They love me well,yet { have much to doc 
| To keepe them trom uncivill outrages, 
Withdraw thee Valentine : who's this comes here ? 
Pro. Madam this ſervice I have done for you, 


{ (Though you reſpet not ought your ſervant doth ) 


To hazzard life,and reskew you from bim, 
Thar would have forc'd yaur honour and your love, 
Vouchſate me tor my mced,but one taire looke : 
( A \maller boone than this,l cannot beg, 
And lefle than this, am ſure you cannor give.) 
Fal. How like a dreame isthis ? I fee and heare ; 
Love,lend me patience to forbeare a while, 
Si, O miſerable, unhappy thatI am. 
Pro. Vnhappy were you (Madam)cre 1 came :; 
But by my comming, I have made you happy. 
Sil. By thy approach thou maKk'it me moſt unhappy. 
In. And me,when he approchethto your preſence. 
Si. Had I beene feazcd by a hungry Lion, 
I would have becnea breakfaſt to the Beaſt, 
Rather than have falle Prothews reskew me : 
O heaven be judge how I love Valentine, 
Whoſe life's astender to meas my ſoule, 
And full as rauch ( for more there cannot be ) 
I doe deteſt falſe perzur'd Prothens : 
Therefore be goneſolicit me nomore. 
Pro. Whar dangerous ation,ſtood it next to death, 
Would I not undergoe for one calme looke : 
Oh,tis the curſe in Love,and till approv'd, 


When womencannot love,wherethey re belov'd. 
Sul. When Prothews cannot love, where he's beloy'd: 
Reade over /u/za's heart, (thy firſt beſt Love) 
For whole deare fake thou dio then rend thy taith 
Into athouſand oathes ; and all thoſe oathes, 
Deicended into perjury to deceive me, 
Thou halt no faith left now,unlefſe thou'dt rwo, 
And that's farre worſe than none : bctter have nong 
Then plurall faich,w hich is too much by one : 
Thou counterfeit to thy true fricad. 
Pro. Inlove, 
Who reſpeRs friend? 

Sl, All men but Prothews, 

Pro, Nay,if the gentle ſpirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder forme ; 

Ie move you like a Souldicr,at armes end, 
And love you 'gainſt the nature of love : force ye. 

$1 Oh heaven. 

Pro, llc torce thee yecld tomy dcfire. 

Ual. Ruthan,let goe that rude uncivill touch, 

Thou friend of an 1ll faſhion. 
Pro, Valentine! 

Val. Thou common friend,that's without faith or love. 
For ſuch is a friend now : Thou treacherous man, 
Thou haſt beguil'd my hepes;nought but mine eye 
Could have perſwaded me : now | dare not fay 
1 have one friend alive ; thou wouldſt diſprove me : 
Who ſhould be trulted now,when ones right hand 
Is perjured to the bolome? Protbems 
I am ſorry I mult never truſt thee more, 

Bur count the world a [trang:» tor chy fake : 
The private wound is deepett : oh time,moſt accurſt : 
'"Mongſt all foes,thar a trend ſhould be the worſt ? 

Pro. My ſhameand guilt contounds me : 
Forgive me Valentine : ;t hearty forrow 
3: a ſnhcient Ranſoine tor offence, 

! tender't heere ; I doc as trucly ſutter, 
Asere I did commit. 

Val. Then am paid : 
And once againe,l1 doe receivethce honeſt ; 
Who by Repentance 1s not ſazished, 
lsnor of heaven,nor earth ; for theſe are plcas'd : 
By Penitence th'Etcrnals wrath's appeas'd : 
And that my love may appcare plaine and tree, 
All that was mine, in Sa/v14,l give ther, 

Is, Oh me unhappy. 

Pro. Looke tothe Boy. 

Ual. Why,Boy ? 

Why Wag:how now?what's the matter?looke up: ſpeak. 
Is.O good fir,my Maſter charg'd me to deitver a Ring 
to Madam Szlvis : which (out of my neglect) was never 
Pro, Where is that Ring ? Boy ? 
Is. Hecre*tis ; this is it, 
Pro, How? let me fee. 
Why this is the Ring I gave to /uliz. 
Is, Oh,cry you mercy fir,1 have multooke ; 
This is the Ring you ſent to Si/v44. 
Pro, But how cam'ſt thou by this Ring ? at my depart 
] gave this unto [eul4. | 
[s. And Iwti« her ſelfe did give it me, 
And Ielis her ſelfe hath brought it hither, 
Pro, How ? [utia ? 
1. Behold her that gave ayme to allthy oathes, 


And entertain'd *em deepely in her heart. 


How oft haſt thou with perjury cleft the roote ? 
Oh Prothens,let this habit make thee bluſh. 
D 


(done. | 
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I 
| Bethou aſham'd that I have tooke upon me, 
| Such a! immodeſt rayment ; if ſhamehive 
In a diſguiſe of love? 
It is the lcfſer blot modeſty findes, : 
-Womento change their ſhapes,than mentheir mindes. 
» Pro. Thin mcn their minds? tis true, ch hcauen, were 
Man but conitant,he were perfect ; that one crrour 
Fils him with fauits: makes himrun through all th'fins; 
[nconftancy fals of ere it begins: 
\W hat 1s 1n S{via's face,but I may (pic 
More freſh in /#li4'7,with a conſtant eye ? 
Val. Come,come : a hand from cither : 
Let me ve bleſt ro make this happy cloſe : 
Twcre pitty two ſuch friends ſhould belong foes; 
Pro, Bcare witneflc (heaven) I have my wiſh for ever. 
Il. And I mine. | 
Onut-l. Aprizc,a prize a prize. 
UVal.Forbearc,forbeare I ſay : It is my Lord the Duke: 
Your Grace is welcome to a man diſgrac'd, 
Baniſhed Valentine. 
D auke. Sir Vatentine ? 
The. Yonder is Si/vie : and Sivie's mine. 
Val. Thmriogive backe; or clic unbrace thy death :; 
Come not withinthe meaſure of my wrath : 
Doe not name Si/v44 thine : if once againe, 
Uerons ſhall not hold thee $ here ſhe itands, 
Take but poſſeflion of her,with a Touch: 
I dare thee,but to breathe ypon my Love. 
Thwr. Sir Valentine, 1] carenot for her,l : 
I hold him but a foole that will endanger 
His body,for a Girle that loves him no : 
[ claime her not,and therefore ſhe 1s thine. 
Duke. The more degenerateand baſeart thou 
To make ſuch meanes for her as thou haſt done, 
Andlcave her on ſuch ſlight conditions. 


| Now,by the honour of my Anceſtry, 
I doe applaud thy ſpirit, Vatentine, 
And thinke thee worthy of an Empreſlc love : 
Know then, 1 here forget all former grietes, 
Cancell all grudge,repeale thee home againe, 
Plead a new ſtate inthy arrival'd werit, 
To which I thus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentme, 
Thou art a Gcntleman,and well deriv'd, 
Take thou thy S#/2xa, tor thou haſt deſerv'd her. 
Val. Ithanke your Grace,the gitt hath made tne hap- 
I now belcech you(for your Daughters lake ) (py : 
To grant one Boone that I ſhall aske of you. 
| Duke. Igrantit(forthine owne)whaterc it be, 
| FJal Thcicbaniſh'd mcn;that I have kept withall, 
Are men endu'd with worthy qualitics : 
Forgive them what they have committed here 
And let them be recall'd from their exile ; 
| They are retorm'd ,civill, full of good, 
And fit for great imployment (wortby Lord.) 
Dake, T hou haſt prevai'ld,l pardonthem and thee : 
Diſpoſe of them, as thou knowlt their deſerts. 
Come, let us goe,we will include all jarres, 
With Triumphes, Mirth,and all tolemnity. 
Val. Andas we walkealong,l dare be bold 
| Withour diſcourte,to make your Grace to ſmile, 
{ Whatthinke you of this Page(my Lord ?) 
1 Duke. Ithinke the Boy hath grace in him, he bluſhes. 
| Val. 1 warrant you (my Lord )more grace then Boy. 
Duke. W hat meane you by that ſaying ? 
Val. Pleaſe you,lle tell you as we paſle along, 
| That you will wonder what hath fortuned : 
Come Prothere,tis your pennance but to heare 
| The ſtory of your Lovesdiſcovercd, 
{ That done,our day of marriage ſhall be yours, 
One tcaſt,one houſe,one mutuall happincſlcs 
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N ames of the «A lors. 


Dake : Father to Silvia, 
Vaientine. 
Prothews. 
Anthonio : father to Protheus, 

Thwrio & fooliſh r1v4 ll to Valentine. 


the two Gent/em'sn, 


Eglamoare, Agent for Silvia im her eſcape, 
Hoſt where Iulta lodges, 

Out-lawes with Valentine, 

Speed a clowniſh ſervant toP alentive, 
Launce,the like to Prothems. 

Panthion, ſervant to Antonio, 

lulia beloved of Prothems. 

| Salvia beloved of Valentine. 

| Lacetta waiting-woman Io 16114, 
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eAtlus Primus, Scana Prima. - 
© Evans, It isthat ferry perſon for allthe orld, as jaſtas 
Enter Inftice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Evans, Maſter | you will deſire,and ſeven bundred pounds of monies, and 
Page Falſtaffe,Bardolph, Nym, Piſtoll, Anne Page, Mi- | gold,& filver,is her Grand-fire upon hisdeaths-bed,(Got 
| 


ftire(ſ: Ford, Aoftreſſe Page Sumple, delivertoa joytull ReſurreRions)give,when ſhe is able to 
Shallow overtake {eventeene yeeresold. It werea good motion, if 


SY lr Hugh,perſwade me not : TI will make a Star- | we (cave our pribbles and prabbles, and deſire a marriage 
NS Chamoer marter of ir , it hee were twenty Sir | berweene Malter eAbraham,and Miſtris Awne Page. 
x 


| lobs Falitafer,he (hall not abuſe Robert Shatow, | $lu. Did her Grand-ſ1ic leave her ſeven hundred 


Eſquire. (Coram. | pound? 
Flen. Tn the County of Gleceiter, Tuſtice of Peace and | Evans, I,and her father is make her a petter penny, 
Shal. 1(Coſen Slender)and ('wſt-alornum. Slez, I know the yong Gentlewoman , thee has good | 


Slen. lI,and Rato-loramioo ; and a Gentleman borne | gifts. 
(Maſter Parſon) who writes himſclfe e4rmigero, inany | Evan. Seven hundred pounds, and poſſibilitie is goot 
Bull, Warrant, Quittance,or Obligation, Armogers, gitts. 
$Shal I that 1 doc,and have done any time theſe three  Sha!, Well,letus ſee honeſt M*,Pagr:is Faiftaffe there? 
hundred yceres. | Evan. Shall I tell youalye? Idoe deſpiſea lyer , as 1 
Slew. All bis ſucceſſors ( gone before him)hath don't; | doe defpile one that 1s falſe, or as I deſpiſe one that is not 
and ail his Anceſtors ( that come after him) may : they | true: the Knighe Sir /ob1 is there, ard I befeech you bee 
may give the dozen white Luces in their Coat. | ruled by your well-willers : I wi]l peat the doore for MF. 
Snal. Itis an old Coar. | Page. What hoa ? Got blcfle your houlc here. 
Evans, Tix: dozen white Lowſes doe become an old | 8 f,Page. Who's there ? | 
Coar well : it agrees well paſſantz It isa familiar beaſtto | Evans. Here is got's plcfſing and your friend, and Tu- 


man,and ſignifics Love. ſtice Shalow,and here's yong Malter Slender : that perad- 
Shal. he Luce is the freſh-fiſh, the (alt-fiſh, is an old | ventures ſhail tell you another tale , it matters grow to 
Coat, | your likings, 
Slen, 1 may quarter(Coz.) ; DA. Page. IT am glad to fee your Worthips well: I 
Shal. You may,by marrying. | thanke you for my Veniſon, Maſter Shallow. 
Ev4ns. It is marryingindeed if he quarter it, Sbal, Matter Page, Iam gladto fce you : much good 
Sha/. Not a whit. doe it your good heart ; I wiſh'd your Veniſon better, it 


Fvans. Yes per-lady : if he hasa quarter of your Coat, | was ill kill'd:how doth good miſtrefle Page ?and I thank 
there is but three $kirts for your ſelte , in my timple con | you alwayes with my heart,la :; with my heart. 
jcAures ; but that is all one: 1f Sir lehn Faltaffe have AM. Page. Sir,l thanke yon. 
committed diſparagements unto you,T am of the Church Shal. Sir,l thanke you : by yea and no I doe. 
and will be glad to doe my benevolence, to make attone- AM.Page. Iam glad to fee you good Maſter Slender. 
mentsand compremiles betweene you, Shen. How do's your fallow Greyhound, Sir, I heard | 

Shal, The Councell ſhall heare it,it is a Riot- ſay he was out-run on Corſale, 

Evaen,Tt isnet meet the Councell heare of a Ryor:there A.Pa. Itcould not be judg fir, 
15no feare of Got ina Ryot : The Couacell (looke you ) Sln. You'll not confeſſe, you'll not confefte. 
ſhall defire to heare the teare of Got , and not to heare a Shel. That be will not, 'ts your fault, 'tis your fault : 
Riot : take you viza-ments in that. 'tis a good dogge. 
Fer WY my life, if 1 were yong againe, the ſword _— _ ws Por eats fie anal 

It. «. " l , , 

Evans, It is peter that friends is the fword,and end it: | be more ſaid? he is good, and faire. 1s Sir John Faiftaſſe | 
and therc isalſo another device in my praine, which per- | here ? 
adventure prings good diſcrcrions with ir. There is | A.Page. Sir,he is within: and I would I could doe a | 
Try. x or mA OE "I | gm neon tans ought to ſpeake 

Slen, Miltr; s «Anze Page ? ſhe has browne haire, and | Kh! He hath wrong'd me(Maſter Page.) 
ſpeakeslike a woman. | A.Paze. Sir,he doth in lome fort conteſle it, 
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| Shal. If it beconfeſſed, it 1s not redreſſed ; is not that 

ſo (M. Page?) he hath wrong'd me, indeed be hath, at a 

word he hath : beleeve me, Kober: Shallow Eſquire , faith 

he is wrong'd. 

Ma. Pa. Here comes Sir Job». 

Fal. Now ,Maſter Shallow,you'll complaine of mee to 
the King ? 

Sha/. Knight, you have beaten my men, kill'd my 
Deere and bruke open my Lodge. 

Fal. But not kits'd your Keepers Daughter ? 

Skal. Tutapin : this ſhall be anſwer'd. 

Fal. I will anſwer it ſtrait,I havedone all this : 

That is now anſwer d. 

Shal. The Counccll ſhall know this. 

Fal. 'T were better for you if it were knowne 1n coun- 
cell ; you'll belaugh'd ar. 

Evans. Pauca verba; (Sir Tobn)good worts. 

Fal. Good worts? good Cabidge ; Slender, I broke 
your head : what matter baveyou againſt me ? 

Slen. Marry fir, I have matter inmy head againſt you, 
and againlt your Cony-catching Raſcals, Barde/ph,Nym, 
and F:toll, 

Bar. You Banbwry Checlc, 

$len. 1,itis no matter. 

Fiſt. How now, Mephoitophilus ? 

Slen, ],it 15 no matter, 

Nym. Slice,l fay;panca,pauca : Slice, that's my kumor. 

Slen. Where's Sumple wy man? can youtell, Coſen? 

Evans, Peace I pray you : now Ict usunderſtand ;there 
is three Vepires in this matter, as I underſtand;that is, 
Maſter P-ge (1 delicer Maſter Page)and there is my ſelfe, 
(hdelicer my lelic)and the three party 1s ( laſtly , and fi- 
nally)mine Hoſt of the Gater. 

M.Ta. Werthree to hcarc it, and end it between them. 

Evan, Ferry gov't, I will make a priefeof it in my 
Note-bookegand we willafterwardsorke upon the cauſe, 
with as great difcrectly as WE Can, 

Fal. Fi/toll. 

Fiſt. Hc hcares with carcs. 

Evan, The Tevitland his Tam, what phraſe is this, 
he hearcs with carc ? why it 15 afteRations. 

Fal. Piftoldid youpicke M.Slenderspurſe ? 

S'en. I,by theſe gloves did hee,or I woull I gught ne- 
ver come 11 mine owne great chamber againe el'e, of 
{caven groates in Mill-{txpences,and two Edward Shovel- 
boords,that coſt me two {hilling and tO pence a peece, 
of Tead Mitte : by theſe gloucs. 

Fal. Is this true Paitoll ? 

Evan. No,it is falſe, if it isa pickepurſe. 

Pi. Ba, thou Muuntainc Forrciner : Sir John, and 
Malter mine , I combat challenge of this Latine Bilboe : 
word of d:nya!] in thy {abrs here; word of dcmuall, froth, 
and ſcum thoulyeſt., | 

S$len. By theſe gloves,then *civas he. 

Nm, Be avis'd (ir, and paſle good humours ; 1 will 
fay marry trap with you,tt you runnethe nut-hookes hu- 
mour on tne,that 15 the very note of at. 

Slen, By this Hat, then hen the red face had it : for 
thoogh I cannot remember what 1 did when you made 
me drunke, yet I am not altogether an Aﬀe; 

Fal. What fay you Scarlet and [obn? 

Bar. \Why fir ( tor my part) Ifay the Gentleman had 
drunke himſclte out of his five ſentences. 

Evans. It is his tive {cnfes ; tie,wharthe ignorance is. | 
Bar. And being tap,fir,was(asrhey ſay)caſhcer'd : and | 
{o concluſions palt rhe Car-circs. ; | 


I — —— cu wwW_@_ i. i. 


| deſcription the matter toyou,if you be capacity of ir, 


Slen. I, you ſpake in Latine thento :; but 'tis no mate 
ter; Ile nerc be drunke whilſt I live againe ,bur in honeſt, 


with drunken knaves. 

Even. So got-udge me,that is a vertuonus mind, 

Fal, You heare all theſe matters deny'd , Gentlemen 
you heare it. 

M",.Pase. Nay daughter , carry the Wine in, wee'll 


civill,godly company for this tricke : if 1 be drunke, Ile | 
be druvke with thoſe that have the tcarc of God, and not : 


drinke within. 

S/n. Oh heaven : Thisis Miſtris Anne Page, | 

A.Page, How now Miltris Ford ? 

Fel. Miſtris Fordjby my troth you are very well met : | 
by your leayc good Miſtris. 

A.Page. Wite,bid theſe Gentlemen welcome:come, 
we havea hot Veniſon Paſty to dinner ; Come gentle. 
tnen,I hope we ſhall drinke downe all unkindneſle. 

Ste. I fad rather then forty ſhillings I had my booke 
of Songs and Sonnets here ; How now Simple , where 
have you beene ? I muſt waite on my felfe, muſt I? you 
have not the booke of Riddles about you, have you ? 

Sim, Booke of Riddies , why did you not lend it to 
Alice Short-cake upon Alballowmss laſt,a fortnight afore 
Michac!mas. 

Shal, Come Coz.come,Coz,we ſtay for you : a word 
with you Coz : marry this,Coz : there 18 as twere aten- | 
der,a kinde of tender, made a farre off by Sir Hgb here ; 
doe you underſtand me ? | 

Slen, I Sir,you ſhall finde me-reaſcnable; if it be lo, | 
I ſhall doe that that is reaſon, | 

Shal, Nay,but underſtand mc. 

Slen, So I doe Sir, 

Evan, Give care to his motions ; (M Slender) I wall 


: 


Skn. Nay,l will doe as my Colcn Shallow fayes : 1 
pray you parden meglic's a Tuſtice of Peace in his Coun- 
try,f1mplc though I itand here. 

Evas, But that is not the queſtion : the queſtion 15 
ccncerning your marriage. 

Shal. 1,there's the pcint Sir. 

Evan,Marry is it: the very point of 1t,to M.e fn, P age. 

Slen, Why if itbe ſo; 1 will azarry berupon any rca- 
ſonable demands, 

Eva, But can you affeion the '0-man,letus command 
to know that of your mouth,or of your lips : for divers 
Philoſophers hold,that the lips is parcell of the mouth : | 
therefore preciſely ,cau you marry your good will to the | 
maid ? | 
Shal.Coſen Abraham Slind:er can youlove her ? 

Slen. I hope fir,l will doe as it ſhall become one that 
would doe reaſon, 

 Evan.Nay,got's Lords and his Ladies, you muſt ſpeak 
poſſitable,it you can carry»her your deſires towards her. 
Shat. That you mult : 

Will you(vpon good dowry) marry her ? 

Slen, I will doca greater thing then that,upon your re- 
queſt(Coſen)in any reaſon, 

Shel.Nay,conceive me,conceive me,({weet Coz: what 
I doe is topleaſure you(Coz)can you love the Maide ? 
Slen. I will marry her (Sir) at your requeſt; bat if 
there be no great love inthe beginning , yet Heaven may | 
decreaſe it upon better acquaintance, when we are mar- 
ryed, and have more occaſion to know one another : I 


hope upon familiarity will grow more content : bur if 
you ſay marry-her', I wilt marry her, thatI am freely 
diflolyed,and diflolutely. 


#van. It 
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Eves. It isa ferry diſcretion anſwer : ſave the fallisin 
the 'ord,diſſolurely: the ort is(according to our meaning) 
reſolutely : his mzaning is good, 

$6. 1,I thinke my Coſen meant well. 

SL. 1,or clic I would I might be hang'(l1.) 


tf $h, Here comes faire Miltris Anne; would I were 


yong for your lake,Miſtr1s 4n»e. 

en. Thedinner is on the Table, my Father deſires 
your Worſhips company. 

$4, I will waite on him,(faire Miftris A#»e.) (Grace. 

Even. Ol'spleiled will ; I will not be abſence ar rhe 

ef». Wil'tplcaſe your Worlhip te come 1n, Sir ? 

SL. No, thanke yoa forſooch, heartily;l am very well. 

An. The dinner attends you fir, 

$1. I am not a-hungry, I thanke you, forſooth : goe 
Sirrha,for all youare my man , Joe wait upon my Cofun 
Sha'low : a laitice of Peace ſomerime may be bcholding 
to his friend fora man ; I keepe bur three inen and a Boy 
yet,till my Mother be dead ; but what though, yet live 
a poore Gentleman borne. | 

An. I may not goc in without your Worſhip : they 
will no fit till you come. 

S$!, Tfaith, Ile cate nothing : I thanke youas much as 
though I did. 

An. 1 pray you fir walk in. 

SI. I had rather walke here ( I thanke you ) I bruiz'd 
my ſhinth'other day,with playingat Sword and Lagger 
witha Maſter of Fence (three vencys for a diſh of ſtew'd 
Prunes)and by my troth, 1 cannot abide the tmell of hot 
meate ſince, Why doe your dogs barke fo? be there 
Beares it.” Towne ? 

An. [ thinke there are,Sir,l heard them talk'd of. 

$1.1 love the ſport well,but 1 ſhal as ſoon quarrellat it, 
as any man in England: you arc atraid if you {ce the Beare 
loole,are you not ? 

eAn. I indecd Sir. 

Sl. That's mear and drinke to me now : I have ſeene 
Sackerſon looſe twenty times,and have taker him by the 
Chaine : but (1 warrant you)cthe women have fo cride 
and (hrekr at it, that it paſt : But women indeed cannot 
abide 'em, they are very ill-favour'd rough things. 

AMa.Pa.Come gentle M Slender,come:we [tay for you. 

SU. Ile cat nothing, I thanke you fir. 

Ma.Pe. By cocke and pye you ſhall not chooſe Sir : 
Come,come. 

Sl. Nay,pray you lead the way. 

A1a Pa. Come on Sir, 

S1. Miſtris Amne,your ſelfe ſhall goe firſt, 

An, Not I Sir,pray you keepe on. 

SE Truely I will not goe firlt : trucly-la: 1 will not 
doe youthat wrong. 

An. | pray you Sir. 

$1, le rather be unmannerly then troubleſome : you 
doe your ſelfe wrong indeed-la. Exeum, 
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Y Enter Evans and Simple. - 
Eves,Goe your waycs and aske of Doftor (aixs houſe, 
which is the way ; and there dwels one Miſtris Quick/y, 
whichis in the manner of his Nurſe; or his dry-Nurſezor 
his Cooke;or his Laundry;his Waſher,and his Ringer. 
Jim. Well Sir, 


| 


a 


a. 
—— 


: Evans. Nay,itis petter yet : give her this lerrer ;for it is 
a oman that altogethers acquaintance with Mitlris eAmne 
Page ; and the Letter is to defire, ard require hertoſoli- 
cite your Maſters deſires, to Miſtris e Anne Page : I pray 
you be gone : I will make an end of my dinner ; there's 
Pippinsand Cheeſe to eome. Exennt, 


—— {OOO 


Scara T ertta, 


— — ——— O— _— 


Enter Falil fe, Hoſt, Bard-lfe, Ny, Piſtok,Pages 

Fai, Minc Hoſt ofthe Garter ? 

Ho. W hac fayes my Bully Rooke ? ſpeake Schollerly, 
and wiſcly, 

Fai, Truely mine Hoſt ; I muſt turne away ſome of 

my tullowers. 
Ho, Dilcard, (Bully Herewle: )caſheere;tet them wag ; 
trot,trot. 

Fai. I firar ten poundsa weeke. 

Ho. Thou'rt an Empcerour (( ſar, Keiſer and Pheazar) 
I will entertaine Berdoffe : he will draw, he wili tap , la1d 
I well( Bully Hefor?) 

Fa. Doe fo(good mine Het.) 

Ho. I have {poke,let hia follow : let me ſee thee froth, 

and live : lam at a word : follow, 

Fa. Bardolfe tollow him,a 7 apſter is a good trade : an 
old Cloake makes a new lerkin : a wither'd Servingman, 
a freſh Tapiter,noc,adicu. 

Ba, It 1s a lite thatT havedefir'd : I will thrive, 

Psft. O bale hungarian wight : wilt Þ the Spigot weild. 

Ni«.He was gorteh in drink:15 not the humor coceited. 

Fa. Iam glad lamfo acquut of this Tinderbox : his 
Thetts were roo open ; his tilching was like an unskiful 
Singer,he kept not tume, : 

Ns. The good humour is to ſteale at a minutes reſt, 

Piſt. Convey the wile it call : Stcale? toh: a tico for 
the phraſe. 

Fa. Well firs,I am almoſt out at heeles. 

Tut. Why then let Kibes enlue. 

Fal. There is no remedy: 1 muſt conicatch,l muſt ſhifr, 

Pit. Yorg Ravens mult have tood, 

Fal. Which of you know Ferdof this Towne ? 

Pit. Tken the Wightyhe is of ſubſtance good. 

Fal. My honeſt Lads,I willtell you what I am about. 

Pt, Two yards and more. 

Fal. Noquips now Piſtol: (Indeed I am inthe Waſte 
two yards about : butI am now about no waſte : 1am 
about thrift)briefely : I doe meanc to make love to Fords 
wife : I ſpice entert2inment in her : ſhce diſcourſes: ſhe 

carves : ſhe gives the lecre of invitzion : I canconſtrue 
the ation of her familiar ſtile,and the hardeſt voice of her 
behavior(to beengliſh'd rightly )is, / am fir [obs F alſtafs. 

Pift. He bath ſtudied her will;and tranſlated her will : 

out of honeſty into Engliſh. 

Ni. The Anchor is deepe : will that humour paſſe ? 

Fal, Now,the report goes,ſhe hasa/l the rule of her 
husbands Purſe : he hatha legend of Angels, 

Pift. As many divelsentertaine : and to her Boy fay 1. 

Ni. The humor riſes : it 18 good: humor me the angels. 

Fad. I have writ me here a letter to her:and here ano- | 
ther to Pages wite, who even now gave me good eyes 
too; examind my parts with moſt judicious 1}1ads: fome- | 
times the beame of her view, guided my fout ; ſome- 


times my portly belly. Ds vip 
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Pi/i. Then did the Sun on dung-hull ſhine. 
Ni. 1 thanke thee for that humour. 
Fal. O ſhedid (o courſe o're my exteriors with ſuch 
a greedy intention,that the appetite of her eye, did ſeeme 
to ſcorch meup like a burning-glaſſe : here's anuther 
letter to her : She beares the Purle too : She isa Region 
in Gana: ail gold and bounty ; I will bee Cheators to 
them both, :n& they ſhall be Exchequers to mee : they 
ſhall be my Eaſt and Weft- Indies , and I will trade to 
them both : Goe beare thou this letter to Miſtris Page ; 
and thou thisto Miltris Ford: wee willthrive(Lads)wee 
will thrive. 
Pit. Shall I Sir Pandarms of Troy become, 
Aud by my lide veare Steele? then Lucifer take all, 
Ns. 1 will run no baſe humour : here take the humour« 
Letter ; 1 will keepe the haviout of reputation. 
Fal. Hold Sirrha,bearc you theſc Lertersrightly, 
Saile ike my Pinnaſle to theſe golden ſhores. 
Rogucs,hence,avaunt,vaniſh like haile-ftones ; goe, 
Trudge ; plod away oth'hoofec,{ceic ſhelter,packe : 
Falitaffe will learne the honour of the age, 
French-thrift, you Rogues, my ſeltc,and skirted Page. 
Pijſt. Let Vultures gripe thy guts ; for gourd , and 
Fullam holds:& high and low beguiles therich & poore, 
Teſter Ilc have in Pouch when thou ſhaltlacke, 
Baſc Phrygian Tarke, 
N'. I have operations, 
Which be humours of revenge. 
P#t, Wilt thou revenge ? 
Nt. By Welkin, and her Starre. 


Pf, With wit,or Keele ? | 


Ni. With both the humonrs,1 : 

I will diſcuſſethe humour of this Love to Ford, 

Pit. And Ito Page ſhall cke unfold 
How Faiſtaffie (Varlet vile) 
His Dove will prove : his gold will hold, 
And his ſoft couchdehle. 

N:. My humour ſhall not coole : I will incenſe Ferd 
todealc with poyſon : 4 will poſicſſe him with yellow 
neſſe, for the revolt ot mine is dangerous :that is my true 


humour. h 
Pit. Thou art the Mars of Male-contenis: 1 ſecond 


thee ; troope on, Exentt, 
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Enter Miftris Quickly Sizple, Tobs Rugby, Doftor 
Cai, Fenton, 

Qs. What, [obs Rugby, I pray thee goe to the Caſe- 
ment, and fee if you can ſee my Maſter , Maſter Door 
(as comming ; if he doe ( T'faith )and finde any body in 
the houſe ; here will be an old abutting of Gods paticnce, 
and the Kings Engliſh. 

Rs. llc goc watch. 

Qs. Goc,and we'll have a Poſſet for't ſoone at night, 
( in faith) at the larter end of a Sca-coalc-fire ; An honeſt, 
willing, kinde tcllow,2Sever {crvant ſhall come in houſe 
withall : and I warrant you, no tell-tale ,-nor no breed- 
bate : his worſt taulris, that he is given toprayer ; heis 
ſomething peeviſh that way : but no body but has his 
fault : bur let that paſſe. Peter Swnple, you tay your 
name Is, 


CC —— 


Ss, I,for fault of a berter. 

Qs. And Maſter Slnder's your Maſter 7 

Ss. I forſooth. 

Qs. Doe's he not weare a great round Beard, like a 
Gloverspairing-knite ? 

$5. Noforſooth : he hath but a little wee-face ; with 
a little yellow Beard : a Caine-colour'd Beard. 

Qs. A ottly-ſprighted man,is he not ? 
$4. I torſooth : buthe is as tall a man of his hands, as 


any is betweene thisand his head : he hath feughe with a | 


Warrener. 
#. How ſay you : 6h,I ſhould remember him :doc's 


he not hold up his head(as it were? )and ſtrut in his gate? 
$i. Yes indeed doe's he. 

Qs. Well,heavenſerd Amze Page no worle fortune: 
Tell Maſter Parſon Evas:,] will doe what I can tor your 
Maſter : Anne isa good gitic,and I wiſhow—— 

Re. Out alas: here comes my Maltc!,* 

Qs. We ſhall ail be ſhent: Run un here, good yong 
man : goe into this Cloſlcr : he will not ſtay long : what 
Tobn Rugby? John : what John1 ſay? goe John, goe en- 
quire for my Matter , I doubr he be nct well , that hee 
comes not home : («ud downe,dowve adonne'a,t5c.) 

{#. Vat is you ling? I doe not like des-toyes : pray 
you goe and verch me in my Cioſlet, unboytcene verd ; 
a Box,a grecne-a-box $ do intend var 1 ipeake ? a greene- 
a-Box. 

Qs. Iforſooth ile fetch it you : 

Iam glad he went not in himſcite : if he had found the 
yorg man,he would have beene horne mad. 

Ca. Fesfe fr fe mor foi gl fait for chando , Ie man voi ale 
Court la grand affaser. 

©. 1s 1t this Sir? 

Ca. On) mette le au mon pocket de-peech quickly : 

Vere isdat knave Rugby ? 

Qs. What lobn Rugby, John ? 

Rs. Here ſir, 

Ca. You are lobn Rugby, and you are Tacke Rugby : 
Come,take a-your Rapicr and come atter my hecle to the 
Court. 

Rs. *Tis ready fir,here in the Porch. 

fs By my trot I tarry too long : od's-me : que ay 4c 
owblie : derc is ſome Simples in my Cloſlct, dat 1 will not 
tor the varld I ſhall leave behind, 

Qs, Ay-me,he'll find the yong man there,and be mad. 

(5. O Diable,Diable : vat is 11 my Cloſlet? 
Villanie,La-roone : Kughy,my Rapicr, 

Qs. Good Maſter be content. 

Cs, Wherefore ſhould I be content-a? 

Qs. The yong man is an honeſt man, 

{. What ſhall de honeſt man doin my Cloſſet : dere 
15 no honeſt man dat ſhall come in amy cloſſer, 

Qs, I beſeech you be nut ſo llegmaticke ; heare the 
cruth of it. He came of an crrand to mce from Parſon 
Hugh. 

Ca. Vell. 

Si. I forſooth,to defire her t0—— 

Qs, Peace,l pray you. 

Ca. Peace-a-your-tongue : ſpeake-a-your Tale, 

$5, To delire this honeſt Gentleworman ( your Maid) 
to ſpeake a good werd to Miltris Anne Page, tor my Ma- 
ſter inthe way of marriage. 

Qs. This 1s all indenSins but ile nere put my finger 
inthe fire,and necd nor, 

Ca. Sir Hugh {end-a-you? Rugby, ballow mee ſome 


Paper 2 tarry youa littell-a-while. 
Qs. 1 


CT. EE” 
— 


ms 


| 
_- 
C3 


———— 


—_— 


The merry Wi rves of Windſor. 


43 


G——_—_— 


man , Ile _s tor your 
Maſter what [ can :andthe very yea, and theno 15, 
the French < my Malter, (I may call him my Ma- 
ter, looke you, for I keepe his houſe ; and 1 waſh, ring, 
brew, bakc,{cowre,dreffc wear and drinke,make the beds, 
and doe all my fclte.) 
Sims, 'Tis a great charge to come under one bodies 
hand. 

Q#j. Are you a-vis'd o'that? you ſhall find it a great 
charge : and to be up carly,and downe late: but notwith- 
ſtanding, (to tell you in your care,I would have no words 
of it) my Maſter himſelte is in love with Miſtris eFme 
Paze: burnotwithltanding that I kno.y Ans mind that's 
neither heere nor there. ; 

Cas. You, Iack'Nape : givie-'athis Letter to Sir Hugh, 
by gar itisa ſhallenge : I willcur his troat in de Parke, 
and 1 will teach a ſcurvy lack-a-nape Prieſt co meddle,or 
make : —you may be gon : it 15 rot good you tarry here: 
by garT will cut all his two ſtones: by gar , hee ſhall 
not have a ſtone totrow at his dogge. 

i. Alas : he ſpeakes bur for his friend, 

Cas, It is no matter'a ver dat ; doe not you tell-a-me 
dat I ſhall have »4=ne P age for my ſclfe ? by gar, I vill 
killde Lack-Prict : and 1 nxve appointed mine Hoſt of 
de larteer to mealure our weapon; by gar,l will my ſelfe 
have Awne Pages 

94. vir, the maid loves you, and all ſhall be well: We 
mult give folkes leave to 9 ; What the good-jer. | 

Cas. Rugby, come to the Court with me : by gar, if 
I have not Anze Page, I ſhall turne your head out of my 
dore : follow my heeles ,AKnghy. 

Lui. You ſhall have eA=-tooles head of your owne : 
No,I know Ans mind tor that : never a woman in #:nd- 
ſer knowes more of Ans mind then I doe, nor can doe 
morethen I doe with ker, Ithanke heaven. 

Fenton. \W ho's within there, hoa ? 


pray you. 
Fen. How now (200d woman) how doſt thou ? 


tOasKe ? 

Fen. What ncwes ? how do's pretty Miſtris Anne ? 

9, In truth Sir, and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, and 
gentle, and one that is your friend, l can tell you that by 
the way, I praiſe heaven for it, 

Fen. Shall I do any good thinkſt thowſhall I not luoſc 
my ſuit ? 

Oni Troth Sir, all is in his hands above : but not- 
withſtanding (Maiter Fenton) Ile be {\worne on a booke 
ſhee loves you : have not your Worſhip a wart above 
your eye ? 

Fen, Yes marry have I, what of that? 

_ Well, thereby hangs a tale : good faith,it is ſuch 
another Ne»; (but (1 deteſt) an honelt maid as ever 
broke bread : we had an houres talke of that wart; I 
ſha'l never laugh but in that maids company : but (in- 
deed) ſhe is given too much to Allicholy and muſing, 

for you ——well——goe to——— 

Fen. \We<ll : 1 (haliſce her to day : hold, there's mo- 
ne furthee : Let me have thy voyce in my behalfe : if 
thou ſceit her before me, commend me. 

Dai, Will 12 Ifaith that we will: And I will tell 
your Worſhip more of the Warr, the next time we have 


confidence, and of uther wooers. 


Iam glad heis ſoquier : if he had been through- | 
ly at you ſhould have heard him ſo loud,and ſo me- 
lancholly : but norwirhſtandin 


Oni, Who'sthere, Itroa > Come neere tne Find 


| 


_— 


Fen, Well, farewell, 1 am in great hatte now. 
£1, Farewell to your Worſhip : truely an honeſt Gen- 
tleman : but e-Awne loves him not: for I know e-A1ws 
minde as well as another do's : out upon't + what have 1 
forgot? 
. Exe. 


eA tus ſecundus : Scena Prima, 
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Enter Mhiſtris Page, Miſtris Ford," AHMafer Page, Maſter 
Ford, tittoll, N im, Quickly, Hoit, Shalow. 


CAGE, Page. What, have I ſcap'd Lovesletters in the 
holly-day-tume of my beauty, and am I now ſubject for 
them ? let me ice ? : 


eA'ke me no reaſon why 1 love you, for though love 
ſon for hus preciſian, he adm 5 hum not for hus (ounſailote : 
Jou are wt youg, no more am | : goe tothen, there's ſimpet 
Jou are =D, [: ha, a there's more 7 
Jou love Sacke and ſo doe {: would your deſire berter fimpathy ? 
. Let it ſuffice thee ( Mifirus Page) as the lealt if the Love of 
Sowldier can ſuffice, that I love thee ;, 1 will notJay puty me, 
ts not 4 Souldier-like phraſe ; but 1 ſay, love me : 
By me, thine owne true Knight, by day or night ; 
Or any kind of light, with all bu nnght, 
For thee to fight. | Toh Falſtaffe, 


What a Herodof [wry is this ? O wicked, wicked world: 
One that is well-nye worne to peeces with age 

To ſhow himlelfe a yong Gallant ? What an unwayed 
Behaviour hath this Flemiſh drunkard picke (with 


In this manner aflay me ? why, he hath not beene thrice 


is devills name) out of my converſation, that he dares 


as 


In my Company : what ſhould | ſay to him ? 1 was then 
Frugall of my mirth ; (heaven forgive me: ) why lie 
Extubit a Bill in the Parliament for the putting downe 
of men : how ſhall I be reveng'd on him? for reveng'd I 


25. The better that it pleaſes your good Workhip | will be? as ſure as hisguts are made of puddings 


R Ford. Miftri Page,traſt me, | was goingto your 
C 

CM. Page. And truſt me, I was comming to youtyou 
looke very all. 

Miſe. Ford. Nay, Ilenere beleeve that ; I haveto fhew 
tothe contrary, 

CA's[. Page. "Faith but you doe in my mind, 

Mof. Ford, Well ; 1 doe then : yer 1 fay,1 could ſhew 
you to the contrary : O Miltris P age, give me ſome coun» 
faile. 

Cf, Page. What's the matter, woman ? 


Mif. Ford. O woman: if it were not tor one trifling re». 


ſpeR, I could come to ſuch honor. 

Ai. Page. Hang the trifie (woman) take the honor ; 
what is it ?diſpence withtrifles : what 1s it? 

Afiſe. Ford. 1t 1 would but goc to hell, for an eternal[ 
moment, or ſo : I could be knighted. 

Moſ. Page. What thoulicit 2 Sir »4lice Ford? theſe 
Knights wall hacke, and ſo thou ſhouldlt nor alter the ar- 
ticle of thy Gentry. 

Aiſ. Ford, We burne day-light , heere, read, read : 
perceive how I might be knighted, 1 ſhall thinke the 
worſe of fat men, as long as I have an cye to make ditfe- 
rence of mens liking ;and yet hce would not ſweare : 


. 
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| 
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| Knight : Come hither. 
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praiſe womens modeſty : and gave ſuch orderly and wel- 
bebavcd reprocfe to all uncumelineſſe, that I would have 
ſworux his diſpoſition would have gone to the truth of 
his words : but they doe no more adhere and keepe place 
together,then the hundred Pa!mesto the tune cf Green- 
fl.eues : Whattempelt (Itroa) threw this Whale, (with 
ſo many Tans of cyle in his belly) a'thoare at Wwndſor ? 
How ſhall I be reveng:d on him ? I rhinkethe beſt way 
were to critcrtaine him with hope, till the wicked fire of 
luſt have aiclted him in his one greace : Did you ever 
hcare the like ? 

My. Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name of | 
Page and Ford ditfers:tothy great comfort inthis myltery 
of1 | opionions, heer's the rwyn-brother of thy Letter ; 
but let thine inherit firſt, for | proteſt mine never ſhall : 
I warrant he hath a thoutand of theſe Letrers., writ with 
blancke-ſpace for differcut names ( tc more :) andthele 
are of the ſecond edition:he wii! prune them out of doubt: 
for he caresnot what he puts into the prefſe, when he 
would put ustwo :1 had rather be a Giantefle, andiye 
under Mount Pelies ; Well , I will find youtwenty lalct- 
vious Turtles ere one chaltc man. 

Mi. Ford. W hy this is the very ſame : the very hand: 
the very words : what doth he thinke of us ? 

CM. Page. Nay I know not : it makes me almoſt rea- 
dy to wrangle with mine owne honeſty : lie enterraine 
my ſelfe 1! eone that Fam not acquainted withall : for 
ſure urkflc he know ſome ſiraine 1n me, that 1 know 
not wy {e;fe, he would never have boorded me in this 
fury. 

Mi{. Ford. Boording, call you it? Ile be ſureto keepe 
him aboue decke, 

Mi. Page. So willI: if he come under my hatches, 
le never to Sea againe : Let's be reveng'd on him , it's 
appoint him amecting : give hima ſhow cf comfort 1n 
his Suir, and lead him on wicha fine baited delay, till he 
hath pawn'd his horfts to mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

Af. Ford. Nay, I will confeat to aA any vilany a- 
gainſt him, that may notſuliy the charincfle of our ho- 
nefty : oh that my husband ſaiy this Letter : it would give 
cternall food to his jealoulic, 

Miſ. Page. Why looke where he comes ; and my good 
ma" too : hee's as tarre from jealouſic, as I am from g1- 
ving him cauſc, and that (i hope) is an unmealurable di- 
ſtance. 

AMif. Ford, You are the happier womn 

Miſ. Page. Let's conſult together agaiuſt this greafie 


Ford. \W<!l:I hope, it be not (©. 

Fiſt. Hope is a curtall-dog in ſome affaires : 

Sir /obnaffeRs thy witc. 

Ford. Why ſir, my wife 1s not yorg- 

Pit. He woors both high and low,both rich and poor, 
both yong and old, one wv 1th anether ( Ford) he loves thy 
Gzal'y-mawfry (Fora) perpend. 

Ford. Love my wite? 

Pit. With liver, burning hot : prevent : 

Or goe thou like Sir Aﬀeon he, with 

Ring-wood at thy heeles : O, odiousis the name, 

Ford. What name Sir? 

*;7, The hornc I ſay : Farewell ; 

Take heed, have open eye, for theevesdoe foot by night. 
Take heed,ere fommer comes, or Cuckoo-buds doe ling. 
Away iir Corporall Nw : 

Bcleeve it (Page) he ſpeakes ſence, 


| 
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Nam. And this 13 true : Ilike not the humor ct ly ig: 
be hath wronged me in ſore humors: I ſhouid have 
borne the humour'd Letter to her : but Thavea ſword: 
and it ſhall bite upon my neceſlity : be loves your wite ; 
There's the ſhort, and the long : My name is Corporall 
Now : I ſpeake, and I avouch; 't1s true; my name is New: 
and Fe/ſtaffe loves your wife : adicu, I love not the hu- 
mour cf bread and checeſe : 2dicu. 
Fage. The humour of it (quoth'a? ) herr'sa fellow 
frights Engiiſh out of his wits. 
Ferd. 1 will ſccke out Falſtafe. 
Page. I never heard ſuch a diawling atfeRing rogue. 
Ford. If Idoe find it : well, 
Page. I will not belecve ſuch a Cateian, though the 
Prie it o'th'T ow ne commenced him for a true man- 
Ferd. 'T was a good ſcnfible fellow : well. 
Page. How now Meg? 
i/. Page, Whither goe you (Gewrge ?) harke you. 
Misf. Ford. How now (tweet Franke) why art thou me- 
lancholy ? 
Ford, | melancholy ?1 am not melancholy i 
Get you home, goc. 
My. Ford. Faith,thou haſt ſome crochets in thy head. 
Now : will you goe, Moitris Page? 


es. Page. Have with you : you'!l come ro dinner 
George? Looke who comes yonder : ſhe ſhall be our 
Mcſicnger to this paitry Knight, 
Miſe. Ferd. Truti me, I thought on her : (hee'll fit it. | 
As). Page. You are come toice my daughter + me F | 
Qws. I torſooth: and I pray how do's good Miltreſle 
eAnne? 
dif. Page. Goc in with us and ſee: we have an houres 
talke with you, 
Page. How now Maſter Ford. 
Ford. Y ou heard what this knave told me,did you not? 
Page. cs, and you heard what the other told me ? 
Ford. Doc you thinke there is truth in them ? 
Page. Hang 'cm ſlaves : I doe not thinke the Knight 
would oftcr it , But thele that accuſe him in his intent to» 
wards our wives, area ycake of his diſcarded men :; ve- 
ry rogues, now they be out of ſervice. 
Ford. Were they his men ? 
Page. Marry were they, 
Ford. 1 like ut never the better for that, 
Do's he lyc at the Garter 2 
Page. | marry do's hee : if hee ſhould intend this v6y- 
age toward my wife, I would turne her looſe to him; | 
and what he gets more of her, then ſharpe words, let it 
lye on my head. 
Ford. I doe not mildoubt my wife; but I would bee 
loath to turne them togethcr : a man may be too conti- 
dent: I would have nothing lye on my head ; I caunot 
be thus ſatisfied. 
Page. Looke where my ranting Hoſt of the Garter 
comes: there 1s cither liquor in his pate, or mony in his 
_ when he lookes 1o merrily : How now mine 
oft ? 
Hef. How now Bully-Rooke : theu'rt a Gentleman 
Cavelciro Iuſtice, I ſay. 
Shal. I follow , (mine Hoſt) I follow : Good-even, 
and twenty (good Malter Page.) Maſter Page, will you go 
with us? we have ſportin hand. 
Heft. Tell him Cavelciro-luſtice ; tell him Bully- 
Rooke. 
Shal. Sir, there is a fray tobe fought, betweene Sir 


Fora. I will be patient ; 1 will find out this, 


| 


Hwgh the Welch Prieſt, and (aim the French Door. 
Ford. Good 
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Ford, Good mine Hoſt o'th*Garter : a word with you. 

Hoſt. What (ailt thou, my Bully-Rooke ? 

Shat, Will you goe with usto behold it? My merry 
Hoſt hath had the mzaſuring of their weapons ;and (l 
thinke) hath appointed them contrary places:tor(beleeve 
me) 1 heare thc _— isno Icſter ; harke, I wilttell you 
what our {port [hail be. | 

Hoft. Hat thou no ſuit againſt my Knight ? my gueſt- 
Cavaleire ? x 

Shal. None, I proteſt:bur Ile give youa pottle of burn'd 
Sacke, to give me recourle to lumand tell huaz my name 
is Broome : oncly for a jclt. ; 

Hoſt. My hand, (Bully :) thou ſhalt have egreſlc and 
regrelle, ( ſaid 1 well? ) and thy name ſhall be Broome. It 
is a merry Knight : will you goe An-heires ? 

Shal. Have with you mince Holt. gs 

Pag?. I have kcardthe French-anaa hath good $kill in 
bis Rapier. 

Shal. Tut fir : I could have told you more : In theſe 
times you ſtand oa diſtance : your Paſſes, Stoccado's, and 
I know not what : 'tis the keart (Malter Page )'tis heere, 
'tis heere : I have ſeene the time, with my long-{word, 
I would have made you foure tall fllowes $kip like 
Rattes. 

Hoft. Heere boyes, heere, heere : ſhall we wag ? 

Page. Have with you z I had rather heare them ſcold, 
then tight. 

Ford. Though Pagebe a ſecure foole, and ſtands fo 
firmely on his wives frailty ; yet, I cannot put-off my 0- 
pinion ſo cafily : ſhe was1n his company at Pger houſe : 
and what they ade there, know not. Well, L wil looke 
further into'r, and | have a diſguiſe, to ſound Fallefe;it 
I find her honeft, I loſe not my labour : if ſhe be other- 
wilc, 'tis labour well beſtowed. 

Exeunt. 
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Ener Falitafſe, Piſtoll, Robin, Quickly, Bardolffe, 
Ford. 


Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 

Pit. Why then the world's mine Oyſter, which 1, 
with ſword will open. 

Fal. Not a periny : I have beene content (Sir) you 
ſhould lay my countenance to pawne : Thave grated up- 
on my good fricnds for three Repreeves for you, and 
your Coach-fcllow Nm; or elſe you had look'd through 
thegrate, like a Geminy of Baboones : I am damn'd in 
hell, tor ſwearing to Gentlemen my friends, yon were 
good Souldiers, and tall-fcllowes. And when Miſtrefic 
Briget loſt the handle ot her Fan, I rook't upon mine ho- 
nour thou had(t it nor. 

Pit. Didit not thou ſhare ? hadſt thou not fifteene 
pence ? 

Fat. Reaſon, you roague, reaſon : thinkſt thou Ile en- 
danger my {culc, 4r4tss ? ata word, hang no more about 
mee, I am no gibbet tor you : goe,, a ſhort knite, and a 
throng, to your Mannor of Fickt-harch: goe, you'll not 

e a Ietter for me you roague ? you ſtand upon your 
r : why, (thou unconfinable batcneſſc) 1t 15 8s much 
a$ I candoeto keeperhe terme of my honor preciſe: I, 
1; I wy felfte fomerunes, leaving the feare of heavenon 
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t he left hand, and hiding mine honor in my neceſſity, am 
taine to ſhufflc : to hedge, and to lurch, and yet, you 
Rogue, willen-{conce your raggs ; your Cat-a-Moun- 
taine-lookes, your red-latrice phraſes, and your bold- 
beating-oathes, under the ſhelter of your honor ? you will 
not doe it? you ? 

Pit, I doe relent : what would thou more of man ? 

Rob. Sir, here's a woman would ſpeake with you. 

Fal. Let her approach. 

2m. Give your worſhip good morrow. 

Fal. Good-morrow, good-wate, 

Qi. Not fo and't pleate your worſhip, 

Fal. Good maid then. 

Las, Ie be fworne, 

As my mother was the firſt houre I was borne. 

Fad. 1 doe belecve the ſwearer ; what with me 2 

2s. Shall T vouchſate your worſhip a word, or 
ewo ? 

Fa. Two thouſand(faire woman )andile vouchſafe thee 
the hearing. 

us. There is one Miſtrefſe Ford, (Sir) I pray comea 
lietle necrer this wayes : 1 my feltc dwell with M.Doctor 
Carts, 

Fal. Well, on; Miſtrefſe Ford, you ſay. 

2x. Your worſhip layes very true; I pray your wors« 
ſhip come alittle neerer this ways. 

Fal. 1 warrant thee, no body hcares ; mine owne peo- 
ple, mine owne people« 

Qs, Are they 10? heaven blefſe them, and make them 
his ſervants: 

Fal. Well ; Miftrefle Ford, what of her ? 

Lai. Why, Sir ; ſhce's 2 goot creature; lord, lord, 
your Worſhip sa wanton : well, heaven forgive you,and 
all of us,I pray . 

Fat. Miltrefſe Ford ; come, Miſtreſle Ford. 

Lui. Marry this is the ſhort, and the long of it : you 
have brought her into fuch a Canarics, as "tis wonder- 
full : the beſt Courticr of them all (when the Court lay 
at Windſor) could never have brought her to ſich a Ca- 
nary : yetthere has beene Knights, and Lords, and Gen» 
tlemen, with their Coaches ; I warrant you Coachafter 
Caach,letter after letter,gitc after gifc,ſmelling ſo ſweet- 
ly ; all Muske, and foruthling, I warrant you, in filke 
and gold, and 1n ſuch alligant rermes, and in ſuch wine 
and 1uger of the beſt, the faireſt, that would have 
wonne any womans heart : and 1 warrant you, they could 
never get an eye- winke of her: 1had my fcife twenty 
Angels grven me this morning, but I defie all Angels (in 
any ſuch ſort,as they ſay) but inthe way of honeſty: and 
I warrantyou, they could never get her fo much as fippe 
on a cup withthe prowdeft of them all, and yetthere has 
beene Parles : nay, (which is more) Pentiogers, but 1 
warrant you all is one with her. 

Fal. But wht ſayes ſhero me ? be briefe my good ſhee- 


Merenry. 
Qs. Marry, ſhe hath receiv'd your Letter: for the 
which fhethaakes you a thouſaud times ; and ſhe gives 


- you to notifie, that her husband will be abſence from his 


e, betweene ten and eleven, 
Fal. Ten, andeleven. 


.9ni. 1, forſooth : andrheh you may come and feethe | 


picure (ſhe ſayes) that you wot ot: Maſter Ford her buf- 
band will befrom home : alas, the ſweet woman leades 
anilllife with him : bee's a very jealoufie-man; ſhe leads 
2 very frampold life with him, (good hart. ). 

Fal. Ten, and eleven. * 
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Fwill, ſay what ſhewill, take all, pay all, goe to bed when 
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Woman, commend me to her, I will not faile her. 

us. Why, you fay well : Bur I have another meſſen- 
get to your worſhip : Miſtreſſc Page bath her hearty com- 
mendations to ycutoo 3 and ict me tell you 1n your care, 
ſhee's as fartuous acivill modeſt wifc,and one (I tell you) 
that will not milſe you morning nor evening prayer, as 
any is in #m4ſer, who ere be the other : and the bade me 
| tel your worſhip , that her husband is ſeldome from 
'homegbut ſhe hopes there will come a time. I never knew 
a woman {o doate upon a man ; ſurely I thinke you have 
charmecs, la : yes 1n truth. 

Fal. Not I, I aſlure thee ; ſerting the attraſtion of my 
good parts aſide, I have no other charmecs. 

Las. Bleſſing on your heart for't. 

Fal. But I pray thee tell me this : has Fords wite, and 
Pages wite acquainted cach other, how they love mc? 

Qi. That werea jeſt indeed : they have not fo little 
grace I hope, that were a tricke iadeed;But Miſtris Page 
would detire you to ſend her your little Page of all loves : 
her husband has a marvellous infeRtion to the little Page : 
and truely Maſter Page is an honeſt man : never a wife in 
Wi: d/or lcadesa better life then ſhe do's ; doe what ſhe 


ſhelilt, riſe when ſhe liſt, all is as ſhe will : and truely ſhe 
deſerves it; for if there be a kind woman in Wind/or, ſhe 
is one: you muſt ſend her your Page, noremedic, 

Fal. Why,1I will. | 
Qs. Nay, but doe ſo then, and looke you, he may 
come and gue betywecne you both :and in any caſe have 
a nay-word, that ycu may know one anothers mind, and | 
the Boy nevernced tounderſtand any thing ; for 'tis not 
good that children ſhould know any wickedneſſe : old 
folkes you know , have diſcretion, as they ſay, and know 

the world. 

Fal.Fare thee-well,commend metothem both: there's 
my purſe, I am yet thy debtcr : Boy,goc along withthis | 
woman, thisrewesdiitrats me. 

Pi#t. This Puncke is one of Cupids Carriers, | 
Clap on more failcs, purtue : vp with your fights : 


| 


| 


Give fire : ſhe is my prize, or Occan whelme them all. 

Fal. Saiſt thou ſo (old /acke) goc thy wayes : Ilemake 

more of thy old body then I have done: will rhey yet \ 

lookeafter thee ? wilt thou after the expence of ſo. much 

money, be now a gainer ? good body, Ithankethee : let 

them ſay *tis groſicly done, fo it be fairely done, no mat- 

ter. 

Bar. Sir Toby, there's one Maſter Broome below tyould 

faine ſpeake with you, and be acquainted with you; and 

hath ſent you worſhip a mornings draught of Sacks. 

Fal, Broome 15 lus name ? 

Bait. 1Sir. 

Fal Ca'lhim in : fuch Preomes are welceme to me, 

that ore' Bowes ſuch liquor : ah, ha, Miſtreſſe Ford and 

Miltreſie age, have I encompaſied you ? goe to, v4. 

Ford. 'Bletſe you fir. 

Fal. And you fir : would you ſpeake with me ? 

Ford. T make bold, to preſlc, with ſolictle preparation 
n you. | 

Fal. You'r welcome, what's your will ? give us leave 

Drawer. 


name is Broome. 
Ft Goos Maſter Broome, I defire more acquaintance 

of you. 

Ford Good Sir Joby, 1 ſue for yours: not to charee 


| yOu, tor 1 mult let you underſtand, 1 thinke my ſelfe in 


her hands? 


ſo that T have loſt my edifice, by miſtaking the place, 
where l ereRcd it. 


ſcrvance: Ingroſs'd opportunities to mecte her : fee'd c- 
very 
fight of 
bur-have given largely to many , tro know what ſhce 
would have given : briefely, 1 have purſu'd her, as Love 
hath purſued me, which 
| occalions : but whatſoever i have merited, cither in my 
mind, or in my mcanes, mcede | am ſure 1have received 
none, unkfle Experience be a Jewell, that 1 have purcha» 
| ſed atan infinite rate, and that hath taught me to ſay this. 


better plight for a Lender , thcn you are :the which hath | 


ſomething emboldned me to this unſeaſon'd mtrution : | 


tor they lay, if money goe before, ail weycs doe lye 0- | = 


pen, 
Fal: Money is a good Souldicr (Sir) and will on, | 
Ford. Troth, and 1 have a bag ot money hcere trou- | 


bles me : if you will kelpero beare it (Sir /obu) take all, | | L 


or haltc, for caſing me ot the carriage. | 
Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deſerve to be your | 

Porter, 

Ford, 1 will tell you fir, if you will give mce the hca- | 


ring. 

Fal. Speake (good Maſter Broome) I ſhall be glad to be 
your ſervant, 

Ford. Six, I heare you are a Scholler : (1 will be bricfe 
with you) and you have beene a man long knowne to me, 
though 1 had never ſo good mcancsas delire,to make my 
ſelfe acquainted with you. I ſhall diſcover a thing to you, 
whercin I muſt very much lay open mine owne unperfc- 
Aon : but (good Sir lohn) as you have one cyc upon my 
follies, as you hcare them unfolded, rurne another into 
the Regiſter of your owne, that I may paſſe with a rc- 
proote the eafier, (ith you your ſelfe know how calie it 
18to be ſuch an offender. 

Fat. Very well Sir, proceed. 

Ford. There is a Gentlewyoman in this Towne, her 
hnsbands name is Ford. | 

Fal. Well Sir. 

Ford. I have long lov'd her, and I proteſt to you, be- | 
ſtowed much on her : followed her with a doating ob- 


ight occaſion that could bur nigardly give mee | 
: not onely bought many preſents to give her, 


th beene on the wing of all 


© Love like a ſhadow flies, when [nbſtance Love purſues, 
* P mr ſning that that flicr, and flymg what purſues, 


Fal. Have you recciv'd no promiſe of fatisfaQtion at 


Ford. Never. 

Fal. Hzve youimportun'd kerto fucha purpoſe ? 
Ford. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was your love then ? 

Ford. Likea faire houſe, built on another mans ground, 


Fa/. To what purpoſe have you unfolded this to me ? 
Ford. When] have told youthat, I have told you all : 


| cellent breeding , admirable diſcourſe, of great admit- 
; Ford. Sir, I ama Gentleman that have ſpent much,my 


| ſpend ir, ſpend it, ſpend more ; ſpend all 1 have, onely 


_— give | 


Some ſay, that though ſheappeare honeftro me, yet in 
other places ſhe enlargeth her micth ſo farre, thar there 
1s ſhrewd conſtruRtion made of her. Now (Sir ob) here 
is the heart of my prrpoſe : youare a Gentleman of ex. 


tance, authenticke in your place and perſon, generally 
allow'd for your many war-like, court-like, and learned 
preparations. 

Fib OSir. 

Ford, Beleeve it, for you know it : there is money, 


— 
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give mc to muchof your time in exchange of it, asto lay 
21 amiable fiege tothe honefty of this Fords wite : uſe 
your Art of wooing ; win her to content to you: it any 
0140 May, YOu May as loone as any. 

Fal, Would itapply well to the vehemency of your 
a#e4ion that 1 ſhould win what you would cajoy 2? Me- 
thinkes you preſcribe to your (elte very prepolteroully. 

Ford. O, under{tand my dritt ; ſhe dwels fo tecurely 
on the excellency of her honor, that the folly of my ſoule 
daresnot preſent it {elfe ; [he is too bright to be look'd 
agatnits Now, could [come to her with any derection 
in my hand ; my dzlires had inſtance and argument to 
commend themiclves, I could drive her then from the 
ward of her purity, hcr reputation, her marriage-vow, 
and a thouſand other her defences, which noware too- 
ro0 ſtrongely cmbarttailed againit me; what ſay you toot, 
Sr /obs, 

Fal. Maſter Broome, I will firſt make bold with your 
money z next, give me your hand : and laſt,as I am a Gen- 
tieman, you ſhall, if you will, enjoy Fords witc. 

Ford. O good vir. 

Fal. 1 fay you ſhall. 

Ford, Want no money (Sir len) you ſhall want none. 

Fal. Want no /iſtreſſe Ford( Maſter Broome ) you ſhall 
wantnone : Ifhallbe with her (I may tell you) by her 
owne appointment, even as you came in to me, her aſli- 
ſtant, or goe-berweenc , parted from me : I fay I ſhall be 
with her betweene ten and eleven;tor atthat time the jea» 


to me atMight, you (ſhall know how I ſpeed. 

Ford. 1am bicit in your acquaintance : doe you knot 
Ford vir ? 

Fal. Hang him (poore Cuckoldly knave) I know him 
not : yet 1 wrong him to call him poore: They fay the 
jcalous wittelly-knave hath maſſes ot money, tor the 
which his witc ſcemes rome well-tavourd. I will uſe her 
a5 the key of the Cuckold-rogues Coffer, and there's my 
harveit-home, 

ford, I would you knew Ford,ſir,that you might avoid 
him, it you faw him 

Fil, Hang him, mechanicall-falt-outter rogue ; 1 will 
ſtare bim out of bis wits { 1 will awe-him with my cud- 
gelt ; ic hall hanglikea Mercor orcthe Cuckolds hornes: 
Maſter Zreome, thou ihalt know, 1 will predominate 0- 
ver the pezanc, andtho ſhalt lyc with his wite. Come 
to me ſooncat night : Ford'sa knave, and I will aggra- 
vate his ſtile : thou ( Maſter Zroome) thalt know hun for 
knave, and Cuckold. Come to me {oone ar night. Erie, 

Ford. What a damn'd Epicurian-Raſcall 15 this * my 
heart is ready tocracke with impatience : who fayes this 
15 umprovident jcaloulic 2 my wite bath ſentto him, the 
howre1s fixt, the match 1s made ; would any man have 
thought this 2 (ce the hell of having a falſe woman :; my 
bed ſhall be abus'd, my Coffers ranſackd, my reputati- 
on gnawne at, and I ſhallnor oncly receive this villanous 
wrong, but ttand under the adoption of abhominable 
termes, and by 1m that docs me this wrong : Termes, 
names: eAmaimon \ounds well ; Lucifer, well: Barbaſon, 
well : yet they are Pivels additions, the names of tiends : 


will truſt his wife, he will aot be jealous : 1 will rather 
trult a F/-1ing with my butter, Parſon Hugh the Welb- 
man with my Cheeſe, an Ir1/5-man with my Aqua-vitz- 
bottle, or a Thecfe to walke my ambling gelding, than 
my wife with her ſclfe. Then the plots, then ſhe rumi- 


EE ee 


| 


lious-raſcally-knave her husband will be forth: come you | 


r . ” » 4© - V 2 _ " | 
gut Cuckold, Wuroll, Cuckold ? the Diveil himſclte | 
hath not ſucha name. Page 1san Alle, a ſecure Alle ; he | 


nates, then ſhe deviſes : and what they thinke in their 
hearts they may effec ; they will breake their hearts but 
they willcffeR. Heaven be prais'd for my jealoufic: elc- 
veno clockethe howre, I will prevent this, dere& my 
wife, be revengd on Fa/#teffe, and laugh at Page. I will 
about it, better three houres too loone,then a mynute too 
late : he, fie, fic 3 Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold, 

E xit. 
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Scena Tertia, 
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Enter Cains, Rugby, Shailow, Slender, Heſt, 


(mins. Tacke Rugby. 
Rag. Sir. 


Caiw. Vatis the clocke, lach-, 


Rug. Tispaltthe houre (Sir ) chat Sir Hugh promis'd- 


tO meet, 

( 45. By gar, he has fave his ſoule, dat he is no-come ; 
he has pray his Pible well, dat he is no-come : by gar 
( lacks Rugby) he isdead already, if he become. 

Rug, He 1s wiſe Sir ; he knew your worfhip would 
Kill him if he came. 

Cas. By gar, de herring is no dead,fo as I vill kill kim: 
take your Rapicr, (ace) 1 villcell you how I vill kill 

M-. 

Rug. Alasfir, I cannot fence, 

Cas, Villany, take your Ripicr, 

Rng. Forbcare : he's company, 

Hoſt. 'Blefic thee, bully-Doudtor, 

Shal. Save you M*. Doftor (im, 

Page. Now good MF. Dodtor. 

Slen, 'Give you good-morrow, fir. 

Cai, Vat beall you one twoytree, tuwrg, come for? 

Hoſt. To ſecthce hight, to fee thee toigne, to fee thee 
traveric, toſcr thee heere, to ſcethee there, ro fee thee 
paſſe thy punRo, thy ltocke, thy reverſe, thy diltance,thy 
montant : Is he dead,my Erhiopian?ls he dead,my Fran- 
ciſco? ha Bully ? what faycs my £culapires?my Galiemmy 
heart of Elder ? ha ? 1s he dead bully-Stale ? is hedead ? 

Cas. By garzhe is de Coward-lacke-Pricſt of de vor!d: 
he is not ſhow his tace. 

Hoſt. Thou art a Caſtalion-king-Vrinall : Heftor of 
Greece (my Boy ) 

Cas. I pray you beare witnclic, that me have tay, 


| ſixe or ſeven, two tree howres tor him, and hevis no- 


COINC, 

$hal. He is the witer man (MF. Doctor ) ke isa curer cf 
ſoules, and you a Curer of boaics : ;f you thould eght, you 
goe again the haire of your proteflions ; 15 1t not true, 
Matter Page? 

Pag. Maſter Sbafow; you have your {cle beene a great 
fighter, though now ar,an of peace. 

Shal. Body-kins MF, Page, though I now be old, and 
of peace ; if | ſce a ſword out, my tinger uches to make 
one: though we are Iuſtices, and Doctors, and Church- 


| men(Mr. Page) we have tomeltalt of our youth in us, we 


| 


arc the ſons of women ( M*. Pare. ) 
Page» "Tis true, M*, Shallow. 
Shal. It willbe found'fo, (MW. Page) MF. DoRor (ar- 
«, I am cometo fetch you home : 1 am fworne of the 
eace : vou have ſhew'd your {cif a wiſe Phyſician, and 


Wit Huob hath ſhown himlelte a wilc 2vd paticnt Church- 
| man : you muſt goe with me, M*. Doctor. 
( 


— 
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Heft. Pardon, Gueſt-Tuſtice ; a Mounſcur Mockews- | 
ter. 
Cai. Mocke-water ? vat 1s dat ? ; 
Hoft. Mocke-water, in our Engliſh tongue, is Valour 
Bully.) 
; Cas By gar, then I have as much Mocke-vater as de 
>, omrgy ; ſcuruy-Iack-dog-Pricſt ; by gar,me vill cut 
IS CArC'S. 
Hoſt. He will Clapper-claw thee tightly(Bully.) 
- (5. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat ? 

Hof. That is, he will make thee amends. 

(4. By gar, me do looke he ſhall clapper-de<law me, 
for by-gar, Me vill have 1t. | 

Hoſt. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag. 

Cas. Mc tanck you tor dat, 

Hott, And w9-cover, (Bully) bur firſt, Mf. Ghueſt, 
and MF. Page, and ecke Cayalciro Slender,zo youthrough 
the Towne to _— e, 

Pare. Sir ugh 1sthere, is he? ; 

Hot. He isthere, ſee what hamor he isin - and I will 
bring th: DoRor about by the Ficids ; will itdo well ? 

Shal. We wil: doe 1t. 

el. Adicu, good M*. Doftor. 

Cai. By gar, me vill kill dc Prieft, for he ſpeake for a 
lacke-21-Ape 10 Arne Page. 

Hoſd. Let him dye : ſheath thy impatience:throw cold 
watcr on thy Choller : goe abour the fields with me 
;hrough Frogmere,l will bring thee where Maſtris «Fmne 
Page is, ata Farme-houle a Feaſting : and thou ſhalt woe 
her : Cride-game, faid I well ? 

Cai. By-gar, mee dancke you vor dat : by gar I love 
you : and I ſhail procure 'a you de good Gueſt : de Earle, 
de Knight, de lords, de Gentlemen, my patients. 

Hoſt. For the which, I will be thy adverſary toward 
eAnne Page : {aid I well ? 

{#i. By-gar, 'tis good : vell ſaid. 

Ho#t. Let us wag then. 

Cai, Come at my hecles, /acke Rugby, 


— 


£xenn. 
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Enter Evans, Simple, Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt, Cans, 
Rugby. 


Evans. I pray you now, good Maſter Slenders ſerving- 
man, and friend $tmple by your name ; which way have 
you look'd for Maltcr Ca, that calls himfſelfe Doctor 
cf Phiſicke. 

$wmm, Morry Sir, the pitty-wary, the Parke-ward ; e- 
very way : old Winaſer way, and every way but the 
T ow ne WAY s 

Evan. I moſt tchemently deſire you, 
looke that way. 

Sw, I will fir, 

Evan, *Plefle my ſoule: how full of Chollors I am,and 
rrempling of mind : I ſhall be glad it he have deceived 
mc : how melancholies I am ? I will knog his Vrinalls a- 
bout his knaves coftard, when I hayc good opportavities 
tor the orke : Pleſſe my foule : To allow Rrvers to whoſe 
falls : melodrour Birds ſings Maadrigat:: There will we make 
our Pets of Roſes : axd « thouſand fragrant pober, To ſhat- 
iow. "Mcrcy on me, I have a great ciipotitiontocry+ 


you wall alfo 


ud 


CMelodions birds ſong Madrigal : == When a1 1 ſat in P4- 
bilen : and a thouſand vagram Poſics. To(vallon 0, 

Sw. Yonder he 15 comming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Evan. Hee's welcome : To ſhakow Krvers, to whoſe fals: 
Heaven proſper the right : what weapons is he ? 

$19, No weapons, Sir : there comes my Maſter, M*. 
Shallow; and another Gentleman ; trom Frogmore, over 
the ſtile, this way. 

Evan. Pray you give me My gowne, or elſe keepe it in 
Your arme $. Enter vA 4. 

Shal, How now Maſter Parſon? good morrow good 
Sir Hngh: keepe a Gameſter from the dice, and a good 
Studient from his booke, and it is wonderfull. 

Slen. Ahſacct 5 nne Page. 

Page. 'Save you, good Sir Hugh, 

Evas. Pleſſe you trom his mcrcy-lake, all of you. 

Shat. What ? the Sword, and the word ? 

Doe you ſtudy them both, M*. Parſon? 

Page. And youthfull ſtill, in your doublet and hoſe, 
this raw-rumaticke day ? 

Evan. 1 here is rcafons, and cauſes for it. 

Page. Weare come to you: to doe a good office, Mr, 
Parſon. 

Evan, Fery-well : what is it ? 

Page. Yonder is a molt reverend Gerzleman ; who (be 
like) having received wrong by ſome perſon, is at molt 
= with lus owne gravity and paticace, that ever you 
aw. 

Shal. I have lived foureſcore yeeres, and upward : 1 
never heard a man of his place, gravity, and lcarningy fo 
wide of his owne reſpeR. 

Evan, W hatis he ? 

Fage. I thinke you know him ; M*', Door Caine the 
renowned French Phyſician. 


Evan, Gor's-will, and his paſſion of my heart : I had | 


aslict you would tc!l me of a meffc of porredges 

Fage. Why? 

Evan, He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen, and he is a knaue beſides ; a cowardly knave, as 
you would deſire to be acquainted withall. 
| Page, 1 warrant you, hee'sthe man ſnould fight with 

Um, 

Slen, O ſweet Anne Page, Enter Cain, 

 Sbal., Itappearesſoby his weapons : keepe them a- 
tunder : here comes DoRtor Cai, 

P age. Nay good MF. Parſon, keepe in your weapon. 

Shal. So doe you, good Mr, Doctor. 

Hoſt. Dilarme thera, and letthem queſtion :let them 
keepe their limbs whole, and hack our Engliſh, 

(<. 1 pray you let-a-mee ſpeake a word with your 
care ; vhereforec vill you not meet-a me 2 

Even. Pray you uſc your patience in good time. 

Ces. By-gar, youarc de | nn : de Iacke dog : Iohn 
Ape, 

£wen. Pray you let us not be laughing-ſtockes to other 
mens humors : I dcfire you in friendſhip, and I will one 
way or other make youamends: I wyli knog your Vrinall 
about your knaves Cogs-combe- 

Cai. Diable, lacks Rugby, minc Hoſt de Tarteer, have 1 
not ſlay for him, to killbim ? have Inot at deplace I did 
appoint ? 

Evan, AsT ama Chriftians-ſoule, new looke you : 
this is the place appointed, Ile be judgement by mine 
Hoſt of the Gavter. 

Hoſt. Peace, I ſay, Gallia, and Gawle, Frexch, and 
Welch, Soule-Curer, and Body-Curer. 


_— 


Cas, 


———— 


| 


— 
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45. 1,dat is very good, exceliant. 
C b Peace, 1 fay : heare mine Hoſt of the Garter, 
Am | politicke? Am I ſubtle ? Am 1 a Machivell? | 
Shall I looſe tny Doctor ? No, he gives me the Potions 
and the Motions. Shall I looſe my Parfon?wy Priclt ? my 
Sir Hwgh? No, he gives me the Proverdes, andthe No- 
verbes. Give me thy hand (Celcftiall) ſo : Boyes of Act, 
I have deceiv'd you both: I have directed you to wr 
places : your hearts are mighty,your skins are whole 
letburn'd Sacke be the iſſue 3 come, lay their ſwords to 
paiwne : Follow me, Lad of peace, follow,tollow follow. 
Shal. Truſt mc,a mad Holtzfollow Gentlemen, tollow. 
Slen. O tweet A nxe Page. 
Cai. Ha'do I perceive dat ? Have you make-a-de-ſor 
of as, haha ? ' { 
fuer. This is well, he has made us his vlowring-ſtog : 
I defire you that we may be friends : and letus knog our 


praines together to be revenge 0n this ſame (call {curvy- 

cogging-companion the Holtof the Garter. ; 
Cai. By gar, withall my heart : he promiſe to bring- 

me where is ene Page: by gar he decrive me t00. 
Evan, Well, I will {mite his aoddles:pray you follow. 


—_— 
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Miſt. Page, Robin, Ford, Page, Shallow, Slender, H oft. 
Evans, Cam, 

Miſt. Page, Nay keepe your way (little Gallant) you 
were wont to be a follower, but now you are a Leader : 
whether had you rather lead mine eyes, Or eye your mas» 
lters heeles ? 

Reb, 1 hadrather (forſooth) goe before you like a man, 
then follow him like a dwarte. - (Courricr, 

Mi. Pa. O you arc a flattering boy,now I ſer you'l be a 

Ford, W<ll met Mittris Page, whither goc you. 

Myſ. Page. Truly Sirgto fee your wite,is ſhe at home? 

Ford.l,and as idle as ſhe may hang together for want 
of company : I thinke if your husbands were dead , you 
two would marry. 

Mif. Page. Be ſure of that, two other husbands. 

Ford. Where had you this pretty weather-cocke ? 

A. Pa.l cannot tcl what (the dickens) hisname 15 my 
husband had him of,what do you cal your Knights name 

Reb. Sir lobn Falſtaffe. (firrah? 

Ford. Sir lobn Falitaffe. 

AM.Pa. He, he, I cannever hiton's name; there isfach 
a league berweene my goodmangand he : is your Wife at 

Ford. Indeed ſheis. (home indeed ? 

M.Pa. By your leave fir, I am ficketill I fee her. 

Ford Has Page any braines?Hath he any cies? Hath he 
y thinking ? Sure they lcepe, be hathno uſe of them : 
why this boy will carry a letter twenty mile as caſie, as 
a Canon will ſhoot point-blanke twelve ſcorce: hepee- 
ces out his wives inclination z he gives her folly motion 
and advantage : and now ſhe's goitig tomy witc and Fel- 
Hafes boy with her : A man may heare this ſhowre ing 
in the wind ; and Fe/affer boy with ber : good plots, 
they are laid, and our revolted wives ſhare damnation 
rogerher, Well, I wilitake him, then torture my wife, 
plucke the borrowed vaile of modeſty trom the fo ſec- 
ming Miſt. Page, divulge Page himfclte for a fecure and 
wiltull Aeon, and to theſe violent procecdipgs ali my 
neighbours ſhall cry ayme. The clocke gives mc my Qu, 


me. 


| 


—— 


—Q _— 


and my aſſurance bids me fcarch, there 1 ſhall find Fal- 
# affe : 1 ſhall be rather praiſed forthis,then mock'd, for 
it 15 as poſhuve, as theearth 15 firme, that Falilkafſe 15 
there: I wiil goe, ' 

_ > wt Ns MF. Ford. 

- Trultme, a knot : I have 
home, and [ pray you all goe with me. 

Sbal. I muſtexcuſe my telfe M*. Ford. 

Slev. And fo mult 1 Sir, 

We have appointed to dine with Miſtris £xxe, 
And I would not breake with here for more mony 
Then lle ſpeake of. 

Sha, We have linger'd about a match betweene Arne 
Page,and my cozcn Slender, and this day wee ſhall have 
our antiver, 

Sl. I hopeT have your will father Page, 

Page. You have MF. Slender, I ſtand v. holly tor you, 
But my wife (MW. Door) is for you altogether. 

Cas. I de-2ar, and de Maid is love -2-me 3 my nurſh- 
6 acto muſh. 

Hef. What fay you toyong M. Fenton He capers, 
hedances, he has eyes of 466, he writes wy bee 
{peakes holiday, he ſmels Aprilland May, he will carry'c 
he willcarry'r, tis in his buttons, he wilicarry't. 

Page, Not by my confent I promiſe you. The Gentle- 
manis of no having, he kept company with the wilde 
Prince, a1.d Pointz;: he is of roo high a Region, he knows 
e00 much ; no, he ſhall nor knir a knot in his fortnnes; 
with the finger of my ſubſtance : if hetake her, ler bim 
take her ſimply : the wealth I have waitson my conſent, 
and my conſent goes not thit way. 

Ford, T beſcech you heartily, ſome of you goe home 
with me to dinner : beſides your cheere you Fall bave 
ſport, 1 will ſhew youa monſter : M*. Doctorgyou ſhall 
goe, ſoſhall you MF, Page, and you Sir gh. : 

Sbal, Well, tare you wel! : 

We ſhall havethe freer wooingat MF. Pager. 

( 45. Goe hoine /obr Rugby, I come 2001. 

Hoſt. Farewell my hearts, | wil to my honeſt Knight 
Fallt affe, and &rinke Canary wrh him. 

Foxg. I thinke I ſhall drinke in Pipe-wine firſt with 
him, Ile make him dance. Will you goe, Gentles? 

All. Have with you, to fee this Monliet, Exennt, 


good cheere at 


—_—_—  —— 
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Scena T erta, 
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Enter Miſtrus Ford, Miitru P age Servants, Robin, Falſtafſe, 
Ford, tage, Catte, EvV40s, 
Mi. Ford, W hat [chn, what Kobert. 
CM. Page. Quickly, quickly : 1s the Buck-basket— 
Ms. Ford, 1 warrant, W hit Koons I ay, 
Miſ. Page, Come,come, comes 
Mi. Ford. Heere, ict it downe. 
My{.Pa.Give your men the charge, we mult be briefe, | 
AM. Ford. Marty as 1 told you bcture (/obnand Robert) 


} be ready here bard-by in the Brew-houtc,and when | fo- 


dainely call you, come forth, and (without 7 PL 
ſtaggering ) take this Lasket cn your ſhoulders : that 
done, trudge with it in all balt, and carry it amorg the 
Whitfters 1n Doccher Mcad, aid there empty it in the 

muddy 6itch, cloic by the 7 hames tide, 
M. Page. You will doe 1? (direRion, 
M. t od. I hatoldthcm over and over, theylacke no 
E = 


= 
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Be gone, and come when you are call'd. 

Ali/. Page. Here comes little Roben. (with you ? 

Mil. Ferd. How now my Eyas-Musket, what newes 

Reb. My M. Sir [obs 15 come in at your backe doorc 
(Miſt. Ford. ) and requelts your company. 

M1). Pa. ou little Tack-a-lent, have you bin true to us ? 

Rob, T, 11: be ſworne : my Maſter knowes not of your 
being hecre : and hath threatencd to put me into everla- 
ſting liberty, if I tcil you of it : for he ſweares heel rurne 
me away. 

AM. Page. Thou'rt a good boy ; this ſecrecy of thine 
ſhall be a Tailor to thee, and ſhall make theea new dou- 
blet and hoſe. Ile goc hide mc. 

Mif. Ford. Doe ſo:goe tell thy Maſter,I am alone; Mi- 
ſtris Page, remember you your Qu. ; 

ALF. Page. 1 warrant thee,if I doe not att it,huſſe me. 

CMi(. Ford. Gore too then : welulſe this unwbolfome 
humidity, this groſſe-watry Pumpion z we'll reach him 
to know Tartics from Iayes. Enter Fal. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly Iewell ? Why 
now let me dye, for I have liv'd long enough :; This isthe 
period of my ambition : O this blefled houre, 

CM. Ford, O tweet Sir Jobs. 

Fal. Mittris Ford, | cannot cog, I cannot prate(Miſtris 
Ford) now ſhall 1 fin in my wiſh; I would thy Husband 
were dead, Ile ſpeake it before the beſt lord, I would 
make thee my Lady. 

ALif. Ford, 1 your Lady Sir John ! Alas, I ſhould be a 
pittifall Lady, 

Fa/, Letthe Conrt of France ſhew mc ſuch another ; 


I ſe how thine eye would cinul ate the Diamond : Thou 


halt che right arched-beauty of the brow, that becomes | basket, it he be of any reaſonable ſtature, he maycreepe 
the Ship-ryre, the Tyre=valiant,or any Tire of Venetian | 


admittance. 

Arſe. Ford. A plaine Kerchicte, Sir John : 
My browes become nothing elſe, nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to ſay fo : thou wouldſt make 
an abſolutcCourticr, and the firme fixure ot thy foote, 
would give anexcclient motion to thy gate, in a ſemi- 
circled Farrhingalc. I fcc what thou wert if Fortune thy 
foc were no:, Naturcthy friend : Come, thou can{t not 
hide it. 

Aiſ. Ford. Bcleeve me, there's noſuchthing in me, 

Fal, What made me love thee ? Let that perſwade 
thee, Ther's ſomething extraordinary in thee : Come, I 
cannot cog, and ſay thou art this and that, like a-many 
of theſe litping-hauthorne buds, thatcome like women 
in mensapparell, and ſmell like Bucklers-berry in t1m- 
ple rime ; 1 cannot, but I love thee, none but thee ; and 
thou deſeru'it it, 

AMi.F or Do not betray me ſir,l feare you love M.Page. 

Fal, Thou might} as well ſay, I lovetowalke by the 
Counter-gate, which 1s as hatctullto me, as the recke of 
a Lime-kill, 

Miſe. Ford, Well, hexwen knowes how I love you, 
And you ſhall one day hind it. 

Fal. Keepe inthat mind, Ile deſerve it. 


Msſ. Ford. Nay, I mult tcil you, fo you doe ; 
Or cl{eI could not be in that mind. Within, 

Reb, Miſtris Ford, Miſtris Ford: here's Miſtris Page at 
the doore, {wearing, and blowing, and looking wildcly, 
and would nezdsfpeake with you preſently, 

Fal. She ſhall net ſee me, 1 will enſcence me behind 
the Arras. 

AM. Ford. Pray youdoe ſo,ſhe'sa very tatling woman. | 
Whars thc mattcr ? how now ? 


' Youwrong your ſclte roomuct. 


Enter Mif. Page. | You ſhall ſce ſport anon : 


> — — 
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Mi}. Page. O miſtris Ford what have you dove ? 
Your ſham'd, y*are overthrowne, y'are undone forever. 
CA, Ford. What's the matter, good wiltris Page ? 


CA. Page. O we'aday, miſtris Ford, havingan boneſt | 


man to your hasband,to give him ſuch cauſe of fuſpition. 

Cf. Ford, What caule of tutpition ? | 

Atiſ. Page. What cauſe of ſuſpition ? Out upon you ; 
Howam LImiſtooke in you ? 

CM. Ford. Why (alas) what's the matter? 

CH. Page. Your husbands comming hither (woman) 
with all the Oihcers in Windſor, roſcarch tor a Gentle- 
man, that he ſayes is hecre now in the houſe ; by your 
conſcnr to take an ill advantage of his abſence : youare 
undone. 

AMY, Ford. Tisnot fo, I hope. 

Aif, Page. Pray heavenit be not ſo,that you have fuch 
aman heere : but 'tis moſt certaine your husband's com- 
ming, with halfe #/ind/or at his hecles, to ferch for ſuch 
a one, I come before to tell you: It you know your lelte 
clecre,why I am glad ofit : but if you havea friend here, 
convey, convey him out. Be not amaz'd, call all your 
lenſes to you, defend your reputation, or bid farewell to 
your good life for cver. 

Af. Ford. What ſhall 1 doe? There is a Gentlemanwy 
deere trieud ; and I feare not mine owne ſhame ſo much, 
as his perill, I had rathcr then a thouſand pound he were 
out of the houſe. 

AMiſ. Page. bor ſhame, never ſtand (you had rather,and 
you had rather: ) your husband's beerc at hand, bethinke 
you of lome conveyance : inthe houſe you cannot hidc 
him, Oh, how have you decciv'd me ? Looke, heere is a 


In heere, and throvy foulclinnen upon him, as it it were 
going to bucking : Or it is whiting time, ſend him by 
your two mcn to Datcher-Mcagc. 
Mif. Ford. He's too big togoc in there:what ſhall I doc? 
Fat. Let me ice'r, let me tece'r, O let me ſee'r ; 
Ile in, le in ; Follow your friends coundell, lie in, 
Aſif: Pare. \W hat Sir lohn FalTa7e? Are thile your 


Letters Knight ? 


Fat. I love thee, helpe me away : l:t me creepe 1n | 


heere :ile never 

CAs.Page. Relpetocover your maſter (boy :) Call | 
your men ( Miſtris Ford) You difiembling Knight, 

Af. Ford. What lohn, Robert, Tobn; Goe, take up the!c 
cloathes heere, quickly : W her's the Cowle-ſtafc?Looke | 
how youdrumble ? Carry them to the Landrefie in Dar- 
cher-Mead : quickly, come, 

Ford. "Pray you come nere : if 1 ſuſpeR without cantc, 
Why then make ſport at me, then let me be your jeſt, 

[ deſerve it : How now ? Whither beare you this ? | 

Ser. To the Landreſle forſooth ? 

Miſ. Ford, Why, what have you to doe whither they 
beare it ? You were beſt meddlc with buck-waſhing. 

Ford, Buck?l would I could waſh my {clte ofthe Buck: | 
bucke, bucke, bucke, I bucke : I warrant you Bucke, 

And ofthe ſeaſon too ; it ſhall appeare. | 
Gentlemen, I have dream'd to night , Ile tell you my 


| dreame: heere, heere, heere be my keyes, aſcend my 
| Chambers, ſearch, ſecke, find out : Ile warrant wee il | 
| unkennell the Fox, Let me itop this way firſt ; fo, now | 


uncape. 
Page. Good maſter Ford, be contented : 


Ford, True (maſter Page) up Gentlemen, 


o_ Follo.v | 
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Follow me Gentlemen. 


Evan. This is fery fantaſticall humors and jcalouſies. | 
Caine, By gar, tis no-the faſhion of France ; Scana Quarta. 
It is not jealous ttt F ranct mm £xonnt. | ____ __ af or 
Page. Nay fellow hum (Gentlemen) ſee the yſlue of 
his fearch. Enter Femton, dune Page, Shallow, Slender, 
Miſe Page, Isthere nota double excallency in this? Lnickly, Page, Adiſ. Page. | 
Mif. Ford. 1 know not which pleaſes me berter, Fen, Ice I cannot gettby fathers love, 
That my husband is deceived, or Sir Jobs. | Theretare no moreturne me to him (fect Nan.) 


Miſ. Page. \W hat a taking was bein, when your hus- | Anne. Alas, how then? 
band askt who was in the basket ? Fen. Why thou mult be thy (clte. 
Miſ. Ford. 1am halte affraid he wilt have need of wa- | Hedothobjet, 1am toogrear of bath, 
ſhing : ſo throwing him into the water, will doc him a | And that my ſtate being gall'd with my expence, 


benefit, I fecke to heale it onely by his wealth, 
Ms. Page. Hang himdiſhoneſt raſcall : I would all | Befidestheſe, other barres he layes before me, 
of the ſame itraine, were in the tame diſtretle. My Riots paſt ,my wilde Societics, 


My. Ford, Ithinke my husband hath ſome ſpeciall | And tels me 'tisa thing impoſlible 
faſpirton of Falſt sFes being heere 3 I never ſaw him fo | I ſhould love «my 0 end 
groſſe in his jealoutic till now. «Ame. May be he tells you true, 
CMiſ. Page. I will lay a plot to-try that, and we will | Few. No, heaven ſo ſpecd me in my time to come, 
yet have more trickes with Fe//t«ffe ; his difſolute diſeale | Albeit I will coatefſe, thy fathers wealth 
will ſcarſe obey this medicine. Wasthe firſt motivethat I woo'd thee ( Anne : ) 
Mi. Ford, Shall we ſerd that fooliſh Carion, Miſt. | Yet wooing thee, 1 found thee of more valew 
| iy klyto him, and exculc his throwing into the water, | Then flampes in Gold, or ſummes in ſealed bagges; 
give himanother hope, to betray him to another pu- | And tis the very riches of thy (clte, 
niſhment ? ! That now Iaymear. 
| if. Page. We wilt doe it; let him be ſent for to mor- An. Gentie M. Feng, 
row by cight aclocke ro have amends, Emer «All. | Yet lecke my fathers love, fill ſerke it fir, 
Ford. 1 cannot find hum : may be the Knave bragg'd of | If opportunity and humbleſt ſuite 
that he could not compaſie. Cannot attaine it, why then barke you hither. 


m_ Y 


Aiſ. Page. Heard you that ? Shal. Breake their calke Miſt is Zuickly, 
Miſ. Ford, You ule me well, Miſt, Ford? doc you? | My Kinſman ſhall ſpeake for himieite. 


Ferd, 1, I'doeſo. | _ Ile make a , or a bolt ou'c, (lid, tis but ventu- 
Mi/.Page. Heaven make you better then your thoughts She. Be not diſmaid. (ring. 
Ford. _—_— | Slen, No , {he ſhall not diſmay ime ; 


| Icarenot tor that, butthat 1 am aftca:d. 
2m. Hark ye,M. Slender would ipeake a word v ich you 
en. I comcto him. This1is my fathers choyce : 

O what a world of vilde iil-tavour'd fat] $ 


CMi.Pe, You doe your fe'te mighty wrong (M. Ford) 

Ford, I,]: I mnuit beare it, 

Ev.It there be any pody inthe houſe,and in the cham- 
ders, and in the cotters, and inthe preſſes : neaven ftor- 
give my finnes. Lookes handſome in three hundred pounds a yeere ? 
(ai. Be gar, nor I roo : there is no-bodies, £5. And how do's good Malter Fezton ? 

Page. Fy,fy,M.* ord, are you not alham'd? VW hat fpirit, | Pray youa word wich you. 

whar divell ſuggeſts this imagination? I would not ha | Shad. Shee's comming : to her Coz, 

your diſtemper iathis kind,for the welthof Windſor caſt le, | O boy, thou hadſt a father. 

Ford, 'Tis my fault (M-Pag*) I ſuffer for it. Slen.l had a father (Af. An. )my uncle cantel you good 
Even. You luffer fora pad conſcience : your wife is jeſts of him:pray you Vucle,tcil Milt. ,4 me the jeſt how 
a5 honeſt a o' mans, as1 will deſires among five thou- | my father ſtolerwo Geeſe out of a Pen, good Y nckle. 
land, and five hundred too. Shal. Miltris Hnve, my Cozen loves you. 

Cai. By gar, I {ce *tisan honeſt woman. Slen. I that I doe, as wellas1 love any woman in Glo- 
_ Ford. Well, I promiſd you adinner:come,come,walke | ceſterſhire. 

1n the Parke, I pray you pardoa me: I will hereafter make Shal. He will maintaine you like a Gentiewoman. 
_— to you why I have done this» Come wite,come Slem. p, that I will, come cut and long-taile, under the 

i. Page, pray you pardon me. Pray hartly pardon me. | degree of a Squire. 

Page, Let's goin Gd (truſt me) we'l mocke { Shai. He will make you a hundred and ftcy pounds 
him : I doe invite you to morrow morning to my houſe | j ynture- 
to brealtfalt : after we'll a Birding together, I have a fine Anne. Good Maſter Shalow let lim wooe tor him- 


—O— 


Hawke for the buſh. Shall it be lo : lelte. 
Ford. Anything. Shal. Marry I thanke you for it : I thanke you for that 
Es. It there is one, 1 ſhall make twoin the Company. | good comfort : (he cals you ( Cuz) Ie leave you- 
C45. It there be ane, or two, 1 ſhall make-a-theturd, | Anne. Now Maſter Slender. 
Ford. Pray yuu goe, M. Page. | Skin. Now good Miltris ea. 
Evan, 1 pray you now remcmbranceto morrow onthe | Awne. What 13 your will ? 
«JOwſie knave, mine Hoſt. | Siem. My will > Odd's-hart-lings, that's a pretty | 
C4. Datis good by gar,with a'l my heart. | jclt i-deed : I ne're made my Will yer (1 thanke Hea- | 
| Evr. Alowlic knave, to have his gibes, and his moc- | ven:) Iam nor ſuch a lickely creature, 1 give Heaven | 
| Kerics, Exeunt. | praile» 
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e Anne. 1 meanc (M. Slender) what would you with me? | 

Sn. Trucly, for mine owne part, I would little or n0- 
thing with you : your father and my uncle hath made 
motions: it it be my lucke, ſo foce hs man be his 
dole, they cantell you how things goc, better then I can: 
you may aske your father, heere he comes. 

Page. Now Maſter Slender ; Love him Arne. 

Why how now ? What does Maſter Fenton hearc? 

You wr 

I told you Sir, my daughter is diſpoſd of. 

Fen, Nay Malter Page, be not imparient. 
{whey On Matter Fenton, come not to my child. 
Page. Sheisno match for you. 

Fen, Sir, will you heare me? 

P age. No, good Malter Fenton. 

Come Maſter Shallow ; Come ſonne Seder, in ; 

Knowing my wind, you wrong me(Maſtcr Fenton. 
Dm. Speake to Miſtris Page, 

Fen, Good Miſtris Page, torthat I love your daughter 

In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I doe, 

Perforce, againſt all checkes, rcbukes, and manners, 

I muſt advance the colours of my love, 

And not retire. Let me have your good will, 
Ame. Good mother, doe not marry me to yond foole. 
Mil. Page. 1 meanc itnot, Ilecke you a beater huſ- 

and 


£5. That's my Maſter, Maſtgr Door, 

eAnne, AlasI had rather be ſet quicke i'th carth, 
And bewl'd to death with Turnips. 

Miſ. P age. Come, trouble not your ſelfe gogd Maſter 
Fenton, 1 will not be your triend, nor enemy : 
My daughter will I queſtion how the loves you, 
Andas I find her, ſoaml affected : 
Till then, tarewell Sir, ſhe muſt needs goe In, 
Her father will be angry. : 

Fen, Farewell gentle Miſtris >farewell Nev. 

Qi. Thisis my doing now; Nay, ſaid 1, will you 
caſt away your child ona Focle, and a Phyſitian ; 
Looke on Maitcr Fenton, this is my doings 

Fex. I thanke thee : and I pray thee once tonight, 
Give my ſweet Nanthis Ring:there's for thy pains. Ex. 

fi. Now heaven ſend thee good fortune, a kind 
heart he hath : a woman would run through fire and wa- 
ter for ſuch a kind hcart. Bur yet, 1 would my Maſter 
had Miſtris «Are, or I would Maſter Slender had her:or 
(in ſooth) I would Maſter Fenton had her;I will do what 
I can for them Mi three, for ſo I have promiſd, and Ile 
be asgood as my word,but ſpecioafiy for Maſter Pentos. 
Well, 1 muſt of another errand to Sir obs Falſtaffe from 
mytwo Miſtrefles : what a beaſt am I to flacke tt. Ex. 
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Scena Quinta, 


"— > — 
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Enter Falitafſe, B ardol/e , Quickly, Ford. | 

Fal. BardolfeT fay. 

Bar, Heere Sir. 

Fal. Goe, ferch mea quart of Sacke, put atoſt in't. 
Havel liv'd tobe carryed in a Basket like a barrow of 
butchers Ofall?and to be throwne in the Thames? Wel, 
it I be {erv'd ſuch another tricke, Ile have my braincy 
nance _—_ give them to a dogge for a 

ew=ycares gitt. rogues ſlighted me into the river 
whaclioic comerts as they would have drownde a 


me Sir, thus (till ro haunt my houſc. | 


blind bitches Puppies, fitteenc i'th litrer : and you may 
know by my fize, that I havea kind of alacrity in fink- 
= 3 the bortome were as deepe as-hellz] ſhovld downe. 
Lhed beenc drown'd, but that the ſhore was ſhelvy and 
ſhallow :a death that 1 «bhorre : for the water {welles a 
man ; and what a thing ſhould I have beene, when | 
—— {wel'd ? I ſhould have becne a Muuntaine ct 


ummy. 
Bar. Here's Miſtris Quickly, Sir to ſpeake with you. 
Fal. Come, letme poure in ſome Sacke tothe T hames 


bals, for pilles rocoole the reincs. Call her in. 
Ber. Come in woman. Enter Qumickh. 
wi. By your leave 1 I cry you mercy ? 
Give worſhip good morrow. 
Fal. Take away theſe Challices: 
Goe, brew mca pottle of Sacke finely. 
Bard. With Epges, Sir? 
Fal. Simple of it {elfe ; Ne no Pullet-Sperme in my 
ow now ? 
Ls. Sir,l come to your worſhip from Mi-Ferd. 
Fal. Miftr Ford? 1 have had Ford ; 1 was 


throwne into the Ford ; I have my belly fall of Ford. 
un. th dy (rh-ur) th was net ber fault : 


ſhe do's ſo take on with } zthey miſtooke their c- 
reftion. (promiſe. 
Fad. So did I mine, to build upen a fooliſh Womans 


. Well, ſhe laments fir for it,that it would yerne 


ar? to fce it : her husband goes this morning « | , F 
rding ; ſhe deſires you once more to come to her, be- | © 


tweene eight and nine : I muſt carry her word quickely, 
ſhe'll make you amends I warrant you. 

Fal. Well, I will viſit her, tell ber fo; and bid her 
thinke what a man is : Let her conſider his frailety, and 
then judge of my merit. 

2x. I will tell her. 

Fal. Doe ſo. Betweene nine and ten4aiſt thou f 

Qss. Eightand nine Sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone : 1 will not miſlc her. 

Qs. Peace be with you ſir. Exu. 

Fat. 1 marvaile I heare not of Maſter Broome : he lent 
me word to ſtay within : I like his money well. 

Oh, heere be comes. Emer Ford. 
Ford. Bleſle you Sir. 
Fal. Now Maſter Broome, you come to know 
What hathpaſt berweene me, and Fords wite. 
Ford. That indeed (Sir Job») is my buſineſle. 
Fal. Malter Broome will not lye to you, 
I wasat her houſe the houre ſhe appointed me. 
Ford. And iped youSir? 


Fal. Very ill-favouredly Maſter Broome. | 

Ford. How ſo fir, did ſhe change btr determination ? | 

Fal.No (M. Brooms) but the peaking Cornuto her liul- | 
band (M. Broome) dwelling ina centinua!llarum of jelou- | 
lic, comes me in the inſtant of our enccunter,atrer we had | 
embralt,kiſt,proteſted,and(as it were):/poke the prologue 
of our Comedy : and at his heeles, a rabvlc of his compa» 
nions, thither provoked and inſtigated by his diſtemper, 
and (forſooth) to ſerch his houſe for his wiveslovc- 

Ford, What? While you were there ? 

Fat. While I wasthere. 

Ford. And did he ſearch for you,and could not find you? 

Fal. You ſhall heare. As good lucke would have it, 
comes in one Miſtris Page, gives intelligence of Fords ap- 
proch : and in her invention,and Fordrwives diſtraction, 
they convey'd me inroa bucke-basker;} 7 

ord. 


I 


— —— 


water : for my belli's ascold asit I had ſiwallow'd ſnow- | | L 
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Ford. A Buck-basker ? | 

Fal. Yea: a Buck-basket: ram'd me in with foule 
Shirts and Smockes, Socks , foule Stockings , greatie 
Napkins, that (Maſter Broome) there was the rankeſt 
compound of villanous ſmell, that ever offended no- 
trill. 

Fad. And how long lay you there? 

Fal. Nay , you ſhall heare (Maſter Broowe) what I 
have ſuffered, ro bring this woman to evill, for your 

: Being thuscram'd in the Basket,a couple of Fords 

Knaves, his hindes, werecald forth by their Miltris, to 
carry me in the name of toule Cloathes to Darcher-lane : 
they tooke me ontheir ſhoulders : mer the jealous Knave 
their Matter in the doore ; who ask'd them once or twice 
whatthey had in their Basket ? I quak'd tor feare lealt 
the Lunatique Knave would have tearch'd it : but Fate 
(ordaining he ſhould be a Cuckold) held his hand ; well, 
on went ; 4 tor a ſearch, and away went I tor foule 
Cloathes : But marke the ſequell (Maſter Broome) I ſuf- 
fered the pangs of three ſeverall deaths : Eirit, an intol- 
lexable fright, to bedeteRed witha jealous rotten Bell- 
weather : Nextto becompals'd like a good Bilbo in the 
circumference ofa Pecke, hilt to point, heele to head. 


And then to be ſtopt in like a ſtrong diftil/ation with tink- |_ 


ing Cloathes, that fretred in their owne greaſe : thinke 
ot that, a man of my Kidney ; thinke of that that am as 
ſubje&tto heate as butter ; a man of continuall difloluti- 
on, and thaw : it wasa miracle to ſcape ſuffocation. And 
inthe height of this Bath (when 1 was more then halte 
ſtew'd is greaſe (like a Dutchdiſh) to be throwne into 
the Thames, and coold, glowing hot, in that ſerge like 
a Horſcſhooe ;thinke of that : lulling hot, thinke of that 
(Maſter Broome.) 

Ford. In good {adnefleSir,l am forry,that for my fake 
you have ſutterd all this. 

My ſuite then is deſperate : You'll undertake her no 
more ? 

Fa!, Maſter Broome ; I will be throwne into Erna, as 
[ have beene into Thames, cre 1 will leave her thus ; her 
husband in this morning gone a birding : I have recei- 
ved from her another ambaſſic of mecting : 'twixt cight 
and nine 1s the houre (Maſter Broome. ) 

Ford. 'Tis paſt cight alrcady Sir. 

Fal. Is 1t? 1 will then addreiſe me to my appointment ; 
Come to me at your convenient leifure,8& you ſhall know 
how I ſpeed : andthe concluſion ſhall be crowned with 
your enzoying her : adjew, you ſhall have her (Maſter 
Broome) Maſter Broome, you ſhallcuckold Ford. Exit, 

Ford, Hum : ha? is thisa viſion? 1s this a dreame? 
dceI fleepe ? Malter Fordawake, awake Maſtcr Ford ; 
thcre's a hole made in your beſt coate( Maſicr Ford:) this 
tis tobe marricd ; this 'tis to have Lynnen, and Buck- 
vaskers : Well, I will preclaime my ſeife what am : 1 
will now take the Leacher : hee is at my houſe : hee 
cannot ſcape me : tis impoſſible he ſhould : Fee can- 
not crecpe into a halfe-penny e, nor into a Pepper- 
boxe : Bar lealtthe Divell that guides him, ſhould aide 
him, I will ſearch impoſſible places : though what Iam, 
I cannot avoide ; yerto be what I would not, ſhall not 
make me taine : IfI have hornes, to make one mad, lct 
the proverbe goe with me, Ile be harnemad. 


Exeunt. 


| 


| 


— 


eAltns Uuartus, Scaena Prima, 


_—. 


Enter Miſlris Page, Quickly, William, Evans. 
Aff. Page, Is he at M. Forasalready think'ſt thou ? 
Q#xs. Sure he is by this; or will be preſently ; but 
truely he1s very couragious mad, about his throwing 
__ the water. Miltris Forddelires youtg come lodaine- 
ys 

Af. Page. Ie be with her by and by : Ile but bring 
my yong-man here to Schoole : looke where his Maſter 
Comes , "tis a playing day I fee ; how now Sir Hugh, no 
Schoole to day ? 

Eva. No: Maſter Slender is let the Boyes leave toplay. 

Qi. 'Bleſling of his heart. 

Mif. Page. Sir Hugh,my husband fayes my ſorne pro» 
fits nothing in the world at his booke : 1 pray you aske 
him ſome queſtions in his Accidence. 

Eva, Come hithcr #iliam ; hold up your head; come. 

Mi/. Page. Come onlirha ; hold up your head ; an- 
{wer your Maſter, be not afraid. 

Evan. Wiliam, how many Numbers is in Nownes ? 

Wil, Two, 

Qw#. Truely, I thought there had beene one Number 
more, becauſcthey ſay od's-Nownes . 

Evan. Peace, your tatlings. V hat is (Faire) William ? 

Will. Pulcher. 
$ Qs. Poulcats? thereare fairerthings then Poulcars, 
IC. . 

Evan. You are a very ſimplicity o'man ; I pray you 
peace. \W hat is ( Laps) William. , 

wif. A ſtone. 

Evan, And what 15a ſtone (William ? ) 

Will. A Peeble. 

Evan. No ; it is Laps : I pray you remember in your 
praine. 

Will. Lepu, 

Evan. That is 2 good Fil wa; what is be (F'ilbbam chat 
do'slend Articles. 

Wif. Articles are borrowed of the Pronoune ; and be 
thusdeclined, Singularuer nemnative, hic, hc, hoc, 

Eva. N ominai1o big hag, hog - pray you marke :gens- 
tine buju : Well, what 15 your eAccnſal ten Caſe, 

will. eAccnſatruo bunc. 

Evas. I pray you have your remembranice (child) Ac+ 
cuſatrvo, bing hang, hog. 

Qs. Hang-hog, islatten for Bacon, 1 warrant you. 

Eva, Leave your prables(0'man) W hat 1s the Foce- 
tive caſe (William?) 

Will. O, Vocativo, O. 

Evan. Remember William, Focutive, 13 carer. 

Qas. And that's a good roo!te, 

Evan, O'man, forbeare. 

Myf. Page. Peace. 

Evan, W hat is your Genitive caſe plarall (William? ) 

Will. Genitive caſe ? 

Evan. I. 

Will. Genitive hornm, hararn, hora, hee 

#s. "Vengeance or Ginyes calc ; tic on her: never 
—_— (child) it the be a whore. 

Fva. For ſhame o man. 

Qui. Youdoe illto teach the child ſuch words : hee 
teaches him to hic, and to hac ; which they'll doe faſt 
cnoughof themſelves, and to call horum ; te upon you. 

E 3 Eva. O man | 
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Evas. O'man, art thou Lunaties ? Haſtthou no un- 
derſtandings for thy Caſes, and the numbers of the Gen- 
ders ? Thouart as fooliſh Chriſtian creatures, as E would 
ww” hee hold th 

Ai. Page. Prethee thy Peace. 

Evan. hos me row (Willem) ſome decleriſions of 
your Pronounes, 

wil. Forſooth, I have forgot. . 

Eva, Itis Qui, que, quod; it you forget your Quies, 
your Quez, and your Queds, you mult be preeches: Go 
your waycs and play, g0. 

M.Pag.He is a better ſchollerthen I thought he was. 

Eva. He is a good ſprag-memory : Farewell Af.Pa. 

HM. Page. Adicu good Sir Hwgh. 


Get you home boy, Come we ſtay too longs Excunt. 


— 


> — — 


Scena Secunda. 


— < 
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No — 


Enter Falſtaffe, CMiſ. Ferd. Mif. Page, Servants, Ford, 
Page, ( au, Evans, Shallow. 


Fal. Miſtris Ford, Your ſorrow hath caten up my ſuf- 
ferance; I {ce you are obſcquious in your love, and I pro- 
teſle requitall troa haires bredth, not onely Miltris Ford, 
in the ſimple orice of love, bur in all the accouftrement, 
complement, and ceremony ofit : but are you ſure of 
your husband now ? 

Miſe. Ford, He's a birding (ſweet fir Jobs.) 

if. Page. What hoa, goilip Ford : what hoa, 

Af. Ford. Step into thichamber, Sir John, Emer, 

Miſ. Page. How now ({wect heart ) who's at home 
beſides your ſclfc ? g 

Alf, Ford. Why none but mine owne people. 

CA. Page, Indecd ? 

CI11f. Ford. No certaincly : ſpeake louder. 

CALif. Page. Truly,T am to glad you haveno body here, 

Cf. Ford. Why? 

CA. Page, Why woman, your husband 151n his old 
linesagaine : he {orakes on yonder with my busband,'to 
railes againſt all married mankind; ſo curſes all £ues 
daughters, of what complexion {ocever ; and ſo buffets 
himiclfe on the tor-head : crying peerc-out, peere out, 
that any madneſlc 1 ever yer beheld, ſcem'sd but tame- 
neſle, civility, 2nd patience to this his diſtemper he is in 
now : Tamgladthe fat Knight is not heere, 

Atiſ. Ford, Why, do's he talke of him ? 

Af. Page. Of none but him, and ſweares he was ca- 
ried out the laſt time he ſearch'd for him, ina Basket : 
Proteſts to my husband he is now here,and hath draywne 
him andthe reſt of their company from their ſport , to 
make another experiment of his ſuſpition : But I am glad 
the Knight 15not here ; now he ſhall ſce his owne?foole- 
[Vs 

" Of. Ford. How neere is he Miſtris Page * 

HMiſ. Pag. Hard by,at treetsend;he will be here anon. 

MS. Ford. I am undone, the Knight is heere. 

Aliſ. Page. Why then you are utterly ſham'd,and he's 
but a dead man. Whata woman are 'you ? Away with 
him,away with him : Better ſhame, then murther. 

Miſ. Ford, Which way ſhould be goe ? How ſhould 
I beſtow him ? Shall I put him into the basket againe ? 

Fad. No, ile come no more 1'th Basket : Enter, 
May I not goc out cre he come ? 


= ”—” Ow 


| 


Mi. Page. Alas : three of Maiter Ford: brothers watch 
the doore with Piltols, that none thall iſlue out : other. 
wile you might ſlip away cre he came : But what make 
you heere ? 

Fal. What ſhall 1doe?lle creepe vp into the chimney. 

Ai. Ford, There they alwayes ule to dilcharge their 
Birding-pecces : creepe into the Kill-hole, 

Fal, Whereis it? 

Af. Ford. He will ſeeke there on my word : Neither 
Prefle, Coffer, Cheſt, Trunke, Well, Vaulr, but he hath 
an abitra& for the remembrance of {uch places, and goes 
tothem by his Note: There is no hiding you in the 
houſe. 

Fal. Ile gOc out then, 


Miſe. Ford, If you goe out in your owne icmblance, | 


you dye Sir /obn, unlefſc you goc out diſguis'd. 
How might we diſguiſe him ? 

Mi. Page. Alas the da : know not, there is no = 
mans gowne bigge enough for him : otherwiſe he mi 
par —_ hat, tn, and a kercheite, andſo i 

Fl. Good hearts, deviſe ſomething : any extremity, 
rather then a miſcheite. 

AMiſ. Ford, My Maids Aunt the fat woman of Brain- 


ford, hasa gowne above. 


Mif. Page. On my word it will ſerve him : ſhe's as 
bigas hes : and there's her thrum'd hat, and her mutficr 
too: run up Sir /obn, 

Miſe. Ford. Goc, goe, ſweet Sir John : Miſtris Page and 


| Iwilllooke ſome linnen for your hcad. 


Af. Page. Quicke, quicke , we'll come drefle you 
ſtraight : put onthe gowne the while. Exit, 

Atsſ. Ford. I would my husband would meete him in 
this ſhape : he cannot abide the old woman of Prain- 
ford; he (ſweares ſhe'sa witch, torbad her wy honle aud 
hath threatned to beate her. 

CM. Fage. Heaven guide him to thy husbands cud- 
gell : and the divell guide his cudgellatterwards. 

CM. Ford, But ismy husband comming ? = 

Mi}. Page. 1 in good ſadneſſe is he, and talkes ofthe 
basket too, howſoever he hath had intelligence, 

CAMi/. Ford, We'l try that : for Ile appoint my men to 
carry the basket againe, to meete him atthe doore with 
it, as they did la(t time. 

Mis. Page. Nay, but hee'l be heere preſently : let's go 
dreſſc him like the witch of Brainford. 

Af. Ford. Ile firſt dire my men, what they ſhall doe 
with the basket: Goe up , ile bring linnen for hun 


| ſtraight. 


Msf. Page. Hang him diſhoneſt Varlet, 
We cannor miſuſe him enough : 
We'll leave aproofteby that which we will doo, 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too : 
Wedoenot a, that often, jeſt, and laugh, 
'Tis old, bur true, ſtill Swine cates all thedraugh, 


Mif. Ford. Goe Sirs, take the basket againe on your | 


ſhoulders : your Maſter is hard at doore : if he bid you 
ſet it downe, obey him : quickly, diſpatch. Znter Ser- 
1 Ser, Come, come, hs it UP. 
2 Ser. Pray heaven it be not full of the Knight againe. 
1 Ser. I hope not,I had as leife bearc {o much Lead. 
Ferd. I, but it it provetrue (Maſter Page) have you any 
way thento unfoole me againc? Set downe the basket 


| villaine: ſomebody callmy wife : Youth in a Basket : 


Oh you Panderly Raſcals, there's a knot : a ging, a packe, 


| a conſpiracie againſt me : Noyw ſhall the divell beaſham'd, 


What wite I fay : Come, come forth : behold what ho- 
neſt 


| 


—— 
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nett cloathes you ſend forth to bleaching. 
Page. Why,this paſies M. Ford: you are not to goe 
looſe ay longer,you mult be pinnion d. | 
fvani, Why,this 1s Lunatickes : this is mad asa mad 
_ Indeed M.Ford,this is not well indced. ; 

Ferd. Sofay I too fir, come bither Miſtris Ford, Mi- 
ftris Ford,;the honeſt woman, the modeſt wite, the vertu- 
ous creature,thar hath the jealous foole to her husband : 
I ſuſpe& withour cauſe (Miſtris )doe I ? 

Milf. Ford. Heaven be my witneſſe you doe, it you ſul- 

me in any diſhoneſty. : 

Ferd. Well ſaid brazen-face , hold it out : Come forth 
firrah. 

Page. Thispaſles. 

Mil. Ford. Are you notaſham'd,let the cloathes alone. 

Ford, I ſhall find you anon. 

Evans. 'Tis unreatonablezwill you take up your wives 
cloathes? Come,away. 

Ford. Empty the basket I fay. 

CA. Ford. Why man,why ? 

Ford, Maſter Pageas Iama man, there was one colt- 
vay'd out of my houle PRny in this basket : why may 
not he be there againe ? in my houle I am ſurc he is : my 
intelligence 1s truc,my jcaloulic is reafonable,plucke mee 
out all the linnen. 

Mit, Ford. 1f you finde a man there , he ſhalldyea 
Fleas death, 

Page. Here's no man. 

Shal. By my fidclity this is not well M*. Ford : This 
wrongs you. ; 

Evan. - M. Ferd,you mult pray, and not follow the ima- 
ginations of your owne heart : thus is jealoulies. 

Ford, Weil,hee's nox here I ſeeke for. 

Page. Nognor no where clic but in your braine. 

Ford. Hclpe to ſearch my houſe this one time : if 1 find 
not what I ſceke,ſhew no colour for my extremity : 1.ct 
me for ever be your Table-ſport: Letthem ſay of me as 
jealous a5 Ford , that ſearch'd a hollow Wall-nut tor bis 
Wives Lemman. Satisfic me once more once more fearch 
with mc. 

CA.Ford. What hoa( Miftris Page) come you: and 
the old Woman downe : my husband will come 11:0 the 
Chamber. 

Ford, Old woman? what old woman's that ? 

Aft. Ford, Why itis my Maids Aunt of Brainford, 

Ford, A Witch,a Qaeane, an old cozening Queanee : 
Have I not forbid her my houfe? She comes of errands 
do's ſhe > We are ſimple men , we doe not know what's 
brought to paſſe under the profeſſion of Fortune-telling. 
She workes by Charmes,by Spels,by th'Figure ,and ſuch 

dawbry asthis is, beyond our Element : wee know no- 
thing, Come downe you Witch, you Hagge you , come 
downe 1 lay. 

CAift. Ford. Nay,good ſweet husband , good Gentle- 

men,let him not ſtrike the old Woman. Enter Fal. 

—_ Come Mother Prae , Come give me your 


Ford. Tle Prather : Out of my doore you Witch, you 
Rag,you Baggage, you Poulcat,you Runnion,out,out ; Ile | 


conjure you, tle Fortune-tell you. Ext Fal. | 
A11t. Page. Are younotaſham'd ? 
| thinke y01 have kil'd the poore woman, 
HF. Ford. Nay he will doe it, 'tis a goodly crodice 
for you. ; 


Ford, Hang her Witch. 


' Rane? 


| Thenthee with wantonnefſe ; Now 


| 


Evans. By yea,and no,1 thinkcthe o'mon 15a Witch 

:I like not when a o'man has a great pcard;I fpie a 
great peard under his Mauftler. 

Ford, Will you follow Gentlemen, I beſcech you fol- 
low : ſeebut the iſſue of my jealoutic ; It I cry out thus 
upon no traile,never truſt me when 1 OPEN 2g21cs 

Page. Let's obey his humour alictic turther : 

Come Gentlemen. Exennt. 
Mit. Page. Truſt me he beate him moſt pitifully, 
M.Ford, Nay by th'Maſle that hee did not : hee beate 

him moſt unpittifully,me thought, 

Milt, Page. Ile have the cudgell hallow'd , and hung 
ore the Alrar,it nath done meritorious {crvice. 

Muſt. Ford. What thinke you ? May we with the war- 
rant of woman-hood, and the witneile of a good conſci- 
ence,purſue him with any turther revenge ? 

M.Page. The ſpirit of wantonneſſe 1s ſure (car'd out 
of him, if the Divcll have him not in fee-timple,with fine 
and recovery, he will never, thinke in the way of waſte, 
nk ian ane. - 

Mitt, Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how wee have 
lerved him ? 

Miſt.Page, Yes,byall mcancs:it it be but roſcraps the 
figures out of your husbands braines : it they can tinde in 
their hearts, the-poore unvertuous fat Knight ſhall be any 
turther affiited, we two will ſtill be the minifters. 

Miſt. Ford, Ile warrant they'l bave him publikely 
ſham'd,and methinkes there would be no period to the | 
jeſt,ſhould he not be publikely tham'd. 

Miſt. Page. Come,to the Forge wichit, then ſhapeit : 1 
would not have things coole. Exennt. 


OD— —— 
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Scena Tertia. 
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Enter Hoit and Bardelfe, 

Ber. Sir, the Germanedelires to have three of your 
horſes : the Duke himſclte will be ro morrow at Cour, 
ad theyare going to meethim. 

Hoſt. What Duke ſhould that be comes fo ſecretly? 
I heare not of him inthe Court : let me ſpeake with the 
Gentiemen,they ſpeake Engliſh? 

Bw. 1 Sir? le call him to you. 

Hott. They ſhall have my horſes, but 11: make them 
pay : lleſawce chem, they have had my houſes a weeke 
at command : I have turn'd away my other gueits , they 
mult come oft, Ile fawce them, come . xeunt, 


—_— 


Scena Quarta. 


Emer Page Ford, Miſtris Page © Aiſeris Ford, 
Ford,and Evasxs, 


Evens. *'Tis one of the beſt diſcretions of a 0'man as | 


ever Idid looke upori. | 
Page. Anddid he fend you both chefe Letters ar an in« | 
Aft. Page. Within a quarter of an houre. 
Ford, Pardon me(wifcYhencetorth do what thot wilt: 
[ rather will ſuſpe&t the Sanne with gold, 
doth thy honor ſtand ' 
(In ' 
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(In him that was of late an Hereticke) 
As firme of faith. 

Page. Tis well, tzs well,no more : 
Be not extreame inſubmiſſion, as in offence, 
But let our plot goe forward : Let our wives 
Yet once againe(to make us publike ſport ) 
Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, 
Where we may take him;and diſgrace him for it. 

Ford, There isno better way then that they ſpoke of- 

Page. How?toſend him word they'l meet him inthe 
Parke at midnight? Fie,he,he'l never come. 

Evan. You ſay he hath been throwne intothe River:and 
has been grievouſly peaten, asan old 'oman : me thinkes 
there ſhould be terrours in him,that he ſhould not come : 
Methinkes his fleſh is puniſh'd, hee ſhall haye no de- 
ſires. 

Page, SothirkeItoo, 

Af. Ford. viſe but how you'l uſe him when he comes. 
And let ustwodeviſeto bring him thither. 

AM.Page. There 1s an old talc goes, that Herne the 
Hunter({omerime a Keeper here in wwaſor Forreſt) 
Doth all the Wintcr time at ſtill of midnight 
Walke round abour an Oake, with greatragg'd hornes, 
And there hc blaſts the tree,and takes the cattle, 

And makes milch-kine yecld blood, and ſhakes a chaine 
I a moſt hideous and dreadfull manner. 
You have heard of {uch a fpirit,and well you know 
The ſuperſtitious idle-headed-E/d 
Receiv'd,and did deliver to our age 
Thistalc of Herne the Hunter for a truth, 

Page. Why yet there want not many that doafcare 
In =» pd night to walke by this Hernes Oake ; 
But what of this ? 

CAM. Ford. Marry this is ourdeviſe, 

That Fa!/#a#: at that Oake ſhall meet with us. 

Page. Weil,let itnot be doubted but he'l come, 

And 1n this ſhape when you have brought him thither, 
What ſhall be done with him ? What is your plot ? 

CAM. Page. That likewiſe have wethought upon , and 
XI an Page ( my daughter )and my little ſonne, thus ; 
And three or tource more of their growth, wee'l drefſe 
Like Vrchins, Ouphcs,and Fairics,greene and white, 
Withrounds of waxen T apers on their heads, 

And Rattles in thetr hands; upon a ſodaine, 
As Falfta9e,ſhc,and I,arencwly mct, 
Lerthem from forth a Saw-pit ruſh at once 
With ſome diffuſed ſong : Vpon their fight 
We two,in greatamazednelic will ye : 

Then let them all cucircle him abour, 

And Fairy-like to pinch the uncleane Knight ; 
And aske him why that houre of Fairy Revell, 
In their ſo ſacred pathes,he dares to tread 

In ſhape prophane, 

Ford. And till he tellthe truth, 

Let the ſurpoſed Fairies pinch him ſound, 
And burne him with their Tapers. 

AM. Pa. The truth being knowne, 

We'l all preſent our ſelves; diſ-horne the ſpirit, 
And mocke him home to 1Wnd/or. 

Ford. The children mult 
Be praQtis'd well to this,or they'l nev'c doo't, 

Evan. I will teach the children their behaviours:and 1 


will be like a Iacke-an-Apes alſo,to burne the Knighe with 


my Taber. 
Ford. That will be excellent, 
Ile goc buy them vizards. 


i. —_— —_ 
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Miſt, Page. My N an (hall be the Queene of all the 
Fairics,finely attired ina robe of white. | 
Page. That (ilke will I goe buy,andin thattume 
Shall M-Slexder (tcale my Nan away , 
And marry her at Eaten : goe,ſend to Falltaffe ſtraight. 
Ford, Nay,lle to him againe in name of Broome, 
Heel tell me all his purpoſe : ſure hee: come. 
AMs.Pa. Feare not you that : Goe get us properties 
And cricking for your Fairies: 
Evans, Letus aboutirt, 
It isadmirable plealures,and ferry honeſt knaveriess 
Miſ. Page. Goe Mitt.Ford, 
Send quickely to Sir /obs,ro know his minde ; 
lle tothe DoRor,he hath my good will, 
And none but he to marry with Na» Page : 
That Sknder(though well landed )is an Idcot : 
And he,my husband beſt of all affects - 
The DoRtor is well monyed,and his friends 


| Potent ar Court : he,none but he ſhall have her, 


Though twenty thouſand worthicr come to crave her. 
Exit, 


Scana quinta. 


a. 
— — — - — 
0 —— - — 


Enter Ho#t, Simple, Falſtaffe,Bardolfe, Evan, 
Cai, Duickly, 


Hoft.\What woulſt thou have? (Boore) what ? ( thick 
s$kin){peake,breathe,diſcuſle : bricte, ſhort,quicke,inap. 

S1w. Marry fir, come to ſpeake with Sir /oha Fal- 
ftafe trom M.Slender, 

Heſt, There's his Chamber , his Houſe, his Caſtle, 
his ſtanding bed and truckle bed : "tis painted about 
with the ſtory of the Prodigall,treſh and new : go, knock 


j and call ; hce'l ſpeake like an Anthropophaginian unto 


thee : Knocke [ fay. 

Sim. There's an old woman, a fat woman gone up into 
his chamber ; lle be ſo boid as itay Sir till ſhe come 
downe : I come to ſpeake with her indeed, 

Hoſt. Ha? Aftat woman? The Knight may be robb'd: 
Tle call, Bully-Knight, Bully-Sir /-h» : {peake from thy 
Lungs Military : Artthouthere ? It is thine Hoſt , thine 
Epheſian cals. 

Fal. How now,mine Hoft ? 

Hoſt. Here's a Bohemian-T ariar taries the comming 
downe of thy fat woman : Let her deſcend ( Bully ) let 
her deſcend ; my Chambers are honourable + Fie, priva- 
cy ? Fie. 

Fdl. There was ( mine Hoſt ) ano1d fat woman even 
now with me,but ſhe's gone. 

Sim. Pray you fir, was't not the wile woman of 
Branford ? 

Fal, 1 marry was it (Muſſcl-ſhel ) what would ycu 
with her ? 

Sim. My Maſter (Sir) my Maſter Slender , {cnt to her 
{ceing her goe through the ſtreets , ro know ( Sir ) whe- 
ther one Nam (Sir)that beguild him of a chaine , had the 
chaine,or no. 

Fal. Iſpake with the old woman abourit. 

Sim, And what fayes ſhe,I pray Sir? 

Fal. Marry ſhe fayes,that the very ſame man that be- 
guil'd Maſter Sender of his Chaine,cozen'd him ofit. 
Sip. I would I could have ſpoken with the —_ 

cr 


w — 


MAI - a9” 
5; of - 
Te 


* mw Pa 


— > 


.<&<S Xa a oi a me 


mm. 


| 


| The merry IV roes of Windjor. 57 


—_þ 


her ſelfe,1 had other things to haye ſpoken with her too, 
from him. 

Fat. What are they ?let us know. 

Hoſt. I,come : quickes, 

Fal. 1 may not conceale them (fir.) 

Hoſt, Conccale them,or thou di'(t. 

Sim, Why fir, they were nothing but about Mifſtris 
eAnne Page, to know if it were my Maſters tortune tv 
have her or no. 

Fel. 'Tis, tis his fortune. 

Sim, What Sir, 

Fdl, To have her, orno : goe ; fay the woman told 


me lo. 

Sim, May I be bold to fay (© fir? 

Fal. 1 fir : like who more bold, 

Sim. I thanke your worſhip : 1 ſhall make my maſter 
glad with thelc ridings. 

Heft. Thouart clearkly : thou art clearkly ( fir /obn) 
was there a wile woman withthee ? 

Fal. I,thatthere was (mine Hoſt) one thathath raught 
me more wit,then ever wy betore - my lite : 2 
[ paid nothing tor it neither, but was paid for my lear- 
= 7 Enter Bardolph, 

Bar. Out alas(ſir)cozonage : meere cozonage. 

Hoſt. Where be my horics? ſpeake well of VAI» 
letto. 

Bar. Run away withthe cozoners : for ſo ſoone as I 
came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behinde 
one of them in a flow of myre; and ſer ſpurres, and 
away z like three Germane-Diyels ; three Doctor Fau- 


Tiuſſes. 
Holt. They (ay 3 4 Duke (villaine) 
doc not lay they be tie": Germenes are honeſt men, 
Emer Evans, 
Ev. Where is mine Hoſt ? 
Heft, W hat is the matter (ir ? 

Evans, Have acarc of your cntertainments: there isa 
fricnd of mine come totewne, tels methere is three Co- 
zen-lermans ,thathas cozcnd all the Hoſts of Keadans , of 
HMaidenberd ; of Cole.brooke, of horſes and money : 1 
tell you for good will (looke you)you are wiſe, and full 
of gibes, and viouming-[tockes: and *tis not conventent 
you ſhould be cozoned. Fare you well. Exit. Enter (ar, 

(43. Ver'is mine Holt de Larieere ? 

Hoſt. Here (Maſter DoRor)in perplexity and doubt- 
tulldelemma. 

(4, 1 cannot tell vat is dat : butit is tell-a-me, dat you 
make grand preparation for a Duke de [amen : by my 
trot : derisno Duke dat the Court is know, to come : 1 
tell youfor good will : adieu. Exu, 

Heſt. Huy and cry(villaine)goe: aſſiſt me Knight, 1 
am undone : flye,run : hu and cry (villaine) I amundone, 

Exit, 

Fa, I would all the world might be cozen'd, for 1 
have beene cozcned and beaten too : if it ſhould come to 
the care of the Court, how 1 have beene transform'd;and 
bow my transformation hath beene waſh'd and cudgel'd, 
they would melt me out of my fat, dropby drop , and li- 
quor Fiſhermens boots with me : I warrant they would 
whip me with their fine wits,tiil I were as crelt-falne as 
adr1d Peare : 1 never profper'd,fince 1 forſwore my (eltc 
at Primero : well,it my wind were but long eaough ; 1 
would repent : Now ? Whence come you? 

Emer Quickly, 
Qs. From the two parties torſooth, 
Fai. The Divell take one party , and his Dam the 


— — 


(The better to devete her to the Doftor; 


other : and ſothey ſhall be both beſtow'd ; I have ſuf- 
ter'd more tor their fakes ; more than the villancus ins 
conftancy of mans diſpoſition is able to beare. | 

_ Qs. And have notthey ſuffer'd ? Yes, I warrant, ſpe- 
cioully one of them ; Miltris Ford (good heart) is beaten 
q—_— blue , that you cannot ice a white ſpot about 


C. 
Fal. Whattell't thou mee of blacke and blue? I was 
beaten my felfe into all the colours of the Rainebow : and 
| was like to be apprehended for the Witchof Brain- 
ford,out that my admirable dexterny of wit, iy counter- 
teiting theaction of an old Woman deliver'd mee, the 
Knave Conftable bad ſet me ith* Stockes , ich' common 
Steckes tor a Witch, | 
Qu#, Sir, let me ſpeake with you in your Chamber, 
you ſhall heare how things goc,and (I warrant ) to your 
content : here 15a letter will fay ſomewhat: (good hearts) 
whar a-doe here-isto bring you together? Sure one of 
youdo $s not ſerve heaven well,that youart ſo croſs'd. 
Fa/. Come up into my Chamber Exemnt, 


—*"————— ﬀ - — —_— 


Scana Sexta. 


po EE 
— 
——_ 


Emer Fenton, Mott. 

Hoſt, Maſter Fenzon,talke not to mec,my minde 15 hea» 
vy : L willgive over all. 

Fen. Yet heare me ſpeake : aſſiſt me in my purpoſe, 
And(as Iam a Gentleman)tle give thee 
A hundred pound in gold,more then yourloſſe. 

Ho#F. I will heare you ( Maiter Fexton) and I will (at 
the leait Jkeepe your counlell, 

Fen, From time to time, I have 2cquainted you 
With the deare love I beareto faire Anne F age, 
Who, mutually, hath anſwer'd my affection, 
(So tarre forth,as her ſelfe might be her chuter ) 
Even to my with ; Ihavea letter from her 
Of ſuch contents, as you will wonder at ; 
the mirth whereof,folarded wich my matter, 
Thar neither ſingly can be manif<ſted 
Without the ſhew of bath : fat Sir /obn Fa/faffe 
Hath a great Scene ; the image cf rhe jcit 
Ile ſhew you here ar large(harke good mine Heſt : ) 
To nightat Heynes Oke,jult 'rwixt twelveand one, 
Muft iny {weet Nan preſent the Faiery Queene : 
The purpoſe why,is here : in which diſguiſe 
While other je(tsare ſomething ranike on foot, 
Her father hath commanded her to tlip 
Away with Slender and with him at Eaton 
Immediately to marry : She hath couſcnted : Noyy Sir, 
Her moether,(even ſtrong againſt that match 
And firme for Doctor Ca hath appointed 
Thar he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away, 
While other ſports aretasking of theit mindes, 
Andat the Deanry,where a Prieſt ate nds 
Strait marry her : to this her Mothers plot 
She ({cemingly obedient)likewite hath 
Made promite tothe DoQtor : Now,thus it reſts, 
Her father meanes ſhe ſhall be all in wharte ; 
And inthat habite, when Sinder ſees his time 
To take herby the hand,and bid her goe , 
She ſhall goe with him : her Mother bath 1ccer.Ged 
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For they mult all be mask*d and vizarded) | 
Thar | 
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That quaintin c,ſhe ſhall be looſe enroab'd, 
With endo pendene, Goring 'bout her head ; 
And when the DoRor ſpics his vantage ripe, 
To pinch her by the hand,and on that roken, 
The maid hath given confent to goe with him, 
. Hoſt, Which meanes ſhe to deceive ? Father,or Mo- 
ther? 
Fes, Both (my Hoſt) ro goe along with me , 
And here it reſts,*hat you l pfocure the Vicar 
| To ſtay for me at Church, 'twixt twelveand one, 
; And inthe lawfull name of marrying, 
| To give our hearts united ceremony. 
Hoſt. Well, hasband your device ; Ile to the Vicar, 
Bring you the Maid, you ſhall not lacke a Prieſt . 
Fen. So ſhall l evermore be bound tothee ; 


Belides,lle make a prelent recompence. E xeunt. 


Cs Ta EE" "IE — 


Attus Quintus, Scena Prima. 


CC 


Enter Falftaffe,Quick!y and Ford. 


Pa/. Prethee no more pratling : go, Ile hold,this is the 
third time: I hope good luckelies in odde numbers, A- 
way,goc,they ſay there is Divinity in odde numbers, ci- 
ther 1n Nativity,chance,or death : away. 

Qs. lle provide you achaine, and lic doe what I can 
toget you a paire of hornes, 

Fal. Away I fay,time weares, hold up your head and 
mince. How now M. Broome ? Maſter Broome , the mat- 
ter will be knowne to night , or never. Be you in the 
Parke about midnight, at Hernes-Oake, and you ſhall ſee 
wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yeſterday(Sir)as you told 
me you had appointed ? 

Fal. 1 went to her ( Maſter Broome ) as you ſee, like a 
poore-old-man , but 1 came from her (Maſter Broome ) 
like a poot e-0)d-woman ; that ſame Knave ( Ford her huſ- 
band) hath the fineſt mad Divell of jealouſic in him ( Ma- 
ſter Broome) that ever govern'd Frenzic. I will rell you, 
he beat me grievouſly,in the ſhape ofa woman : ( for in 
the ſhape = pas ( Maſter Broome ) I fearc not Goliah 
with a Weavers beame, (becauſe I know alſo, life is a 
Shurtle)T am in haſte,goe along with mee, Ile tell you all 
(Maſter Broome : ) ſince I pluckt Geeſe , plaid Trewant 
and whipt Top, | knew not what 'ewasto be beaten , till 
lately, Follow me , lle tell you ſtrange things of this 
Knave Ford,on whom tonight I will be revenged , and I 
will deliver his wife into your hand. Follow , ſtrange 
things in hand ( M. Broome) follow. Exennt, 


—— 


——— 


| Seana Secunda, 


Enter Page, Shallow Slender, 


| Page. Come, come: wee'll couch i'th Caſtle-ditch, 

nll we ſee the light of our Fairies. Remember ſonne Slew. 
| 4r,my daughter; 

Sien. I torfoothyl have ſpoke with her , and wee have 

2a nay-word howto know one another, 1 come to ber 

in white, and cry Mum z ſhecryes Budget, and by that 


i 


we know one another . 

Shel, That's good too : but what needes either your 
Mum,or her Budget ? The white will decipber-her well 
enough. It hatk ſtrooke ten a'clecke. | 

Page. The night isdarke, Light and Spirits will be- 
come it well : Heaven our ſport, No man meancs 
evill but the Divell,and we ſhall know tum by his bornes, 
Letsaway : follow me. Excmnt, 
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Scena Tertia. 
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Emer Milt. Page, Miſt Ford, ( aims, 


Aft, Pape. M*.DoRor,m davghter i510 greene,when 
you ſee —_ time, ukederby the band, away with hcr 
tothe Deanry,and diſpatch it quickly : goe before into 
the Parke : we two muſt goe together. 

(#. I know vatI have to do adieu. Exit, 
Ari? Page. Fare you well (fir: )mny husband will not re- 
joyce ſo much at the abuſe ot Falfteffe, as he will chafe at 
the DoRtors marrying my daughter : But 'tis no matter ; 
berter a little chiding, then great deale of heart-breake. 

CMfe. Ford. Where is Nan now? and her troope of 
Fairies ? and the Welſh Divell Herne ? 

Miſt, Page. They are all couch'd ina pit hard by Herve: 
Oake, with obſcur'd Lights ; which ar the very inſtant 
ol ary «oY and our meeting, they will at once diſplay to 
thenight. 

i, Ford. That cannot c 
—_—— he be not amaz' 


but amaze him, 
will be mock'd : If 
he be amaz'd,he will be mock'd. 
Aft. Ford. Wee'l betray him finely. 
Ati.Pa. Againſt ſuch Lewdſters, and their Lechery, 
Thoſe that betray them doe no treachery. 
Aſt. Ford. The houre drawes on : to the Oake;to the 
Oake. E xeunt. 


—— 


| —_— 


Scena Quarta. 
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Enter Evans and Fairies. 

Evans. Trib,trib, Fairies : Come, and remember your 
parts : be pold ( I pray you) follow me into the pit, and 
when 1 givethe watch-'ords : doe as I bid you : Come, 
come,trib,trib, Exeurt, 


Scena quinta. 


— 
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Enter Falſtaffe, CMittreſſe Page, Miſtris Ford, Evans, 
HAnne Page, Fairies, Page, Ford Quickly, 
Slender, Fenton ,{ aim ,Peſtoll. 


Fal. The Windſor Bell hath firoke rwelve ; the Mi- | 
nute drawes on : Now the hot-bloodied-gods aſſiſt mee : 
Remember love, thou waſt a Bull for thy Ewyope, Love | 
ſer on thy hornes. O full Love , that in ſome re- 
{pets makes a Beaſt a Man: in ſome other,a Mana Beall. 
You werealfo (Iupiter)a Swan, for the love of Lede - © 
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emniporent Love, how nere the god drew to the com» 
plexion of a Goole : a fault done firſt in the forme of a 
Beaſt,(O Love,a bealtly fault : ) and then another fault, 
in the temblance of a Fowle, thinke on't (Tove) a fowle- 
fault. Wher gods have hot backes , what ſhall poorc 
men doe?For me, I am here a Wwdſor Stagge, and the 
fatreſt ( Ithinke) 1'th Forreſt, Send mea coole rut-time 
(love)or whocan blame ime to piſſe my Tallow ? Who 
comes here? my Doe ? 

M.Ford. Sir Toln? Artthou there (my Deare?) 
My male-Deerc ? 

Fat. My Doe with the blacke Scut ? Let the $kie 
raine Potatocs : let it thunder, to the tune of Greene- 
ſlceves,haile-kiling Comfits , and tnow Eringoes: Let 
there come a tempelt of provocation, I will ſhelter mee 
here. 
M.Ferd. Miſtris Page is come with me (Sweetheart. ) 

Fal. Divi'd me like a brib'd-Bucke , cacha Haunch: 
I will kcepe my fides to my (clfe , my ſhoulders tor the 
fellow of this walke ; and my hornes I bequeathe your 
busbands. Am Ia Woodman,ha? Speake 1 like Herne 


= the Hunter ? W hby,now is Cupid a childe of Conſcience, 


he makesreſtitution. As I am a true ſpirit, welcome, 

M.Fage Alas,what noyle ? 

AM.Ford. Heaven forgive our (innes. 

Fal. What ſhould this be? 

CAC. Ford. M. Page. Away Aways 

Fat. I thinke the Divell will not have me damn'd, 
Leaſt the Oyie that's in me thould fer hell on fire ; 

He would never elſe crofſe me thus, 
Enter Faris. 

Qs. Fairies,blacke,gray ,greene,and white, 
You Moone-ſhine Revellers,and thades of night. 
You Orphan heires of tixed dettiny, 

Attend your 0141ce,and your quality. 
Crier Hob-goblin,make the Fairy Oyes. 

Pit. Elves,lilt your names : Silence you ayry toyes. 
Cricket,to Wwmdſor Chimneyes (halt thou leape : 
Where hires thou tind'{t unrak'd,and Hearths un{ wept, 
Therepinch the Maides as blue as Bilbery, 

Our radiant Queere hates Sluts and ſlurrery. 

Fal,They are Faitjes,he that lpeakes torhem ſhall die. 
lle winke and couch : No mantberir workes muſt eye. 

Ev. Where's Bede?Go you,and where you tinda Maid 
That ere ſhe ſleepe has thrice her prayers aid, 

Raiſe up the Organs of her tantafie, 

Sicepe ſhe as ſound as carcieiſc infancy, 

Bur thoſe asſleepe and thinke nor on their ſinne3, 

Puach them armes, I-gs,backs, ſhoulders, fidesand ſhinnes, 

Qs. Abour,about : 

Search Windſor Caſtle(Elves)within and our. 
Strew good lucke(Ouphes)on every facred roome, 
That it may ftand rill the perpetuall doome, 

In ſtate as wholeſome,as in Rate *ris fit, 

Worthy the Owner,and the Owner it. 

The feverall Chaires of Order,looke you ſcowre 
With juyce of Balme ; and cvery precious flowre, 
Eactfaire Inſtalment,Coat,and ſecv'rall Creſt, 
With loyall Blazon evermore be bleſt. 

And Nightly.medow-Fairics,iooke you ſing 
Liketo the Garters-Compaſic in a Ring, 
Th'expreſſure that ir beares : Greene let it be, 
More fertile-treſh then allthe field to ice : 

And , Hony Soit Qi Mal-j-Penſe,vcrite 

[n Emrold tuffes, Flowres purple,bIuc,and white, 
Like Saphire-pearle,and rich Embroideric, 


” 
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Buckled below tairc Knight-hoods bending knce ; 
Fairies ute Flowers for their Characterie, 

Away diſperſe: Bat till 'tis one a clocke, 

Our dance of cuſtome round about the Oke 

Ot Herne the Hunter, lct us not forget. 

Ev, Pray youlocke hand in hand, your ſelves in order (ety 
And twenty Glow-wormes ſhall our Lanthornes be 
To guide our Meafare round about the tree. 

Bur (tay,I (mell a man of middle carth. 

Fal. Heavens detend me from that Welſh Fairy, 
Leaſt hetransforme me to a peece of Cheete. = 
—- Vilde worme, thou waſt ore-look'd even in thy 

ict 

Qs. With tryall-fre touch me his finger end : 

It he be chaſte,the fame will backe delcend 
And turne him tono paine : bur it he tart, 
Ic1s the fleſh ofa corrupted hearr, 

Poſt. Atriall,come. 

Evans.Come,will this wood take fire ? 

Fal. Oh,ob,oh. 

Qs, Corrupt,corrupt,and taintcd in defire, 

About him( tairies):ing aſccrntu'l Rime, 
And as you trip,ftill puich tum to your time, 


The Sang, 
Ficon fanfull Phanta/ie : Fie on Luſt and [ rxurie 
Loſt is but a bloody fire findied with wnchaſte deſire, 
Fed inheart whoſe flames aſpire, 
e's thoughts doe blow them higher and biker, 
Pinch ham( F airies) mutually : pinc's him for bu Villarte, 
Pinch him,and burne him and toe him ab owt, 
Toll Candles and Starelight,and Ncone-ant be ont, 


Page. Nay doe not flye, i thinke we have watche you 
now s Will none but Herze the Hunter ſerve your 
turnc ? 

M.Page, I pray you come,hols rpthe jeſtno higher, 
Now (good Sir [en )boiww hike you 1md/or Wives? 

Sec you thee hnsbands ? Doe not thee fairc Okes 
Become the Forreſt better then the Towne ? 

Ford. Now Sir, whvu'sa Cucko!d now ? 
MM". Broome, Falſtaff s a Knave a Cuckoldly Knave, 
Heere are his hornes Maſter Zromme : 
And Maſter Breome , he hath enjoycd nothing of Ford, 
but his Buck-basker, his Cudpell , and ewenty pounds of 
money, which mult be paid t2 M, Breeme, his hor{csarc 
arreſted for it, M. Broome. 

A1.Ford. Sit Tobm,yvc bave had ill Incke : we conld ne- 
vcr meet ; I willnever take you tos my Love againe,but 
| will alwayescount you my Deere. 

Fal. I doe begin to perceivethat | am made an Aſe. 

Ford. I, and an Oxc too; both the prootes are cex- 
rant, 

Fal. And theſe are not Fairies : 

[ wasthree or foure times inthe thought they were no* 
Fairics,and yer the guiltineſſe of my minde , the ſodaine 
ſurprize of my powers,drovethe groflenciic of the fop- | 
pery intoa receiv'd belicfe, indefpightofthe teeth of all 
rimcand reaſon, that they were Fairies. See now how 
wit may be made a lacke-a-Lent, when tis upon ll tm 
ployment. 

Evan, Sir lohn Faſftaffe , ſerve Got, and leave your | 


| defires,and Fairics will not pinſe you. 


Ford. Well faid Fairy Hmngh. 
Evan, And lcave you your jcaiouzizs tov, I pray | 
you, 
Ford 


_— 
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Ford. 1 wil never miſtruſt my wife againe , till chou | 
art able to weor her in good Engl. = 
Fal. Havel laid my braine wn the Sunne and dri'd it, 
that it wants marrer to prevent ſo grofle ore-reaching as 
this? AmlT ridden with a Welch Goattoo ? Shail I have 


a Coxccombe of Frize? *Iistume I were choak'd vitha | 
pecce of toaſted Cheele, 9 
Evans.Secle 1s not good to give putter 5 your pelly is all | 
ut'cr. | 
n Fal. Secſe and Putter? Have I liv'd to ſtand atthe | 
tamt of cnerhat makes Fritters of Euglyb? This is © | 
nough to be the decay of Luſt and late-walking through | 
the Realme, | 
1M, Page. Why Sir John, doe you thinke,tbough we | 
would have thruſt vertue out of our hearts by the head | 
and ſhoulders, and have given our felves without ſcruple | 
© Hull, rhat everthe Davell could bave made you our 
dclght ? 
Ford. What,x Hodge-pudding? A bag of Flax? &— | 
Mit, Page. A putt man ? 
Paze. Oul,coid,wither'd,and of intollerable entrails? 
Ford. And one thatis as ſlanderous as Sathan ? 
Page, Andas as cb, 
Ford, And as wicked as his wife ? 
Evan, And givento F ornications,and to Tavernes,and 
Sacke,and Wine,and Metheglins, and todrinkings, and 


| It isnot Aw Pape,by gar, am cozonedd 


{wearings,and ſtaring ? Pribbles and prabbles? 

Fal. Well,I am your Theame : you have the ſtart of 
me, I am dejectcd : I am not able to anſwer the Welch 
Hannc!l, Ignorance itfelfe isa Plummet ore me , ule me as 
you wall, 

Ford, Marry fir, wee'l bring you to Wind{ar to one 
M* Broome, that you have cozon'd of money, to whom 
you ſhould have beene a Pander : over and above that you 
have ſufter'd, Ithinke,to repay that money will be a bt- 
ting ati1t10n, | 

Page, Yet be cheerefull Knight , thou ſhalt eat a Poſſer 
tonightat my houſe, where I will defire theeto laagh ar 
my wife, that now langhesatthee : Tell her MF. Slender 
hath marricd ber (Jaughter, 

Atiſt Pa ”. DoRtors doubt that - 

If : ane Page be my daughter , ſhe is ( by this ) Dogor 
{ ains wite. 
Enter Slender 
$/en. Whoa hoe, hoe, Father Page. 
Page. Synmne? How now? How now ſonne, 
Have you diſpatch'd ? 

Slen. Diſpatch'd ? Ile make the beſt in C/oſterſhire 
know on't : would 1 were hang d lagelſe. 

Page. Of what,fonne ? 

Sen. 1 came yonder at Eatonto marry Miſtris eAnne 
Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly Boy. It it had not beene 
1't Church, I would have {wing 'd him, or he ſhould have 
{wing'd mec. IfI did not thinke it had beene «Anze 
Page, would I might never ſtirre, and 'tis a Polt-maſters 

Boy. 


| ———_ 


Page. Vponmy life then,you tooke the wrong. 
S'en. What need you tell methat ? I thinkefo, when 
I tooke a Boy for a Gurle : 1t I had beene married to bim, 
__ he was in womans apparell) 1 would not have had 
im. | 
Page. Why,this is your owne folly, | 
Did not I tell you how you ſhould know my daughter 
By her garments ? 


0 FF 


T he meery Wives of Windſor, . 


=O 


Slen, 1 went to her in greene , and cryed Mum , and | 


F 


ſhe cry'd Budger, as Awxeand I had appointed, and yet it | 


was not Ame,bnt a Poſi-maſters Boy. : | 
Miſt. P age. Good George be not angry, knew of your 


purpolc : turn'd my dagghter into white, and indeed ſhee | S, 
1s now with the DoQtor at the Leanry,and there maxricd, | © 


Enter ( ates, > 
Cai. Veris Miſtris Page : by gar Iam cozoned,, 
married one Garſoon, a Boe ; oon Peſarit,by gar. A Boy, 


M.Pa. Why ? did you take her in white ? 


ſor. 
Ford. This is ſtrange : W ho hath ger the right Anne? 
Page, My hcart miſgives me, here comes M. Fenton. 
How now M. Fenton? 
An. Pardon good fat her,good my mother pardon, 
Page. Now Miſtris : 
How chance you went not with M. Slender ? 
Mi. Pa. Why went you not with M*.DoQor Maid? 
Fen, You doc amaze her : hcare the truth of ir, 
You would have married her moſt ſhametully, 
Where there wasno proportion held in love : 
The truth is,ſhe and I (long ſince contracted ) 
Are now ſo ſure that nothing can difſolveus : 
Thoffence is holy that ſhe hath commuted, 
And this deceit loſes the name of cratr, 
Of ditobedience,or undutcous title, 
Since thercin ſhe doth evitate and ſhun 
A thouſand irreligious curicd houres 
Which forced marriage wou!d bave brought upon her. 
Ford. Stand not'amaz'd, here is no remedy : 
In Love,the heavens themſelves doe guide the ſtate, 
Money buyes Lands,and wives arc ſold by fate. 
Fal, I am glad , though you have tane a ſpectall ſtand 
to {trikeat me,that your Arrow hath glanc'd. 
Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton , heavengive thee 
joy what cannot be eſchew'd, muſt be embrac'd. 
Fat, When night-dogs runne , all forts of Decrcare 
chac'd. 
As Pa. Well,I will muſe no further : M.Fenton, 
Heaven give you many ,many merry dayes : 
Gocd husband,let us every one goe home, 
And laugh this ſport ore by a countrey fire, 
Sir [ohm and all, 
Ford. Let it beſo (Sir Jobn:) 
To Maſter Broome,yeu yet ſhall hold your word, 
For he,to night, ſhalllye with Miſtris Ford. Exeunt, 


(4. I be gar, and *tisa Boy : be gar, llc raiſe all Find: | 7 
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eAttus Primus, Scana Prima, 


——_— —_ — 


Enter Duk: Eſcalus,Lards. 


2 ? Stalus. 
tt Eſta. My Lord. 
D#k,Ot government,the propert 


Since I am pur to know,that your owne SCIcnce 
Exceeiles (inthat)the liſts of all advice 
My ſtrength can give you : Then no more remaines 
But that, to your ſuificiency, as your worth is able, 
And let them worke : The nature of our people, 
Our Cuties initi:arions,and the Termes 
For Common Iuſtice,y'are as in 
As Art,and praiſe hath enriched any 
That we rememember : There is our Commillion, 
From which,we would not have you warpe ; call hither, 
Ifay,bid come before us Angel : 
W hat figure of us thinke you,he wil beare. 
For you muſt know, we have with ſpectall foule 
EleRed him 0.r abicnce to ſupply ; 
Lent him our terror,dreſt him with our love, 
And given his Depuration all the Organs 
Ot our ownc power : what thinke you of it ? 

Eſc, If any in Viewna be of worth 
To undergoe ſuch ainple grace and honour, 
leis Lord Angelo, 


Enter eAngelo. 


Duke, Looke where he comes. 
Ang. Alwayes obedient to your graces will, 
Icomcto know your Graces pleaſure. 
Duke. eAngels : 
There is a Kinde of Charater in thy life, 
That to th'obſerver,doth thy hiſtory 
Fully vnfold : Thy felfe and thy belongings 
Are no: thine owne fo proper,as to waſte 
Thy {elfe upon thy vertues ; they on thee : 
Heaven doth with us,28 we with Torches doe, 
Not |12ht them for themſelves : For if our vertues 
Did rot goe forth of us,'rwere all alike 
As1t we had them not : Spirits are not finely touch'd, 
Butto fine ifſurs : nor Nature never lends 
The imalleſt (cruple of her excellence, 
But like arhrifcy goddeffe, ſhe determines 
Her (elfe the glory of acreditour, 
Borh thankes and ule ; but I'doe bend my {pecch 


—— — _ 


215 ies tounfold, 
9997 Would ſceme in me t'affet ſpeech and ditCourle. 


| Tamnot 


To one that can my part in him advertiſe ; 
Hold therefore angels : 
In our remove,be thou at full,our ſ(clte : 
Mortality and Mercy in Viexne 
Live in thy tongue and heart : Old £ſca/me 
Though firſt in queſtion, is thy ſecondary. 
Take thy Commillion, 
Ang. Now good my Lord 
Let there be ſome more telt,made of my mettle, 
Before ſo noble and ſo great a figure 
Be ſtampt'c upon it, 
Dwks. No moreeyaſion : 
We have witha leaven'd,and prepared choyce 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours 3 
Our haſte from hence is of to quicke congition, 
That ir prefers it ſelfe,and leaves unqueſtion'd 
Matters of necdtull value : We ſhall write to you 
As time,and our concernings ſhall imporrune, 
How it goes with us,and doc looke to know 
Whar doth befall you here. So fare you well : 
To th hopefull execution doe 1 leave you, 
Of your Commſſon, 
Ang. Yet giveleave (my Lord,) 
That we may bring you ſoinething on the way. 
Dake. My haſte may not admit it, 
Nor need you(on mine honour )have to doe 
With any {cruple : your ſcope 1s 25 mire owne, 
Soroinforce, or qualife the Tawes, 
Asto yoar ſoule teemes good : Give m2 your hand, 
He privily away : I love the people, 
But doe not like to ſtage meto their eyes : 
Though it doe well, I doe not relliſh well 
Their loud applauſe,and Aves vehement : 
Nor doe I thinke the man of ſafe diſcretion 
That do's affeFt it. Once more fare you well. 
eAng. The heavens givelatery to your purpoſes, 
Ee. Lead forth and bring you backe in happineſle. 
Dube. Ithanke you, fare you well. 
Eſc. 1 ſhall defire you,Sir,to give me leave 
To have free ſpeech with you ; and it concernes me 


| To looke into the botrome of my pl:ce : 


A puwer I have,but of w'at {trength and nature, 
inſtrufted, 

eAvg, Tisfo with me : Letus with-drayy together, 
And we may ſoone our ſatistaction haye 


Touching that point. 


Efe, lie wait upon you honotr, 


Exit. | 


T— — 


-__  —R— > 80 


— 


DC ——— 


eMeaſure for Meaſure. 


E——— ——  ——  — — 


Sczna ſecunda. 
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Enter Lacio,and two other Gentlemen. 

Lc. 1t the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not to 
c ition with the King of Hungey , why then all the 
Dukes fall upoa the King. : 

1 Gent, Heaven grant as its peace, but not the King of 
FHungaries, 

2 Gent. Amen. 

Lc. Thou conclud'ſt like the SanAimontous Pyrat, 
that werit to Sea with the tenne Commandements , but 
ſcrap'd one out of the Table. 

2 Gent, Thou ſhalt not ſteale? 

Lac. I1,thit he raz'd. 

1 Gent. Why? 'twas a Commandement to command 
the Captaine and all the reſt from their fun&ions : they 
pur forth to ſteale :«There's not a ſouldier of us all , that 


inthechankeſgiving before meate,doe ralliſh the petition | 


well that prayes for peace, 

2 Gent. I never heard any ſouldier diſlike it. 

Lac. 1 beleeve thee : for I thinke thou never was't 
where Grace was ſaid. 

2 Gent, No? a dozen times at lcaſt, 

1 Gent, What? in meeter ? 

Lac. In any proportion, or in any language. 

1 Gent, I thinke,or 1n any Religion. 


| 
Luc. I,vchy not? Grace,is Grace, deſpight of all con- | 


troverte : as for example ; Thuu thy ſcltc art a wicked 
villaine,defſpight of all Grace 

1 Gent. Wcll : there went buta paire of ſhecres be- 
ewceene usSs 

Luc, 1 grant: as there may beryycene the Liſts and 
the Velvet. Thou art the Liſt. 

1 Gent, And thou the Velvet ; thou art good Velvet ; 
thou'rt a three pil'd-peece I warrait thee : 1 had as liete 
be a Lyſt of an Engliſh Kerſey,as be pil'd asthou art pil'd, 
tor a French Velvet.Doe I ſpecke feelingly now ? 

Lac, Tthinke thou doſt : and indeed with moſt paine- 
Full fecling of thy ſpeech : I will, out of thine owne con- 
feſſion,learne to begin thy health; but whilſt I live , for- 
get to drinke after lee. 

7 Gent.Ithinke I have done my ſclfe wrong,have I not? 

2 Gent. Yes, that thou haſt z whether thou art tainted, 
or trec. Enter Bawde. 

Luc. Belold,bchold,wvhere Madam 4fitigation comes. 
I have purchas'd as many diſcaſcs under her Roofe, 

AS CUIMNC TOmn— 

2 Gent, To whatl pray ? 

Exc. Tudge. 

2 Gent, Tothree thouſand Dollours a yeeres 

1 Gemt, I,and more. 

Luc. A French crowne more- 

1 Gent. Thou art alwayes figuring diſcaſes in me ; but 
thou art full of crrour, lam ſound. 

Zac. Nay, not ( as one would ſay ) hzalthy : but ſo 


| 


| 


jy 


ſound,as things that are holtow ; thy bones are hollow ; \ 


Impicty has made a feaſt of thee. 
1 Gevt. How now, which of your hips has the moſt 
a Sciatica? 
Bewd. Well, well : there's one yonder arreſted , and 
carried to priſon, was worth five thouſand of youall. 
3 Gent, Who's that I prethee ? 
Bawd, Marry (ir,that's Claudio Signior Clandss, 


| Soevery {cope by the immoderate uſe 
| Turnesto reſtraint : our Natures doe purſue 


CC ——— 


I Gent, Claudio to priſon ? 'tis notſo. 

Bawd. Nay,buti know 'tisſo : I ſaw him arreſted : 
ſaw him carried away : and which is more, within theſe 
three _— head to be chopt off. 

Luc, But afterall this fooling,1 would not have ito : 
Ar thort {ure of this ? 

Bavd. I am too ſure of it : and it is for getting Ma- 
dam [xlierte with child. 

Lac. Belceve tnce this may be: hee promis'd to meete 
= ewo howres ſince,and he was ever preciſe inpromile- 

ceping. 
2 Gem, Beſides you know,it drawes ſomething neere 
tothe ſpcech we bad to ſuch a purpoſe. 

I Gent. But moſt of all agreeing with the Proclamation, 

Inc. Away,lct's goc learne the truth of it. Exemn, 

Bawd. Thus,what with the war ; what with the ſweat, 
what with the gallowes , and what with , Iam 
cuſtome-ſhrunke, How now ? what's the newes with 
you? Enter Clowne. 

Chow, Yonder man is carryed to priſon. 

Baw. Wcll ; what has he e 

Clow, A woman. 

—_ But _ offence ? 

. Gropi Trowts,in a pecuhar River, 

Bav. Whit? © there a Maid with child by him? 

(ow. No :but there's a woman with Maid by him : 
you have not heard of the Proclamation, have you? 

Baw, '\ hat Proclamation,man ? 

({llew. All houſes in the Suburbes of Views muſt bee 
k'd downe. 

Bow. And what ſhall become of thoſe inthe Citie ? 

Clow. They ſhall ſtand for ſced : they had gonedowne 
too,but that a wiſe Burger put in for thetn, 

Bw. But ſhall all our houſes of refort in the Snbarbes 
be pull'ddowne? 

Claw, To theground Miſtris. 


Baw. Why here'sa change indeed in the Common: | | 4 


wealth : what ſhall become ot me ? 

(tow. Come : fearenot you : good Counſellonrs lacke 
no Clients : though youchange your place, you need not 
change your Trade:[le be your Tapſter ſtill;courage,therc 
will be pitty taken on you; you that have worne your cies 
almoſt out im the ſervice,you will be conſidered, 

F Bawd. What's todoe here, Thomas Tapfter ? |et's with- 
raw. 

{lew. Here comes Signior Claxdio, led by the Provcſt 
topriſon : and theres Madam /wher. Fxennt. 


Scana tertia. 


— 


Feter Provoſt Claudio Iuliet,O fficers, Lucio, and two Gent. 
Cla.Fellow, why doſt thou ſhow me thus to th'worle? 
Beare me to priſon, whereI am committed. 
Pro, I doe itnot in evill diſpoſition, 
Bur from Angeloby ſpeciall charge. 
(as. Thuscanthe demy-god( Authority ) 
Make us pay downe,for our offence,by waight 
The words of heaven; on whom it will,it will, 
On whom it will not(ſo)yer {till ris juſt. ({trant. 
Lne. Why how now (audio? whence comes this re- 
Clas. From too-much liberty,(my Lucio)liberty, 
As ſurfet is the father of much falt, 


| — = 
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Meaſure for Meaſure. 


Like Ratsthut ravin downe their proper Bane, 
A thirſty evill and when we drinke,we dic. 
Lac« If 1 could ſpeake ſo wilcly, under an arreſt, 1 
would ſend for certaine of my Credirors: and yet, tOlay 
the truth, I had as liefe have the foppery of freedome, as 
the mortality of impriſonment : what's thy affence, 
Claude ? \ 
(la. What (but to ſpeake of ) would offend againe. 
Lue. What 1s't murder ? 
{{4. No, 
Lace. L:chery ? 
Cla, Call it fo. 
Pro. Away,ſir,you muſt goe. 
Cla. One word, good friend : 
Lacis,a word with you. 
Luc. A hundred : 
If they'l doc you any good : Is Lechery fo look'd after? 
Cla, Thus ſtands it with me : upon a true contrat 
[ got polleſſion of /uliettas bed, 
You know the Lady,ſhe isfalt my wife, 
Save that we doe the denunciation lacke 
Ot outward Order. This we came not ro, 
Onely for propagation of a Dowre 
Remaining in the Coffer of her friends, 
From whoa we thought it meet to hide our Love 
Till Tim: had made themfor os. Bur it chances 
The ſtealth of our moſt mutuall entertainment 
With CharaQer too groſle, is writ in /nher, 
Luc. With Childe, perhaps ? 
{. Vnhappily,cven ſo. 
And che new Deputy,now forthe Duke, 
W hether it be the fault and glimpſe of newneſle, 
Or whether that the body publique, be 
A horſe whereon the Governour doth ride, 
Whonewly in the ſcar,that it may know 
He can command ; lets it ſtrait feele the ſpur : 
Whether the tyranny bein is place, 
Oc in his eminence that fils itup 
I (tagger in : But thisnew Governour 
Awakes me ll the enrolled penalties 
Which havc(like unſcowr'd Armor)hung by th wall 
So long,that ninetcene Zodiacks have gane ronnd, 
And none of them been worn ; and for a naine 
N6y putsthe drowſic and negleted AR 
Freſhly on me : 'tis ſurely foraname. 

Lac. 1 warrant it is: and thy head ſtands ſo tickle on 
thy ſhoulders, that a Milke-maid, if ſhe be inlove, may 
ligh it off : Send atcer the Duke and appeale to him. 

Cla. I have done ſo,but he's not to be found. 

I prethee( Lac:o)doe me this kinde ſervice : 
This day,my filter ſhould the Cloyſter enter, 
And there receive her approbation. 
Acquaint her with the danger of my ſtate, 
Implore her,in my voyce,that ſhe make friends 
Tothe ſtrit Deputy: bid her ſelfe aſſay him, 
I have great hope iathat : for in her youth 
There 15 a prone and ſpeechleſſe DialeR, 
Suchas move men: beſide (he hath proſperous Art 
When ſhe will play withreaſ; diſcourſe, 
And well ſhe can perſwade. 
Exc. Ipray ſhe may; as well for the encouragement 
ofthe like, which clſe would ſtand upon grievous impo- 


ry ſhould be thus fooliſhly loſt,ata game of Ticke-tacke : 
lle to ber. 


Ci. Ithanke you good friend Lacie. 


(tion: as for the enjoying of thy life, who I would be for- . 


| 


— __— 


Luc. Within two houres. 


C!a. Come Ojficer away. 


_————— ———— — > — — 


Scena (Quarta. 


oe 
_ OS > — — _ __— 


Enter Dukg and Frier Thomas. 


Dukg Ne: holy Father throw away that thought, 


Belceve not that the dribbling dart of love 

Can picrcea compleat bolome : why,I deſire thee 
To give me {ccret harbgur,hath apurpoſe 

More grave and wrinkled,then the aimesand chds 


Fri. May your Grace] of it. 

Duke My holy fir,none beter knowes then you 
How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd 
And held in idleprice,to haunt aſſcmblies 
Where youth and coſt,and witicfle bravery keepes. 
I havedclivered to Lord erge/o | 
( A man of ſtricture and firme abſtinence) 


My abſolute power,andplace 


here in Views, 


And bei me travail'd to Poland, 
(Far {o 1 have ſtrew'd it in the common care) 
Ando it is receiv'd : Now (pious fir) 
You will demaund of me, why I do this. 
Fri. Gladly,my Lord. 


Duke. We have (trick Statutes,and moſtbiting Lawes, 
(The necdfull bits and curbes for headfirong weeds, 


Which for this fourtcene yeares, we have |ct ſlip, 
Eyenlike an ore-growne Lyon in a Cave 

That goesnot out to prey : Now,as fond Fathers, 
Having bound up the threatning tiwigs of Burch, 
Onely to {ticke it in their childrens fight, 


For crrour,nct to uſc : 


1atunc the rod 


More mock'd then tcar'd : ſoour Decrees, 
Dcadto infliction,to themſelves are dead, 
And liberty plucks luſtice by the noſe ; 

The Baby beatesthe Nurſe,and quite athwart 


Goes all decorum, 


Fri. It reſted in your Grace 


Tounloele thisty 


Juſtice, when you pleas'd ; 


And it in you more dreadfull would have teem'd 


Than in Lord Angelo. 


Dake. 1 doe teare,too dreadfu!l : 
Sith 'twas my fault co give the people ſcope, 
'Twould be ranny to ſtrike & gall them, 


For what I bid them doe : For we bid this be done 


When evilldeeds have their permiſſive paſſe, 


And not the puniſhment ; therefore indeed (my father ) 


[ have on Angelo impos'dthe othce, 

Who may in th'embuſh of my name, ſtrike home, 
And yet,my naturenever inthe hght 

Todoe in {lander : Andto behold his ſway 

I will,as 'twere a brother of your Order, 

Viſit both Prince and people: Therefore I prethee 
Supply me with the habit,and inſtruct me 


How I may formally in 


perſon beare 


Like a true Freer : Moe reaſons for this ation 
At your more leifure,ſhall I render you ; 
Onely this one : Lord Ange/o ispreciſe, 
Srands at a guard with Envie : ſcarce conſe ſes 


Thar his blood flowes: or that his appetite 
Is more tobread than ſtone : hence ſhall we ſee 
If power change purpole : _ Seemers be, Exeur, 
| 2 Srens | 


—_— —— 
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Meaſure for Meaſure, 


Scena (Quinta. 


—_ ——  ——C—— —— - —__—— 
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Emer Iſabell,end Franciſca a Nun. 


Y Ja, Andhave you Nunsno farther priviledges ? 
XN un. Arenot theſe large enough ? 
Iſa. Yestruely ; 1 ſpeake not asdefiring more, 
Butrather wiſhing a more ſtri& reſtraint 
Y pon the Siſterhood, the Votariſts of Saint Clare, 
Luci within, 
Luc. Hoa? peace be in this place. 
Iſs. Who's that which cals? 
Nwn, It is a mans voyce,gentle Iſabella, 
Turne you the key and know his buſineſle of him ; 
You may ;I may not : you arc yetun{worne : 
When you have vow'd,you muſt notipeake with men, 
But in the preſence of the Prooreſſe z 
Thenif you (peake,you muſt not ſhew your face ; 
Or if you ſhew your facc,you mult not ſpeake : 
He calsagaine : I pray you anſwer hig). 

Iſa. Peace and proſperity : who is't that cals ? 

Lac. Haile Virgin,(if you be)as thoſe cheeke-Roſes 
Proclaime you are nolefſc : can you ſoſteced me, 

As bring me to the ſight of /ſabelle, 
A noviceof this placc,and the faire Siſter 
To her unhappy brother Clandis ? 

Iſa. W hy her unhappy brother ? Ler me aske, 
The rather for I now muſt make you know 
I am that Iſabels,and his Siſter. 

Luc.Gentle and faire : your brother kindly greets you; 
Not to be weary with you ; he's in priſon. 

Iſa. Woe me ; for what ? 

Lac, For that,which it my ſelfe might be his Iudge, 
He ſhould receive his puniſhment in thankes : 

He hath got his friend with Childe, 

Ifa. Sir,make me not your ſtory. 

Luc.'Tistruc ; I would not,though 'tis my familiar fin, 
Wirth Maids tofccme the Lapwing,and to jeit 
Tongue,farre from heart : play with all Virgins ſo”: 

I hold you as a thing cneskicd and fainted, 
By your renoancement,an immortall ſpirit 
And tobe talk'd with in lincerity, 

As with a Saint, 

I/a. Youdoe blaſpheme the good,in mocking me. 

Luc. Doe not beleeve it : tewneſle,and trurh ; tisthus, 
Your brother and his Lover have imbrac'd; 

As thoſe that feed, grow full : as blofloming Time 
That from the ſcedneſlethe bare fallow brings 
To teeming foyſon: cven 1o her plenteous wombe 
Expreſſeth his fall Tilthand Husbandry. 
Iſa. Some one with child by him? my Coſen Juliet ? 


Luc. 1s ſhe your Colen ? | 
Iſa. Adoptedly, as ſcheole-maids change their names 

By vaine,though apt affection. 

Lac. She 1t 1s, 

Iſa. Lethim marry her. 

Luc. This is the point, 
The Duke is very ttrangely gone trom hence ; 
Bore many Gentiemen(my ſclte being one) 
in hand,and hope of ation : but we doe learne, 
By thoſe that know the very Nerves of State, 
His giving-out, were of an Infinite diftance 
From his true meant defigne : upon his place, 


—_— _ 


(And with full line of his authority ) 
Gorernes Lord Azgels ; A man, whoſe blood 
Is very ſnow-broth : one,who never feeles 
The wanton ſtings,and motions of the ſenſe ; 
But doth rebate,and blunt his naturall edge 
With profits of the minde : Study ,and faſt. 
He (to give feare touſe,and liberty, 

Which have, for | y the hideous Law, 
As Myce by Lions)hath pickt out an aR, 
Vader whoſe heavy ſenſe, your brothers life 
Fals into forfeit : he arreſts him on it 

= _— cloſe the rigour of the Seature 

o make him an example : all 13 gone, 
Vnleſle you havethe grace,by - Gi wa yer 
To ſoften «Fngels : And that's my pith Ol buſineſſe 
'T wixt you,and your poore brother, 

Ia. Doth he 1o, 

Secke his life ? 

Zxc. Has cenſur'd him already, 

And asI heare,the Provoſt hath a warrant 
For's execution. 

Iſa. Alas: whatpoore 
Abilitie's in me,to doc him good ? 

£xc. Aſſay the power you have. 

I/a. My power? alas,I doubt. 

Zxc. Our doubts are traitors : | 
Andexkesuslothe good we ———— 

y fearing to atrempt : Goe to Lor N 
And let him learne to know, when Ee, 

Men give like gods: but when they weepe and kneele, 
All their PE—_ astracly theirs 
As they themſelves would owe them. 

Jfa. Tie ſee what I can doe. 

Luc. But ſpeedily. 

Iſa. T will about it ſtrait ; NEE: 
No longer ſtaying,but to give the Mot 
Notice of my affaire : 1 bondly thanke you : 
Commend me tomy brother : ſooneat night 
Ile ſend him certaine word of my ſuccellc. 

Lac, Itake my leave of you. 

Iſa. Good fir adicu- 


Exe. 


mm. 


eAttns Secundas,Scena Prima, 


— 


Emer Angelo, Eſcalu und ſervants, Inftice, 
eAng. We mult notmake a ſ{car-crow of the Lay, 
Setting 1t up to feare the Birds of prey, 
And let it keepe one ſhape, till cuſtome make ir 
Their Pearch,and not their terrour. 
Eſc. I,eut yer 
Let us be keene,and rather cut alittle 
Then fall,and bruiſetodeath : alas, this Gentleman 
Whom I would ſave,had a moſt noble father, 
Let but your honour know 
(Whom I beleeve to be moſt ſtrait in vertue) 
Thac in the working of your owne affeRtions, 
Had Time coheard with Place,or place with wiſhing, 
Or thar the reſolute aRing of our blood 
Could have atrain'd th'ctte& of your owne purpoſe, 
W hether you had not ſometimein your lite 
Err'd in this point,which now you cenſure him, 


\ And pull'd the Law upon you. 


FAng. 'Tis one thing to be tempted (fſcalw) 
Another | 


— A. 
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Another thing to fall : I not deny 
The lury pailing on the priſoners life 
May in che tworae-twelve have a theefe,or rwo = 
Guiltier then him :hey try;what's open madeto luſtice, 
That Iuſtice ceizes ; What knowes the Lawes 
That th*eves doe paſle on theeves? 'T1s very pregnant, 
The lewellthat we trade, we ſtoope,and rake't, 
Becauſe we {c2 1t ; but what we doe not ſee, 
\Ve ereade upon,and never thinke of it. 
Y ou may not fo extenuate his offence, 
For I have had fuch faults ; but rather tcll me 
\V hen I,that cenſure him,doe fo offend, 
Let mine 0wne Iadgement patterne out my deatn, 
And nothing come 1npartialt. Sir,he mult dic. 
Enter Provoſt, 

£/c. Be it as your wiledome will, 

eAng. Where is the Provoſt ? 

Pro, Here if it like your Honour. 

*Aug. Sce that (landio 
Beexecuted by nine to morrow morning, 


M caſure for AM, eaſure. 
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cation,adultery,and all unclcavneſſe there, 
; Eſc. By the womans mcanes? 
| Elb, Iir,by Miltris Over-dens meancs: but as ſhe ſpit 
| in his face,fo (the defi'd him. 
; Ch. Sirit it pleaſe your honour,this isnot ſo. 
| Elb. Prove it before theſe'V arlets here, thou honoura- 
| ble man,prove ir. hy 
' Eſc. Doe you heare how he milplaces? 
; Ci. Sir,ſhecame1n great with childe : and loyging 
| (faving your honors reverence) for ſtew'd Prevwynes, (it, 
| we had buttwo in the houſe, whichat that very in{anc 
tune ſtoud,as it were in a fruit diſh (a diſh of tone three 
pence; your honours have ſcene ſuch diſhes ) they are not 
China-diſhes,but very good diſhes. 
Eſc. Goe to0,goe t09: no matter for the diſh fr- 
| Cl. No indeed (irnotof apin; you are therein inthe 
right : but, to the point : as I fay,this Miſtris £/b-w, being 
; (asI fay) with childe,and being great bellied,and longing 
| (as Iaid) for Prewyns: and having no more in the iſh 
| (as I faid) Maſter Frorb here, this very man, having eazen 


——— — 


Mi 


—— ——Qu_ wm ww ww au www 


Bring him his Conteflor,let him be prepai'd, | 
For that's the utmolt of his Pilgrimage. | 
£je. Well : heaven forgive him ;and forgive us all : | 
Some riſe by ſinne and ſome b, vertue fall : * | 
Some Run trom brakes of Ice,and anſwer none, | 
And fome condemned for a fault alone. | 
Eater Elbww, Froth,Clowne Officers, | 
£1, Come,bring them away : if theſe be good people | 
in a Common-weale, that doe nothing but uſe their abu- | 
ſes in common houſes, I know nolaw : bring them a- * 
Way 
Arg. How now fir, what's your name? And what's | 
the marter ? | 
Eb. If irpleaſe your honour , IT am the poore Dukes | 
Conſtable,and my name is Elbow ; I doe leane upon Iu- 
tice fir,and doc bring in here before your good honour, 
two notorious BenetaRors, 

Ang. BenefaRors? Well; What Bencfafors arethey ? | 
Are they not Malefactors ? | 

, El, It it pleaſe your honour, I know not well what | 
they are : Bur precite villaines they are, that I am ſure of, 
and voyd of all proplanation in the world , that gocd | 
Chriltians ought to have, 

£e. This comes cff well: here's a wiſe Othcer. | 

eAng. Goec to : What quality are they of > Elbow 1s 
your name ? 

Why du'it thou not ſpeake Elbow ? 

Ch. He cannot fir : be's out at Elbow. 

eAng, What arc you fir? 

Elb, He fir, a Tapſter fir : parcell Bawd : one that 
ſerves a bad woman : whoſe houſe fir was ( as they lay) 
wy downe in the Suburbcs : 2nd now ſhe proftefles a 

t-houſe ; which, I thinke 1s a very ill houſe too, 

Eſc. How know you that ? | 

Elb. My wife Sir , whom I deteſt before heaven and | 
your honour, | 

Eſc. How ? thy wile ? | 

E/6. I Sir: whomlI thanke heaven is an honeſt wo- | 
man. 

E/ca. Do'lt thon deteſt her therefore ? | 
Eb. 1 iay fir, I will deteſt my feife alto, as well as ſhee, | 
that this houle,if it be not a Bawds houſe, it is pitty of her | 
te,for itis a naughty houſe. | 
Eſca. How do'{t thon know that, Conſtable ? | 
Elb. Marry fir,by my wite, who,if ſhe had been a wo- | 


man Cardirally given, might have beene accuy'd in forni- | 


_ 


} 
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| the reſt (as 1 faid)and (as I fay) paying for them very ho- 


' what was done to Flbowes wit:,chat he hath caule tocom® 
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neſtly : for, as you know Mattcr Fro/b, I could not give 
you three pence againe. | 
Fro, No indeed. | 
Clo, Very well : you beingthen (if you beremembred) | 
cracking the ltoacs of the farcfaid Prewyns, 

Fro, I,foI1 did indeed. 

(%. Why,very well: Irclling you then (if you bee 
remembred ) rhat ſuch a one, and ſuch a one, were paſt 
cure of the thing you wot of, uniztle they keprvery good 
dyct,asI told you. 

Fre, Allthisis true. 
Clo, Why very well then, 
Eſc. Come : you are 2 cedious foole: tothe purpoſe : 


— 


plaine of ? Coin me to vi bat was done tc her. 

Ch. Sir,your honour cannot couuc to thet yer. 

Eſc. Notir,nor I mc it nor, 

C/o, Sir, but you ſhali come to it, by your Honours 
lee : And | befcech you, locke wry Maſter Freeh here 
ſir, a man of foure-fcore pound a vere; whole Father 
dyed at Hallowmas : Was't not at Hailow was Maſter 
Frath ? 

Fro, All-hallond-Eve. 

Ch. Why very well : I hope here be truthes : he Sir, 
fitting (as I lay) io 2 lower Chairc,Sir,'twasin the bunch 
of Grapes, where indeed you have a delight to fit, have 
you not ? 

Fro, T have ſo,becuuſc it is an open roome, and good 
for Winter. 

Cle. Why very well then : I hope here betrathes. 

Ang. This will jaſt out a night in R«ſſcs, 

W hen nightsare longelt there : !!c rake tay leave, 
And leave youtothe hearing of ihe cute ; | 
Hoping you'l finde gocd cau'e to v;.hipchem all, Err | 

Ee. I thinkeno lfſe ; good mor vv to your Lets 
(hip. Now fir,come oa : What was lone to F {bores 111 < 
OLICE MOre ? 

Cle. Once fir ? there was nothing lone to her er 8 | 

E1b. I beſcech you fir, ask&e bun what this mans GIG to | 
my wife. 

Ch, 1 beſeechyour honor 25% e me. 

£. Well fir, what did this G nel man t» ker ? 

Clo. I beſcech you lic, LoOke IN this Gevtich 8 (ice; | 
good Maſter Frochlooke upon his u1our 3 tis for 2 gu | 
purpoſe ;z doth your honour ima! - ts face ? 

ky 
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Eſc. I fir,very wall. 
Clo. Nay,l beſcech you marke jt well. 

Eſc. VV cil,l doc {0. 

C>. Doth your honour ſee any harme in his face ? 

E/c. Why no. 

Clo. Tic be ſuppos'd upon a booke, his face 15 the worſt 
thing abourhim : good then: if his face be the wort 
thing about him, how could Maſter Froth doe the Conſta- 
bles wife any harme ? I would know that of your ho- 
nour. » 

Ec. Hc's in the right ( Conſtable)what ſay you to 1t? 

E/b, Firſt , and ir like you , the houſe is a refpeAed 


houſe; next,chis isa reſpeRed fellow ; and his Miſtris 


i5 a reſpected woman. 

Clo. By this hand fir, his wife is a more reſpeRtcd per- 
ſon then any of us all. 

£lb. Varler,thou lyelt ; thou lyeft wicked Varlet : the 
time is yet to come that thee was ever reſpected with 
man, woman,or childe. 

Cle. Sir,ſhe was reſpected with him before he marr1- 
ed with her. 

Ee. Which is the wiſer here ; [u#tice or Iniquitie ? I's 
thistrue ? 

Elb, O thou Caytiffe : O thou Varlet : O thou wic- 
ked Hannibal; I reſpected with her,betore I was married 
to her ? Ifever I was reſpected with her,or ſhe with me, 
let not your Worſhip thinke me the poore Dukes Oth- 
cer : provethis, thou wicked Hanmbal,or Ile have mine 
ation of battery on thee, 

Eſet. If he tooke you a box 'oth'care , you might have 
your action of ſander too. 

El. Marry I thanke your good worſhip for it; what 
is't your Worſkips pleature 1 ſhall doc withthis wicked 
Caytiffe ? 

Eſc. Traely Otficer, becauſe he hath ſome offences in 


— 


great 3 Pompey, you arc parily a Bawd,Pompey ; howloc- 
ver you colour it being I Tapſter,are you not ? come, tell 
me true, it ſhall bethe better for you. 

Clo. Truely fir,l am a poore fellow that would live. 

Fe. How would you live Pompey ? by being a Bawd ? 
whar doe you thinke of the Trade Pompey ? is 1t a lawful 
Trade? 

(7%. If the Law would allow it,fir, 

Eſc. But the law willnotallow it Pompey ; nor it (hall 
not beallowed in Views, 

Clo, Do's your Worlhip mcanc to geld and fplay all 
the youth in the Citie ? 

E/c, No,Pompey. 

(7. Truely Sir, in my poore opinion they willroo't 
then : if your Worſhip willtake order tor the Drabs and 
Knavecs,you need not to feare the Bawdes., 

Eſe. Thercare pretty orders beginning I can tell you : 
It is but heading and hanging. 

Clo. It you head and hang all that offend that way but 
for ten yeare together ; you ll be glad ro give out a Com- 
miſſion for more heads: if this law hold in Yiemna ten 
yearcs,lle rent the fairelt houſe in it after three pence a 
Bay : it you live to ſce this cometo paſle, ſay Pompey told 

Ou {o. Y 

Eſc. Thanke you good Fempey ; and in requitall of 
your Propheſie,harke you : I adviſc you let me not finde 
you before me againe upon any complaint whatſoever : 
nu,not for dwelling where you doe : 1f 1 doe Pompey , | 
{hall beat you to your Tent,and prove a ſhrewd Ceſar to 
you : in plaine dealing Powpey,l ſhall have you whipt; to 
tor this time, Fompey,tare you well. 

Clo. Ithanke your Worſhip tor ycur good counlell; 
bur I ſhall follow itas the fleſh and fortune {hall berrer 


| determine. W hip me ? no,no,let Carman whip his Iade, 


| Thevaliant heart's not whipt out of his Trade, 


him,that thou wouldſt diſcover ,if thou c6uld!t , let him | 


continue 1n his courſes, till thou know'ſt what they are, 


Exn. 
Eſc. Come hither to me, Maſter X {bow : come hither 


| Maſter Conſtable : how long have you been in thus place 


Elb. Marry I thanke your Worſhip for it: Thou teeſt | of Conſtable ? 


thou wicked Varletnow, what's come upon thee. Thou 
art tocontinue nowthou Varlet,thou art to continue, 

Eſc. Where were you borne, friend ? 

Froth. Here in Vienna,Sir. 

Eſc. Arc you of tourcſcore pounds a yeere ? 

Froth. Ycs,and 'tpleaſc you fir. 

Eſc. $0: whattrade are you of,fir ? 

Clo, A Taplter,a poore Widdowes Tapſter. 

Eſc. Your Miltris name ? 

Clo. Miltris Over-don. 

E/c. Hath ſhe had any more then one busband ? 

Ch, Ninc,ſir : Over-don by the lalt. 

E/c. Nine ? come hither to me, Maſter Froth; Maſter 
Fyroth, 1 would not have you acquainted with Tapſters ; 
they will draw you Maſter Froth,and you will hang them: 
get you gone,and let me heare no more of you. 

Fro, Ithanke your worſhip : for mine owne part, I 


never come into any reome in a Tap-houſe , but I am | 


drawne 11. 

Eſc. Well : no more of it Maſter Froth : farewell : 
Come you hithcr ro me, M. Tapſtcr : what's your name 
M.Taplter ? 

Clo, Pompey. 

Ec. What elſe ? 

Clo, Bum,Sir. 

&«. Troth,and your Bum is the greateſt thing about 
you , 1o that in the beaſtlieſt ſenſe, you are Pompey the 


Elb, Seven ycare and a halte fir, 

E/c. I thought by the rcadinefic inthe ciHice, you had 
__ in it ſome time : you fay feayen yeeres toge- 
ther. 

#16. Anda halfe fir. 

Eſc. Alas,it hath bcene great paines to you : they doe 
you wrong to put you ſo oft upon't. Are there not men 
in your Ward {uthcient to ſerve it ? 

Ebb, 'Faith ſir, tew of any wit in ſuch matters : as they 
are choſen,they arc glad to chooſe me for them ; I doe it 
tor tome peece of money ,and goethrough with all. 

E{c. Looke you bring me 1n the names of {ome fixe 
or ſeven,the moſt ſuificicnt of your Pariſh. 

Elb. To your Worſhips houlc (ir ? 

Eſc*To my houſe : fare you well : what's aclocke, 
thinke you e 

Iuit. Eleven,fir. 

Eſc. I pray you goc hometo dinner with me. 

Is/t. I humbly thanke you. 

Eſe. It grieves me tor the death of (Tandio, 
But there's no remedy. 

Int, Lord Angelo1s (evere. 

E/c. It 1s but necedftull. 
Mercy 1snot it ſelfe, that oft lookes ſo, 
Pardon is ſtill the nurſe of fecond woe : 
But yet, poore Clandzo ;there is no remedy. 
Come Sir. 
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Scena Secunda. 
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VM _ 


Enter I roveſt, Servant, x 
Ser. Hee's hearing of a Cauſe ; he will come ſtraight, 
[1etefl him of you. 
Pre. "Pray you doe ; Ile know 
His pleaſure, may be he will relent ; alas 
He harh bur as offended in a dreame, 
All Sets, all Ages imacke ot this vice, and he 


Enter eAngels. 
Ang. Now, what's the matter Provo#t ? 
Pre, 1s it your will Claudio ſhall dye tro morrow * 
Ang. Did not I tellthee yea ? badſt thou not order ? 
Why do'it thou aske againe? 
Pro. Leſt 1 might be too raſh : 

Vnder your good corretion,I have ſcene | 

W hen atter execution, Iudgement hath 

Repented ore his doome. 

Ang. Goe to : let thatbe mine, 
Doe you your oifice, or give up y our Place, 
And yoa ſhall well be ſpar'd. 

Pro. I crave your Honors = : 
V hat ſhall be done fir, with the groaning [ulzer? 
Shee's very neerc her houre. 

Ang. Diipolc of her 
To ſome more hitter place ; and that with ſpeed, 

Ser. Here 15 che fitter of the man condemn'd, 
Deſires acceſlc to you. 

Ang. Hath hea ſiſter ? 

Pro, I my good Lord, a very vertuous maid, 

And to be ſhortly of a Siſter-hood, 

Ifnot already. 

Ang, Well :lether be admitted, 

Se you the Fornicatreſle be remov'd, 

L-t her have nc ectull, but not laviſh meanes, 

There (hall be order for't. 

Enter Lmcio, and Iſabella. 

Save your Honor, | 
eg. Say alittle while: y'are welcome : what's your | 
{ſab. Tam a woetull Sutor to your Honor, (will? 

Pleaſe but your honor heare mc. 

Ang, Well : what's your ſuite ? 
J/ab. There is a vice that moſt I doe abhorre, 

And molt defire ſhould meer the blow of juſtice ; 

For which T would not plead, but that F mult, 

For which I muſt not plead, butthatl am 

At warre, twixt will, and will not. 

eAng. Well : the matter? 
[/ah. 1 have a brother is condemn'd to dye, 
[ doc beleech you ler it be bis fault, 
And not my brother. 
Prs. Heaven give thee moving graces. 
eAng. Condemns the fault, and not the ator of it, 

Why every fault's condemn'd ere itbe done : 

Mine were the very Cipher of a FunQion 

To fine the faults, whoſe fine Nands in record 

And let gee by the Actor. 

Iſa. Oh juſt, but ſevere law : 

[ had a brother then ; heaven keepe your honor. 

_£xc. Give 't not ore fo: to himagaine, entreat him, 

Kneele downe before him, hangupon his gowne, 

Yourretoo cold ; if you ſhould necd 2pin, 


_— 


—— — 


Pro, 


You could not with more tame a tongue defire it: 
Tohim, [ tay. 

I/ab. Mutt he needs dye ? 

is Maiden, noremedy. 

[/ab. Yes: | doe thinke chat you might pardon him, 
And neither heaven, nor man grieve at the wncrcy- 

5 I wil not do't. 

Iſab. But can you if you would ? 

Ang. Lockc what I will not, tha: I cannot doe, 

Ik. But might yeu Jor't and doe the world no wrong 
If ſo your heart were touch'd with that remoric, 
AS mine 14to hun ? 

Ang. Hee's fentenc'd, tis too late. 

Lac. Yoarttoo coid. 

I/ab. Too late ? why no : I that doe ſpeake a ward, 
May cail it backe againe : well, beleeve this 
Noceremony that to great ones longs, 

Notthe Kings Crowne; nor the deputed tword, 
The Marſhalis Truncheon, nor the Iudges Robe *' 
Become them with one halte ſo good a grace 
As mercy does : It he had beene as you, and you as he, 
You would have ſlipthke him, bur he like you 
Would not have beene fo ſterne, 
ang. Pray you be gone. 
Iſab. 1 would to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were 1/abe{ : ſhould it then be thus ? 
No : I would tell what 'twere to be a judge, 
And what a priſoner. 
Lxc. I touch him : there's the veine. 
Ang. Your brother is a torteit of the Law, 
And you but walte your words. 
Ifab. Alas, alas : 
W hy all thc ſoles that were, were forfcir once, 
And he thac might the vantage cli have tooke, 
Found outthe 1c,nedy ; how vw ould you be, 
if be, which: chetop of juagement, lywoutd 
But judge you, as yOu ae? Ol, thinke outhat, 
And mcicy then will breathe within your ups 
Like man new mac. 
1ng. Be you conicnt, (faire Maid) 
It isthe Law, notl condemne your brother, 
Were he my kin{man, brot! cr. or my 101; 
It ſhould be thus with him : he mult dye to morrow, 
Iſab. To morrow ?ob, that's fodaine, 
Spare him, ſparc him : Py. 
Hee's not prepar'd for death ; even for our kitchines 
We kill the fowle of ſeaſon: ſhall weterve heaven 
With lefle reſpeRt then we doe miniiter 
To our grolſe-ſelves? good, good my Lord, bethinke you; 
Who isit that hath d1'd for this offence ? 
There's many have commurted it. 
Luc. I, well ſaid. | 
Ang: The Law hath not beendead,thoughit hath ſlept: 
Thoſc many had not dar'd to doe that evill 
Ifthe firſt, that did th'Edid intringe 
Had anſwwer'd for his deed. Now 'ts awake, 
Takes note of what is done, and like a Prophet 
Lookes in a glafſe that ſhewes what fon ire evills 
Either now, or by rem:ſlenefſe, new conceir'd, 
And fo in progreſſe tobe hatch d, and borny, 
Are now to have no {nccelhue vegrees, 
Bat here they hve to c1:d, 
Iſab. Yet ſhow ibm putty. 
Ang. 1 ſhewit moſt of ail, when I ow Iuſtice; 


For then pity thoſc 1 doe n.ot know, 


W hich a di{mis'd offence, would aticy gauie 
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And dochim right, that anſwering one tolle wrong 
Lives nor to att another. Be fatished 
Your Brother dics ro morrow ; be content, 
I/a. So you mult be the firſi that gives this ſentence, 
And ke, that ſatters : Oh, it 1s exccllent 
To havea Giants {trength : but it 15 tyrannous 
Toutc it like a Giant. 
Lne. That's well ſaid. 
[/ab. Could great men thunder 
As /ovebim{clte do's, ove would nerebequiet, 
For every pelcing petty Orhcer 
Vould utc his heaven for thunder ; 
Nothing but thunder : Mercitull heaven, 
Thou rather withthy ſharpe and ſulphurous bolc 
Splitſt the un-wedgabie and gnarled Oke, 
Then the ſofr Mertill : O But man !proud man ! 
Dreſt ina [ile bricte authority, 
Molt ignorant of what he's moſt aſſur'd, 
(His glaflie Eſſence) like an angry Ape 
Playes ſich phantaſtique trickes betore high heaven, 
As makesthe Angels weepe : who with our ſpleenes, 
Would all themfelves laugh morrall. 
Luci. Oh, to him, to him wench : he will rclent, 
Hee's comming : Iperceive't. 
Pro. Pray heaven ſhe winne him. 
Iſab. Wc cannot weigh our brother with our ſelte, 
Great men may jeſt with Saints : tis wit inthem, 
But in the lefle toule prophanation. 
Lnc, Thou rt 1th right (Girle) more o'that. 
[/ab. That in the Captaine's but a chollericke word, 
Which in the Souldier 1s flat blaſphemy. 
Luc. Artavit d o'that ? more on't. 
Arg. W hy doe yeu put theſe ſayingsupon me ? 
| J/ab. Becauſe Authority, thongh1terrelike others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itſelfe 
| Thar skins the vice 0'ch top ; goe to your boſome, 
| Knocke there, and aske your hcart what it doth know 
That'slike my brothers tault : if it conteſlc 
A naturall guiltineſle, fuch as 1s his, 
Let itnot ſound a thought upon you tongue 
Againſt my brothers lif 
Ang- Shce ſpeaker, and 'tis ſuch ſence 
That my fence breeds withit ; fare you well. 
I/ab. Gentle my lord, turne backe. 
Ang. 1 will bethinke me : come 2gaine to morrow, 
Iſab. Harke, how Ile bribe you : good my lord turne 
Ang. How ? bribe me ? ( backe. 
Iſa. I, with ſuch gifts that hcaven ſhail ſhare with you. 
Luc. You had mar'd all cl{e. 
Iſab. Not with tond Sickles of the teſted-gold, 
Or ſtones, whole rate are either rich, or poore 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 
That ſhall bcupat heaven, and enter there 
Ere Sunne rile : praycrstrom preſerved foules, 
From faſting Maides, whoſe mindes are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 
Ang, Well:come to me to morrow, 
Lac, Goe to : "tis well ; away. 
I/ab. Heaven keep your honor ſafe, 
eAng, Amen. 
| For I amthat waygoing to temptation, 
| Where prayers croſlc. 
| I/ab. At what howre to marrow, 
| Shall T attend you lordſhip ? 
eAn7. Atany time 'fore-noone, = 
I/ab. "Save your Honor, FE xewnt. 
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eAnc. From thee : even from thy vertuc, 
W hat's this? What's this ? is this her faulr, or mine? | 
The Tempter, cr the Tempted, who finnes molt ? ha ? 
Nor ſhe : nor doth ſhe tempt : but it1s1, 
That, lying by the Violet 1n the Sunne, 
Doe asthe Carrion do's, not as the flou re, 
Corrupt with vertuous ſcaſon : Can it be, 
That Modeſty may more betray our ſence 
Then womans lightnefſc ? having waſte gronmd enough, 
Shall we deſire to raze the SanAuary 
And pitch ourcvils there? oh hie, fic, fic : 
W hat dolt thou? or what art thou Angels ? | 
Doſt thou deſire her fowly, for thoſe things | 
T hat make her good ? oh, let her brother live : 
Theevesfor their robbery have authority, 
When ludges ſteale themſelves: what ! doe love her, 
That I deſire to heare her {peake againe ? 
And feaſt upon her eyes? whar is't I dream? on ? 
Oh cunning enemy, thatto catch a Saint, 
With Saintsdoſt bait thy hooke : moſt dangerous 
Is that temptation, thatdoth goad us on 
To (inne, in loving vertue ; never conld the Strumpet 
\Withall her double vigor, Art, and Nature 
Once ſtir my temper : but this vertuous Maid 
Subducs me quite ; Even till now 
When men were fond, 1 {mild, and wondred how, Exi 
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Emer Duke, and Provelt, 
Dwuk. Haile to you, Proveſt, lo | thinke you are. 
Pro. lam the Provoſt: what's your will, good Frier ; 
Dk, Bound by my charity, and my bleſt order, 
[ come to vilit the afflicted ſpirits 
Here inthe priſon t; doe me the common right 
To let me ſee them : and to make me know 
[ he na:ure ot their crimcs, that I may miniſter 
Tothem accordingly. 
Pro. I would do more then that,if more were nzedfull, 
Enter [wit. 
Looke here comes one : a Gentlewoman of mine, 
W ho falling in the ttawes of her owne youth, 
Hath bliſterd her report : She is with child, 
And he that got it, ſentenc'd : a yong man, 
More ht to doe another ſuch offence, 
[ hen dye for this. 


Dk, When mult he dye ? 
Pro. As I docthinke to morrow. 
I have provided for you, ſtay a while 
And you ſhall be conducted. 
Duk, Repent you (faireone) of the fn you carry ? 
Ini. I doe; and beare the ſhame moſt patiently. 
Ds. lleteach you how you ſhall araign your conlcience 
And try your penitence, it it be ſound, 
Or hollowly pat on. * | 
[ut. Ile gladly learne 
Duk. Love you the man that wrong'd you ? 
Int. Yes, asIlovethe woman that wrong'd him. 
Dk, So then it ſeemes your moſt oftencefull at 
Was mutually committed. 
[u{. Murually, 
Dk: Then was your fine of heavier kind than his. 
Il. Idoeconfeſlcir and repent ir (Father.) 
Dwk. 'Tis | 
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Dk, 'Tis meet {o (daughter) but leaſt you doe repent 
Aschac the (inne hath brought you to this ſhune, 
Which ſorrow is alwayestoward our (elyes, not heaven, 
Showing we would nut ſpace heaven, as we love it, 
But as we ſtand in feare. 

[«. I doe repent me, as itis an cvill, 
And take the ſhame with joy. 

D#k&. _ reſt : PE 
Your partner (as I heare) ye to morrow, 
And I am going with inſtrutionto him : 
Grace goe with you, Benedveite. 

lal. Mult dye to morrow ? oh injurious love 
That reſpitsme alife, whoſe very comfort 
Is ſtill a dying horror. 

Pre. 'Tis puty of him- 


Exi#. 
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Enter eAngelo. 

As. Wheal would pray,and thinke, Ithinke,and pray 
Toſeverall {abjets: heaven hath my empty words, 
Whilſt my Invention, hearing not my T ongne, 
Anchors on {/abell : heaven in my mouth, 

Asif 1did but onely chew his name, 

And in my heart the ſtrong and ſwelling cvill 

Ot myc tion z the ſtate whereon 1 ſtudied 

Is like a good thing, being often read 

Growne teard, and tedious : yea, my Gravity 

Wherein (let no man heare me) I rake pride, 

Could I, with boote, change for an idle plume 

W hich the ayre beats for vaine : oh place ! ob forme | 

How often doit thou with thy caſe, thy habit 

Wrench awe from tooles, and tye the wiſer ſoules 

Tothy falſe ſeeming? Blood, thou art blood, 

Let's write good Angell on the Devills horne, 

"Tis not the devilis Creſt : how now ? who's there ? 
Emey Servant. 

Ser. Oae /ſabell, a (iſter, deſires acceſſe to you, 

Ang. Teach her the way : oh, heavens 
Why doe's my bloud thus muſter to my heart, 

A it unable for tp. 
eſlingall my ot 
Ot neceſſary fineſſe > p m_ 
So play the fooliſh t with one that ſwounds, 
Comeall to helpe hi {o ſtop the ayre 
By which he ſhould reviue : andeven {o 
The generall ſubje&ro a wel-wiſht Ki 
Quit their one part,andin ious tondneſſe 
Crowd to kis preſence, where their love 
Muſt needs appeare offence : how now faire Maid? 
Emter Iſabella. 
I/a. Tam cometo know your pleaſure. (me, 
An. That you might Know it, would much better pleaſe 
Then to demand what 'tis : your brother cannot live. 


[ſa. Even fo : heaven keepe your Honor. 

| +2”. Yet mayhelivea while : and it may be 

| Aslong as you, or I : yet he mult dye. 

[{ab. Vader your Sentence ? 

| eng. Yea. 

| 1/as, When, I beſeech you ? that in his Repricve 
; (Longer, or ſhorter) he may be ſo fitted 

| That his ſoule (icken nor. 

' Ang, Ha? ie, theſe filthy vices: It were as good 


i 


i 


Topardon him, that hach from nature ſtolne 
A man already made, asto remit 
Their fawcy ſweetnefſc, that doe coyne heavens lmage 
In ſtamps that are forbid : 'tis all ascaſie, 
Falſely to take away a life true made, 
As to put mettle 1n reſtrained amxcanes 
To make a falſe one. 

_ _ ous _ in heaven, but not in carth/ 

» Say youlo; then I ſhall you quickly. 

Which had you rather, that S—_ juſt : — 
Now tooke your brothers life, and to redeeme him 
Give up your body to ſuch ſweet uncleannelle, 
As ſhe that he hath Caind ? 

Iſab. Sir, belceve this, 
I had rather give my body, then my ſoule. 

eAng. I talke not of your foule : our compel'd finnes 

Stand more tor number, then tor accompr- 
Iſab. How fay you? 
» Nay lie not warrant that : for I canſpeake 
Againitthe thing I ſay : Anſwer to this, 
I (nowthe voyce of the recorded Law ) 
Prenounce a {cntence on your brothers litey 
Might there not be a charity in ſinne, 
To ayethis brothers lite ? 
1/ab. Pleaſe yon to dow't, 
Ile cake it as a perill ro my ſoule, 
- It isno finneatall, but charity. 

Ang.Plea('d youto doo't, at perill of your ſoule 
Were cquall poize of ſinne, and charity. 

[ſab. That | doe beg hislte,if it be finne 
Heaven ler mebeare ut : you granting of my ſuit, 

If that be finne, lle make it my Morne-prayer, 
To hayc it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your anſwer. 

Ang. Nay, but heare me. 
Your lence purſucs not mine: either you are ignorant, 
Or lecme tocratty ; and that'snot good. 

[[ab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
Bur graciouſly to know I am no tetter. 

Ang. Thus wildome wiſhesto e moſt bright, 
When it doth taxe it ſelte : As thele blacke Maſques 
Praclaime anen-ſhicld beauty ten times louder 
Then beauty could diſplaicd : But marke me, 

To be reccived plaine,lle ſpeake more grolic; 
Your brother is to dye. 

1[ab. So. 

eng. And his offence is ſo, as it appeares, 
Accountant tothe Law, uponthat paine. 

Iſab. True. 

Ang. Admitno other way to ſave his lite 
(As 1 ſubicribe net that, nor any other, 

Bur in the loſſe of queition) thar you, his Siſter, 
Finding your felfe defir'd of ſuch aperion, 
Whoſe credit with the Iudge, or owne great place, 
Could fetch your brother trom the Mauacies 
Of the all-buiiding-Law : and that there were 
No earthly meane to fave him, but chat cicher 
You muſt lay downethe trealures of your body, 
To this ſuppoſed, or elſe ro kt bim luffer 
What weuld you doe? . 

I{ab. As much for my poore Brother, as my ſelte ; 
| That is : were I under the tearmes of death, 
| Th'1mpreſſion of keene whips, I'ld weare as Rubies, 
And firip my ſclfe to death, astoa bed, 
That longing have beene ficke for, ere ld yeeld 
My body up to ſhame- 


eng. Then 


' 
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Ang. Then muſt your brother dyca 
[/a. And *twer the cheaper way : 
Betrer it were 2 brother dt d at once, 
Then that a li{ter, by redeeming him 

Should dye for ever. 

eAng. Were not you then as cruell as the Sentence, 
That you have ſlander'd ſo? | 

Ha. I2nominy in ranſome,and free pardon 
Arc of two houtes: lawfull mercy, 

Isrothing kin rofoule redemption. 

- Youſeem'd of late to makethe Law a tirant, 
And rather prov'd the ſliding of your brother 
A merriment, then a vice. 

Ja. Oh pardon me my lord, it oft fals out 

To have, what we would bave, 

We ipeake not what we meane ; 

I ſomething docexcuſe the thing I hate, 

For his advantage that Idearely love. 
eAng. Weare all fraile. 

Ja, tic let my brother dyc, 

Ifnot a feodary but onely he 
Owe, and ſucceed thy weakeneſſe. 

eng. Nay, women are traile to, 

Iſa. i as the glaſſes where they view themſelves, 
W bichars ascaſic broke as they make formes : 
Women ? Helpe heaven ; ment ir creation marre 
In profiting by them : Nay, call usten times fraile, 
For we are foft, as our complexions are, 

And creduloustofalle prints, 

eng. Ithinke it well: | 
And from this tcftimony of your owne ſex 
(Since I tuppeſc we are made to beno ſtronger 
Then faults may ſhake our frames )let me be bold; 
I doe arreſt your words Bethat youare, 

That ig,a woman ; if you be more, you'r nones 
if youhbe one (as you are well exprelt 

By all tc3nail warrants) ſhew it now, 

By putting on the deſtin'd Livery. 

Ia. 1 have no tor:gue but one ; gentle my lord, 
Let meentreate you ſpeake the former language. 

eAxg. Plainly conceive I love you. 

Iſa. My brother did love [wlier. 

And you tell me that he ſhall dye for't. 

A»g. He ſhall not /ſabel if you give me love, 

I/a. 1 know your vertue hatha licence in't, 
W hich ſcemes a little touler then itis, 

"o plucke on others, 
ng. Bcleeve me on mine Honor, 
\ly words expreſlc my purpoſe. 

Ia. Ha ? Little honor, to be much belcev'd, 
And molt pernitious purpoſe : Sceming, ſecming, 
1 w'll proclaime thee Angelo, looke for't. 
$: .2c me a pr:ſent pardon for my brother, 

Or withan out-ſtretcht throarte Ile tellthe world aloud 
W hat man thouart. 
Ang. Who will beleevethee 1/abel? 
My uvfoild name, th' auſteereneſle of my life, 
My vouch againſt you, and my place i'th State, 
Will ſoyour accuſation over-wergh, 
That you ſhall ſtifle 12 your owne report, 
Andſmell of calumny. Ihave begun, 
And now 1 give my fenſuall race, the reine, 
Fit thy conſent to my ſharpe apperite, 
Lay by all nicety, and prolixious bluſhes 
That batuſh what they ſue for : Redeeme thy brother, 
By ycclding up thy body ro my will, 


] Orelſc be muſt not onely dyethe death, 


—_— 


<— — 


For him chou labourlt by thy flight toſhan, 


But thy unkindneſle ſhall his death draw out 
Tolingring (ufterance : Anſwer me to morrow, 
Or by the affection that now guides me moſt, 
lle prove a Tirantro him. Asfor you, 
Say what you can; my f;1{e, ore-weighs your true. £xie, 
Iſa. To whom ſhould I complainc ? Did Irell this, 
Who would beleeve me? O perilous mouthes 
That beare inthem, one and the (clfelame tongue, 
Either of condemnation, or approofe, 
Bidding the Law make curtſie totheir will, 
Hooking both right aad wrongrto th'appetite, 
To follow as it drawes. lleto my brother, 
h he hath falne by prompture of the blood, 
Yet hath he in him ſuch a mind of Honor, 
That had he twenty beads to tender downe 
On twenty bloody blockes, hee'ld yecld them up, 
Bctore hisfiſter ſhould her body ſtoope 
Toſuch abhord pollution. 
Then 1/abel live chaſte, and brother dye ; 
**More then our Brother, is our Chaſtity. 
le tell him yet of Angeto's requeſt, 


And fit his mind to death, for his ſoules reſt. Exit. 


_  — nA 


Aﬀtus T ertins, Scena Prima. 


nn. 
ny 


Enter Duke, Claudio, and Proveſt. | 

D#k, Sothen you hope of pardon from lord eAngele? 
Clas. The mitcrable have no Other medicine 

_ onely hope z I have hope to live,and am prepar'd to 


(A 

— Be abſolute for death : cither death or lite 
Shall thereby be the {weeter. Reafonthus with life : 
If I doe looſe thee, 1 doe looſe athing 
That none but fooles would keepe: a breath thou art, 
Servile to all the sKyic-intiuences, 
That doſt this habitation where thou keepſt 
Hourelyattlit : Mcercly, thou artdegrhs foole, 


And yet run{t toward him ſtill. Thou artnot noble, 
For all th'accommodations that thou bearſt , 
Are nurlt by baſeneſſe : Thou'rt by nomeanes valiant, 
For thou doſt feare the ſoft and tender forke 
Of a poore worme : thy belt of reſt is ſleepe, 
And that thou oft provoakſt, yer groſſely fark 
Thy death, which is no more. Thouart not thy ſelfe, 
For thou exiſts on many a thouſand graines 
That iflue out of duſt. Happy thou artnor, 
For what thou haſt not, {till rhou ſtriv'ſtto ger, 
And what thou haſt, forgerſt. Thou art nor certaine, 
For thy complexion ſhittsto ſtrange cites, 
After the Moone : if thou art rich,thou'rt poore, 
For like an Aſſe, whole backe with Ingots bowes ; 
Thou bearſt thy heavy riches but a journy, 
And death unloads thee ; Friend haſt thou none: 
For thine owne bowels which doe call thee, fire 
The mecere effuſion of thy proper loynes, 
Doe curſe the Gout, Sarpego, and the Rheume 
For ending thee no ſooner. Thou haſt nor youth, nor age 
But as it were an after-dinnersſleepe 
Dreaming on both, for all thy bleſſed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beggerhe almes 
Of palſied-Eld : and when thou art old, and rich 

Thou 
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Thou haſt neither heate, affeRion, limbe, nor deauty 
To make thy riches pleaſant : what's yet in this 
That beares the name of life ? Yet in this life 
Lye hid moethouſand deaths; yet death we feare 
That makes thelc oddes, all even. 

Cla. I hambly thanke you. 
To ſue to live, I find I fecke to dye, 
Aud ſeeking death, find life; Ler it come on, 

Emer Iſabella. 
Iſab. What hoa? Peace heere; Grace, and good com» 


y- 
gu" Who'sthere ? Come in, the wiſh deſervesa wel- 
come. 

Dak., Deere (ir, erelong lle viſit you againe. 

Cla. Moſt holy fir, I thanke you. | 

Ifa. My buſineſſes a word or two with (Tavabo. 

Pro. And very welcome : looke Signtor, here's your 
faſter . 

Du#k, Provoſt, a word with you. 


Pre. As many as you pleaſe, : 
Dk. Bring theanto ipeake,where I may be conceal'd, 


yet heare them. Exeunt. 
Cla. Now liſter, what's the comfort ? 
Ia. Why, 

Asall comforts are : moſt good, moſt good indeed, 

Lord eAngels having aftairesto heaven 


Intendsyou for his 1witt Ambaſſador, 

Where you ſhall be an everlaſting Leger ; 
Theretore your beſt appointment make with ſpecd, 
To Morrow you ſct on, 

Clax. Isthere no remedy ? 

[ſa. None but ſuch remedy, asto fave a head 
To cleave a heart in rwaine z 

(le. Butisthere any ? 

Iſa. Yesbrother, you may live z 
There isa divelliſh mercy in the Judge, 

If you'l implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death. 

Cla, Perperuall durance ! : 

I/a. 1 jait, perpetuall durance, a reſtraint 
Through all the worlds valtidity you had 
To adetermin'd icope. 

*. But 1n what nature ? 

a. In ſucha one, as youconſenting too't, 
Would barke your honor fromthat trunke you beare, 
And lcave you naked, 

(aw. Let me know the point, 

Ja. Oh, I doe feare thee Claudio, and I quake, 
Leaſt thou a feay orouslife ſhouldt entertaine, 
And fixe or ſeven winters more reſpet 
Then a perpetuall honor. Lar'fi thou dye ? 

The ſence of death is molt in apprehenſion, 
And the poorc Beetle that we tread upon 

In corporall ſuffcrance, findsa pang as great, 
As when a Giantdyes, 

Cls. Why give you me this ſhame ? 
Thinke you I can arcſolutionfetch 
From flowry tenderneſle ? If I muſt dye, 

I will encounter darkneſle as a bride, 
And hugge itin mine armecs. 

Ia. There ſpake my brother : there my fathers grave 
Did utter forth a voyce, Yes, thou maſt dye : 
Thouart toonoble, toconſer ve alife 
In baſe appliances. This outward fainted Deputy, 
Whoſe {ctled viſage, and deliberate word 
Nipsyouth i'th head, and follics doth emmew 


AsFalcondoththe fowle, is yet a divell : 
His filth within being caſt, be would appeare 
A pond, asdeepe as hell. 

Ca, The Princcly, Awgelo? 

iſa. Oh'tisthe cunning Livery of hell, 
The damnedſt body to inveſt, and cover 
mr Las oy doſt thouthinke Claudio, 

w im my virginity 

Thou might'(t be freed ? 

Ci. Oh heavens, itcannot be. | 

Iſa. Yes,he would giv'tthee ; from thisranke offencs 
Soto oftend him ſtill. Thisnight's the time 
That I ſhould dee what I abhorre tonamec, 
Or elſc thou dieſt to morrow, 

(7. Thou ſhalrnor do't. 

Ia. O, were it but my life, 
I'de throw itdowne for your deliverance | 
As trankely asapin, 

(av. Thankes deere Iſabel. ; 

i/a. Be ready Clandio, tor your death to morrow- 

(lev. Yes. Has he afteRions in him. 
That thus can make him bite the Law by th'noſe, 
When he would force it ? Sure it isno fine, 
Orof the deadly ſeven it is the )caſt. 

Iſa. Which isthelcaſt ? 

(7s. If it were damnable, be being ſo wiſe, 
Why would he tor the momentary tricke | 
Be perdurably fin'de? Oh Iſabel. 

Ifa. What ſayes my brother ? 

(a. Death is a fearefull thing. 

1/a. And ſhamed life, a hatctull. 

Cla. I, but todye, and goe we know not where, 
Tolye in cold obſtruction, and to rot, 
This ſenfible warme motion,to become 
A kneaded clod;and the delighted fpirir 
To bathe in fiery foods, or toreſide 
In thrilling region of thick-ribbed Ice, 
To be impriſon'd in the viewlefle windes 
And blowne with reſtleſle violence round abour 
The world : or to be worſe then worſt 
Of thoſe, that lawlefſe and incertaine thought, 


Imagine howl: 
The wearilt, ad moſt _—— —_ y life 
p ,Ache, penury, and impritoument 
Can in nature, is a Paradiſe | 
To what we feare of death. 

1/a. Alas, alas. 

Sweet Siſter, let melive. 

What finne you doe, to ſave a brothers lite, 
Nature diſpenfes with the deed fo farre, 
That it becomes a vertue. 


Iſa. Oh you beaſt! 
Oh ithleſſs Coward ! oh diſhoneſt wretch, 


Wilethou be made a man, out of my vice ? 
Is'tnota kind of inceſt, to rake life 
From thine owne ſiſters ſhame ? What ſhould I thinke, 
Heaven ſhield:my Mother plaid my Father faire : 
For ſachs warped ſlip of wilderneſe 
Nere ifſu'd from his _ => un com 

'e, periſh : Might but my bending downe 
— >= er Wh from thy fate, it ſhonld por 
1le pray a thouſand prayersfor thy death; 
No word to fave thee. 

Cla. Nay heare me [/ab://. 

If. Oh, fie, fie, fie. 


, *cis too horrible, | 


Thy ſinn'snot accidentall, but a Trade ; 
Mercy | 


I ee Fs... PO 
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Mercy to thee would prove it ſelte a Bawd, 

'Tis beſt rhar thou dicit quickly. | 
{t. Oh hearc mc Iſabella. Duke Reps wa. 
Dk. Vouchlafe a word, yong ſiſter, but one word. 
Iſa. Whar is your Wull. 

Dub, Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure, I would 
by and by have ſome ſpcech with you ; the ſatisfaction] 
would require, is likewiſe your owne bencfit. 

I/a. 1 tave nc ſuperfluous leiſure, my ſtay muſt be 
Rolen out of other affaires : but I willattend you a while. 

Dk. Son, I have over-hcard what hath paſt berweene 
youand your ſiſter. Argels had never the purpoſe to cor- 
rupt her ; onely ke Rpa_e many of her vertue, to 
pratile his judgement with the diſpoſition of natures. 
She (having the truth of bonor in her) hath made him 
that gracious dcniall, which he is moſt glad to receive: I 
am Confcflor to Angelo,and I know this to be true,there- 
fore prepare your icife rodeath : doe not fatisfie your rc- 
ſolution with hopes that are fallible, to morrow you mult 
dye, goe to your knees, and make ready. 

(1a. Let me aske my ſiſter pardon, Iam ſo out of love 
with lice, that I will ſuc to ve rid of it. Exu, 

Dk. Hold youtherc : farewell : Provoit,a wors with 

'OU. 

Pro. What's your wil! (father ?) 

Dak. That now you are come, you will be gone ? leave 
me a wh'le with the Maid, my mind promuſes with my 
habit, no loſſe ſhall rouch her by my company. 

Pro. In good ume. Exit. 

Dk, T he hand thathath made you faire, hath made 
you good : the goodnefſe that is cheape in beauty, makes 
beauty bricfe in goodneſſe ; but grace being the ſoule of 
your comp'cxion, ſhall keepe the body of it ever faire ; 
the aſſault that exgelo hath madeto you, Fortune hath 
convaid to my underſtanding ; and but that frailry hath 
examples for bis falling,l ſhould wonder at eAnge/o:how 
will you doe to content this Subſtitute, andto ſave your 
brother ? 

1.6. Tam now going to reſolve him : I had rather 
my brother d c by the Law, then my ſonne ſhould be un- 
lawfully borne. Bur (ob) how much is the good Duke 
dcceiv'd in eHngels : it ever he returne, and I can ſpeake 
to him, I will opcn my lips in vaine, or diſcover his go- 
VErnmentr. 

Dwk, T hat ſal! rot be much amiſſe : yetas the mat- 
rer now ſtanls, Le will avoyd your accuſation : he made 
triall of you onely. Theretourc taſtcn your care on my ad- 


vilings, to the love I have in doing goos ; aremedy pre- 


ſents ut {clfe, I doe make my (elite belceve that you may 
moſt uprightcouſly doe a poore wronged Lady a merited 
benefit ; redeeme your brother from the angry Law ; 
docnoftaine to your owne gracious perſon, and much 
pleaſe the abiznt Dake, 1t peradvenure he ſhall ever rc- 
turneto have hearing of this bulineſic. 

I{ab. Let me heare youſpeake tzrther ; I have ſpirit to 
doe any thing that appcarcs not foule in the truth of my 
ſpirit. 

F Date. Vertue 15 bold, and goodneſſc never fearetull : 
Have you not heard {peake of Iariana the lifter of Fre- 
dericke the great Souldier, who miſcarried at Sea ? 

[ſab. 1 have beard of the Lady, and good words went 
with hcrname\ 


Duke. She ſhould this «Angelo have married : was af- | 
fanced ro her by oath,and the nuptial appointed:berween | 


which time of the contra, and limit of the ſolemnity, 
her brother Fredericke was wrackt at Sea, having in that 


| being richerthen innoccncy, ſards for the facing, 


periſhed veſlc'l, the dowry of his ſiſter : but marke how 
heavily this bet: ll rothe poore Gentlewoman, there ſhe 

Iclt a noble and renounced brother, in his love toward 

her, ever moſt Kind and naturall : with him the portion 

and ſinew of her fortune, her marriage dowry; with 

qo, her combynate-husband, this well ſeeming An- 
eo, 

[ſab. Can this be fo ? did eAvgelo lo leave her ? 

Dak. Let her in he: teares, and dried not one of them 
with his comfort : ſwallowed his vowes whole, preten- 
ding in her, diſcoverics of diſhonor ; in few, beltow'd 
her on her owne lamentation, which ſhe yet weares for 
his ſake : and he, a marble to her cares, 15 waſhed with 
them ,but rclents not: 

J/ab. What a merit were it in ceath totake this poore 
maid trom the world ? what corruption in this life, that 
it will letchis man live ? But kgw out of this can the a+ 
vallc? 

Dok, It isa rupture that you may caſily heale : and the 
cure of it not onely ſaves your brother, but keepes you 
trom diſhonor in doing it. 

Iſab. Shew me how ( good father. ) 

Dak, This forenamed Maid hath yet in her the con- 
tinuance of her firſt affetion : his unjult unkindneſle 
(thatin all reaſon ſhould have quenched her love ) hath 
(lixean impediment in the Current) made it more vio- 
lent and unruly - Goe you roeAngelo, ani wer his requi- 
ring with a plauſible obedience, agree with his demands 
to the point : onely referre your ſecite to this advantage ; 
firſt, that your ſtay with him may not belong : that the 
time may have all ſhadow,and ſilence in it : andthe place 
anſwer to convenience : this being granted in courle, 
and now followes all : we ſhall advilc . ex wronged maid 
to ſtreed up your appuintment, goe in your place ; it' the 
encounter acknowledge it ſelte hercatter, it may com- 
pell him to her recompence ; and heere, by this is your 
brother ſaved, your honor untainted, the poore Maria- 
ra advantaged, and the corrupt Deputy ſcaled. The Maid 


wull I frame, and make fit for his attempt : if you thinke | 


wellto carry this as you rmnay, the doublcneſle of the be- 
nehe defends the deccic from reproofe. What thinke 
you of it ? 

1/a5. The image of it gives me content already, and 1 
tru't it will growy toa moſt proſperous perfetion, 

D*k, Itlyes much in your holding up: haſte you ſpec- 
dily ro Awgels, if for this night be intreat youto his bed, 
give him promiſe of latisfaction : I will preſently ro F, 
Lukes, there at the moatcd-Grangerelides this dejeed 
Aariena; at that place call npon me, anddiſpatch with 
eAngels, that it may be quickly 

1/a. I thanke you tor this comfort : fare you well good 
father. Exit. 


Enter Elbow, Clowne, Officers. | 


E!. Nay,if there be no remedy for ir, but that you |} 
will needs buy and fell men and women like beſts, we | 


ſhall have all the world drinke browne and whutec baſtard. 


Dwk, Oh heavens, whart ſtutfe is heerc? 

Clow. Tw:s never merry world fince of two vſuries 
the merrieſt was pur downe, andthe worſer allow'd by 
order of Law ;a Far's gowne to keepe him warme ;z and 
fur'd with Foxeand Lamb-skins toogro ſignifie,that craft 


Eleow. Come your way Sir ; 'bleſſe you good father 
Frier. 


Dxk. And you good brother farher ; what offence hath 


this man made you, Sir ? 


— 
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Es. Marry fir, he hath offended the Law ; and Sir, 


we take him to bc a Theete roo fir :for we have found up- 
on him vir, a ſtrange Pick-locke, which we have fſearto 
the Deputy- 
Dk. Eye, ſirral, a Bawd, a wicked bawd, 
The ev1ll that chou cauſeſt to be done, 
That is thy mcanesto live. Doe thou but thinke 
\W hat 'tis to cram a may, or a backe 
From ſucha filthy vice : lay tathy felte, 
From their abhominable and beaſtly touches 
I drinke, 1 cate away my felfe, and live : 
Cant thou beleve thy living isa life, 
So {tinkingly depending ? Goc mend, goe mend, 

(le. Inaced,it do's {tinke in ſome ſort, Sir ; 

Bu yet Sir i would prove 

Dwk. Nay, if the divell have given thee proofes for fin 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to priſen Orcer ; 
CorreHion, and inſtruction muſt both worke 
Erethis rude beaſt will profit. 

Eid. He malt before the Deputy Sir, he ha's given 
him warming : the Deputy cannot abide a W hore-ma- 
ſter : if he be a Whore-moager, and comes before him, 
he were as gocd goe a mile onhis errand. 

Duk. That we were all, as ſome would feeme to be 
Eree from our faults, as faults from ſceaung tree, 

Emer Lacio. 
Flb. Hisnecke will come to your watt, a Cord fir. 

(te. 1 ſpy comfort, I cry baile : Here's a Gentleman, 
anda friend of mine. 8 

Luc. How now noble Pompey ? W hat, at the wheels 
of (ear? Artthoa led intriamph? W hat 1s there none 
of Piymaliens Images newly made woman to be had now, 
for putting the hand inthe pocker,and extracting clutch'd? 
W har reply ? Ha 2 Whar faiſt thou to this Tune, Mat- 
ter, and Method 2 Is't not drown'd 1'th laſt raine ? Ha ? 
What failt- thou Trot? ls the world as it was Man ? 
Which isthe way 2 Is it fad, and few wards ? Or hou ? 
The tricke ot it ? 

Ds#k. Still thus, and thus : ill worſe ? 

Lxc. How doth my deere Morſell, thy Miltris? Pro- 
Cures the (till > Ha? 

(%. Troth fir, ſhe hath eaten up all her Beetc, and the 
1s her {cite inthe rub. 

Luc. Why 'tis good : It isthe right of it : it muſt be 
ſo. Ever yeur freſh Whore, and your pouder'd Baud,at 
unſhun'd conſcquence, it mult be fo. Art going to pri- 
lon Pompry? 

Clo. Yes faith (ir. 

Lac. Why 'tis not amiſle Pompey : farewell : goe ſay 
Lent thee thether : for debt Pompey? Or how ? 

F/b, For beinga baud, for being a baud. 

Inc, Well, then impriſon him : 1t impriſonment be 
the due of a baud, why 'tis bis right. Baud is he doubt- 
lelle, and of antiquity too: Baud borne. Farewell good 
Pompey : Commend me tothe prilon Pompey, you will 
_ good husband now Pompey, you will keepe the 

oute. 

Cs, I hope Sir, your good Worſhip will be my baile? 

Luc. No indeed willl not Pompey, it 15 not the weare: 
[ will pray ( Pompey) toencreale yuur bondage it you take 


Knot patiently : VV hy, your axettle is the more : Adicu | 


truſty Pompes, 


Bleſſe rou Friar. 


Dubs. And you. 
Luc. Do's Bridzet paint (all, Pomp'y ? Ha? 
£6. Come your waves fir, come. 


Ca. You will not baile me then Sir ? 
Zuc. Then Pompey,nor now : what newesabroad Fry- | 
er ? What newes ? | 

Elb. Come your wayes fir,come. | 

Lac. Goeto kennel! (Pompey ) goe : Freant. 
What newes Fryerof the Duke ? 

Duke. I know none : can you tell me of any ? 

Lyoc.Some lay he is with the Emperour of Kuſſis:other 
ſome, heis in Rewe + but where is he thinke you ? 

Duke. I know not where : but whereſoever , I wiſh 
him well. ,M 

Luc. It was a mad fantaſticall tricke of him to fteale 
from the State , and uſurpe the beggery he was never 
borneto : Lord Angelo Dukes it well in hus abſence : hee 

$ transgrefſiontoo'r. Ft 

Dake. He do's well in't. _ 

Lac. Alutle mare knitic to Lechery would doe no 
harme in him : Somerhing too crabbed that way , Fryer. 

Dak. It is too general a vice, and ſeverity mult cure it. 

Lac, Yes in good footh, the vice 1s of a great kindred; 
itis wellallicd, but it is impoſſiblo ro extirpe- ir quite, 
Frier, till cating and drinking be pur downes; They ſay 
this Avgelo was not made by Man and Woman, after | 
this downe-right way of Creation : is it true, thinke 
you? 

Dwk, How ſhould he be made then ? | 

Lme. Some report, a Sea-maid ſpawn'd him. Some, 
that he was begot berweene two Stock-filhes. Bur it 
1s certaine, thac when he makes water,his Vrine 1s 'con- 
geal'dice, that I-know to be true: and he is a motion 
generative, that's infallable. | 

Daks Youare plealant fir, ard (peake apaces | 

Lze, Why, whata ruthlefle thing is this in him, for 
the rebdlionof a Cod-peece, to take away the life of a 
man? Would the Duke that is abſent have cone this ? 
Ere he would have hang'da man for the getting a han- 
dred Baſtards, he would have paide: tor the Nurling a 
thoutand. He had ſome techrg of the tport, he knew |} 
the {ervice, and thatin(tructed him to mercy. | 

D:#b. I never heard the abſent Puke much dereted | 
tor Women, he was notenclin'd that way. 

Luc. Oh Str, youare decctv'd, 

Dk. 'Tisnot poſſible. | 

Luc. Who, not the Duke ? Yes, your beggar of fitty : 
and hisuſe was, to put a ducket 11 her Clack-diſh ; the 
Duke had Crochets in him. He would be drunke too, 
that let me informs you. 

Dok. Youdoe him wrong, ſurely. 

Lac. Sir, I was an inward of his : a ſhye fellow was 
the Duke, and I beleeve I know the cauſe of kis with» 
drawing. 

Duke. What (1 prethee) might be the caule ? 

Luc, No, pardon: 'Tisa ſecret mult be lockt with- | 
inthe teeth and the lipes: bus this I can let ' you under- | 
ſtand, thegreater file of the ſubje& hcld the Duke to be | 
wiſe. | 

Duk. Wiſe > Why no queſtion but he was. | 
Lne, A very ſuperticiall, ignorant, unwerghing tellow. | 

| 


Dink, Either this is envy in you, folly , or miſta- | 
king : The very ſtreame of his lite, andthe bulinefic he | 
hath helmed, muſt upon a warranted need, give him a 
better proclamation. Let him be but teftimonied in his 
owne bringings forth, and he ſhall appcare to the envis 
05, a Scholler, a Stateſman, and a-Souldier x therefore 
v0u ſpeake unskiltully z or, if your knowledge be more,it | 
is much darkned in your malice. 

CG L nc. 


74 


eMeaſnre for Meaſure. 5b 


«<<. 


Ln. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

D#k. Love takes with bet:er knowledge, and know- 
ledge with dcare love, 

Luc. Come Sir, I know what I know. 

Dok, I can hardly beleeve that, fince you know not 
what you ſpeake. Butif ever the Duke returne (as our 
prayers are he may) let me defire you to make your at- 
(wer before him : 1f it be honeſt you have ſpoke, you 
have courage to maintaineit ; T am bound to call upon 
you, and | pray you your name ? 

Luc. Sir my name is Lucio, well knowne to the Duke. 

D*k_ He ſhall know you better Sir, if 1 may hive to 
report you. 

Lc. 1 teare you not; 

Duk. O, you hope che Duke will returne no more : 
or you imagine me too unhurfull an oppoſite: but indeed 
I can doe you little harme ; You'll tor-{weare this a- 
gaine ? 

Loc. Ie be hang'd firſt : Thou art deceiv'd in mee 
Friar. Burt no more of this. Canſt thon tell if (7andr 
d; c ro morrow, Or no ? 

Dank, Why ſhonld he dye Sir ? 

Luc. Why? For filling a bettle with a Tonne-diſh : 
I -vould the Duke we talke of werereturn'd againe : this 
ungenitur'd Agent 1411 un-people the Province with Con» 
tincency. Sparrow es muſt not buiid in his houle-ceves, 
becaulc they are lecherous : The Duke yet v 0uid have 
darke decds darkely anfwered, he would never bring 
them to light : would he were return'd. Marry this (lev- 
40 1scondemned for untruſſing. Farewell good Friar, I 
prethee pray for me : The Duke (1 fay to thee againe) 
would cate Mutton on Fridayces. He's now palt it, yet 
(and I fay to ther he would mouth witha beggar,though 
ſhe {melt browne-bread and Garlicke : ſay that I ſaid to; 
Farewell. Ex. 

Dwxke. No might,nor greatneſlc in mortality 
Can cen{ure cape : Back-wounding calumny 
The whitelt vertue ſtrikes. What King fo ttrong, 

Can tye the gal. up in the flanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here ? 
Enter Eſcalus, Prove? and Band. 

Eſc. Gor, away with her to priſon. 

Bazd. Good my lord be good to me, your Honor 1s 
accounted a mercitull man) : 200d my Lord. 

Eſc. Double, and trebble dmoninien, and fill forfeite 
inthe ſame kind 2 This would make merey {weare and 
play the Tirant. | 

Pro, A Baud of eleven yeares contimiance , way 1t 
pleaſe your Honor, 

Baud. My ord, this is one Lmeio's information 2gainſt 
me, Miltris Kate Keepe-downe was with child by him 
in the Dukes time , hee promi-'d her marrizge : his 
Child is ycere and a quarter old come Ph/ip and {acob; 
lhave kept it my {clfe ; and ſex how he goes about to 
abutc mc. 

F ca. Thatfcllow is a fellow of mnch Licenſe ; Let 
him be call'd before us. Away with hcr to praſon : Goe 
to, no more words. #revoſt, my Brother «Angels will 
nor be alter'd,Clawdiomutit dyeto morrow : Let him be 
furniſh'd with Divines, and have all charitable prepat a- 
tion. If my brother wrought by my pity, it ſhould not 
be {@ with him. 

Fro. Sopleaſcyou, this Friar hath beene with him, 
and adv1s'd him tor thent: rrainment of death. 

-[ca, Goon'even g20d fathcr. 

Dk. Blſſe, and goodnefe on you. 


— — ah. 


-the priloner the very debt of your Calling. I have la- 


— 


E/ca. Of whence are you ? 

Dwke. Not of this Ceuntry, though my chance isnow 
Toule it for my time : I ama brother 
Of gracious Order, lare come fromthe Sea, 

In ſpecial bufineſſc from his Holincfle. 

E/ca. W hat newes abroad 1'th World ? 

Dank. None, butthat there is ſo great a Feavor or 
goodneſſc, that the diſſolution of it mult cure ut. Novel- 
ty 1s onely inrequett, and as it 15asdangcrous to be aged 
in any kind of courte, as it is vertuous to be conitant 
in any undertaking. There is ſcarle trath enough aliveto 
make Societies iecure, bur Security enough to make 
Fellowſhips accurſt. Much upon this riddle runnesthe 
wiledome of the world : This newes is old a—_—_ yet 
it isevery dayes newes. I pray you Sir, of what diſpoli- 
tion was the Duke ? 

Eſca. One, that above all other ſtrifes, 

Contcnded eſpecially to know hiu:tclte, 

Dk. Wha pleaſure was he given to? 

Eſca. Rather rcjoycing to ſee another merry , then 
merry atany thing which profeſt ro make him rejayce, 
A Gentleman of ail temperance. But leave we him to his 
events, with a prayer " ny— prove proſperous; and 
ler me defire ro know, how you find (Tawdso prepar'd? 
I am madeto underſtand, that you have lent him vilita- 
tion, 

Dak. He profeſſes to have received no ſiniſter meaſure 
from his lodge, but molt willingly humbles bimſelfe to 
the determination of Iuſtice : yer had he framed to him- 
ſeife (by the inſtruction of his frailty) many deceiving 
promiſes of ite, which I (by my good leifure) have dii- 
crediced to him, and now 15 he reloly'd ro dye. 

Eſea. You bave paidthe heavens your FunQtion, and 


bour'd for the poore Gentleman, tothe extremeſt ſhore 
of my modelty, but my b1 other-juitice have 1 found fo 
ieverc, that he hachforc'd me ro tell him, he is indeed 


juiticc. 


Anſwer the ſtraitnefſe of his proceeding, 


It ſhall become hymn well : wherein if hc chanceto faile,he | \ 


hath fentenc'd himſeite. 
E/.I am going to viſic the priſoner, Fare you wel. Exit. 
Dwk. Peace be with you. 
He whorhe {word of Heaven will beare, 
Should be as holy, as ſeveare : | 
Patrerne in himiclfero know, | 
Graceto {tand,and Vertue goe: ; 
More, nor leſſe toothers paying, 
Thenby elte-otf. 1ces weighing. 
Shame to him, wholc cruell (triking, 
Kils for faults of his owne liking ; 
Twicetrebble ſhame on eAngels, | 
To weede my vice,and let his grow. 
Oh, what may M2n within him hide, 
Though Angell on the outward fide ? 
How may likeneſſe made in crimes, 
Making practiſe ontbe Times, 
Todraw with idle Spiders ſtrings 
Moſt ponderous and {ubſtantiall things? 
Craftagainſt vice, I muſt apply. 
With .-4nge/s tonight ſhall lye 
H1s old detroathed (but ceſpiſed : ) 
Sod1!guite ſhall by tr'diſguited 
Pay with falſhood,falle exating, 
And performe an old contracting, 


Ext, 


—_— 


D#k, If his owne life, 
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Sealer of love, but ſcal'd wm yaine, ſeal" d in Vame. 


Enter Duke. 
| Mui. Breake off thy ſong,and haſte thee quick away , 
Here comesa man of comfort, whoſe adviic 
Hatch otcen (till'd my brawliog difcontent. 
[ cry you mercy, Sir, and well could wiſh 
You had not found me here ſo mulicall. 
Let me excuſe me, and beleeve me o, 
My mirth it much diſpleat'd, but pleat'd my woe. 
D#k,'Tisgood:though Maſicke oft hath tuch a charme 
To make bad, good ;and good provoake to harme, 
[ pray youtell me, hath any body enquir'd for me here 
to day ? much upon thistime have I promil'd heere to 
mecte, 
Mari. You have not beene cnquir'd after : I have fat 
here all day, 


NR 


Enter [[abell. os 
Dk, I doe conſtantly belecve you : the time 1s come 


{eltc. 
CAMars. I am alwayes bound to you. 
Dok, Very well met,and well come : 
\W har 1s the newes from this good Deputy ? 
Iſa. He hath a Garden circummur'd with Bricke, 
\W hoſe welterne fide is with a V incyard back't ; 
And to that Vineyard isa planched gate, 
I hat makes his opening with this bigger Key : 
This other doth command a little doore, 
Which trom the Vineyard tothe Gardenleades, 
There have 1 made my promiſe ,uponthe 
Heavy middle of the night, to cal! upon him. 
Duh. But ſhall you on your knowledge find this way ? 
[{a. | have tanz a due and wary note upon't, 
With whiſpering, and moſt guilty diligence, 
In acion all of precept, he did ſhow me 
The way twice ore. 
Duke. Are there no other tokens 
erweene you'greed, concerning her obſervance ? 
Iſa. No: none but onely a repaire ith darke, 
And that I have poſſeſt him, my moſt ſtay 
Can be bur bricfe« for I have made him know, 
[ have a Servant comes with me along 
That ſtayes upon me , whoſe perſiwation is, 


Exit, 


I come about my brother, 
| Dk, 'Tis well borne up. 
| I havenot yet made knowne to Manriane 
Emer Mariana. 

; Aword of this : what hoa, within z come forth, 
| Ipray yoube acquaintedwith this Maid, 
; She COmes to doc you good, 

Iſa. | doe delirethe like. 
| Du, Doc you perſwade your ſclfe that I reſpeR you? 


ee 


— —. 


— 


even now. I (hall crave your forbearance alittle, may be | 
| will call upon you anone for ſome advantage to your | 


Meaſare for Meaſure, 75 
| pry _ Fatal know you doe,and bows bay it» 
- | ake thenthis your companion 
BRENT. ____. } I Challattend your leiture, but make haſte 
WM” Oo The yaporous night approaches. 
Enter Mariana, and Boy ſinging. Mars, Wilt pleaſe you walke afide? Exit, 
Dak, Oh Place, and greatnes : millions of falſe eyes 
Sons. Take, oh take thoſe lipr away, Are ſtucke ypon thee : volumesot report | 
"that ſo ſwettly were forſworne, Runne with theſe falſe, and molt contrarious Queſts 
end thoſe eyes: the breaks of day Vponthy doings :thouſand eſcapes of wit 
lights that doe muſlead the Morne ; Make thee the tatber of their idle dreame, 
But my kiſſes bring againe, bring againe, | And racke thee in their fancies. Welcome, how agreed ? 


Enter Mariana, and Iſ[abell, 

Iſa. She'll take the enterprize upon her,father, 
If you adviſe it. 

Dk. It is not my conſent, 
But my entreaty t09., 

Ia. Little have you to fay 
When you depart from hinj, but foft and low, 
Remember now my brother, 

Har. Ferre me not. 

Dxk, Nor gentle daughter, feare you not at all : 
He is your husband on apre-contract : 
To bring you thus together 'ris no linne, 
Sith that the luſtice of your title to him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let us goe, 
Our Corne's to reape, for yertour Tithes to ſow. Exewut, 


— 
—_ 


Scana Secundg. 


Enter Provoit and C lowne. 


Pro, Come hither f(irha; can you cut off a mans head? 
Clo, It the man be a Bachelor Sir, | can : 

Bur if he be a married mao, he's his wives head, 

And 1 can never cut off a womans kead. 

Pre. Come (ir, leave me your ſnatches, and yecid mee 
adireRt anſwer. 1o morrow morning are to dye Claw- 
dio, and Barnardine : here is in our priton a common exec- 
cutioner, who in his orfice lacksa helper,if you willtake 
it on you toaſſiſt him, it ſhall redeeme you from your 
Gyves : if not, you ſhall have your fulltime of impriſon» 
ment, and your deliverance withan unpitticd whipping ; 
tor you have beene a notorious baud. 

Cle. Sir, I have beeve an unlawfull baud, time out of 
mind, but yer I will be content to be a lawfull hangman : 
I would be glad to receive ſome inftru&fon from my fel- 
low partner. 

Pro, What hoa, eAbbor/on : where's eAbborſon there? 

Enter Abhorſon, 

eAbhe. Doe you call ſir ? 

Pre. Sirha, here's a tellow will hclpe you to morrow 
in your execution : if you thinke it meer,c with 
him by the yeere,and let him abide here with you, if nor, 
uſe him for the preſent, and diſmiſſe him, he cannot 

hiseſtimation with you : he hath becne a Bawd. 

_ A Baud Sir ? fie upon him, he will diſcredit our 
my Yo 

Pro. Goeto0o Sir, you waigh equally : a feather will 
rturne the Scale. E xi. 

('e. Pray fr, by your good favour : for ſurely fir, a 
good favor you have, but that you have a hanging looke: 
Doe you call fir, mas. 7 a Myltery ? 
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Abte, 1Sir,a Mitltery. | 

Clo. Painting Sic, 1 have beard ſay, is a Miſtery : and 
your Whores ir, I—_—_—__ of my — 
fing painting, doc prove my Occupation, a Miltery : dut 
what Miſtery there ſhould be in hanging, it I ſhould be 
hang'd, 1 cannot imagine. 

e/bbs. Sir,itis a Miſtery. 

Clo. Prodfe. 

Abbo. Everytrue mans apparell fits your Thecte. 

Clo, If ic bero0 little for your thecfe, your true man 
thinkes it bigge enough. Ifit betoo big tor your Thecte, 
your Theefe thinkes1t lictle enough :; So every true mans 
apparcll fits your Theete. 

Enter Proveft. 

Pro, Are you agreed ? 

Cle. Sir, I willferve him ; For I doe find your Hang- 
man is a more penitent Trade then you Baud : he doth 
oftner aske forgiveneſle, 

Pro, You ſab, previde your blocke and your Azc 
to morrow, toure a clocke. 

Abho. Come on ( Baud ) 1 will inſtru thee in my 
Trade : follow. | 
* (ts. 1doedclire to learne fir :and I hope, if you have 
occaſion to uſe me tor your owne turne, you ſhall find 
me yare. Fortruly (ir, tor your kindnefle, I owe you a 
good turne. Exit. 

Pro. Call hither Barszardixe and { lands : 

Th'one has my pitty ; not a jot the other, 

Being a Murthercr, though he were my brother. 
Emter { landis. 

Looke, here's the Warrant Claxdse, torthy death, 

'Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow , 

Thou muſt be made immortall. W here's Barnarame ? 

Cla. As fait lock'd vp in lcepe, as gailtlefle labour, 
When it lycs ſtarkely in the Travellers bones. 

He vill not wake. 

Pre. \Whocandoe good 0:1 him ? 
Well, goc, prepare your ſcife. But harke, what noiſc? 
Heaven give your ſpirits comfort : by, and by, 

T hope it is {ome pardon, or repreeve 
For the moſt gentle {Zanazo, Welcome father. 


Entry Duke. 

Dxke. The beſt, and wholſomlt ſpirits of the night, 
Invellop yoa, good Proveft : who call'd heere of late ? 

Pro. Now {ince the Curphew rung. 

Duk. Not l{abells 

Pro, No. 

Dake. They will then er't be long. 

Pre. What comfort is for Clanais? 

Duke. There's ſome 1n hope. 

Pre. It 15a bitter Deputy. 

D#k. Not {o, not ſo : hislifc is para'el'd 
Even with the ſtroke and line of his great Iuſtice x 
Hedoth with holy abſtinence ſubdue 
That in himſelfe, which he ſpurres on his powre 
To qualike in others : were he mcal'd with that 
Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous, 
But thisbcing ſo, he's juſt. Now are they come. 
This is a gentle Provoſt, (fildome when 
The ftecled Gaoler 15 the tricnd of men: 
How now ? what noiſe? That ſpirit's poſſeſt with haſte, 
That wounds th'\unfiſting Poſterne withthele ſtrokes. 

Pro, There he muſt {tay untill the Officer 
Ariſeto let him in : he is call'd up. 

Duh, Have you 10 countermand for Claudie yet ? 


ON 


| But he muſt dye to morrow ? 


Pro. None Sir, none. 
Dak.A3ncere the dawning Provolt, as it is, 

You ſhall heare more ere Morning. 

Pro. Happely 

You ſomething know : yet I beleeve there comes 

Nocounrermand : no ſuch example have we : 

Beſides, upon the very ſicge of juſtice, 

Lord Angelobath to the publike care 

Profeſt the contrary. 

Emer 4 Meſſenger, 
Dk. This is his lords man. 
Pre. And heere comes { Jawdio's pardon, 
CHefſ. My lord hath fent you this note, 

And by me this further charge : 

That you ſwerve not fromthe ſmalleſt Article of it, 

Neither in time, mattcr, or other circumſtance. 

Good morrow : fer as I take it, it is almoſt day, 

Pro. I ſhall obey him- 
Dok, This is his Pard 'dby ſuch ſinne, 

For which the Pardoner himſelfe is in : 

Hence hath offence his quicke celerity, 

When it is borne in high Authority. 

When Vice makes Mercy;Mercy's ſo extended, 

That for the faults love, is th'oftender friended. « 

Now Sir, what newes ? 

Fro. Itold you ; 

Lord A»gelo (be-like) thinking me remiſſe 

In mine Othice, awakens me 

With this unwonted putting on, methinkes ſtrangely : 

For he hath not us'd it before. 

Duk, Pray you let's heare. 
The Letter, 

Whatſerver you may heare to the contrary, let Claudio be ext- 
ecuted by foure rr clocke, and in the afternome Barnar- 
ame; For my better ſatufattion , let me have (Taxa 
head ſent me by five. Let this be dnaly performed with 4 
thought that more depends on it, then ne muſt yet deliver, 
Thus faile not to doe your office, as you will anſwer it at your 


W hat ſay you tothis Sir ? 
Duke. What is that Barnardine, who isto be execu- 
ted in th'afternoone ? 

Pre. A Bohemian borne : Buthere nurſt up and bred, 
One that isa priſoner nine yeeres old. 

Dwuk. How came it,that the abſent Duke had not either 
deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed him ? I have 
heard it wasever his manner to doc ſo. 

Pro, His friends ſtill wrought Repreeves for him : 
And indeed his faRrtill now 1n the government of lord 
Angelo, came not tv an undoubttull proote. 

Dx, Itisnow apparent ? 

Pro. Moſt manifet}, and notdenied by himſelfe. 


Dak. Hath he borne himſelte penitently in priſon ? 
How ſeemes heto be touch'd ? 

Pro. A man that apprehends death no more dreadfully, | 
but as a drunken Geve , Carcleſle , wreakelefle , and | 
teareleſle of what's paſt, preſent, or to come : inſenſible 
of mortality, and deſperatcly mortall. 

Dauk, He wants - "4 

Pro. He will heare none : he hath evermore had the li- | 
berry of the priſon : give him lcave ro eſcape hence, hee 
would not. Drunke many times a day, if not many dayes 
entirely drunke, We have very oft awak'd him, as ifto | 


carry him to execution, and ſhew'd hima ſeeming war- | 


rant for it, it hathnot moved him at all. | 
Dwke, 
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D«k. More of him anon : There is written in your 
brow Freveft, honelty and conſtancy ; if I reade it not 
trucly, my ancient skill beguiles me : but in the boldnefle 
of my cunning, I will lay my felfe in hazard : (audio, 
whom hecre you bave warrant to execute, 15 80 greater 
tr fccro the Law, than Angels who hath ſentenc'd him. 
[ſo make you underſtand this in a manifeſted effec, 1 
crave but toure dayes refpit: tor the which, you are to doe 
meborha preſent, and a dangerous courtclie., 

Pro. Pray Sir, in what? 

D»k. In the delaying death. 

Pro, Alacke, how may I doe it? Having the houre li- 
mitcd, and an expreſſe command, under penalty, to dc- 
liver his head in the view of Angelo? I may make my 
cale as Clandi's, tocrofiethis in theſmalleſt. 

Duk, By the vow of mine Order, I warrant you, 

If my inſtructions may be your guide, 
Let this Barnardine be this morning executed, 
And his head borne to Angelo. 
Fro. Argelo hath ſcenethema both, 
And will az{cover the fayour. 

Dak, Oh , death's a great diſguiſcr , and you may 
adde to it; Shave the head, and tye the beard, and fay it 
was the defire of the penitentto be fo bar'de before his 
death : you know the courſe is common. If any thing 
| fallto youuponthis, more then thankes and good for- 
tune, by the Saint whom I profeſle, I will plead againſt 
it with my lite. 

Pro. Pardon me; good father, it is againſt my oath. 

Duk. Were you tworne to the Duke, or to the Depu- 
ty ? 

' Pro. To him, and to his Subſtitutes. | 

Dk, You willthinke you have made no cffence, if 
the Duke avouch the juſtice of your dealing ? 

Pro. Burt what like lychood is in that ? 

Dk, Not a reſemblance, but a certainty ; yet fince 
| ſce you tearetull, tharneither my coate, integrity, nor 
perſiwalion, can with eafeattempt you,l will goe turther 
then I meant,ro plucke all feares outot you. Looke you 
Sir, here 1s the hand and Scale of the Dake: you know 
the Charracter I doubt not, and the Signet is aot ſtrange 
to you ? 

Pro, I know them both. 

D#«+. The Contents of this, isthe returne ofthe Duke; 
you ſhall anon over-reade it ac your plcaſure: where you 
ſhall find within theſe two dayes, he will be here. This 
isa thing that Argelo knows not, tor he this very day rc- 
ceives letrers of (trange tenor, perchance of the Dukes 
death, perchance entering into ſome Monaſtery, but by 
chance nothing of what is writ. Looke, th untolding 
Srarre calles upthe Shepheard ; pur not your ſelfe into 
amazement, how theſc things ſhould be ; all dirhculties 
1c our ealie whenthey are krowne. Call your exccutio» 
ncr, and off with Barnardimer bead : 1 will give him a pre- 
lent thrift, and adviſe him for a better place. Yet you 
xeamiz'd, but this ſhall abſolutely reſolve you : Come 


| aw2y, it 154 mott cleere dawne. Exit, 
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— 
_ 


— —  —— ——  — — . 


| Enter ( lowne. 
Cio, lamas well acquainted hcere, as I was in our 
| houſe of profeſſion : one would thinke it were Miſtris 
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Over-donzowne houſe , tor heere bee many of her old 
Cultomers. Firſt, here's yong M*. Ras, he's in fora 
commodity of browne paper, and old Ginger, nineſcor c 
and {cventeene pounds, ot which he made five Markes 
ready money : marry then, Ginger was not much in re- 
queſt, forthe old \V omen were all dead, Then is there 
heere ene MF. Caper, atthe ſuite of Maſter Three-Pus che 
Mercer, for ſome foure ſuitesof Peach-colour'd Satten, 
which now peaches hima beggar. Then have we here, 
yong Dizy, and yong M*. Deepe-vew, and M*. Copperſpare, 
and Maſter Srarve- Zackey the Rapier and dagger man, and 
yong Drop-hezre that kild luſty Pudding, and M*. Forth- 
light the Tilter, and brave M*.Shoory the great Traveller, 
and wilde Ha'fe-Canxe that ſtabb'd Pots, and I thinke 
forty more, all great docrs in our Trade, and are nov; for 
thelords fake, 
Enter Abhor ſon. 


Abho. Sirah, bring Barnardae hither: 

Clo. Maſter Barnerdine, you mult ric and be hang d, 
Maſter Barnardine. 

Abb. What hoa Barnardine, 

Barnar done within, 

Bar. A pox o'your throats : who makes that noyſc 
there ?Whar are you ? 

{1o. Your friends Sir, the Hangman : 

You muſt be ſo good Sir to rite, and be puttodeath. 

Bar. Away you Rogue, away, I am ſleepy. 

ebb. Tell him he muit awake, 

Andthat quickly roo. 

('o. Pray Maſter Parnardine, awake till you are execu- 
ted, and ſleepeatterwards. 

eAbh. Goc into him, and fetch him our. 

Cls. He is comming Sir, he is comming : I heare his 
Stravy rus(le, 
Enter Barnar dine. 
Abh. 1sthe Axe uponthe blocke, {irah? 
{. Veryrcady vir. 
Bar. How now eAbborſon? 
What's the newes with you ? 

Abb. Troely Sir, I would defire you to clap into your 
prayers : for looke you, the Warrant's come. 

Ba. You Rogue, | have becnedrinking all night, 

I am not fitted for't. 

Cls. Oh, the berter Sir : for hethatdrinkes all night, 
and is hanged betimes in the morning, may fleepe the 
ſounder all the next day. 

Enter Dnke. 

Abh. Looke you Sir here comes your ghoſtly father: 
doc we jeſt now thinke you? _ 

Dwke. Sir, induced by eny charity, and hearing how 
haſtily y ou are to depart, lam come toadvile you, 
Comfort you, and pray with you. 

Bw. Friar,not I : I have beene drinking hard all night, 
and I will have more time to prepare me, or they ſhail 
beatcut my braines with billets : I will not conſent to 
dye this day, that's certaine. 

Dxk. Oh fir, you muſt : and therefore I beſeech you 
Looke torward on the journy you ſhall goc- 

Ber. I{wearel will not dye to day for any mans per- 
ſwaſion. 

D#k. But heaue you: 

Bay. Not a word: if you have any thing to ſay to me, 
cometo my Ward : for thence will not I to day, 


E xu. 
Enter Provoſt. 
Dak. Vaſit tolive, or dye : oh gravell heart. 
Gy} . Afﬀrer 


en oats eags 
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After him ( Fcllowes) bring hunto the blocke. 
Pro. Now $1r, how doe you find the priſoner ? 
Dat. Acreaturcunpre-par'd, unmcer for death, 
And to tranſport himin the minde he 18, 
Were damnabic. 
Fro. Hece in thepriſon, father, 
There dicd this morning ef a cruell Feaver, 
One Kagozure, a molt nucorious Pirate, 
A man of Claudio” s Care ?T his beard, and head 
luit of colour. What if we doc omit 
This Reprobate, till be were well enclin'd, 
And fatis6e rhe Deputy with the vitage 
Ot & 199z4e, MOTE like tO { Taudio? L 
Duke. Oh, "tis an accident that heavenprovides ; 
Diſpatch ic pretently, the houredrawes on 
Pretixt by Ange's : See this be done, 
And fent according tocommand, whiles I 
Pertwade this rude wretch willingly to dye. 
Pro. This ſhall be done (good tather) preſently : 
But Barxardiwe mult dye this atternoone, 
And how ſhall we continue C lawndzo, 
To fave me from the danger that might come, 
It he were knowne alive ? 
Dws{. Let this be done. 
Put them in ſecret holds, both Barnardine and Clanaie, 
Ere twice the Sun hath made 1115 journall greeting 
Toyond generation, you ſhall find 


— 
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Your ſatcty manifeſted, 
Pro. | am your tree Ecpendant- 
Da. Quicke, dilpatch,and tend the head to Angelo. 
Now will L write Letters to Angelo; 
(The Proveſt he ſhail beare them ) whole contents 
Shall wirnetle to him 1 am necre at home : 
And that by great 10junftions I am bound 
To enter publickely : him tle defire 
To ineet we atthe conlecrated Fount, 
\ League below the Citty : and from thence, 
By cold eradation, and weaicballanc'd torme. 


| 


We ſhall proceed with Angels, 
Enter Provoſs. 
Pro, Reere 1s the head, Ile carry it my ſelfe. 
Dat. Conventent is it : Make a ſwift 1cturne, 
For 1 would commune with you of ſuch things, 
I hat want nocare but yours, 
Pre. ile make all ſpeed. 
Iſabell within, 
I/a. Peace hoa, be heere. 
Dk. Thetonguc of I[abel7. She's come to knozy, 
If yet her brothers pardon be come hither : 


E xt, 


» But I will keepe her 1gnorant of her good, 


To make her hcaycnly comfortsof detpaire, 
\V hen it 15 alt expected. 
Euter Iſabilla. 
Ia. Hoa, by your leave- 
D#i. Good morningrto you, fairc,and gracious daugh- 
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1a. Thebetter given me de {o holy a man, 
Hath vetthe Deputy ſent my brothers pardon ? 

Dx. He hath ccleaf'd him,1/abe#, from the world, 
H1s h-2d 1soft, and fent to eArgels. 

l/a. Nav, but it isnot fo. 

Dur. It isnoother. 
She your wiſcdome daughter in your cloſe patience. 
{{a. Oh, I will to him, and plucke out þis eyes, 
Dwxke. You ſhallnot be admitted to his (ight. 


— 


1/4, Vohappy Claudio, wretched Iſabel. 


ce. 
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Injurious world, moſt dainned Angelo. : 

Dwuk, This nor burts him, nor profits you a yots 
Forbeare it thertore, give your cauſe to heaven, 
Marke what I ſay, which you ſhall find 
By every fillable a faithtull verity- 
The Duke comes home to morrow : nay dry your eyes, 
One of our Covent, and his Contefſor 
Gives me this inſtance : Already he hath carried 
Notice to Eſcales and Angelo, 
Who dee prepare to meete him atthe gates, (dome, 
There to give up their pore : if you can pace your Wil- 
In that good paththat 1 would wiſh it go, 
And you ſhall have your botome on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart, 
And generall Honor. 

1/a. I am diretcd by you. 

Dak, This Letter then to Friar Peter give, 
'Tisthat he ſentme of the Dukes returne : 
Say, by thisroken, I defire his company 
At Marianas houſe to night. Her cauſe, and yours 
lle perteR him withall, and he ſhall bring you 
Betore the Duke ; and ro the head of Angelo 
Accuſe him home and home. For my poore ſclte, 
I am combined by a facred You, 
And ſhall be abſent. Wend you withthas Letter : 
Command thelc tretting waters from your eycs 
Withalight hcart ; trult not my holy Order 
If I pervert your courſe : who's heere ? 

Enter Luci. 


| Lac. Good'even; 
Frier, where's the Proveſt? 

Dake. Not within Sir, 

Luc. Oh pretty Iſabella, I am pale at mine heart, to 
ſee thine eyes ſo red : thou muſt be pacient ; I am faice 
to dine and tfup with water and bran : 1 dare not tor my 
hcad fil my belly. One trumtull Meale would fer mes 


By my troth J/abell 1 lov'd thy brother, it the old tan- 
taſticall Duke of darke corners had beenc at home he had 
uved, 

Dake. Sir, the Duke is marveilous little beholding to 
your reports, butthe beft 1s, hc lives not m them. 

Luc. Friar, thou knoweſt not the Duke io well as I 
doc : he'sa better woodman then thou rak'it him for. 

Duke. Well : you'll anfwer this one day. Fare ye well, 

Lac. Nay tarry, Ile goe along with thee. 
[ can tell thee pretty tales of the Duke. 

Duke, You have told me too many of him already fir 
if they be true : 1t not true, none were enough. 

1 I wasonce betorc him for gerting a Wench: with 
child. 

D#k, Did you ſuchathing ? 

Lac. Yes marry did I; but I was faine toforſweare it, 

They would cl{c have married meto the rotten Medler, 

Dwke. Sir you compauy 15 tairerthea honcity reſt you 
well. 

Luc. By my troth Ile goe with thee to the lanes end : 
if baudy talke offend you, we'll haye very little of : na; 

Friar I am a kind of a Burre, I ſhall ſticke. E xemnt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Angelo, and Eſcalus. 
Eſc.Every Letter he hath writ, hachdiſyouch'd other. 
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roo't : but they tay the Duke will bc heereto Morrow. | 
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eAng. 11 molt uneven and diſtracted manner, his adti- 
' ons ſkew much like to madneſle , pray heaven his wiſe- 
dome be not tainted : and why mcect himart the gates and 
| dclwer our authorities there ? 
| &(c. 1 giheſflcnct. 
| Ang. And why ſhould we proclaime it in an houre 
before his cntrms, that if afty crave redreſfle of injuſtice, 
they ſhould exhivite therr petitions in the ſtreet? 
fic. He (hcwcs hisrcaſon for that : ro havea diſpatch 
of Complaints, and todeliver us from devices hereafter, 
which ſhallchen have no power to ftand agaioſt vs. 
eAug. Well: L befcech you ler it be proclaim d be» 
times th, morne, le call you at your houte: give notice 
to luch men of fort and tut aSare to meet him. 
fc. 1 ſhall fir: farc you well. Exit. 
Ang. Good night, 
This deed unſhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflowred Maide, 
And by an emincnt Body,that enforc'd 
The Law againſt it ? Bur that her tender ſhame 
Will aot proclaimeagainſt her Maidenloſle, 
How mighr he tongue me? yer reaſon dares her no, 
lor my Authority beares of a credent bulke, 
I hat no particular ſcandall once can touch 
But it confounds the breather. He (ſhould haveliv'd, 
Save that hisriotous youth withdangerous ſenſe, 
Might in thezimesto come have ta ne revenge 
By fo recctvingadiſhonour'd life, 
With rantome of ſuch ſhame : would yet he had liv'd. 
Alack,when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes right, we would,and we would not. Exit. 


| 
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Enter Duke and Fryer Peter, 
Dsk. Thele Lettersat hit time deliver me. 
The Provoſt knowes our purpoſe and our plot, 
The matter being a foote,keepe your inſtruction 
And hold yoga everto our ſpeciall dritr, 
Though ſometimes you doe blench from thisto that 
As cauſe doth minitter : Goe call at Flavie's houſe, 
And teil him where I ſtay : give thelikenotice 
To Va/enciuns, Rowland,and to Craſſme, 
And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate : 
But fend me Flaw firlt. 
Peter, It ſhall be ſpecded well. 


—_— 


Enter Varriw. 
Dute, I thanke thee Yarrine,thou haſt made good haſt, 
Come,we will walke : There's other of our friends 
Will greet us hcere anon : my gentle Varrim, Exemnt, 


On —_—n— = = w ——_—__ 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter I/abella and Marianas 


| 
| 
| 


l ab, To ſperke fo indireQly Tam loath, 

I would fay the truth, but to accuſe him ſo 
That is your part, yet I am advis'd to doe it, 
Hefaves,to vaile tall purpole. 

ar, Berul'd by him. 


—— 


Iſa. Belides,hetels me,that if peradventure 
He ſpeake againſt me on the adverle fide, 

I ſhould not thinke it ftrange,for 'tisa Phyſicke 
Thar's bitter ,to ſweet end. 
Emer Peter. 

Mar. I would Fryer Peter 

ſab. Oh peace,the Fryer iscome. 

Peter. Come have found you out a ſtand moſt fit, 
Where you may have tuch vantage on the Duke 
He ſhall not palle you : 

Twice have the Trumpets ſounded, 
The generousand graveſt Citizens 

Have hent the gates,and very necre upon 
The Duke isentring : 


Therefore hence away. E xennt, 


eAtn Quntus.Scena Prima, 


— 
ts <En eo——— — — Oo C—— —_—_—— 


Enter Duke Varrins, Lords, Angelo, Eſcalus, Lncio, 
Cutzens at ſeveral doores. 
Duke. My very worthy Colen, fairely met, 

Our old and faithfull friend,we are glad toſce you. 
Ang. Eſc. Happy returne be to your Royall Grace. 
Dake Many and hearty thankings be to you both ; 

We have made enquiry ot you,and we heaze | 

Such goodneſlc of yeur Iuttice,that our ſoule 

Cannot but yeeld youtorth to publike thankes 

Forerunnng more requitall. 

Ang. You make my bonds {till greater. 
Ds. Oh your delert tpeakes loud,and 1 ſhould wrong 

To locke itin the wards of covert boſome | 

When it deſerves with Characters of Brafle _ / 

A forted reſidence pgainſt the tooth of time, - 

And razure of oblivion : Give we your hand 

Andlet the fubjeR tee, tomake thear know | 

That outward curtefies would taine proclaime 

Favours that kcepe within : Come Eſca/n, 

You mult walke by us on our other hand : 

And good ſupporters are you. 

Enter Peter and Iſabella. 

Peter. Now 1s your time 

Speake loud,and kneele before him. 

I/ab. Tuſtice,O Royall Duke,vaile your regard 

Vpon a wrong'd(I would faine have {aid a Maid ) 

Oh worthy Prince diſhonour not your cye 

By throwing it on any other obje, 

Till you have heard me,in my true complaint, | 

And given me Juſtice, luſtice,lultice, lultice. 

Dwke. Relate your wrongs ; 

In what,by whom ? be bricte : 

Here is Lord 4vg-(o (hall give you lultice, 

Reveale your iclte to him. 

Iſab. Oh worthy Duke, 

You bid me ſecke redemption of the Dive!l, 

Heare me your ſelte : tor chat which I mult {peake | 

Muliteither puniſh me,not being belcev'd, | 

Or wring redreiſe trom you : 

Heare me : oh heare me,heere. | 

Ang. My Lord, her wits,1 feare me,are not firme : | 

She hath been a ſuitor to me,tor her brother 

Cut off by courſe ot Iuſtice, | 

Iſab. By courſe of luſtice ! 

Ang. And ſhe will ipeake moſt bitterly. 


——— 


[ſab Moſt, 
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That engels's torſworne,ts 1t not ſtrange ? 
That Angelo's a murtherer,is't not ſtrange e 
That egelo 15an adulterous theete, 
An hypocrite, a virgin violator, 
Is itnot ſtrange ? and ſtrange ? 
Ds. Nay 1t 15 ten times {trange ? 
I/a. Itisnot truer he is eAngelo, 
Than this 1s all as rrue, as it 15 {trange ; 
Nay,it 15tentimestruc,for truth is truth 
To rh'end of reckning. 
Ds, Away with her : poore {oule 
She ſpcakesthis, inth'infirmity of ſenſe. 
ſab. Oh Prince,1 conjure thee,as thou belcev'ſt 
There is another comfort,than this world, 
Thar thou negleR me not, with that opinion 
That Tam touch'(| with madneſſe : make nor impoſlible 
That which bur ſ{cemes unlike,'tis noti ible 
Bur onegthe wicked Caitiffe on the ground 
May f{ecme as ſhic,as grave,asjult,as abſolute : 
AS + Angelo,even fo may eAngelo 
In all tis creſlings,caracts,titles, formes, 
Be an arch-villaine : Beleeve it,royall Prince 
Ifhe be leſſc,he's nothing,but he's more, 
Had 1 more name for badnefle. 
Ds. By mine honeſty 
If ſhe be mad,as | beleeve no other, 
Her madneſſc hath the odde(t frame of ſenſe, 
Such a dependancy of thing on thing, 
Ascre I heaid inmadneſle. 
1{ab. Oh gracious Duke 
Harpe not onthat ; nor doe not baniſh reaſon . 
For inequality ,but let your reaſon ſerve 
Tomakethe truth appeare,where it ſeemes hid, 
And hide the talſe ſeemes true, 
Dake. Many that are not mad 
Have 1u-e more Jacke of reaſon : 
W hat would youlay ? 
[[ab. ] am the fitter of one C landio, 
Condemn'd upen the a of Fornication 
To loſe his head,condern'd by Angels: 
I,(in provation of a Siſterhood ) 
Was ſent to by my brother ; one Lucio 
Asthen the Meſſenger. 
E#c. That's I,and't like your Grace : 
I came to her from Clarxdso,and defir'd her, 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo; 
For her poore brotherspardon. 
I{ab. That's he indeed. 
Ds. You were not bid to ſpeake. 
Luc, No,my good Lord, 
Nor wiſh'd to bold y PEace. 
Ds, I with you now then, 
Pray you take noce of it :and when you have 
A bufineſle for your felfe : pray heaven you then 
BE perfeR. 
Lxc. 1 warrant your honour. 
Dr. The warrant's for your ſelfe : take heed to't, 
Iſab. This Gentleman told ſomething of my Tale. 
Lac. Right. 
Ds. I t may beright,but you are 1th wrong 
To ſpeake betore your tige,procecd. 
I{ab. I went 
To this pernicious Caytiffe Deputy. 
Ds. That's {ſomewhat madly ſpoken. 
| //ab. Pardonit, 


ee 
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1{b, Moſt range : but yet moſt truely will I ſpeake, 
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The phraſe isto the matter. 
Ds. Mendcd againe : the matter : proceed, 
Iſab. In bricte,to ſet the needlcfle by : 
How I perſwaded, how I praid, and kneel'd, 
How he refeld me,and how I replide 
( For this was of mbich lengrh)the vilde concluſion 
I now begin with gricfe and ſhame toutter-, 
He would ncr,but by gift of my chaſte body 
To his coocupiſcible intemperare lult 
Releaſe my brother ; and atter much debatement, 
My ſiſterly remorſc,confutes mine honour, 
And I did yeeld to him : Butthe next morne betimes, 
His purpoſe ſurtetting,he ſends a warrant 
For my poore brothers head. 
Ds. j his is moſt hikely. 
1/ab.Oh that it were as like asit is true- (ſpeak'ſt, 
Ds. By heaven(fond wretch)y know'ſt not what thou 
Or elſe thou art fuborn'd againſt his honour 
In hatefull practiſe : firlt his Integrity 
Stands without blemiſh : next it importsno reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemency he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himlelte : if he had ſo offended 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by hitalclfe, 
And not have cut him off : ſome one hath {et you on : 
Confefle the truth, and ſay by whoſe advice 
Thou cam'ſt hereto complaine. 
{ſab. And is thisall ? 
Then oh you bleſſed Miniſters above, 
me in patience,and with ripened time 
Vntold the cvill which is here wraptup 
In countenance : heaven ſhield your Grace from woe, 
As I thus wrong'd, hence unbeleceved goe. 


D®. Iknow you'ld faine be gone: An Oticer : 
To priton with her : Shall we thus permit 
A blaſting and a ſcandalous breath to fall, 
On him {oneere us ? Thisnceds mult be a practiſe ; 
Who knew of your intent and comming hither ? 
1/ab. One that I would were here, Fryer Lodowicke. 
Ds, A ghollly Father belike ; 
Who knowes that Lodewicks ? 
Luc. My Lord,l know him,'tis e medling Fryer, 
[ doe not like the man + had he beene Lay,my Lord, 
For ccrtaine words he ſpake againſt your Grace 
In your retirement, l had ſwing'd him ſoundly. = 
Ds. Words againſt me ? this 'a good Fryer belike 
And toſet on this wretched woman here 
Againſt our Subſtitute : Lerthis Fryer be found. 
Luc. But yeſternight ry Lord,ſhe and that Fryer 
I ſaw them at the priſon : a fawcy Fryer, 
Avery ſcurvy fellow, 
Peter. Bleſled be your Royall Grace; 
I have ſtood by my Lord,and I have heard 
Your Royall care abus'd : firſt hath this woman 
Moſt wrongfully accus'd your Subſticute , 
Who is as tree trom touch,or ſoyle with her 
As ſhe from one ungor. 
Ds, We did belceve noleſle, 
Know you that Fryer Lodowicke which ſhe ſpeakes of ? 
Petcr, I know him for a man Divine and holy, 
Nat ſcurvy,nor a temporary medler | 
As he's reported by this Gentleman : | 
And on my traſt,a man that never yet | 
Dic(as he vouches)miſreport your Grace. 
Luc. My Lord,moſt villanouſly ,belceve it. 
Peter, Well : he intime may come to cleare himſelfe ; * 
But atthis inftant he is ficke,,oy Lord : | 
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Of a ltrange Feaver : upon hismeere requeſt 


Being come to knowledge,that there was complaint 


Inccnded againſt Lord Angels,came I hither 
To ſpeake as fram his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true and falſe : and what he with his eath 
And allprobation will make uþ full cleare 
Whenſoever he's convented ; Firſt,for this woman, 
To juſtifie this worthy Nobleman, 
So vulgarly and perſonally accus'd, 
Her ſhall you heare yo og to her eyes, 
Till Che herſeife conteſle it. 
Dukg. Good Fryer let's heare it : 
Doe you not {mile at this, Lord eAngelo? 
Oh heaven,the vanity of wretched tooles, 
Give vs ſome ſcatcs,Come Coſen Angelo, 
Iathis Ile be impartiall : be you judge 
Of your owne Caule : Is this the Witnefle Fryer ? 


Enter Mariana. 
Firſt,let her ſhew her face,and aſter ſpeake. 

Car. Pardon my Lord,1 will not (hew my face 
Yarill my husband bid me. 

Duke. What,are you married ? 

Mar. Nowy Lord. 

Duke. Areyou a Maid? 

Alas. Nowy Lord, 

Deke, A Widdow then * * 

Mar. Neither my Lord. : ; . 

Dnkz. Why are you nothing then : neither Maid, Wt- 
dow,nor Wite ? 

Luc. My Lord, ſhe be a Punke : for many of 
them,are neither Maid, Widdow,nor Wite. 

Dw#ke, Silence that feilow : 1 would he had ſume cauſe 
to prattle tor himlelfe. 

Lne. Well my bord. 

Ma. My Lord,l doe confeſſe I nere was married, 
And 1 confelle beſides, T am no Maid, M 
I have knowne my husband, yet my hausband 
Knowes not that ever he knew me. 

Lue.He was drunke then,my Lord,it can be no better. 

Ds, For the bench of ſilence, would thou wert lo to, 

Lac, Well my Lord. 

Ds. This isno witneſſe for Lord eAngeo, 
Mar. Now I come to's,my Lord. 
Shee that accuſes him of Fornication, 
In ſelfc-ſame manner doth accuſe my busband, 
And charges him, my Lord,with ſuch atime, 
When Iic depoſe I had him in mine Armes 
With all ch'ctte& of Love. 

Ang. Charges ſhe moe then me? 

Mar, Notthat 1 know, 

Ds. No? you ſay your huwband. 

Mar. Why juſt my Lord,and that is eAngele, 
Whothinkes he knowes,that he neere knew my body, 
But knowes,he thinkes,that he knowes Jſabets. 

Ang, This 15 a ſtrange abule : Let's (ee thy face. 

Afar. My husband bids me,now I willunmaskes 
This is that face, thou cruell 4rgelo 
Which once thou ſworit, was worth the looking on: 
Thisis the hand, which witha vow'dcontraR 
Was faſt belockt in thine : This1s the body 
That tooke away the match from //abel, 

And did ſupply thee atthy Garden-houſe 
In.ber Imagin'd perſon, 

Ds. Know you this woman ? 

Lac. Carnally ſhe fayes. 


ys. 


| 


| 
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Ds. Sirr ha,no more. 

Isc. Enough my Lor 

Ang. My Lord, 1 muſt confefle, I know this woman, 
And hve yeares ſince there was ſome ſpeech of marriage 
Betwixt my iclfe and her : which was broke off, 

for that her promig'd proportions 

Came ſhert of Compoſition : but in chicte 
For thar her repuration was dif-valned 
In levity : Since which time of five yeeres 
I never ſpake with her,ſaw her,nor heard from her 
Vpon my faith and honour. 

Mar. Noble Prince, 
Asthere comes light trom heaven, and wordsfrom breath 
Asthereis ſenſe in tcuth,and truth in verrue, 
I amaihanced this mans wife,as ſtrongly 
As wordscould make up Vowes : And my good Lord, 
But Tuciday night laſt gone in's Garden houſe, 
He knew peas a wife, As this is true, 
Let me in ſafety raiſe me from my knees, 
Or elc for ever be confixed here 
A Marble Monument, 

Ang. Idid but fmiletill now, 
Now,good my Lord,give me the {cope of Iuſtice, 
My patience here 1s touch'd : I doe perceive 
Theſe —_— WOmen,are no more 
But 1 $of fome more mightier member 
Thar ſets them on. Let me have way, my Lord, 
To finde this praQite our. 

Duke, I,wich my heart, 
And puniſh them to your height of pleaſure, 
Thou fooliſh Fryer,and thou pernicious woman 


with her that's gone : think'ſt thou thy oathes, | 
Though they would {weare downe cach particular Saint, | 


Were teſtumonies gainſt his worth,and credit 
That's (cald in approbation? you, Lord &catw, 
Sit wich my Cozen,lend him your kinde paines 
To finde out this abuſe, whence 'tis deriv d. 
Theres another Frycr that ſet them or, 
Lethim be ſent tor. 

Peter. Would he were here,my Lord,for he indeed 

Hath ſetthe women onto this complaint ; 
Your Provoſt knowes the place where he abides, 
And he may fetch him. 
Duh, Goedoe it inſtantly : 
And you my Noble and well-watranted Coſen 
Whom it concernes to heare this matrer forth, 
Doe with your injuries as ſeemes you beſt 
Inany chaſtiſement ; I for a while 
Will leave you ; but ſtirre not you till you have 
Well determin'd upon theſe Slanderers. Exit. 

Eſc. My Lord,wee'll doe it throughly : Signior Lucio, 
did not you ſay,you knew that Fryer Lodowicke to be a 
diſhoneſt perſon ? 

Luc. (ucnllus non facit Monachurs, honeſt in nothing 
but in his Cloathes, and one that hath ſpoke moſt villa- 
nous ſpeeches of rhe Duke. 

Eſe. We ſhall intreat you to abide here till be come, 
and inforce them againſt him : wee ſhall finde this Fryer a 
notable fellow. 

Lac, As anyin Viems on my word. 

Eſca. Call that fame Iabet here once againe, I would 
ſpeake with her : pray you, my Lord, give mee leave ro 
queſtion, you ſhall fee how Ile handle her. 

Lac. Not better then he,by ber owne report, 

Eſca. Say you? 

Inc, Marry fir, thinke,if you handled her privately 

She 
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| She ſhould ſooner conteſſe,perchance publikely ſhe'll bee 
alhaw'd. 


Emer Duke,Provoſt, Iſabella. 

Eſc. I will goc darkely to worke with her. 

Luc. Tha.'s the way ; for women are light at mid- 
night. 

be Come on Miſtcis, here's a Gentlewoman Denics 
al. that you have {aid. 

Luc. My Loxd,hcre comes the Raſcall I ſpoke of, 
Here with the Proveſt. 

Eſe.In very good tine : ſpeake not yoato him , wull zve 
call upon you, 

Zac, Mum. 

' E/jc. Comelir,did you ſerttheſe women on to ſlander 
Lord Angelo ? they have contev'd you did. 

Dwke. "Tis fallc. 

E/c, How? know you where youare ? | 

Dwke. Relpet to y our great place ; and [ct the Divell 
Belometime honow 'd,for his burning throne. 

W here is the Duke ? 'tis he ſhould heare me ſpeake. 

Eſe. The Duke's in us ; and we will heare you. ſpeake, 
Luoke you lpeake juſtly. 

Duke. Boldiy at icaſt. But oh pooreſoules, 

Come you to lecke the Lambe here of the Fox ? 
Good night to your redrefle : 1s the Duke gone ? 
Then 1s y our caule gone too ; T he Duke $ unjuſt, 
Thus to retort your manitclt appeale, 

Aud pur your tryall in the villaines mouth, 
Which h:re you come to accule. 

Loc. This is the Raſcal : this is he I ſpoke of. 

Eſc. Why thou unreverend and unhallowed Fryer: 
Isr not enough thou haſt ſuborn'd theſe women, 
Toaccuſe this worthy man ? but in fowle mouth, 

And inthe witnefle of bis p! Oper care, 
Tocali him vilaine ; and then coglance from him, 
 Toth'Duke himpſcifc,to taxc him with Injultice ? 


Fo 


| much more, much worle, 
| £xe. Ohthou damnable fellow : did not I pluckethee 
| by the nole, for thy ſpeeches? 
Dwke. I proteſt,] love the Duke as I love my ſelfe, 
eng. Harke how the viilaine would cioſe now , after 
his treatonable abuſes. 

Eſc. Sucha fellow isnot to be talk'd withall : Away 
un himto priſon : Where is the Proveſt ? b_ — 

im to priſon : la C———_ upon hum : let him £ 
wha. away wich thoſe Giglets.too , and withthe 0- 
ther confederatecompanion. 

Dake. Say fir,ltay a while. 

Arg. W hat,refilts he ? helpe him Lacis. 

Luc. Come fir,come (ir ,come fir: toh fir , why you 
baldpated lying Raſcall ; you muſt be hooded muſt you? 
ſhow your knaves vilage with a poxe to you : ſhow your 
prepoving tace, and bee hang'd an houre : will t not 
oft ? 

Dake. Thou art the firſt knave that ere mad'{t a Duke, 
Firſt Proveſt,let me baylerheſe gentle three : 
Sacake not away (ir,tor the Fryer and you, 
Malt have a word anon : lay hold on him. 

Luc. This may prove worle then hanging, 

Duke, What yu have ſpoke, I pardon : lit you downe, 


1 Wc":1 borrow place of him ; Sir,by your leave : 


Ha it thou or word or wit,or ia1pudence, 

I hat yer candoe thee office ? It thou ha'ſt, 

Rely upon it,till my taic be heard, 

And hoid nolonger Out. 
| "mw. Oh my dread Lord, 
| I ſhould be gulltter then my guiltineſſe, 
Torhunke Ican be undiſcervable, 
When I perceive your Grace,like power Divine, 
Hath look'd upon ay paſſes. Then good Prince, 
No longer Sefſion hold vpon my ſhame, 


But lec wy triall be mine owne Conteſlicn : 


{ Immediate ſentence then,and ſequent death, 


Take him hence;:to thiacke with ims welltowze you | Is ali the grace 1 beg. 


loynt by joynt,but we wall know his purpole : 
- W hat? unjalt? 
Dwke. Be not ſo hot : the Duke dare 
No more itretchthis finger of mionegthen he 
Dare racke his o:rne : his SubjeRt am 1 nor, 
Nor here Provincial : My buſinefle 1n this State 
Made me a looker on herein Fieeng, 
Where 1 have ſcenc corruption boyle and bubble, 
Till it cre-runne the Stew x Lawes tor all faults, 
But faults ſo countenanc'd,that the ſtrong Statutes 
Stand like the fortents ina Barters ſhop, 
As much in mocke,as marke. 
Eſc. Slander toth'State ; 
Away with himto priſon. 
Ang. Whatcan you vouch againſt him Signior Zucso ? 
Is thisthe manthat you did tell us of ? 
Luc. 'Tis he,my Lord : come hither goodman bald. 
pate,doe you know me? 
Duke. I remember you fir by the ſound of your voyce, 


I mct youat the priſon inthe abſence of the Duke. 


Luc. Oh,did you 10? anddoe you remember what you | 


{aid of the Duke? 
D»ke. Moſtnoredly fir. 
Luc. Docyouſofir ; And was the Duke a fieſh-mon- 
ger, a fovic,andacoward , as you then reported him to 
be ? 


_ 


Duke. You muſt ( fir )change perſons with me,erc you 
| make that my report: you indeed ſpoke fo of him, and | 


Then that which lives to feare : make ut your comfort, 
J 


Duke, Com: hither Marian, 


Say : was't thou ever contracted tothis woman ? 


Ang. Ivas my Lord. 

Duxe, Goe take her hence,and marry her inſtantly. 
Doe you the cxhce(Frycr)w hich conſummate, 
Returne him here againe : goe with him Provoſt. Ex. | 

Ec. My Lord 1 am morc amaz'd at bisdiſhonour, | 
Then atthe ſtrangeneſle of it. 

Dake. Come hither [ſabel, 
Your Fryer isnow your Prince : As1 was then 
Advertiſing, and holy to your bufineſle, 


(Not changing heart with habit)1 am ſtill, 
Atturnicd at your ſervice, | 
1[-b. Oh give me pardon 1 


Thar [,your vaſaile, have imploy'd and pain'd, 
Yourunknowne Soveraignety. 

Duke. Youare pardon'd Iſabel ; 
And now deare Maide,be you as free tous, 
Your brothers death, I know,fits at your heart: 
And you may marveile,why | ob{cur'd my felfe, 
Labouring to fave his lite ; and would not rather 
Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden power, 
Tnen lct him (© be lolt ; Oh molt kinds Maid, 
It was the (witt celerity of his death, 
W hich Idid thinke wich lo er foote came on, 
That brain'd my purpoſc : but peace be with him, 
Thar life is betrer life pait fearig death, 
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So 1s your Brother. 

"_ E Lau Angelo, Maria,Peter, Provoſt. 

Iſa. I doe my Lord. 

Duke For this 199 vr mpg bere, 
Whole ſalt imagination th wrong” 
Your well Jebotied hentur ; you mult 
For Mariana" r(ake ; But as he adjudg'd your Brother, 
Being criminall,in double violation 
Ofacred chaltitie,and of promile-breach, 
Thereon dependant for your brothers lite, 
The very mercy ofthe Law cryes out 
Moſt audible,even trom his proper tongue, 
An Angels tor Clandio,death for deat : 
Haſte (till payes haſte,and leafure aniweres leaſure ; 
Like dothquir like,and Meaſure ili1l for Meaſare : 
Then «Agel thy tault's thus maniteited : 
W hich though thou would(ſt deny, denyes thee vantage. 
We doe condemne thee to the very Blocke 
Where (audio ftoop'd to death,and with like hafte, , 
Away with hin. 

Mw. Oh my moſt gracious Lord, 

[ hope you will nor mocke me with a hasband ? 

Dwahe It is your hasband mock'd you witha husband, 
Conſenting to the ſafe-guard of your honour, 
[ thought your marriage fit: elſe Imputation, 
For that he knew you,mighr reproch your lite. 
And choake your good ro come : for his poſleſſions, 
Although by contiication they arc ours ; 
We doe alle, and widdow you withall, 
To buy you a better husband. 

Mar. Oh my deere Lord, 
I cravenoother,nor no better man. 

Duke. Never crave him,we aredefinitive. 

Mary, Gentle my Liege, 

Duke. You doe bur lole your labour. 


Mar. Oh my good Lord,tweet If {cake my part, 
Lend me your knecs,and all my lite to come, 

Ile lend yuu all my lite to doe you lervice. 

Dmhe. Again(t all ſenſe you doe importune her, 
Should ſhe kneele downe, in mercy of this fact, 
Her brothers ghoſt his paved bed would breake, 
And take her hence in horror. 

Mar. {/abel : 

Sweet //abel,doe yet but kneele by ms, 

Hold up your hands,fay nothing : [le ſpeake all. 
They fay belt men are moulded out of faults, 
And for the meſt, become much more the better 
For beinga little bad : So may my husband. 

Oh 1/abet : will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke, He dyes tor (Tandre's death. 

I{ab, Moſt bountcous Sir. 

Looke,it it pleaſe you,0nthis man condemn'd, 
Asif my brother liv'd : I partly thinke, 
A due fincerity governed his deeds, 
Till he did looke on me : Since it is fo, 
Let kit not dye : my brother had bur luſtice, 
In that he did the thing for which he dr'd, 
For Angels,his atdid not ore-take his badintent, 
And mult be buried bur as an intent 
That periſh'd by the way : thoughtsare noſubjeRs 
Intents,but meerely thoughts. 
Afar, Meerely my Lord. 

Dug. Your fute's unprofitable : ſand up I ſay : 

| have bethought me of another fault. 


Proveft how came it Claudio was beheaded 


*+ Eſc. Iam forry,one fo learned,and fo wile 


At an unuſuall houre ? 
Pro. It was commanded fo. 
D#k, Had you a ſpeciall warrant for the deed ? 
Pro, No my Lord,it was by private . 
Dwkg. For which I doe diſcharge you of your orice, 
Gliveup your keycs. 
Pro. Pardon me,Noble Lord. 
I thought it was a faulr,but knew itnot, 
Yet did repent mc after more advice, 
For teſtimony whereot,one in the prifon 
That ſhould by private order clic have dy'd, 
I have reſerv'd alive. 
Duke. What's he ? 
Pro, His name is Barnardine. 
Dake. 1 wouldſt thou had(t done ſoby Clandie: 
Goe fetch him hither,ler me looke upon him. | 


b 


As you, Lord Angele,have (till appear'd, 
Should ſlip fo grofly,both in the heat of blood 
And lacke of temper'd judgement afterward. 

Ang. 1 am forry that ſuch ſorrow I procure, 
And to deepe licks it ia my penitent heart, 

That I cravedcath more willingly then mercy, 
'Tismy deferving,and 1 doc intreat it. 
Emer Barnar dine and Proveſt,C lands, Inlietta. 

Dake. Whichis that Barnardins ? 

Pro. This my Lord. 

Duke. There was a Fryer told me of this man» 
Sirrhazthou art ſaid to have a ttubborne ſoule 
That apprehends no further then this wozld, | 
And ſquar'lt thy lifeaccording : Thou'rt condemn'd, | 
But for thoſe earthly faults, I quirthem all, 

I pray thee take this mercy to provide 
For better times to come : Fryer, adviſchim, 
I leave himto your hand. W hat mufficd fellow's that ? 

Pro, This 1s another priſoner that I fav'd, 

Who ſhould have dy'd when Clandio laſt his head, 
As$like almoſt to Claudio as bimlclte. 

Duke. It he be like your brother, for his ſake 
Is he pardon'd,and for your lovely fake 
Give me your hand,and ſay you will be mine, 

He is my brother roo : Bur a tune for that : 

By this Lord «Fzgelo perceives hee's (ate, 

Me thinkes [ ſee a quickning in his eye : 

Well «rge/o,your evill quits you wel. 

Looke that you love your wife : her wortb,worth yours. 
I finde an apt remiſſion in my ele : 

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon; 

You ſirrha,that knew me for a foole,a Coward, 

One all of Luxuric,an Aſſe,a mad man : 

Wherein have I ſodeſcrv'd of you 

That youextoll me thus ? | 

Lxe. *Faith my Lord,I ſpoke it but according tothe 
tricke : if you will hang me for it,you may : but I had ra- 
ther it would pleaſe you, I might be whipt. 

Duke. Whipt firlt fir,and hang'd after, 

Proclaime it Provoſt round about the City ; 

If any, woman wrong'd by this lew'd fellow 

(As I have heard him ſweare himſeltethere's one 
Whom he begot with childe )let her appeare, 

And he ſhall marry her : the nuptiall fniſk'd, 

Let him be whip'd and hang'd. 

Lac. 1 beſcech your Highneffe doe not marry mee to a 
Whore : your Highnefle faid even now, I made you a 
Duke,good my Lord doe not recompence me, in making 
me a Cuckold. 

Duke. V pon 
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Dk, Vpon mine honor thou ſhalt marry her, 
Thy ſlanders I forgive, and therewithall 
Remut thy other forfeits : rake him to priſon, 
And ſee our pleaſure herein executed. 

Luc, Marrying a punke my lord, is preſſingto death, 
W hipping and hayvgtng. 

Dk, Slandering a Prince delcrves Its 
She C/a»d5o that you wrong d, looke you reſtore. 
loy to you Mariaza, love her eAngels : 
| have confes'd her, and I know her vertue. 
Thankes good friend, Eſcaixe, for thy much goodneſle, 


| There's more behind that is more gratulate, 

| Thankes Freveft for thy care, and fecrecy, 

We ſhall imploy thee ina worthuer place. 
Forgive him to, that you home 
The head of Ragozane for o'r, 

Th'offence pardons itſelfe. Deere /ſabef, 

| have a motion much imports your good, 
Whereto if you'll a willing care incline ; 

W hat's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine. 
So bring us to our Pallace, where wee'll ſhow 
What's yet behind, thats meete youall ſhould knovw, 


The Scene Vienna, 


N ames of all the eA tors. 


Vincentio: the Duke. 
Angelo, the Deputy, 
E/calis, au ancient lord, 
Claudio, a youg Gentleman. 
| Lucio, 4 fantaſtique. 

2. Other like Gemlemen. 
Prove ft. 


| Thom, 
Peter, 
Elbow, a ſimple Conftable, 
Froth , a fooliſh Gentleman, 
Clowne , 

Abhborſon, an Extcutroner, 
Barmar dine, a difſolute priſoner, 
| 1ſabella, ſiſter to Clauazo, 

| Mariana, betrothed to Awyelo, 


2 Friers. 


Is/irt, belvved of Clandzo. 
Franciſca, a Nun. 
Miſtris Ower-don, a Band. 


eAttus Primus, Scena Prima, 


Emer the Duke of Epheſus, with the ( Merchant of Syracuſa, 
laylor, and other attendants. 


CMerchon . 
Rar Rocced Saline to procure my fall, 
al Js And by che doome of death cnd woes and all. 
FS Duke, Merchant of Swacsſe,plead no more» 
aa [ am nor partiall to intringe our Lawes ; 
The enmitie and ditcord whichot late 
Sprung trom the rancorous outrage of your Duke, 
1o merchants our well-dcaling Countrimen, 
Who wanting gilders to redeeme their lives, 
Have ſcal'd hts rigorous ſtatutes with their blouds, 
Excludes all pitty from our threatening lookes : 
For ſincethe morrall and inteſtine 1arres 
Twixt thy feditious Countrimen and us, 
It hath in folemne Synodes beene decreed, 
Both by the Swacufenr and our (clves, 
Tadmi no traiticke to our adverſe rownes : 
Nay more, it any borne at Fpbeſ:ae 
Be cene at any Swacnſfar Marts and Faires : 
Againe, it any Swac#44» borne 
Come tothe Bay of Epbeſur, he dies : 
His goods conkicate to the Nukes diſpoſe, 
Vnleſle a thouland markes be levied 
Toquitthe penalty, and ranfoine him : 
Thy ſubltance, valucd at the higheſt rare, 
Cannot amount untoa hundred Markes, 
Therefore by Law thou art condemn'd todic. 
Mer.Yetthis my comtort, when your words are donc, 
My woes end likewiſe with the evening Sunne. 
Duh. Well Stracuſian ; (ay in bricfe the cauſe 
Why thou departedfſt from thy nariuc home ? 
And for what caule thou cam'ſt ro Epheſms? 


Mer. A heavier taske could not have beenc impos'd, Whil'ſt I had beene like heedtull of the other. . 
; Thechildren thus diſpo'd, my witeand 1, 


Then I to ſpeake my griefe unſpeakeable: 

Yet that the world may witneſle, that my end 

\v 5 wrought dy nature, not by vile offence, 

lie utter what my ſorrow gives me leave. 

|| In Swracw/a was 1 borne, a:1d wedde 

Vito a woman, happy but for me; 

And dy me t00.had not our hap beene bad : 

With her 1 liv'd in joy, our wealth increaft 

by proſperous voyages I often made 

To fndaminr, till my factors death: 

And he gre at ore of goods at randone leaving, 
Drew me from kinde embracements of my ſpouſe ; 
From whom my abſence was not ſixe moneths olde, 
Before her ſelte (almot at fainting under 


— —_— — 
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| Ll, pleaſing puniſhment that women beare ) 


| Thole, for their parents were excceding poore, 


; Was carrl 
| Atlength the Sunne gazing upon the car thy 


| 
| 
| 


made proviſion tor her tollowing me, 
And foone, and fate arrived where I was : 
There had the not beene long ,bur ſhe became 
a joytull mother of rwogoodly tonnes : 
And, which was itrange, the one fo like the other, 
As could not be diſtinguiſh'd but by names, 
That very howre, and in the ſeltclame Inne, 
A poore meane woman delivered 
Ot ſach a burthen, Maletwins both alike :; 


I bought,and brought up to attend iy tonnes. 
My waitc, not meancly proud of two tuch boyes, 
Made daily motions tor our home returne : 
Vnwilling I agreed, alas, too loone we came aboord. 
A league trom Epidampum had we tayid 

Before the alwaics winde-obeying deepe 

Gave any tragicke inſtance ot our harme :; 

But longer 1d we not retaine much hope ; 

For what obſcured lighe the beavens did grant, 
Did but convay unto vur tearctull mundes 

A doubrtull warrant of inuacdiate death; 

W hich though my felte wouid g/adiy have imbrac d, 
Yet the inceflant weeping of my wite, 

Weeping before for what (hc taw muſt come, 
And pitteous playnings of the prety babes 

That mourn'd for taſhion, ignorant what to feare, 
Forſt me to fecke delayes tor them anc me, 

And this it was : (for other meanes was none} 
The Sailors fought for ſatery by our boatr, 

And lcttthe ſhip then ſinking-ripe to us. 

My wife, more carctull for the latrec borne, 

Had faſtened him unto a {mall ſpare Malt, 

Such as ſca-faring men provide tor ſtormes : 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 


Fixing our eyes on Whem our care was fixt, 
Faſtned our ſelves at eyther end the malt, 


And floating {traight, obedient to the {treame, 
. towards Cormnth, as we thought. 


Diſperſt thoſe « apours that oftended us, 
And by the benefit of his with'd light 
The ſeas waxe calme,and we diſcovered 
Two ſhippes from farre, making amaine tous: 
Of Corinth that, otEpidanrus this ; 
But ere they came, oh let me {ay no more, 
Gather the ſequc«ll by that avent before. 
Dake. Nay forward old man, doc not breake off to, 
H * For | 
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For we may pitty, though not pardon thee. 

Aterch. Oh had the gods done 1o, I had not norv 
Worthil; rearm'd them mercilefle to us : 
For ee the ſhips could meet by twice five leagues, 
We were cncountred by a mighty rocke, 
Which being violently borne up upon, 
Our helpetuil ſhip was ſplitred inthe midlt , 
So that 11 this unjuſt divorce of us, 
Fortune had lefttto both of us alike, 
W hat to delight in, what to ſorrow for, 
Her part, poore ſoule, ſeeming as burdened, 
Waithleſler waijght ,but nor with lefler wo, 
Was carried with more ſpeed before the winde, 
And in our ſight they three were taken up 
By Fiſhermen of Corsnth, as we thought. 
At length another ſhip had feiz'd on us, 
And knowing whom it was their hap to ſave, 
Gave helpetull welcome to their ſhip-wrackt gueſts, 
And would have rcft the Fiſhers of their prey, 
Had not their barke beene very flow of fatle; _ 
And theretore homeward did they their courte. 
Thus have you heard mc fever'd from my bliſle, 
That by misfortunes was my lite prolong'd, 
To tell ſad ſteries of my owne miſhaps. 

D#ke. And for the ſakes of them thou ſorrowelt tor, 
Doe me the favourto dilate at tull, 
W hat hath betalnc of them and thee till now- 

Merch. My yongelt boy, aud yet my eldeſt care, 
Atcighteenc ycarcs became inquifitive 
After his brother ; and importun'd me 
That his attendant, (for his caſe was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name, ) 
Might bcare him company in the queſt of him: 


Whom whil'{t I laboured of a love to ſce, ' 


I hazarded thelofle of whom I lov'd. 
Five Sommers have l ſpent in fartheſt Greece, 
Roming clcane through the bounds of Aſie, 
And coaſting homeward, camic to Epheſwe : 
Hopeleſfero finde, yet loath to leave unſonght 
O: that, or any place that harbours men : 
But heert mult end the ſtory of my life, 
And happy were I in my timcly death, 
Could all my travells warrant me they live. 

Dwsk. Haplefic Egeow whom the fatcs have markt 
To beare th' extremitic of dire miſhap: 
Now truit me, were 1t not againſt our Lawes, 
Againit my Crowne, my oath, my dignity, 
W hichPrinces would,they may notditanull, 
My foule ſhould tue as advocate for thee : 
Bur though thau art adzudged to the death, 
And paſſed {entence may not be recal'd 
Butto our honours great diſparagement ; 
Yet will I fayour thee in whartT can, 
Therefore Marchant, Ile limit thee this day 
Toſccke thy helpe by bencticiall helpe, 
Try all the friends thou haſt 1n Epheſss, 
Bcg thou, or borrow, to make up the ſumme, 
And live; if no, then thou art doom'd to dic: 
Iaylor take him to thy cuſtodic. 

[aylor. 1 will my Lord. 

Merch. > ram and helpeleſſe doth Egeon 
But to procraltinate his livcleſſe end. 


Enter Artopholis, Frotes, a Alerchare, and Dremis. 

4-». Therefore give out you are of Epidaminm, 
L e{! chat your goods too foone be confiſcate : 

| . 


es 


wend, 
E xenn!. 


; Inqueſt of him (unhappie ) looſe my ſelfe. 


This very day a Syracuſe Merchant 
Is chended for arrivall here, : 
not bcing able to buy out his lite, 

According tothe ſtatute of the rowne, 
Diesere the Sunne ſet in the Welt : 
There is your monie that I had to keepe. 

A#t. Goe beare it tothe Centaure, where we hoſt, 
And ſtay there Dromue, teil I come to thee ; 
Tull that Lie view the manners of the rowne, 
Within this houreit will be diriner time: 
Peruſe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then returne and ſleepe within mine Inne, 
For with long travaile Tam ſtifte and weaic. 
Ger thee away, 

Dre.Many a man would take you at your word, 


Exit Drom. 
Ant. A truſtic villaine fir, that very oft, 
When I am dull with care and melancholly, 
Lightens my humor with his merry jeſts : 
What, will you walke with me about the rowne, 
And then goe tothe Inne and dine with me ? 
E. Mer. | am invited fir to certaine Merchants, 
Ot whom I hope to make much benefit: 
I crave your ,ſoone at five aclocke, 
Pleaſe you, le meete with you upon the Marr, 
And afterward conſort you till bed time : 
My preſent bufinefle cals me from you now- 
Ant. Farewell till then :1 will goc looſe my life, 
And wander up and downe to view the Citic, 
E. Mer. Sir I commend you to your owne content, 
E xewnt, 


eAm, Hethat commends me to my owne content, 


And goe indeede, having ſo good a mcanes. | hs 


Commends meto the thing 1 cannot get : 

I to the world am like a drop of water, 
That 1n the Ocean 1eekes another drop, 
Who falling there to finde his fellow torth, 
( Vnſcene, inquiſitive ) contounds himielte, 


S01I, to inde a Mother and a Brother, 


Enter Dr omio of Epheſus. 
Here comes thealtnanacke ot my true date : 
\W hat now ? How chance thou art return'd ſo ſoone. 
E.Dre.Return'd ſo loone, rather apgroacht t90 late: 
The Capon burnes, the Pig fals fron: the ſpit; 
The clocke hath ſtruckep rwelue upon the bell : 
My Miſtris made it one upon my cheeke: 
She is ſo hot becauſe rhe meare 1s colde : 
The meate is cold becauſe you come not home ; 
You come not home, becauſe you have no $omucke: 
You have no ſtomacke, having broke your faſt : | 
But we that know what 'risto talt aud pray, 
Are penitent for your default to day. 

Amt. Stop in your winde fir, tell me this I pray, | 
Where have you teft the mony that I gave you? 

E. Dre. Oh/fixe pence that I had a weniday laſt, 
Topay the Sadler for my Miſtris crupper : | 
The Sadler had it Sir, I kept it not- | 
| ent. Iam notina tportivehumor now : | 

Tell me, and dally not, where is the monie? 
We being ſtrangers here, how dar'ſt thou truſt | 
So great aCharge trom thine owne cuſtodie. | 
E. Dre. 1 pray youjelt fir as you fit at dinner : 
I trom my Maſtris come to you in polt : 
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| It I retiirnc I ſhalt be poſt indeede. N 
or | 
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For ſhe will ſcoure your fault upon my pate : 
Methinkes your maw, like mine, ſhould be you cooke, 
And itrike you home without ameſſenger. 
Anut.Come Dreme,come,thele jeits are out of ſeaſon, 
Reſeructhem till a merrier houre then this : 
VW here 15 the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 
E. Dro, To me fir? why you gave nogold to me ? 
Ant. Come on fir X_ _ _ — 
And tell me how thou i{pos'd thy c . 
E+ Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the Mart 
Hometo your houle, (the Phams fir) to dinner; 
My Miſtrisand her litter ſtates for you. 
Aw, Now as I am a Chriſtian anſwer me, 
In what fafe place you have beltow'd my monie : 
Or I ſhall breake that merrie {conce of yours 
Thar ttands on trickes, when 1 am undiſpos'd : 
Where is the thouſand Markes thou of me? 
E. Dre, 1 have {ome markes of yours upon my pate: 
Some of my Mittris markes upon my ſhoulders : 
But not a thouſand markes betweene you both. 
If 1 ſhould pay your worſhip thole againe, 
Perchance you will not beare them patiently. 
An.Thy Miſtris markes? what miſtrisflave haſt thou? 
E, Dre. Your worſhips wite,my Miltris at the Phansx; 
She that doth falt till you come home to dinner : 
And praycsthat you will hie you home to dinnner. 
Ant. \W hat wilt thou flour me thus unto my face 


{ Being forbid? There take you that fir knave. 


E. Dro, What mcane you fir, for God fake hold your 
Nay, and you will not fr, lie take my heeles. (hands: 
Exic Dromno Ep. 
Ant. Vpon my lite by ſome device or other, 
The villaine is ore-wrought of all my mony. 
They fay this towne is full of colenage : 
As nunble Iuglers that deceive the cye : 
Darke-working Sorcerers that change the minde : 
Soule-kiiling Witches, that deforme the body : 
Diſguiſed Cheaters, prating Mountebankes; 
And many ach like liberties of finne : 
If it prove (©, I will be gone the ſooner : 
lle to the Centaure to goe ſeeke this ſlave, 


——_— _.. 


| [greatly feare my monie is not ſafe. Exit. 
1 
Atlus Secunda. 
Enter Adriana, wife ts Antipholis Sereptus, with 


Luc sana ber Siſter. 


Adr. Neither my husband nor the ſlave return'd, 
That in ſuch haſte I ſent to ſecke his Maſter? 

Sure Lucan it is twoa clocke. 

Exc. Perhaps ſome Merchans hath invited him, 
And trom the Mart he's ſomewhere gone to dinner : 
Good Siſter Let us dine, and never fret ; 
| A man 1s Malter of his libertie ; 
| 1ime1Stheir Maſter, and when they ſce time, 
| They'll goe or come ; if fo, be patient Siſter. 
| AS. Why ſhould their libertic then ours be more? 
| Lac. Becauſe their buſinefle (till lyes out adore. 
| eAar. Looke when I ſerve him ſo, he takes it ill. 
| Ze. Oh, know he is the bridle of your will. 
| eAdr. There's none bur aſſes willbe bridled ſo. 


| 


Cn —— 


Lue. Why, headftrong liberty is laſhet with woe : 

There's nothing fituate under heavens eye, 

But hath his bound in carth, in ſea, in $kic, 

The beaſts, the fiſhes, and the winged fowles 

Are their males {ubjeas, and at their controules : 

Man more divine, the Maſter of all theſe, 

Lord of the wide werld, and wide watry feas, 

Indued with intellectuall ſence and foule, 

Of more preheminence then fiſh and fowle. 

Are maſters to their temales, and their Lords : 

Then let your will attend on their accords. 
eAdri.Thisfervitude makes you to keepe unwed. 
Lacs. Not this but troubles of the marriage bed. 
Adr.But were you wedded, you wold bear tome ſway 
Las. Exc llearne love, Ie practiſe to obey. 
eAd&r. How it your husband ſtart ſome other where? 
Lac. Till he come home againe, I would forbeare. 
Adr. Patience unmov'd, no marvelthough ſhe pauſe, 

T hey can be meeke, that have no other caule : 

A wretched ſoule bruis'd with adverfitic, 

We bid be quiet when we heare it crie. 

But were we burdned with like waight of paine; 

As much, or more, we ſhould our felves cemplaine * 

So thou that haſt nounkinde mate to greeve thee, 

With urging helpelefle patience would releeve me ; 

But if thou live to ſee like right beretr, 

This foole-beg'd patience inthee will be left. 

Luci. Well, ! will marry one day butto trie : 

Heere comes your man, now is your husband nic, 


Enter Dromio Eph. 
eAdr. Say,is ow tardie maſter now at hand ? 

E. Dye.Nay,hee's 2t two hands with mec,andthat my 
twocares can witneſfle, 

eAdr. Say,didit thou fpeake with him ? knowſt thou 
his minde* 

E.Dre. I,1,he told his minde upon mine eare, 
Beſhrew his hand, 1 ſcarce cou!d underitand it. 

Lac. Spake he ſo doubrtully, chou couldſt not feele 
his meaning, 

E. Dro. Nay, hee 'trooke ſo plainely, I could too well 
feele his blowes; and withall to doubrfully, that I could 
ſcarce underſtand them. 

eAdri. But (ay, I prethee, is he comming home ? , 
It ſcemes he hath great care to pleaſe his wite. 

E. Dro. Why Miltrefie, fure my Malter is horne mad. 

Adri. Horne mad,thou villaine ? 

E, Dre. I mcanc not Cuckold-mad, 

Bur ſure he is ſtarke mad: 

When I defir'd him to come home to dinner; 
Heask'd tne for a 1008. markes in gold: 

'Tis dinner time quoth I : my gold, quoth he : 

Your meat doth burne, quoth1 : my gold quoth he : 
Will you come, quoth I ;my gold quoth he; * 

W here is the thouſand markes I gave thee villaine? 
The Pigge quoth 1,18 burn'd : my gold quoth he : 
My mi e, fir,quoth I : hang up thy milſtreſle ; 

I know not thy miltreſſe, out on my miſtreſlc. 

Luce. Quoth who? 

E.Dr. Quoth my Maſter, I know quoth he, no houſe 
no wife, no miſtreſſe : ſo that my arrant due unto my 
tongue, I thanke him, I bare home upon thy ſhoulders: 
for in conclufioe, he did beate me there. | 

Adr. Go backe againe thou flave,& ferch him home. 

Dro. Goe backe againe, and be new beaten home ? 
For Gods fake {end _ other meſſenger. 
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© aAabh. Backs! 


—  ————— 


"—_—__ 


— 


| 88 


| The Comedy of Errors. 


Advri. Backe flave, or I will breake thy pate acrofle. 
Dro. And he will blefle that croſlc with other beating: 

Betiveenc you, I ſhall have a holy head. 

Aari. Hence prating pelant, fetch thy maſter home. 
Dro. Am Iforound with you, as you with me, 

That like a foot-ball you doe tpurne me thus : 

You {purne me hence,and he will ſpurne me hither, 

If I lait in this ſeryice,you mult caſe me in leather. Ex#. 
Lnci. tie how impatience lowreth in your face: 
Aadrs. His company muſt do his mintons grace, 

Whil'it Iathome ſtarve for a mecrie looke : 

Hath homely age th'a:luring beauty tuoke 

From my poore cheeks? then he hath walted it. 

Ace my ditcourſes dull? Barren my wit, 

| If yoluble aud diſcowſe be mar'd, 

Vnkindneſle blots 1c more then marble hard. 

Doe their gay veſtments his atte&tions baite ? 

| That's not my fault, he's maſter of my ſtate. 

W hat ruins are in mc that can be found, 

| By him not ruin'd? Then is he the ground 

Of my defeatures. My decayed faire, 

A ſunnie looke of his, would toone repaire, 

Bur, (too anruly Dcerc,) he breakes the pale, 

And teedes from home ; poore I am but his ſtale. 

| L£»c. Selfc-harming lcaloukie ; fie beat it hence, 

Ad. Vafecling foals can with ſuch wrongs diſpence: 

I know his cye doth bomage other-where, 

Or clic, what lets it but he woul.l be here ? 

Siſter, you know he promis'd me a chaine, 

Would that alone, alone he would detaine, 

So he would keepe faire quartcr with his bed : 

I {ce the Iewell beſt enamalcd 

Will loſe his beautie : yer the gold bides ſtill 

That others rouch, and oftcu touching will: 

Since that my beautic caanort pleaſe hus cie, 

Ile weepe (what's left ) au ay and weeping die. 

Lnc. How manic tond tooles icrve mad Iealouſfie ? 
E xennt. 


Enter eAmipolis E rotte. | 


ent, The gold I gave to Dromieis laid up 
Safe at the Cemtary, and the heedfull lave 
Is wandred forth in care to iceke me out 
By computation and mine hoſts report. 
{ I could not ſpeake with Drone, fince at firſt 
I ſent hum from the Mart:l{ec here he comes. , 


Enzter Dromio Swracuſan. 
How now fir 1s your merric humor alter'd ? 
As you love itrokes, ſo jeſt with me againe: 
You know no Centawr? you receiv'd no gold? 
Your miftris ſent to have mc home todinner? 
My houſe was at the Fhamx? Walt thou mad, 
Thar thus fo madlie thou didſt anſwere me ? 
S. Dro. What anſwer fir *when ſpake 1 ſuch a word? 
E. Ant.Even now,evcn herc,nothaite an boure fince. 
S. Dre. 1 did not ſee you lince you ſent me hence 
Home to the Centawy with the gold you gave me? 
| vt. Villaine, thou d:dſt denie the goids receit, 
And toldit me of a Miſtris, and a dinner. 
For which I hope thou feltſt ] was diſpleas'd. 
S. Dre. IamP}Flad to (ce you inthis merrie veine, 
Whar meanes this jeſt, I pray you Maſter tell me ? 
Ant. Yea, do'ſt thou jeere and flowr me in the reeth? 
Think $1 jeſt?hold,take thou that,and that. Bears Dre. 
S. Dr. Hold fir, for Gods ſake,now your jeſt iscarneſt, 


OO 
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Vpon what bargaine doe you give it me? 

Antiph. Becauſe that 1 familzarhe ſometimes 

Doe uſe you for my foole, and chat with you, 

Your ſawcinefle will jeſt upou my love, 

And make a Common of my ferious houres, | 

W hen the Sunne ſhines, let fooliſh gnats make iport, 
But creepe in crannies, when he hides hus beames 3 
If you will jeſt with me, know my a{pect, 

And taſhion your demeanor to my lookes, 

Or 1 will beat this method in yaur ſconce. 

8. Dye. Scocne call you it? ſo you would leave batte= 
ring.1 had rather have it a head, and you ute theſe blows 
long, I muſt geta ſconce for my head, and Inſconce it 
t00,0r elſe I ſhall ſeek my wit in my ſhoulders,burI pray 
fir, why am I beaten ? 

ear. Dolt thou not know? 

8.Dro, Nothing fir,but that I am beaten, 

ent. Shall I tell you why? 

S. Dre. I (ir, and wherefore; for they ſay , every why 
hath a wherefore. | 

Ant. Why firſt for flouting me, and then wherctore, 
for urging it the ſecond time to me. 

S. Dre. Was there ever any manthus beaten out of 
ſcaſon, when in the why and the wheretore, is neither 
rime nor reaſon. Well fir, I thanke you. 

Ant. Thanke me fir, for what ? 

S. Dro, Marry ſir,for this ſomething that you gave me 
for nothing. 

Ant. Ile make you amends next, togive you nothing 
for ſomething, Burt ſay fir, is it dinner time? 

S. Dre. No fir,l thinke the meat wantsthat I have, 

Amt, 1n good time fir, what's that ? 

S. Dro. Balting. 

Am, Well fir, then twill be drie. 

S, Dre. it it be ſir, I pray you cate not ot it, 

Amt. Your reaſon? 

S. Dro.Lelt it make you chollericke,and purchaſe me 
another drie baſting. 

Ant. Well ſir, learneto jcft in good time, there's a 
time for all things. 

S. Dre, I durit have denied that before you were {0 
chollericke. 

Anti. By what rule fir? 

S. Dre. Marry fir,by a rale as plaine as the plaine bald 
pate of Father time himlſcife. 

Ant. Let's heare it- 

S. Dre. There's no time for a man to recover his haire 
that growes bald by nature. 

Ame. May he not doe - w/w and — ? 

S. Dro, Yes, topay a hne tor a 18 , and recover 
the loſt haire of ——_ man. i 

Ant. W hy,is Time ſuch a niggard of haire, being (as 
it 15) ſo plentifull an excrement ? 

S. Dro. Becauſe it is a bleſſing that hee beſtowes on 
beaſts, and what he hath ſcanted them in haire, he hath 
giventhem 1n wit. 

Ant. Why , but there's many a man hath more haice 
then wit. | 

S. Dro. Not a man of thoſe but he haththe wit toloſc 
his haire. 

Ant. Why thou didſt conclude hairie men plaine dea+ 

lers without wit. 

S. Dre. The plainer dealer, the ſooner loſt;yet he l00- 
ſeth it in a kinde of jollitie. 

An. For what reaſon? 

$.Dre. For two, and ſound ones too. 


An. Nay | 
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| An, Nay no: ſound ones I pray you. 
F. Drs. Sure ones then. 
An. Nay, not ſure in athing falling. 
S. Dro. Certaine ones then. 
| Az. Name them. | 
| $, Dre. The one to favethe mony that he ſpends 11 
£ 
| ering : the other,thar ar dinner they ſhould not drop 1n 
us pPOrrages : 
| +A%s. You worldallthis time have provd,there 1s no 
time for all things. 
S. Dre. Marry and did fir : namely, no time to reco- 
ver haire loſt by Nature. 
eAn. Bur your reaſon was not ſubſtantiall, why there 
1510 time tO recover. 
S. Pro. Thus Imend it : Time himfelfe is bald , and 
therefore to the worlds end, will have bald followers. 
An. 1 knew 'twould bce a bald concluſion : bur tofr, 
who watts us yonder? 


Emer Adriana and Luciana. 


Adri. 1, I, « Antiphols, looke ſtrange and trowne, 
Some other Miltrefle hath ſome ſweer aſpedts : 
| an v0t e4dr5474, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou un-urg'd wouldſt vow, 
That never words were muſicke to thine care, 
Thar never object pleaſing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome tothy hand ; 
Thatnever meat ſweet-ſfavour'd inthy taſte; 
Vnleſſe I ſpake, or look'd, or touch'd or carv'd rothee, 
How comes it now, (my Husband) oh how comes it, 
That thou art then eſtranged from thy leltc ? 
Thy lelfe l call it, being itrange to me : 
That undividable Incorporate 
Am better than thy deere ſeltes better part 
Ah doe not teare away thy (elfe from me; 
For know my love: as eafie maiſt thou tall 
A Grop of water inthe breaking gulte , 
And take unmingled thence that drop againe 
Without a-{dition or diminiſhing, 
As cake from me thy felte,and not me too. 
How dearcly would i: touch thee to the quicke, 
Shouldit thou heare 1 werelicencious ? 
And that this body conſecrate tothee, 
By Rmhan Luſt ſhould be contaminate ? 
\Wouldlt thou not ſpit at me, and ſpurne at me, 
And hurle the name of husband in my face, 
Andteare the ſtain'd skin of my Harlotbrow, 
And trom my falſe hand cut the wedding ring, 
And breake it with a deepe- divorcing vow ? 
know thou canlt, and therefore ſce thou do it. 
I am poſleit with an adulterate blot, 
My bloud 1s mingled with the crime of luſt : 
For it we two ve one, and thou play falſe, 
| doc digelt the poyton of my fleſh, 
Being {trumpered by thy contagion. 
Keepe then faire league and truce with thy true bed, 

[ ive diftain'd, thou undiſhonoured. 
| eAntip. Plcad you to me faire dame?I know you not: 
In Ep»eſus | am but two houres old , 
As ſtrange unto your towne, as toyour talke, 
Who every word byall my wit being ſcan'd, 
| Wants wit in all, one word to underitand. 
| Luci. Fie brother, how the world is chang'd with you: 
| When were you wontto uſe my ſiſter thus ? 
| She ſent tor you by Dremio home to dinner, 


=— 


| 


Ant. By Dromia? Drom. By mc, 
eAdr. By thec, and thus thou did{t returne from him. 
That he did buffer thee, and in hisblowes, 
Denied my houle tor his, me tor his wite. 
e-Fntr. Did you converhic fir with this gentlewoman: 
What is the courie and drift of your compa ? 
S, Dre. I fir? I never ſaw her till this time. 
ent. Villaine thou licſt, for even her very words, 
Didlſt thou deliverto me on the Mart. F 
S. Dre. I never ſpake with her in all my lite. 
en. How can ſhe thus then call us by our names ? 
Valeſle it be by 1n{piration. 
Adr. How ili agrees it with you gravitie, 
To counterfeit thus groicly with your Nlave, 
Adetting him to thwart mc in my raoode ; 
Be it my wrong, you are trom me cxempr, 
But wrong not that wi 013 with 4 more contempt. 
Come I wiil taſten on this flee» © of thine : 
Thou art an Eime my husban«!, I a Vine : 
W hoſe weaknefle married *'> thy {tranger ſtate, 
Makes me with thy ſtrengch to communicate ; 
If ought poſſeffe thee trum me, it ts drefle, 
Viurping Ivic, Erier, or idle Moſſe, 
Whoall tor want of pruning, with intruſion, 
Infect thy lap, and ive on thy cc:tuſion, 
ent. Tome the {pcakes, thee moves mee for her 
theame ; 
What, was | married to her in my dreame ? | 
Orſleepe I now, and thinke I heare all this? 
W hat error drives our eyes and cares amiile? 
Vntill I know this (ure uncertaintic, 
Ie entertaine the tree'd fallacie, 
Luc. Dromie, goe bid the (crvants ſpred for diuner. 
S. Dro. Oh for my beads, | croile inc tora finacr. 
This 15 the fairie land, oh foite of tpights, 
We talke with Goblins,Ow ics and Elves Sprighes; 
It wc obay them not, this will 1ntue : 
They'l ſucke our breath,or pinch us blacke and dlew. 
Luc. Why prat'lt thou co thy telte, 
Dromnuo,thou Dremuo, (naile, thou flug, thou fet. 
S$. Dre. | am transformed Maſter, am I noc ? 
Ant. Ithinkethou art in minde,and to am I, 
S. Dre. Nay Maſter,both in mind., and in my ſLape 
Ant. Thou haſt thine owne torime. 
$, Dro. No, | am an ApCc. 
Lac. It thouart chang'd to ourht, 'tisto an Aﬀle. 
S. Dye. 'Tis true ſhe rides me,and | long tor graile. 
'Tis fo, am an Afﬀle, elfe rt could never be, 
But 1 ſhould know her as well as ſhe knowes me. 
eAdr. Come, come, no longer will I bea toole, 
To pur the tinger in thy cyeand wezpe ; 
Whil'ſt man and maſter laughes my woes to lcorne : 
Come fir to dinner, Dromeo keepe the gate : 
Husband llc dine above with you to day, 
And ſhrive you of a thouſand idle prankes : 
Sirra, if any aske you tor your Malter, 
Say he dines forth, and let nocreature enter : 
Came fifter, Dr2wmo play the Porter well. 
Ant. Am 1 in cart no heaven, a — 
Sleeping or waking, or well advifde : 
CR unto thele: and to my fcite difguilde |! 
[le fay as they ſay, and perſever to: 
And inthis mult at all — g0. 
S. Dro. Maſtcr, ſhall I be Porter at the gate ? 
Ad, I, andlet none enter, lealt I breake your pare. 
Laci. Come, come, Antipbelss, we dine too late. 
H 3 
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Goldſmith, and Balthazar the Merchant. 


My wife is ſhrewiſh when I keepe not howrcs; 

Say that I lingerd with you at your ſhop 

To ſee the making of her Carkanet, 

And that to morrow you will bring it home. 

But here's a villaine that would face me downe 

| He met mc onthe Mart, and that 1 beat him, 

And chareg'd hin with a thoutand markesn gold, 
And that 1 didgicte my wite and houſe ; 

Thou drunkard thou, what didſt thou mcane by this? 

E. Dre.Say what you wul ſir,but I know what know, 
That you bcat me atrhe Mart 1 have your hand to ſhow; 
If che skin were parchmet,&y blows you gave were ink, 
Your hand-writ:ing would tell you what I thinke., 

E. et. 1 thinke thouart an aſlc. 

E, Dre. Marry ſo it dothappeare 

By the wrongs ſuffer, and the blowes I beare : 

1 ſhould kicke being kickt, and being at that paſle, 

You would keepe from my heeles,and beware of an aſſe. 
L.:zAn.Y areiad {ignior Baltbaze,pray God our cheer 

May anſwer my good will, and your good welcom here. 
Bal.l hold your daintics cheap ſir,& your welcom deer. 
E. «Aut,Oh (ignior Balthazar, cither at ficth or fiſh. 

A table full of welcome , makes ſcarce one daintic diſh. 
Bal. Good meat firis comon that every churlc affords. 

Ant. And welcome more common,for that's nothing 
but words. 
Bal. Small checre and great welcome, makes a mer- 
rie fealt. 

Ant. 1,to a niggardly Hoſt, and more {paring gueſt: 
But though my catcs be meane, take them 1n good part, 
Better cheere may you have, but not with berrer hart. 
But ſoft, my doore 1slockt ; goe bidthem let us in. 
F.Dro. CMaud,Eriget, Marian ;Ciſly, Gilltar, Gunn. 

8. Dro. Mome, Malt-horte, Capon, Coxcombe, Idi- 
ot, Patch, 
Either get thee from the dore;or fit downe at the hatch: 
Doſtthouconjurc tor wenches,that y calit for ſuch ſtore, 
W hen one 15 one to0 many, goe getthe trom the doore. 
F. Dre. \V hat patch is madCc our porter ? my Maſter 
ſtayes in the ſtreet. 
S. Dre. Let him walke trom whence he came,left he 
catch cold on's fect. 
_ E. eAm, Who talks withinthere? hoa,openthe dore. 
S. Dro, Right (ir, Ile tell you when , and you'll tell 
mc wherctorc. 
Ant. \W hergore? tor my dinner : I havenotdin'd to 
day. 
S. Dro. Nor to day here you muſt not come againe 
when you may- 
Ant. What artthou that keep'ſt mce our from the 
houſe 1 owe ? | 
$S. Dre, The Porter for thistime Sir, and my name is 
Dromio. 
E. Dro. © villaine, thou hait tolne both mine office 
and my name, 
The one ne're got me credit, the other mickle blame: 
| 1tthou hadit bid Drowie to day in my place, 


Enter «Antiphelis of Epheſw: , his man Dromio, Angelo the 


F. ent. Good ſignior Angels you mult excuſe us all, 


g 


—c 


Thou wouldſt have chang'd thy face fora name ,or thy 
name for an aſle. 
Enter Lxce. 
Luc. What a coile is there Dromo? who are thoſe 
at the gate ? 
E. Dre. Let my maſter in Luce. 
Lac. Faith no, hce comes too late , and fo tell your 


E. Dre. O Lord I muſt laugh, have at you with a Pro- 
| verbe. 

Shall I ſet in my ſtaffe. 

Lac. _ at you with another, that's when? can you 

rell ? 


\ S$. Dre. Itthy name be called Lace, Lucethou haft an- 
ſwer'd him well. 
eAnr. Doc you heare you minion , you'll let us inl 
hope ? 
Lace. 1 thought to have askt you. 
$. Dre. And you ſaid no. 
E. Dro. So come helpe, well {ſtrooke, there was blow 
for blow. 
Ant, Thou baggage let me in. 
Luce. Can you tell tor whole take ? 
E.Drom. Maſter, knockethe doore hard. 
Las, Let him knocke till it ake, 
Am. You'll crie for this minion , if I beate the doore 
downe. 
Luc. W hat needs all that, and a paire of ſtocks inthe 
towne ? 
Emer Adriana, 
Aar, W ho is that at the doore y keepes all this noil(c? 
S., Dro. By my troth your towne is troubled with un- 
ruly boyes. 
Ants. Are you there Wife? you might have come 
before. 
eAdr. Your wife fir knave? goget you from the dore. 
E. Dre. If you went in paine Malſter,this knave wold 
goe (ore. 
eAngeſs. heere is neither cheere fir ,nor welcome, we 
would faine have cither. 
Balte, In debating which was beſt , wee ſhall part 


with neither. 
E. Dye. They ſtand at the doore , Maſter, bid them 
welcome hither. 
eAnt, There is ſomething 1n the winde, that we can- 
not get in- 
E. Dre. You would fay {0 Maſter , if your garments 
were thin. 
Your _—_— is warme within :you ſtand heere in the 
cold. 
It would make a man as mad as a Bucke tobe ſo bought 
and ſold. 


Ant. Go fetch me ſomething, Ne breake ope the gare. 
S. Dro, Breake any breaking here, and le vbreake your 
knaves pate. 
E. Dre. A man may breake a word with you fir,'and 
words are but winde : 
I and breake it in your face, ſo he breake ir not behind, 
S. Dre, It ſeems thou want'it breaking,out upon thee 
hmde, 
E.Dro:Heer's too much,out upon thee, pray thee [ct 
me in, 
S. Dre. - ,when towles have no feathers and fiſh have 
no fin. 
eAm. Well, Ile breake in:goe borcow me a crow- 
E. Þro. Acrow without teather,Maſter meane you (0; 


For 
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For a fiſh without a fin,ther's a fowle without a teather, 
If acrow help us in firra,wee'il plucke a crow together. 
eAnt. Go, get thee gon, fetch me an iron Crow. 
Bath, Have patience tir, oh let it not be lo, 
Heerein you warre againlt your reputation, 
And draiy witlinche compatle of tutpect 
Th' unviolated honour of your witc. 
Oace this your long experience of your wiſedome, 
Her ſober vertue, ycares aad mbdeltic, 
Plcad on your part ſome caute ro you unknowne; 
Anddoubrt not fir, but ſhe will well excuſe 
W hy at this time tha dores are made againſt you, 
Be rul'd by me, depart in patience; 
And let us to the Tyger all todinner, 
And about evcning come your iclte alone, 
To know the reaſon of this itrange reſtraint x 
Ifb; ſtrong hand you offer to breake in 
Noiw in the ſtirring paſlage of the day, 
A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 
And that ſuppoled by the common royyr 
Again{t yoar yet ungalled eſtimarion. 
That may with foule intruſion enter in, 
And divell upon your grave when you are dead ; 
For (laader lives upon tuccellion ; 
For ever hows'd, wherc it once gets poſſeſſion. 
Am. You have prevail'd, I will depart in quier, 
And in de{pight of murth meane to be merrie : 
[ know a wench of cxcellent diſcourſe, 
Pretcic and wittic; wilde, and yer too gentle; 
Thcre will we dine : this woman that I meane 
My wife (bur [ proteſt withour deſert) 
Hath ofcentunes upbraided me withall : 
Toher will we to dinner, get you hame 
And fetch the chaine, by this I know *tis made, 
Bring it I pray you to the Porpentine , 
For there's the houſe « That chaine I will beſtow 
(Be it for nothing burto ſpight my wife) 
Vpon my holtcile there, good fir make haſte : 
Since mine owne doores refule to entertaine me, _ 
Ilc knocke el{c-whicre, to fee if they* il diſdaine me. 
Ang, lle mcet you at that place ſome houre fir hence. 
Ant. Do (o, this jelt ſhall coſt me ſome expencs. 
E xtunt. 
Enter Lucia, with Antipholss of Siracuſa. 
luliz. And may it bethat you have quite forgot 
A busbands orhice? ſhall Annphotss 
Even inthe ſpring of Love, thy Love-ſprings rot ? 
Shall love in buildings grow ſo ruinate ? 
[tyou did wed my tiſter tor her wealth, 
Then for her wealths-ſake uſe her with more kindneſle: 
Or it you like el{c-where,doe it by ſtealth, 
Mutflc your falſe love with ſome ſhevy of blindnefle: 
Let not my fiſter reade it in your eye : 
Be not thy tongue thy owne ſhames Orator : 
Looke {weet, ipeake faire, become difloyaltic : 
Apparell vice hke vertues harbenger : 
Bearca faire preſence, though your heart be tainted, 
Teach finne the carriage of a holy Saiat, 
Be fecret falſe : what need ſhe be acquainted ? 
What ſimple thiefe brags of his owne attaine ? 
Tis double wrong totruant with your bed, 
AnG let her reade it in thy lookes at boord: 
Shae hath a baſtard fame, well mannaged, 
[Il deeds are doubled with an evill word : 
Alas poore women, make us not beleeve 
(Being compatt of credit) that you love us, 


Ee 


Mine cies clecre cic, my deere hearts dearer heart, 
My foode, my fortune, and my {weet hopes aime; 
My ſole earths heaven, and my heavens claime. 


Thou haſt no husband yert,nor I no wite ; 
Give me thy hand. 

Lwue. Oh ſott fir, hold you till : 

lle fetch my fifter togert her good will, 


One that claimes me, one that haunts me, one that will 
have me- 


we, Att 


Though others have the arme, ſhew us the ſleeve ; 
We im your motion turne, and you may MOVE Us. 
Then gentle brother ger you in againe ; 
Comtort my filter, cheere her,call her wite; 
"Tis holy ſport to be a little vaine, 
When the tiveer breath of flatterie conquers ſtrife. 
S. Ant: Sweet Milſtris : what your name is cl{cI 
know not; 
Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine : 
Leſſe in your knowledge, and your grace you ſhow not, 
Then our earths wonder, more then carth divine. 
Teach me deere creature how to thinke and ſpeake ; 
Lay open to my earthy groſle conceit : 
Smothred in crrors, fceble, ſhaddow, weake, 
The foulded meaning of your words deceit ; 
Againſt my ſoules pure truth, why labour you, 
To make it wander in an unknowne held? | 
Are youa god? would you create me new ? 
Transforme me then, and to your pore lle yeeld, | 
Bur if that I am I, then well 1 know, | 
Your weeping lilter is no wite of mine, | 
= to her bed a homage doe 1 owe : 
arre more, farre more, toyou doe I decline : | 
Oh traine me not {weet Mermaide with thy note 
To drowne me in thy ſiſters floud of tearcs : 
Sing Siren for thy ſelte, and I will dote : 
Spred ore the filver waves thy golden haires ; | 
And as a bed Ile take thee, and there lic : 
Andin that glorious ſuppoſition thinke, | 
He gaines by death, that hath ſuch meanes to dic : 
Let Love, betng light, be drowned it ſhe finkes 
Lac. What are you mad, that you doreaton 102 | 
Amt Not mad, but mated, how I do not know. 
Lc. It is a fault that ſpringeth from your ie, 
Ant- For gazing on your beaines,faire ſun deing by, 
Zve. Gaze when you ſhould, and thar will cleere your 
ſight. 
Aat. r.- good to winke ſweet love,as looke on night. 
Lnc. Why call you me loyc? call ay filter fo, 
Ant. Thy lifters ſiſter. 
Luc, That's my fitter. 
Dux. No: it is thy ſelfe, mine owne ſeltes better part; 


_ 


Luc. Allthis my filter is, or cl{e ſhould be. 
Ant. Call thy telfe filter tweet, for I am thee : 
will I love, and with thee leade my life ; 


Enter Dromio, Suracuſia, 

Ant, Why how now Dromio, whererun'ſt thou ſo 
faſt? 

S.Dro.Doe you know me ſir? Am I Drome?Aml1 
your man ? Am I my ſelte ? 

Aut, Thou art Dronio, thou art my man,thou art 
thy ſelfe. 

Dre. 1 am an aſſe, I ama womans man, and beſides 


my felfe. 
beſides thy | 


eAnt. What womans man ? and how 
ſelfe? : | 
Dre. Marrie {1r,befides my felfe,l am due toa woman: 


Aw 


Ant. What 


EI  —_ 
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The Comedy of E rrors. 


Art. W kat claime laics ſhe to thee ? 


ric ocaltiy creature layes claime tome, 
Ant. \W tat 15 ſhe? 


far marriages | 
in't. How doſt thou mcane a fat marriage ? 


a weeke longer then the whole \WVorld. 
Ant. What complexion is ſhe of? 


ver-ſhoocs inthe grime ot it. 

Ant. That's a fault that water will mend. 

Dre. No fir , 'tis in grainc , N oehs flood could not 
doit. 

Anat, What's her name? 

Dre, N e4(Sir : but tier name is three quarters, that's 
an El! and three quarters, will not meature her from hip 
ro hip. 

__ Then ſhe beares {ome bredth ? 

Dre. No longer from head to foor, then from hippe 
to hippe : ſhe 15 ſphericall like a globe : 1 Fould find our 
Countrics 1n her. 

Azt. In what part of her body ſtands Ireland? 

Dre. Marry fir in her buttockes , 1 found it out by 
the bogges. 

eAnt, Where Scotland ? 

Dye. I found it by the barrcnneſie, hard in the palme 
of the hand, 

Ant. Where France? 

Dre. In her forchcad , arm'd and reverted , making 
warre againſt her hairc. 

Ant. \W here Englana? 

Dre, 1 look'd tor the chalky Cliffes, but I could find 
no whitenefle in them. But I gueſle, it ſtood in her chin 
by the falt rheume that rannc betweene Frence, and it. 
Ant, W here Spaine ? 

Dye. Faith I {aw it not: but I felt it hor in her breath. 
Ant. \WN here America, the Indies ? 

Dyo. Oh fir, upen her note, all ore embelliſhed with 
Rubies, Carbuncles, Saphires, decliningrheir rich AC 
pect to the hot breath of Spaine , who tent whole Ar- 
madoes of CarraRts to be ballaſt at her noſe. 

Ant. Where ſtood Belgia,the N etherlard; > 

Dre. Oh fir, 1 did not looke fo low. To conclude, 
this drudge or Diviner layd claime to mee, call'd mee 
Dromis, {wore I was ailur'd to her,told me what privic 
markesI had about mee, as the mark es of my ſhoulder, 
the Mole in my ncche, the great Wart on my left arme, 
that I amaz'd rannefrom hcrasa witch. And I thinke, if | 


| my breſt had not beene made of fairh , and my hearr of 
| ſtecle, ſhe had transform'd me to a Curtall dog, & made 


| Ifany Barke put forth, come to the Mart, 
| ; 


Dre. Marry fir,fuch ciaime as you would lay to your 
hore, and the would have me as a beaſt ; not that I be= 
ing a beait the would have me, but thar ſhe being a ve» 


Dro, Avery reverent body : Iſfuchaone , as a man 
may not ipeake ot, without he ſay fir reverence : I have 
but leagze 1ackein the match, and yet 1s ſhe a wondrous 


Dye. Marry fir,ſhe's the Kitchin wench,and all greaſe, 
and I know not what ute to put her too, but to make a 
Lampe of her, and runtrona ber by her owne light. I 
warrant, her raggcs and the Tallow in them, will burne 
a Polen4 W inter : If ſhe lives till doomeſday,ſhe'} burne 


Dro. Swart like iy ſhooe, but her face nothing like 
ſocleane kept ; tor why ? ſhe tweates a man may gue 0- 


— — —_ 


| Where I will walketill thou returne to me : 
If everic one knowes us, and we know none, 
115 rime I thinke to trudge, packe, and be gone. 
Dro, As from a Bearc a man would run for life, 
So fie 1 from herthat would be my wife. 
Ant. There's none but witches do inhabite heere, 
And therefore 'tis hie time that I were hence ; 
She that doth call me husband, even my ſoule 
Doth for a wife abhorre. Burt her faire filter 
Pollc{t with ſuch a gentle ſoveraigne grace, 
Or tuch 1achanting preſence and diicourte, 
Hath almoſt made me Traitor to my lelfe : 
Burt leaſt my {clte be guilty to ſelfe wrong, 
Heſtop mine cares againſt the Mermaides ſong. 


Emer Angels with the ( baine. 
ef. M. _emigheds. 
} Ant. I that's my name, 

Ang. 1 know it well fir, loe here's the chaine, 
o_ have tane you at the Porpentine, 

e chaine unfiniſh'd made me ttay thus long. 
Ant. What is your will that I ſhall do with this? 
you. 

Ants, Made it for me fir! 1beſpoke it not. 


I 
T 


have : 
Go home with it, and pleaſe your Wife withall , 
And ioone art tupper time lle viſit you, 
And then receive my mony for the chaine. 

Art. I pray you fir receive the monic now, 
For teare you ne're {ec chaine, noc mony more. 


me turne 1th wheelc. 

Azxt. Go hic thee preſently, poſt to the rode, 
And if thewinde blovy any way from ſhore, 
I will mot harbour in this towne ronight, 


—_—_— _—_ 


Ang. Youare a merry man (ir, fare you well. Exit. 
| Dro. WhatI ſhould thinke ot this, I cannotrell : 
But this Ithinke, there's no man is fo vaine, 

That would refuſe ſo faire an offer'd Chaine. 

1 ſce a man beerenecds not live by ſhifts, 

W hen inthe ſtreets he mectes tuch Golden gitts; 
Illeto the Mart, and there for Dromie ſtay, 


It any ſhip put out, then {trait away. Exit. 


—— OO— 


eA tus Quartus. Scana Prima. 


_— 


——_ —— > ——— — —— 


— 


Enter a £ Merchant, Gold(mith, und an Officer. 


Ade. You know ſince Pentecoſt the ſum is due, 
And ſince I have not much importun'd you, 
Nor now I had nor, but that 1 am bound 
To Perfia, and want Gilders tor my voyage : 
Theretore make preſent latisfaction, 


caſe your ſeltc fir : I have made it for 


Ang. Not once, nor twice , but tientie times you 


x, 
VN 


Exit. 
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Or lle attach you by this Oxhicer. 
Geld. Even jult the ſum that I do owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Anriphols, 
And inthe inſtant that 1 met with you, 
He had of me a Chaine : at five a clocke 


I ſhall receive the money tor the ſame: 
Pleafeth you walke with me downe to his houle, | 
I will eitcharge my bond, and thanke yoo too. 


Emter «Antipholu Epheſ. Drom1io fr om the ( aurtizany. 

Of. That labuur may you fave : See where he comes- 

Ant. While 1 gotothe Gold(miths houic, goe —_ 
An 


—— — ————— -—— 


pp _ en oo 


' 


| bor lucking me out of my dooresby day : 
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And buy a ropes end, that will I beſtow 


Among my wate,and their contederates, 


Bur tot 1 ſee the Goldimerh; get thee gone, 
Buy thou a rope and bring ut home to me. 
Dre. I buy a thouſand pound a yeare, I buy a rope. 
Exu Dromo 
Eph. Ant. A man is well holpe up that truſts to you, 
| promiſed your pretence, and the Chaine, 
But acither Chaine nor Goldimith came to me : 
Belike you thought our love would laſt too long 
If it were chaia'd rogether : and therefore came not. 
Gold. Saving your merry humor, here's the note 
How auch your Chaince weighs to the urmolt Raccat; 
The fineneſſc of the Gold, and chargefull faſhion, 
W hichdoth amount ro three odde Duckets more 
Then I ſtand debred to this Gentleman, 
[ pray you ice him preſently diicharg'd, 
For he 1s bound to Sca, and {tayes bur for it. 
Anti, I am notturniſh'd with the pretent mony: 
Belides 1 have ſome buſineſlc in the rowne, 
Good Sigaior take the ſtranger to my houſe, _ 
And with you take the Chaine, and bid my wite 
Disburſe the ſumme, on the receit thereof, 
Perchance I will be there asfoone as you. 
Geld. Then you will bring the Chaine to her your 
ſclfc. 
Ant. Nobeare it with you, leaſt I come not time c- 
nough. 
Gold, Well (ir, I will? Have you the Chaine about 
you? 
eAnt, And if I have not fir, I hope you have : 
Or elſe you may returne without your money, 
Geld. Nay come I gray you fir, give me the Chaine : 
Both winde and tide (tayes for the Gentleman, 
And [ too blame have held him here too long. 
Ant. Good Lord, you ule this dalliance to excuſc 
Your breach of promute to the Porpentine, 
[ ſhould have chid you for not bringing it, 
But likea threw you firſt begin to brawles 
Mer. The houre ftcales on, I pray you fir diſpatch. 
Gold. You heare how he importunes me,the Chaine: 
«Amt, hy give itto my wite, and fetch your mony- 
Gold. Come,come, you know 1 gave 1t you even now, 
Either {end the Chaine, or ſend me by ſome token. 
Ant. Fic, now you run this humor out of breath, 
Come where's the Chaine, I pray youlet me ſee it. 
Mer, My buſineſlecannot brooke this dalliance,' 
Good fir ſay, whe'r you'l an{wer me, or no : 
It not, Ie leave him to the Orficer, 
Ant, I anſwer you? Why ſhould I anſwer you? 
Gold, The monie that you owe me for the Chaine. 
Ant, 1 owe you nonerill I receive the Chaine. 
Gold. You know I gave it you halfe an houre ſince. 
. _ You gave me none, you wrong mce much to 
ay ſo, 
Gold. You wrong me fir in denying it: 
Conſider how it ſtands upon mo 
Mar . Well Oihicer, arreſt him at my ſuite, 
Of. doe, and charge you inthe Dukes nameto 0- 
me. | 
Gold, This touches me in reputation. 
Either conſent to pay the ſum for me, 
Or l attach you by this Otdicer. 
Am, Conſentts pay that I never had : 


Arreſt me fooliſh fellow if thou dar'ſt- 


— 


———_ 


—_——_. 


Gold. Heere is thy fee, arreſt him, Odicer., 
I would not ſpare my brother in this caſc, 
If he ſhould ſcorne me ſo apparantly. 
Offi. I do arrelt you fir, you heare the ſuite. 
ent. I do obey thee, till I give thee baile. 
But firrah you ſhall buy this ſport as deere, 
As all the mertall in your ſhop will anſwer. 
Gold, Sir, fir, 1 ſtall have Law in Epheſms, 
To your notorious thame, I doubt it nots _ 


Exter Dromio Sira. from the Bay. 
Dro. Maſter, there's a Barke of Zpideminny, 
That ſtayes bur till her Owner comes aboord, 
Then fir ſhe beares away. Our faughtage fir, 
I have conver'd aboord, and I haue brought 
The Oyle, the Belſamwm, and Aque-vitz, 
The ſhip 1s in her trim, the merric winde 
Blowes faire from land : they ftay for nought ar all, 
But for their Owner, Maſter, and your ſelte. 
eAn How now 1a Madman! W hy thou peeviſh ſheep 
What ſhip of Epideaminm itayes for me? 
S. Dre. A ſhip you {cnt me to,to hier waftage» 
eAnt. Thou drunken lave, I ſcnt thee for a rope, 
And told thee to what purpoſe and what end. 
S. Dre. You ſent me tor a ropes end as ſoone, 
You ſent me tothe Bay ir, for a Barke. 
en. I will debate this matter at more leiſure 
And teach your cares toliſt me with more heed: 
To Adriane Villaine hie thee ſtraight : 
Give her this key, and tell her in the Deske 
That's cover'd o're with Turkiſh Tapiſtric, 
There 1$a purſe of Duckerts,let her ſend it 3 
Tell her, Lam arreſted in the ftreete, 
And that ſhall baile me: hie thee ſlave, be gone, 
On Orhicer to priſon, till it come. E 
$.Dro. To Adriana, that is where we din'd, 
Where Dowfabcll did ciaime me for her husband, 
Sheis too bigge I hope tor me to cumpaſle, 
Thither I mult; although againſt my wall : 
For {ſervants muſt their Maſters mindes tulfill. 


Exu. 


Frter eAdr iana and Lucian. 
Adr. Ah Laciana, did he tempt thee fo, 
Might' thou perceive aulteerely in his eye, 
That he did plead incarneſt, yea or no : 
Look'd he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What obſervation mad'{t thou in this caſe? 
Of his hearts Meteors tilting in his face? | 
Lac. Firſt he denide you hadin him go right. 
Aer, He meant he did me none: the more my ſpight. 
Lac. Then fwore he that he was a {tr heere. 
eAdr. And true he ſwore , though yer torſworne he 
WCre. 
Luc. Then I for you. 
eAdr. And what ſaid he? 
Luc. That love Ibegg'dfor you, he begg'd of me. 
Adr. With what perſwaſiondid he tempt thy love? 
Lac. With words, that in an honeſt ſuit might move. 
Firlt, he did prayſe my beaurie, then my tpecch. 
Adr. Did'lt (peake him faire ? 
Luc. Have patience I beſcech. 7 | 
Adv. I cannot, nor I will not hold me ſtill, 
My tongue, though not my heart, ſhall have his will, 
He is deformed, crooked, old and icre, 
Ill-fac'd, worſe bodied, ſhapeleſſc every where : 
Vicious, ungeutle, tooliſh, blunt, unkinde, | 
Signs | 


| 
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Stigmaticall un making, worſe the minde. 
Luc. W ho wouid ce jealous then of ſach a one ? 
Noevili uſt 15 wail'd, when it 15 gone. 
eAdr. Ah but 1thinke him better then I tay : 
And ye: would hereia others eyes were worle; 
Faire trom ber neit the Lapwing cries a ay; 
My heart praycs tor him, though my tongue doe curſc. 


Emer $S. Droms. 
Dre. Here,goe: the deske, the purſe,ſweernow make 
haitc. 

L*c. How halt thou loft thy breath? 

2. CIO. " 3 in us taft. 

Aa. \V heres thy Maiter Drown? Is he well ? 

S, Dyo. No, he's 1n Tattar {imoo, worte then hell : 
A divell in an cv: /alting garment hath him ; 
One + huic had leart 1s button d up with fteele : 
A Fcing,a Fai, pittil fle and rufte : 
A Woife, ray worle, a fellow all in buffe, 
A back fiicnd,a ſhouder-clapper , one that countermids 
The pafſ>ges ot 2s, cr eches, and narrow lands: 
A hound that run; Counter and yet draws dritoor well, 
One that bctore the 1uclg;me: cariies poore {oules to hel. 

Adr. \W hy man, what i» (hc matter ? 

S. Dro, 1 doc uut know the inaticr,he is reſted on the 
CalC. 

eAdr, What is he arrcſted?:c:i me at whoſe ſuite? 

S. Dyo. 1 know not at whoic Late heats arreſted, well; 
But 45 14 4 fuire of buffe which i cited him, that can I tell: 
V\ JUL you 10G his MLL» 6 CdemipUCRy the monte 1n his 
UIITEs 

2dr. Go fachit Siſter: this I wonder at. 
q Exu Luciana. 
That ke vaknowne to me ſhould be in debt : 
Tell mc,vas hc arcitcd on a band ? 

S. Dyo. Not ona band, but on a itronger thing : 
A chaige, a chaine, due you aot here it ring? 

£ dria. \W lat, tre coaine * 

S. Dre. No, no, thc vcll, 'tis tune that I were gone: 
It was twocre Lick:,him,and now the cloct © {trikes one. 

//&r. The houres coin: vacke! - hat did I never heare. 

S. Dre. Oh yes,it any howe mecte a Scrjcant,a turnes 
backec for very tearc. 

Advi. AS if tine were indebt : how fondly do'ſt thou 
reaſon ? 

$. Dro, Time is a very baakrout, and owes more then 
he's worth ro featon. 

Nay, he's a theefe too ; have you not heard men ſay, 
That time comes {tealing on by night and day? 

If I be in debt and theft, and a Serjeant in the way, 
Hath he not reaſon to turne backe an home in a day? 


Emter Luciana. 
Adr. Go Dromis, there's the many, beare it ſtraighe, 
And bring thy Maſtcr home nnmedaately . 
Come fiſter, 1 am prelt downe with conceit: 
Conccit, my comrcat and my injuric. 


Enter Antipholss Swacafgay, 
4.8. There's not a man I mecte but doth ſalute me 
As if 1 were thcir well acquainted friend, 
Acd cveric one doth call me by my name : 
Soine tender monie to me, {ome 1nvite mc ; 
Some orhcr give me thankes for kiadacfles ; 
Seme offer me Commodities to buy, 


Exit. 


Evcn now a tailor cal'd me in his ſhop, 


4 


| 


| 


And ſhow'd mc Silkes that he had bonghrt for me, 
And therewithail tooke mcature of my body. 
Sure thele arc bur unaginarie wiles, 

And Lapland Sorcciers inhabite here. 


Enter Dromie. Sir. 

S. Dro. Maſter, þcre's the gold you ſent me for: what 

have you got the picture of oid eAdam new appare!'d? 
ent, What gold is this > What eAdams doit thou 
meanc ? 

S. Dre. Not that Aden that kept the Paradiſe : bur 
that Adam that kcepes the priton ; hee that goes in rhe 
calvcs-$kin, that was kil'd tor the Prodigall : hee that 
came behinde you fir,like an cvill angel,and bid you for- 
{ake your liberty. 

Ant. 1 underitand thee not. 

S. Dro. No? why 'tis a plaine cfiſe : he that went like 
a Baſe Viole 124 cate of leather ; the man fir , that when 
gentlemen are tired gives them a tob, and reits them : 
he {1r, that takes pitty on decaied men , andgives them 
futtes of duiance:he that fets up his relt todoe more cx- 
ploits with his Mace, then a Moris Pike. 

Ant. What! thou mean'it an outicer? 

S. Dre. I tir,the Serjeant of the Band : he that brings 
any man to an{wer it that -breakes his Band: one that 
thinkesa man aiwayes going to bed,and ſaicth,God give 
you good reſt. 

Ant. Wc<1l fir, there reſt ia your foolerie : 

Is there any ſhip puts forth to night ? may we be gone? 

S. Dro. Why fir, I brought you word an houre ſince, 
that the Barke Expeds50n put torth to night, and then 
were you hindred by the Serjeant to tarry for the Hoy 
Delay; Here are the angels that you tent for to deliver 
you. 

Ant. The fellow is diſtra4t and ſoam I, 

AnGg here we wander in illuſions: 
Soine biefled power deliver us from hence. 


Emera(nritzan, 

Car. Well met; well mct, Maſter Antipheles : 
I fce {tr you have found the Gold-{inith now : 
Is thar the chaine you promis d me to day ? 

At. Sathan avoidc, I chat ge thee tempt ine not- 

S, Dre. Maſter, is this Miltris Sarhan ? 

«Ant, Itis the divell. 

S. Dre. Nay, ſhe is worſe, ſhe is the divels dam : 
And here ſhe comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereot comes thatrhe wenches tay God dam me, That's 
as much rot1y,God make me 2 light wench: jt 1s writ- 
ten ,they appeare to men like angc1s of light , light is an 
cftct of fire,and fire will burne: exgo,light wenches will 
burne, come not neere her, 

Cr. Your manand you are marveilous merry (ir. 


© R— 


— 


Wil you goe with me, wee'll mend our dinner here? 

S. Dye. Mal'er,if you doc, expect (poon-meatc, or bc- 
{peake along {pocne, 

Am, Why Dromis? 

S. Dro. Marrie he muſt have along ſpoone that muſt 
cate with the divell. 

Ant. Avoid then fiend, what tel'ſt thou me of ſup- 
Thou art, (as you are a'l)a ſorcereſle : (ping? 
I conjure thee t@ leave me, and be gon. 

Cur. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner, 


Orfor my Diamond the chaine you promis'd, 
And lle be gone fir, and nottrouble you. 
S. Dre.Some divels aske but the parings of ones naile, | 


| 
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aruſh, a haire, adrop of blood , a pin, a nut, a cherric- 
ſtone: but ſhe more covetous, would have a chaine: Ma- 
ſer bewilc,and if you give it her,rthe divell will ſhak her 
Chaine, and tright us with it. 

Cur. I pray you fir my Ring, orelſe the Chaine, 
I hope youdo not meane tocheate me fo ? 

Amt, Auant thou witch : Come Drone let us $0» 

$. Dre, Flic pride ſayes the Pea-cocke, Miltris that 
you knows E xewnt. 

Cur. Now out of doubt e-Luripholic is mad, 
Elſe would he never {fodemecane himlelte, 
A Ring he hath of mine worth tortic Duckets, 
And for the fame he promis'd me a Chaine, 
Both one and other he denies me now : 
The reaſon thar I gather he is mad, 
(Bclides this preſent inſtance of hisrage,) 
Is a mad tale he rokd today at dinner, 
Of his owne doores being ſhut againſt his entrance, 
Belike his wite acquainted with his fits, 
On purpoſe ſhut the doores againſt his way. 
My way 1s now to hic home to his houſe, 
And tell his wife that being Lunaticke, 
He ruſh'd into my houſe, and tooke perforce 
My Ring away. This courle I fitteſt choole, 
For fortte Duckets is too much to looſe, 


Enter Antipholus Epheſ. with a I ailor. 


E xt. 


An. Feare me not man, I will not breake away, 


| 1 beare it on my ſhoulders, as a begger woont her brat 
and I thinke when he hath lam'd me, 1 ſhall begge with 
it trom doore to doore. 


Enter Adriana, Lucians, Courtiz.an, and « Schoole- 
maſter, called Pmeb. 


F eAm. Come goe along, my wite is comming yon- 
er. 
E, Dro. Miſtris reſp , reſpeRt your eng, or ra- 
ther the p c rs a. the ropes end. 
e Fri, Wilt thou till talke? Beats Dro, 
Csr. How fay you now ? Is not your husband mad? 
Agri. His incivility confirmes no leſle : 
Good Doftor Pinch, you are a Cunjurer, 
Eſtabliſh him in his true ſence againe, 
And1 will pleaſe you what you will demand. 
Lac. Alas how fiery and how ſharpe he lookes, 
Cur. Macke,how he trembles in his extafic. 
 ”_ Give me your hand, andict mee feele your 
pulſe. 
«Met, There is my hand, and let it teele your care. 
Pinch. 1 charge thee Sathan, hous'd within this man 
uy poſſeilion to my holie praters, 
Andto thy ſtare of darkeneiſe hic thee {traight, 
1] conyure thee by all the Saints in heaven. 
Ant, Peace doting wizard, peace ; Iam nor mad. 
Adr. Oh that thou wer't not,poore diitreſſed foule. 
Amt. You Minion you, are thele your Cuſtomers? 


lle give theeere I leave thee ſo much mony 
To warrant thee as 1 am reſted for. 

My wite 15 in a wayward moode to day, 
And will not lightly truſt the Meſſenger, 
That I thould be artach'd in Epheſas, 

I tell you twill ſound harſhly in her cares. 


Emer Dromio Eph. with a ropes end. 
Heere comes my Man, I thinke he brings the monie. 
How now {ir ? Have you that 1 ſent you for ? 
E. Dro. Here's that I warrant you will pay them all. 
eAnti. But where's the Money ? 
E. Dre Why tir, I gave the Monie for the Rope. 
Ant. tive hundred Duckets villaine for a rope? 
E. Dro, Ile terve you fir tive hundred at the rate. 
Ant. To whatend did I bid thee highrhee home ? 
E. Dre. To aropes end fir, andto that end am 1 re- 
turn'd. 
Ant. And tothat end fir, I will welcome you. 
Off. Good {ir be paticnt. 
F E. Dro. Nay 'tis tor me to be paticnt, I am in adver- 
tie. 
Offi. Good now hold thy tongue, 
E. Dre. Nay, rather periwade him to hold his hands. 


2 RO OCES:—O ——_ ——_ 


Anti. Thou whoreſon (en 'tlefle Villaine. 
E. Dre. 1 would I were {enſeleſle fir, that] might not | 
feele your blowes. | 


Anti, Thouart ſen{ible in nothing but blowes , and | 
ſois an Aſſe. 

P. Dre. Iam an Af indeede, you may proove it by 
my long eares. I have ſerved him trom the houre _ 
Nativitie to this inſtant, and have nothing at his hands 
for my ſervice but blowes. When I am cold, he heates | 
me with beating : when | am warme, he cooles me with 
beating : 1 am wak'd with it when 1 leepe, rais'd with 
it when I ſit, driven out of doores with it when I goe 
from home, welcom'd home with it when I returne,nay | 


I ee wm mp - 


Did this companion with the ſaffron tace 

Revell and feaſt it at my houſe to day, 

Whilſt upon me the guiltic doores were ſhut, 

And I denied toenter in my houſe: 
eAdr. O husband,God doth know you din'd at home 

W here would you had remaind untill this time, 

Free trom thele ſlanders, and this open ſhame. 

, Din'd at home? Thou Villaine, what fayeſt 

thou? 
Dre. Sir ſooth to ſay, you did not dine at home. 
Ant. Were not my doores lockt up, and I ſhut out? 
Dre. Perdic, your doores werc lockt ; and you ſhut 


our. 

Anti: And did not ſhe her ſelte revile me there? 

Dro. Sas Fable, ſhe her ſelfe revii'd you there, 

Ant. Did not her Kitchen maide raile , taunt , and 
{corne me ? 

Dye. Certis (he did, the kirchin veſtall ſcorn'd you: 

eAzt. And didnot I in rage depart trom thence ? 

Dro, In veritic youdid, my bones beare witneſle, 
That fince have felt the vigor of his rage. 

Adr. Is't good to ſmooth him in theſe contraries? 

Pinch. It is no ſhame, the fellow finds his veine, 
And yeelding to him, humors well his trentie, 

Ant. Thou haſt ſubornd the Goldlinith to arreſt 
me. 

«Adv, - Alas,] ſent you Monie to redceeme you, 
By Dremio heere, who came 11 halt for it. 

Dre. Monie by me? Heart and good will you might, 
But ſurely Malter not a raggc of Monic. 

Ant. Wenrlt not thou to her for a purſe of Duckerts? 

Adri. He came to me and I deliver'd it, 

Luci. And I am witnefſe with her that ſhe did: 

Dye. God and the Rope-maker bcare me witneſſe, 
That I was fent for nothing bur a rope. 

Pinch. Miſtris ,both Man and Matter 15 poſſe}, 
I know it by their pale and deadly lookes. 4 
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They muſt be bound and laide in ſome darke roome. 
Anr.Say wherefore did(t thou locke me forth to day, 
And why doſt thou denie the bagge of gold ? 
Adr, 1 did notgentle husband locke thee forth. 
Dro, mr 4p M. I receiv'd no gold: 
Bur I confeſle fir, that we werelock'd out. 
Aar. Difſembling Villain, thou ſpeak'ſt falſe 1n both. 
Aat. Difſembling harlort, thou art fallc in all, 
And are confederate with a damned packe, 
To make a loath{ome abjeR ſcorne of me : 
But with theſe nailes Ile plucke our theſe falſe eyes, 
That would bchold in me this ſhametull ſport. 


Enter three or foure, and offer to binde nm: 
He ſtrives. 
eAar. Oh binde him, binde him, let hum not come 
neere me. The 
Punch. More company,the fiend is ſtrong within him. 
Luc. Aye me poore man, how pale and wan he looks. 
eAm, What, will you murther me, thou lIailor thou? 
I am thy priſoner , wilt thou ſuffer them to make a ret- 
cue ? 
OF. Maſters let him goe : he is my priſoner, and you 
ſhall not have him. 
Pinch. Go binde this man, for he is franticke too. 
Adv. What wilt thou do, thou peeviſh oidhcer ? 
Haſt thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and diſplcaſure to himſelfe ? 
Of. He is my priſoner ,if I let him go, 
Thedebrt he owes will be requir'd of me. 
Aar. I will diſcharge thee cre I goe from thee, 
Beare me forthwith unto his Creditor, 
And knowing how the debt growes I will pay &. 
Good Maſter Door fee him fafe convey” 
Home to my houſe, oh molt unlappy day. 
Ant. Oh moſt unhappy ſtrumpet. 
Dro. Maſter, Iam heere entred in bond for you. 
Ant. Qut on thee Villaine whercfore doit thou mad 
mee ? 
Dro. Will you be bound for nothing, be mad good 
maiter, cry the divell. 
Luc, God helpe poore foulcs, how idlcly doe they 
ralkc, 
Aar. Goe becare him hence, filter go you with me ; 
Say now, whole tuite 15 he arreited at ? 
Exennt. Manet Offic. Advi. Luci, ( onrtizan. 
Off. One e-fngels a Goldimith , do you know him? 
«far. | know the man: what is the ſumme hc owes? 
Off. Two hundred Duckets. 
Aar. Say, how growes it due. . 
Of. Duc tor a Chaine your husband had of him. 
Adr. He did beipeake a chaine for me,but had it not, 
Cour, When as your husband all in rage to day 
Came tomy houle, and tooke away my Ring, 
The Ring I faw upon his finger now, 
Straight atrer did I mcete him witha Chaine, 
Aar. It may beſo, but I did never ſee it. 
Come Iailor, bring me where the Goldſmith is, 
I long to know the truth heereof ar large. 


Enter Antipholis Siracuſian with bus Rapier dravre, | 


and Dromuo Sirac. 


Luc. God tor thy mercy,they are looſe againe. 
eAdr. And come withnaked twords, 
Let's call more helpe to have them bound againe. 


_— —_— 


| Ai uintus, Scana Prima. 


Of. Away, they'l kill us 
F : _— ones, 4s faft a; may be, frighted. 

$, 4#7.1 ſce theſe Witches are affraid of ſwords. 

S. Dre. She that would be your wite, now ran trom 
'0U, 
, Ant. Come to the Centaure, ferch our ſtuffe from 
thence : 
Llong that we were fafe and ſound aboord. = 

Dre. Faith ſtay heere this night, they will turely ao 
us no harme : you ſaw they ſpake us faire, give us gold: 
me thinkes they are ſuch a gentle Nation , that bur for 
the Mountaine of mad fleſh that claimes mariage of me, 
I could finde in my heart to ſtay heere ſtill, and turne 
Witch. 

eAnt. I willnot ſtay to night for all the towne, 
Therefore away,to get our ſtuffe aboord, Exemrt. 


—_ 


Enter the Merchant and the Goldſmith. 


Gela. 1 am ſorry Sir that I have hindred you, 
ButlI proteſt he had the Chaine of mc, 
Though moſt diſhoneltly he d1d denic it. = 

CMey. How is the man cſtecem'd heere in the Cite? 
[Hs Ot very reverent reputation fir, 

credit infirute, highly belov'd. 

Second to none that lives here in the Citic : | 
His word might bearemy wealthat any time. 

Ir. Speake ſoftly, yonder as I thinke he walkes, 

Enter Antipbolu and Dromio againe, 

vGold, 'T1s {o : and that ſelfe chaine about his necke, 
Which he forſwore (moſt monſtrouſly)to have. 
Good {ir draw neere to me, Le ſpeake to him : 
S1gnior Amtiphels, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this ſhame and trouble, 
And not without ſome ſcandall ro your elfe, 
With circumſtance and oathes, fo to denic 
T his chaine, which now you weare ſo openly. 
Beſide the charge, the ſhame,impriſonment, 
You have done wrong to this my honeſt friend, 
VW ho bur for ſtaying on our Controverſic, 
Had hoiſted faile, and put to ſea to day : 
This chaine you had of me, can you demi it? 

Ant. 1 thinke I had, I never did deny it. 

Her. Yes that you did fir, and fortwore it too. 

Ant. Who heard me todenic it or fortweare it? 

Cer. Theſe cares of mine thou knowſlt did hear thee: 
Fic on thee wretch, 'tis pitty that thou liv'ft 


To walke where any honeſt menreſort. 

Ant. Thou art a Villaine to impeach me thus, 
Ile prove mine honor, and mine honeſty 
Againlt thee preſently, if chou dar'ſt ſtand : 

CMer. I darc and do defie thee fora villaine, 


They draw. Enter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan,cs others. 
Adr. Hold, hurt him not fer God fakeghe is mad, 
Some get within him ,take his ſword away : 
Binde Dromuetoo, and beare them to my houſe. 
S. Dre. Runne maſter run,for Gods lake take a houſe, 
This is ſome Priorie, in,or we are ſpoyl'd. 


Rwnne all our, > 


Exe tothe Proovie. 
Enter 
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Emer Lady eAbbeſſe. 


Abb. Be quict people, wherefore throng you hither ? 

Adr, To Exch _ poore diſtratted husband hence, 
Let us come in, that we may binde him faſt, 

And bearc him home for his recovery. 

Gold. I knew be was notin his wIts- 

Mer. lam ſorry now that I did draw on him- 

45. How long hath this poſſeſſion held che man? 

Adr. This weeke he hath beene heavy,ſower,ſad, 
And much much diffcrent from the man he was : 
Bat till this aftcrnoone his paſſion 
Ne're brake into extremity of rage. 

46. Hath he ner loſt much wealth by wrackeat Sca, 
Buricd ſome deare friend, hath not elſe his eye 
Srrai'd his affection in unlawtall love, 

A (inne prevailing much in yourhfull men, 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gaing: 
Which of theſe ſorrowes is he ſubject roo ? 

Adr. To none of theſe except it be the laſt, 
Naincl y,{ome love that drew him oft from home. 

Ab. You ſhould for that have reprehended him. 

Ad. Why to 1 did. 

Ab. 1,but not rough enough. 

Ad. As roughly as my modeſty would let me, 

Ab. Haply in private. 

eAd. And in aſſemblies too, 

Ab. I but not enough. 

Ad. 1t was the copic of our conference. 

In bed he ſlept not for my urging it, 

At boord he ted not for my urging it : 
Alone,it was the ſubjeR of my Theame : 
In company I often glanced it: 

Still did 1 te!l him, it was vilde and bad. 

Ab. And thereot came it that the man was mad. 
The vcnome clamours of a jealous woman, 

Poyſons more deadiy then a mad dogs tooth. 

It {cemes his ſleepes were hindred by thy rayling, 
And thereof comes it that his head is light. 

Thou fai'ſt his meate was ſawc'd with thy upbraidings, 
Vnquict meales makes ill difgeſtions, 

Thereot the raging fire of feaver bred, 

And what's a Feaver but a fit of Madnefle ? 

Thy fayeit his ſports were hindred by thy brawles: 
Sweet recreation barr*d,vhat dothenſuc 

But muddy and dull melancholly, 

Kintman to grim and comforticiſe deſpaire, 

Andat her heeles a huge infectious troope 

Of pak Ciſtemperatures,and foes to life ? 

In food,in ſport,and life-preſerving reſt 
Tobeciltarb'd ,would mad or man or beaſt : 

The —_—_— is then,thy jealous fits 

Have (car'd thy husband from the uſe of wits. 

Lac. She never reprehended him but mildely, 
When te demean'd himfclte rough,rude and wildely. 
Why bcare youtheſe rebukes,and anſwer not? 
eA4. She did betray metro my.owne reproofe, 
Good people enter and lay hold on him. 

Ab. No,not acreatureevters in my houſe, 

A8. Then let your ſervants bring my husband forth. 
Ab. Neither : he tooke thisplace for ſanctuary, 

And it ſhall priviledge him from your hands, 

Til T have brought himto his wits againe, 


' 


Or loſe my labour in aſſaying it. 
Aa. 1 wiil attend my husband, be his nurſe, 


ew 


rs eames 


J—_ 
N_ 


| 


Diet his fickneſſe, for it ismy Otfce, 

And will have no Atturney bur my ſclte, 

| Andtherefore let mic have him home with me. 
Ab, Bepatient,for I will not lt him ftirre, 

Till —_ theapproved meanes I have, 

With wholſome firrups,drugges,and holy prayers 

To make of him afrnd —_ ine ; : 

It isa branchand parcell of mine oath, 

A charitable dutic of my order, 

Therefore depart,and leave him here with me. 

Ad. 1 will not hence,and leave my husband heere ; 
And ill itdoth beſceme your holincfle 
To ſeparate the husband and the wite. 

eAb. Be quiet and depart,thou (halt not have him. 
Lac. Complaine untothe Duke of this indignity. 
eAd. Come goe,l will fall proſtrate at hisfeer, 
And never riſe antill my teares and prayers 
Have won his Grace to come inperion hither, 
And take perforcemy husband from the Abbefle, Exennt, 
Enter Merchant and Goldſmith. 

Aer. By this I thinke the Dyall pointsat five : 
Anon I'me ſure the Duke himſelte in perſon 
Comesthis way to the Melancholly vale ; 

The place of depth and ſorry execution, 
Behinde the ditches of the Abbey here. 

Gold. Vpon what caute? 

| Ate, Tolce aiccrent Swacn/ien Merchant, 

Who pur unluckily into this Bay 

Againſt the Lawes and Statutes of this Towne, 

Beheaded publikely tor his ottcuce. 

| Gold. See where they come,we will behold his death. 
Enter Adriana and 1ucio, 

Luc. Kneele to the Duke before he paſſe the Abbey. 


CC —_——_—_ 


Enter the Duke of Epheſwn, and the Alerchant of Siracuſe, 
barebeaded,with the Head. man, and other Officers, 
Deke. Yet once againe proclaime it publikely, 


| 


| 


| Nor fend himforth,chat we may beare him hence. 
[ 


* If anyfriend will pay the ſumme for him, 


He ſhall aotdie,fo much we tender him. 
Enter Adriana. 
Aar. Tuſtice moſt ſacred Duke agairt the Abbeſſe. 
Dake. She 1s a vertuousand a reverend Lady, 'y 


] 


It cannot be that ſhe bath done thee wrong. p 
e144. May it pleaſe your Grace,e Antipbolis my husband. | 
Whom I made Lord of me,and all I had, 


(At yaur impotent Letters )this illday, 

A molt outragious fir of madneflc tooke him, 
That deip'rately he hurriedthrough the {treer, 
With him his bondman,ali as mad as he, 
Doing diſpleaſure tothe Citizens, 

By ruſhing in their louſes : bearing thence 
Rings, Iewels,any thing his rage did like. 
Once did I get hun bound,and tent him home, 
Whil'ſto rake order forthe wroog 3 1 went, 
That here and there his fory had commuted, 
Anon,I wot not,by what ftron9 -fcape 

He broke from thoſe that ©! (1:0 guard of hin, | 
And with his mad atrendant and himfelfe, 
Eachone with irefull paſſion. witherawne Swords 
Met us againe,and madly bent 99 us, 
Chac'd us away : till raifing of more aide, 

We came againeto binde them : then they fled 
Into this Abbey, whither we purſu'd them, 
And here the Abbefle ſhuts the gates on us, 
And wall not ſuffer us to ferch him our, 


—_ CE ee. ee 


Therefore, 


—_— 


—OWI— _ 
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| 


| 


Therefore moſt gracious Duke with thy command, 


| 


k He cryces for you,and yowes it he can take you, 


— ——_u OO... 
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Let him be brought torth,and borne hence for helpe- 
Dis, Long tincethy bustand ferv'd me in my Warrcs, 
And 1 to thee ingag'd a Princes word, 
When thou did(t mzke bim maſter of thy bed, 
To doe hun all the grace and good I could. 
Goe tome of you kaocke ar the Abbey gate, 
And b1d the Lady Abbefle come to me + 
I will determine this before I {tire 
Emer a Meſſenger. : 
AfeT, OMiltrille, Miſtris,thift and fave your ſelfe, 

My Malter and his man are both broke looſe, 

Beaten the Maides a-row,and bound the DoAor, 

W hole beard they have ſindg'd off with brands of fire, 
And cveras it blaz'd,they threw on him 

Great pailesof pndled myre to quench the haire ; 

My Me.preaches paticnce to him,and the while 

His man with Sci{lors nickes him like a fool : 

And fare (unlefie you ſend ſome other preſent helpe) 
Bertweene them they will kill the Conyurers 

Ad. Peace toole,thy Maſter and hisman are here, 
And thar is talſc thou doſt report of us. 
Ae, Miltris,apon my life Iteil you true, 
[ have not breath'dalmoſt ſince I did ſee ut. 


Toico:ci your tacc,and to disfigure you : 
Cry within. 
Harke,harke,T hcare him Miſftris : flie,be gone. | 
Dir. Come,ftand by me,teare nothing : guard with 
Halberds. 
Ad. Ay me,it is my hasband : witneſfle you, 
That he is borne about invy itible, 
Even now we houl'd him in the Abbey here, 
And now hez's there,paſt thought of humage reaſon. 


Enter «Antipholis,and F.Dromi of Epheſus. 


E. Ant.lutice moſt gracious Duke,oh grant me Iuſtice, 
Even tor the {crvice that long fince I did thee, 
When I beltrid thee in the warrcs,and tooke 
Dcepe skatres to {ave thy lite; even for the blood 
That then IT loſt tor thec,now grant me Juſtice. 


| 


That Goldſmith there,were he not pack'd with her, 
Could witnefſe it : for he was with me then, | 


This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner ; 


Who parted with me to goc ferch a Chaine, 
Promiſing to bring it tothe Porpentine, 
Where Zalthaſe and I did dine together, 
Our dinner done, and he not comming thither, 
I went to ſceke him. Inthe ſtreet I act him, 
And in hiscompany that Gentleman. 
There did this perjur'd Goldſmith ſweare me done, 
That Ithis day from him recciv'd the Chaine, 
Which God be knowes, I ſaw not. For the which, 
He did arreſt me with an Othicer. 
I did obey,and fent my Peſant home 
For certaine Duckets : he with none return'd. 
Then faircly I beſpoke the Officer 
To goein perſon with me to my houſe. 
By'th'way,we met my wife, her ſiſter, and a rabble more 
Of viide Confederates : Along with them 
They brought one Paxch,a tungry leanc-fac'd Villaine ; 
A meere Anatomy ,a Mountebanke, 
Acthred-bare Iugler,and a Fortune-reller, 
A needy-hollow-ey*d-ſharpe-looking-wretch ; 
A living dead man, Thispernicicus flave, 
Forfooth tooke on him as a Conjurer : 
And gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulſe, 
And with no-face(as yt nw. mez 
Cryes out,l waspoſſleſt. Then akogether 
ras fell upon me,bound me ,bore me thence, 
Andin a darke and dankiſh vault athome 
There lett me and my man,both bound together, 
Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds aſunder, 
I gain'd my treedome ; and immediately 
Ran hither to your Grace, whom I beicech 


| 


: 


To give me ample ſarisfaRtion 


| Forthele deepe ſhames,and great indignities- | 


Geld,My Lord,in truth,thus farre I witnefle with kia: | 
That he din'd net at home,but was lock'd out. | 
Dake. But had he ſuch a Chaine of thee,or co ? 
Gold. He had my Lord and when he ran itn here, | 
Th-tc people faw the Chaine about his necke. | 
Aer. Bclides,I will be ſworne theſe cares of mine, 


CALF. Far. Vnlcſe the feare of death doth make race 
dotc,l ſec my fonne eAntiphols and Dromuo, 

E.»Ant. Iuſtice ({weet Prince) againſt that woman 
She whom thou gav'it ro meto be my wifes (there : 
That hath abulcd and diſhonourcd mc, 

Even inthe {treagrh and height of injury 2 

Beyond 1magination iS the wrong 

That ſhe thisday hath ſhaincicfie rhrawne on mc. 
Dake. Diſcover how,and theu ſhalt finde me juſt. 


os 


upon me 
"1 . - . _ 
Wilt he wich Harlots feaſted in my houſe. 


Enhe. Agricvous tavit : fay woman didſt thou to ? 
eA1. No,my good Lord, My ſcltc,he,and my viltcr, 
To day did dinc togethcr : lobctall my ſoule, 
As this is falſe he burthens mc withall. 
| Luc.Nc're may Tlooke on day,nor ficepe on night, 


- * an DA — OR 


But ſhe teisto your Highneſlc imple truth. 

| Gold, Operjur'd woman | They are both forſworne, 
In this the Mad man jafily chargeth them. 

i E.eAnt. My Licge,l amadviſcd what 1 ſay, 

Neither diſturved with the eftc of Wine, 

Nor heady-raſh provok'd with raging ire, 

| Albcit my wrongs might make one wiſer mad. 


E.zArt. This cay (great Duke ) ſhe ſhut the doores | 


W—— 


— 


Heard you confeſſc you had the Chaine of him, | 
After you firſt for{wore iton the Mart, 
And th<reupon Idrew my ſword on you : | 
And then you fied intothis Abbey here, 
From whence I thinke you are come by miracle, | 
E. Ant. I never came within theſe Abbey wals, | 
Nor ever didſt thou draw thy {word on me ; | 
I never {aw the Chaine,ſo helpe me heaven : | 
And this is falſe you burthen me withall, 
Date, Why what an intricate 1mpeach 15 this ? 
I thinke you all have drunke of Circes Cup : 
It here you hous'd him, here he would have been. | 
| 


It he were mad he would not pleade 1o coldly : 
Y ou ſay he din'd at home,the Gold{mith here 


| Denies that ſaying. Sirra,what ſay you ? | 


E. Dro. Sir hee din'd with her there, at the Porpet- | 
tine, | 
Cur, He did,and from my finger ſnatche that Ring- | 
Guts. TixahagLings) chin Bip IEFans | 
Duke. Saw'{t thou him center at the Abbey heere ? | 
Curt. As ſure (my Leige) as 1 doe fee your Grace. | 

: Duke. Why this is ſtrange: Goe call the Abbeſle hi | 
ther. | 
I thinke you areall mated, or ſtarke made, | 


Ont. 
_——_— 


- — — 


i OG ——— 


The ( omedy of Errors. 


— TI I mo 


99 


£**t one to the eAbbeſſe. 


Fa. Moſt mighty Duke,vouchſafe me ſpcake a word: 
Haply 1 ce a friend will lave my life, 

And pay the ſumae that may deliver me: I 
Duke. Speake freely Syracuſas what thou wilt. 
Fath, Is not your name (ir call'd Antipholu ? 

And is not that your bondman Droms ? 

E.Dro. Withio this houre I was his bondman fir; 
But he 1 thanke hia gnaw'd in two my cords, - 
Now am I Drowio,and his man,unbound. 

Fath, T am ſure both of you remember me. 
Drs. Our ſelves we doe remember fir by you : 

For htely we were as yOu are now. 

You arc not Finches Paticnt,arc you fir ? 

Father, Why looke you ſtrange on me? you know 
me well. _— 

E, Ant, 1 never ſaw you in my life till gow. 

Fa, Oh! griefe hath chang'd me ſince youſaw me laſt, 

And carcfull houres withtimes deformed hand, 

Have written ſtrange defeatures in my face : 

But tell me yer,doſt thou nd know my voyce? 

Ant. Neither. 

Fat. Dromio,nor thou. 

Dro, No truſt me fir,nor I, 

Fer. I am ſure thou dot ? 

E.Dremio. 1 (ir,but T am ſure I doe not, and whatſo- 
ever a man denics,you are now bound to beleeve hiy. 
Fat. Not know my voyce ! oh times extremity, , 

Haſt thou ſocrack'd and —_ my poore tongue 

In ſeven ſhorr yeares,that here my onely ſonne 

Knowes not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 

— oe Wenner Arn face of mine be hid 

In ſap-conſuming Winters drizled ſnow, 

And ail the Conduits of my blood froze up : 

Yet hath my night of life ſome memorie : 

My waſting lampes ſome fading glimmer left ; 

My dull dcate cares a littlc uſe to heare : 

All theſc old witneſſes, I cannot erre, 

Tell me,thou art my ſonne eAntyhelis. 

Ant. | never ſaw my Father in my life. 

Fs. But ſeven yeares (ince,in Syracuſe Boy, 

Thou know'ſt we parted,but perhaps my ſonne, 

Thou ſham'(t roacknowledge me in miſery. 
eat. The Duke,and all that know me in the City, 

Can witneſſe with me thar ir1snot ſo. 

I ne're ſaw Siracu/ain my life. 

Dx. Itell thee Secuſan,twenty yeares 

Have | been Patron to Avripholss, 

During whichtime he ne're ſaw Syracuſa : 

| ſee thy age and dangers make thee dote. 


Emer the Abbeſſe with Antipbolis Siracnſan, 
and Dromie Sir. 


Abbeſſe. Moſt mighty Duke , behold a man much 

wrong'd. 
All gather t» ſee them, 

eAdr. I feetwo husbands,or mine eyesdeccive me. 

Duke. One of theſe men is genias to the other : 
And fo of theſe, which is the naturall man, 
And which the ſpirit ? Who deciphersthem ? 

S, Dromio.l Sir am Dromio,command him away. 

E. Dro. | Sir am Droms,pray let me ſtay. 

S, Ant, Egeen artthou not ? or elſe his ghoſt, 


| 


" I ſee wee {till did meet each others man, 


.. Drom. Oh my old Maſter , who hath bound him 
ere? 
Abb. Whoever bound him, will looſe his bonds, 
And gainea husband by his liberty : 
$ old Egeon,if thou bee'ſt the man 
That had'{t a wife once call'd /£milia, 
That bore thee at a burthen two faire lonnes? 
Oh if thou bee'1t the fame Egeon,ſpeake : 
And ſpeake untothe ſame /£Emia, 
Dmeg. Why heere begins his Morning Rory right : 
Theſe two Anriphol,thefe two ſo like, 
And thoſe two Dremuo's,one in ſemblance : 
Beſides her urging of her wracke at ſea, 
Theſe are the Parcntsto theſe children, 
Which accidentally are inet together. 
Fa. It Idreamenot,thou art c/Emilie, 
If thou art ſhe,tell me,where is that ſonne 
4 with thee onthe farall _ 
. By men of Epidamium ] £,an L, 
And the twin Dromne,all were ed up ; 
Bur byand by,rude Fiſhermen of Corinth 
By force tooke Dromio,and my ſonne from then), | 
And me they left wich thoſe of Epideminm. 
What then became of them, I cannot tell : 
Ito this fortunethar you ice me in. 
Dwuke. eAntipholis thou cam'(t from (ointh firſt, 
S. An, Nolir,not I,I came from Swaceſe. 
Dake. Stay ſtand apart, 1 know not which is which. 
E. Ant. I came from Corinth my moſt gracious Lord, 
E.Dre. And 1 with him. 
E. Aut. Broughtto this Towne by that moſt famous | 
Warriour, 
Duke Menaphon,your moſt renowned Vncle. 
Adr. Which of you rwo did dine with me to day 2 
S. Amt, I,gentle Miſtris, 
Adr. And arenot you my hsband ? 
E «Ant. No,l fay nay to that. 
S. Ant. And fo doe 1,yet did the call tne fo : 
And this faire Gentlewoman here 
Did call me brother. What I told you then, 
I hope I (hall have leiſure tomake 2o0cd, 
If this be not a dreame I fee and heare. 
Goldſmarh. That is the Chaine fir , whichWou had of 
mee. 
S. An, I thinke it be fir, ! deny it not. 
E, Azs. And you fir for this Ch11ac arreſted me. 
Gold, Ithinke I did fir, deny itnor. 
Ady. I (ent you money fir tobe your baile 
By Drone,but I thinke he brought it nor, 
E.Dre. No,none by me. 
$, Awe. This purſe of Duckcts I recciv'd from you, | 
And Dromio my man did bring them me : 


AndI was tane for him,and he for me, 
Andt theſc errors arc aroſe, 

E. Amt. Theſe Duckets pawnel for my Father here. | 

Dwukg. It ſhall not need,thy father hath his life, | 

Cr, Sir I muſt have that Diamond trom you. 

E. Ant. There take it,and muchthankes tor my good 
cheere. 

Abb. Renowned Duke, vouchiafe to take the paines 
To goe withus into the Abbey here, | 
And heare at large diſcourſed all our fortunes , | 
And allthatare afſembled in this place : | 
That by this Gmpathized one dayeserror, 
Have ſuffered wrong. Goe,keepe us company. 
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And we ſhall make full ſatisfaftion. 
Thirty three yeares have I beene in travell 
Of you my ſonnes,and till this preſent houre 
My heavy burthens are delivered : 
The Duke my husband,and my children both, 
And you the Kalenders of their Nativity, | 
Goe to a Goſlips feaſt,and goe with me, 
After ſo long griefe ſuch Nativity. 

Duke. W th all my heart, Ile Goſlip at this feaſt. 


E xeunt omner. CManet the two Dromio's and 
two Brothers, 
S.Dro. Maſt.ſhall I fetch your ftuffe from (hi 
E. As, Dromise,vyhat ſtuffe of mine haſtthou i k'd. 
S.Dre.Y our goods that lay at hoſt fir in the Centaur. 
S.eAnt. Heſpeakesto me,I am your Maſter Drone. 


ord? , 


Come, goc with us, we'll looke to that anon, 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoyce with him. Exit, 
S.Dro. Therc is a fat friend at your Maſters houſe, 
That kitchin'd me for yeu to day at dinner : 
She now ſhall be my ſiſter ,not my wife. 
ED. Me thinkes you are my glaſſe, and not my bro. 
I ſee by you,T am a ſweet fac'd youth, (ther : 
Will you walke intoſee their Goſlipping ? 
S.Dro, Not 1 (ir, you are my Elder, 
E.Dro. That's a queſtion, how ſhall I rry it, 
$.Dro. Wee'll draw Curs for the Sigmior , till then, 
leade thou firſt. 
E.Dyo, Nay then thus : 
We came into the world like brother and brother : 
And now let's goe hand in hand not one before another, 
E xennt, 
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Enter Leonaro Governour of _Meſſina, Imogen his wife, Hero 
bis dauggyer,aud Beatrice his Ncecegwith a Meſſenger. 


Leonato, 
Learne in this Letter, that Dov Peter of Arragon 
comesthis might to Meſſmne. 
Meſſ. He 18 very necre by this ; he was not 
three Leagues off when I left him, 

Lew, How many Gentlemen have you loſt in this 
aHion ? 

CAMeſ. Bur few of any ſort,and none of name. 

Leon, A victory is twice it felfe , when the atchiever 
brings home full numbers : I find heere , that Dow Petey 
hath beſtowed much honour on a yong Florentine , called 
Clawdin, 

Meſ. Much deſerv'd on his part, and equally remem- 
bred by Don Pedre, he hath borne himſclte beyond the 
promite of his age, doing in the figure of a Lambe , the 
teares of a Lyon, he hath indeed better bettred expeRatis 
on,than you mult expe of me to tell you how. 

Les. He hath an Vnckle here in Mefſma, will be very 
much glad of 1t. 

Aeſ. I have already delivered him Letters, and there 
appexres much joy 1a him , even{o much that joy could 
not ſhew it {elte modeſt enough, without a badge of bit- 
ternelle. 

Leo. Did he breake out into teares ? 

Mefſ. In great mcalure. 

Les. A kinde overflow of kindeneſle : there are no fa- 
cestruer,then thoſe that are fo waſh'd, how much better 
15 1t to weepe at joy,thento joy at weeping ? 

Zea, I pray you, is Signior Aſowntento return'd from 
the warres,or no ? 

_ Arſe. I know none of that name, Lady, there was none 
luch inthe Army of any ſort. 

Leo, Whar is hethat you aske for Neece? 

Hero, My Coulin meanes Signior Beneaicke of Padua. 

CMeſ. O he'sreturn'd, andas pleaſant as ever he was. 

Beat, He {et up his bils heere mn Aeſſma,and challeng'd 
Cupid at the Flight : and my Vndes foole reading the 
Challenge, ſubſcrio'd for Cupid, and Challeng'd him at 
the Burbolt. Ipray you, how many bath bee kill'd and 
eaten mtheſe warres? But how many hath he Kkili'd ? for 
indeed, 1 promis'd to eate all of his killing. 

Leon, *Faith Neece , you taxe Signior Benedicke too 
much,but hee*ll be meet with you,1 doubt it not. 

Meſ. He hath done good ſervice Lady inthoſe wars. 

Meſ. You had muſty viRtuall, and hee hath holpeto 
eate1t: hee'sa very valiant Trencher-man , hee hathan 
exCellent ſtomacke. 


Meſ. And a good fouldier too Lady. 

a good fouldicr to a Lady.But what is he to a 
? 

Meſ. ALordtoa Lord, a Mantoa Man, ſtuft with all 
honourable vertues, 

Beat, Itis lo indecd,he is no lefle thena ſtuft man : but 
tor the ſtuifing well, we are ali morrail. 

Leen. You mult not (fir) miſtake my Neece, there is a 
Kiade of merry War berwixt Signior Fenediche and her :; 
= never meet , but there's a Skirmiſh of wit betweene 
them, 

Bea. Alas,he gets nothing by that. In our laſt con- 
fit,foure of his hve wits went halting off,and now is the 
whole man govern'd with one : to that if hee have wit 
enough to keepe himfſelfe warme , let hi bearc it for a 
difference betweene himſclte and his horſe : For it is all 
the wealth that he hath left , to be knowne a reaſonable 
creature. Whois his Companion now ? He hath every 
montha new ſworne brother. 

Hef. I's: poſſible ? 

Beat. ery caſily pollible: he weares his faith bur as the 
faſhion of his hat, it ever changes wich the next blocke. 

Mef. 1 tee ( Lady ) the Gentleman 1s not in your 
bookes. © 

Beat. No, and he were, I would burne my ſtudy. But 
I pray you who is his companion ? Is there no young 
ſ{quarer now,that will make a voyage with him to the Dt- 
yell? 

Aeſ. He is moſt in the company of the right noble 
Clandio. 

Beat. O Lord, he will hang upon him like a diſcaſe: he 
is ſooner caught then the Pettilence , and the taker runnes 
preſently madde. God helpe the noble Clandio, if he bave 
caught the Bexedicke, it will coſt him a thouſand pound 
ere it becur'd, 

Aeſ, 1 will hold triends with you Lady. 

Beat. Doe good friend. 

Leo. You'llne're run mad Nerce, 

Bea. Nognot till a hot January. 

AMeſ. Don Pedro is approach d. 


Enter Don Pedro,(landio,Benediche, Balthazar, 
and [ohn the baſtard. 

Pedre. Good Signior Leonato , you are come to mecte 
your trouble : the taſhion of the world 1s to avoyd coſt, 
and you encounter it. 

Leen, Never came trouble to my houſc in the likeneſle 
of your Grace : for trouble being gone,comfort ſhould re- 
maine : but when you depart trom me , forrow abides, 


and happineſle takes his leave. 
l 3 Pears. 
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euch adoe about nothing, 


Pedro. Nou imbrace your charge more willingly : 1 
thinke this is your daughter. _ 

Leo, Her mother hath many times told meſo. 

Ben, Were youindoubt that youaskt her ? 

Leo. Signior Bexediche, no, for then were you 2 
chi!de. 

Pedre. You have it full Benediche, wee may gheſle by 
this,what you are, being a man , truely the Lady fathers 
her ſelfe : be happy Lady, for you arc like an honourable 
father. 

Ben, If Signior Leonato be her Father, ſhee would not 
have his head on her ſhoulders tor all Meſama,as like him 
as ſhe 15. 

Beat. I wonder that you will ſtill be talking , Signior 

Benediche,no body markes you. 

Ben. What my dcare Lady Dildaine! are you yet li- 
ving ? 

Beat, ISit poſſible Diſdaine ſhould die,while ſhee hath 
ſuch meer food to feed it , as __ Benedicke ? Counte- 
fie it ſelfe muſt convert to Diſdaine, if you come in her 
preſence. 

Bene. Then is Courteſie a turne-coat , but it is cer- 
taine I am loved of all Ladies, onely you excepted : and 
I would I could finde in my heart that I had not a hard 
heart, for trucly I love none. 

Beat. Adcecre happineſle to women, they would elſe 
have beene troubled with a pernicious Sntor , I thanke 
God and my cold blood, lam of your humour for that, I 
had rather heare my Dog tarke at a Crow, then a man 
{yveare he loves me, 

Ben. God keepe your. Ladiſhip ſtill in that minde, 
ſoſome Gentleman or other ſhall ſcape a Predeſtinate 
{cratchr face. 

Beat. Scratching conld not make it worſe , and ewere 
{ucha face as yours were. 

Ben, Well, youre a rare Parrat-tcacher. 

Beat. A Bird of my tongue , is better then a bealt of 
'OUrS. 
| Ben. I would my horſe had the ſpeed bf your tongue, 
and ſo good a continucr, but Kcepe your way 2 Gods 
namc,l have done. . 

Beat, You alwayescnd wich a Iades tricke , I know 

you of old, 

Pedro, This is the fumme ot all : Zeonaro, Signior ( 7aw- 
dio, and Signiot Benedrcke ; my deare friend Leonato , hath 
invited you all, I tell him we ſhall ſtay here, atthe caſt 
a moneth ,and he heartily prayes {ome occaftion may de- 
taine us longer : I dare ſwcare hee 1s no hypocrite, but 
prayes from his heart. . 

Leon, If you {weare, my Lord, you ſhall nor bee tor- 
ſworne, let me bid you welcome , my Lord, being re- 
conciled to the Prince your brother: 1 owe you all 
durie. 

lobn, I thanke you, Iam not of many words, but] 
thanke you. 

Leon. Pleaſe it your Grace leade on? 

Pedro, Your hand Leenato,we will goe together. 


Exennt. Janes Beneasche and Cland!s, 
Claus, Benedicke,didſt thou note the daughrer of Signi- 
Or bronato ? 


Ben. I noted her not,butl lookt on her. 

Clax. Is ſhe not a modeit yong Ladic ? 

Ben. Doc you queſtion me as an honeſt man ſhould 
doe,for my ſimple true judgement ? or would you have 
meſpeake after my cultome;as being a profeſſed tyravtto 
their {exe ? 


| — 


Claw, No,I prethce ſpeake 1m ſober judgement, 

Zen, Why yfaith methinkes ſhee's too iow for a hic 
praiſe,too browne tor a faire praiſe , and too little tor a 
great praiſe,onely this commendation | can atfoord her, 
that were ſhe other than ſhe is, ſhee were unhandſome, 
and being no other butas (he is, I doe not like her, 

(ax. Thouthink'ſt I am in (port, I pray thee tell mee 
truely how thou lik'ſt her. 

Ben. Would you buy her,that you cnquicr after her > 

Clan. Can the world buy fuch a Iewell ? 

Ben, Yea,and a caſe to put itinto, but ipeake you this 
with a ſad brow ? Or doe you play the flowting lacke,rg 
tell us Cupid is a good Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rarc 

ter : Come,in what Key ſhall a man take you to 
goe 11 the ſong? 

Claw, In mine eye,ſhe 1s the ſweeteſt Ladie that ever 1 
lookt on, 

Ben. I cance yet without SpeRacles, and I fee no 
ſuch matter ; there's her Cofin, and ſhe were not polſelſt 
with a fury , exceedes her as much in beautie,as the tirſt 
of May doth the laſt of December : but I hope you have 
no intent to turne husband, have you? 

Cas, I would ſcarce trulit my fſelfe , rhough I had 
ſwornethe contrary,if Hero would be my wite. 

Bee, Iſt come tothis? in faith hath not the world one 
man bat he will weare his cap with ſuſpition ? ſhall I ve- 
ver {ee a Batchellor of threeſcore againe ? goe to yfaih, 
and thou wilt needes thruſt thy necke intoa yoke , weare 
the print of it, and figh away ſundayes : looke Don Pedro 
is returned to ſeeke you. 


Enter Don Pedro, lobn the Baſtard. 


Padr. What ſecret hath held you here , that you fol- | 
lowed not to Leonatoes ? 


—_ I would your Grace would conſtraine mee to | 
cell. 
Pedro, I charge thee on thy allegeance, | 
Ben. You hcare, Count Clandio, I can be ſecret as 2 | 
dumbe man, I would have youthinke fo ( but on my al- | 
leageance , marke you this, on my allegeance ) hee is 1n 
love, With whom ? nowthat is your Graces part : marke 
how ſhort his anſwer 1s, with Hero, Leonators (horn 
daughter. 
Clas. If this were ſo, ſowerc it uttred. 
Ben. Like the old Tale,my Lord, it is not fo, nor 'tyvas 
10 : but indeed,God forbid it ſhould be ſo. 
law. It my paſſion change not ſhortly, God forbid it | 
ſhould ar key ” | 
Peare. Amen,if you love her,for the Lady is very well | 
worthy, | 
(as. You ſpeake this to fetch me in,my Lord. | 
Fears. By my troth I ſpeake my thought. | 
Claus, And in taith, my Lord, ſpoke mine. | 
Fen. And by my two faiths  _ my Lord, I | 
ſpeake mine. 


Clas. That I love her,l fecle; 
Ped. That ſhe 1s worthy, | know; 
Ben, That I neither feele how ſhee ſhould bee le | 


ved , nor know how ſhe ſhould be worthy , is the | 


opintonthat fire cannot melt out ot me,I wildic in itatthe | 


Ped. Thou waſt ever an obſtinate Heretique in the dc- 
ſpight of Beauty. 
Clas, And never could maintaine hispart , but in the 
force of his wall. | 
Ben, That | 


Ed 
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Drought me up, I likewiſe give her molt humble 
rob np, wh that I will have a rechate winded in my 
forchcad, or hang my buglein an inviſible baldricke, all 
on me : becauſe I — _ _ the 
wrong to miltruſt any, I will doe my the right to 
truſt none : and che neis, (for the which I may goe the 
iner) I will live a Batchellor . : 
w—_ [ ſhall ſcether ere I dye, looke pale with love. 

Bene, Withanger, with fickeneſſe, or with hunger, 
my lord, not withlove : prove that ever I looſe more 
blood withlove, then I will get againe with drinking, 

icke out mine eyes with a Ballet-makers penne, and 
me up at the doore of a brothel-houſe tor the figne 
fblind Cupid. WE 
? Pedro. Well, if ever thou dooſt fall from this faith, 
hou wilt prove a notable argument. 
; Bene, It do:, hang me , bottle like a Cat,and ſhoot 
at mc, and he that hit's me let him be clapt on the ſhoul- 


der, and cal'd Adon. 


Pedro. Well, as - "A ery: In time the ſavage 
Bull doth beare the 

Bene. The os bull may, but if ever the ſenſible 
Benedicke beare it, plucke off the bulles hornes, and ſet 
them in my forchead , and let me be vildely painted,and 
in ſuch great Letters as they write, hcere is good horſe 
to hire ; let them fignific under my ſigne, here you may 
{ce Benedicke the married man. 

Clan, Ifthis ſhould ever happen, thou wouldſt bee 
horne mad. Es 

Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not ſpent all his Quiver in 
Venice, thou wilt tor this ſhortly. 

Bene. Tlooke for an carth too then. 

Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the houres, in 
the meane time, good Signior Benedicke, repaireto Leo- 
natoes, commend angon wt and tell him I will not taile 
him at ſupper, for indeed he hath aade great preparatt- 
On. 


Bene. T have almoſt matter enough in me for ſuch an 
Embaſlage, and fo I commit you. : 
Clas. Tothe tuition of Gods From my houle, if I had 
It, 
Pedro, The ſixt of In/y. Your loving friend,Benedicke, 
Bene, Nay mockenot, mocke not ; the body of your 
diſcourſe is ſomerime guarded with tragments, and the 
guardes are but ſlightly baſted on neither, ere you flour 
old ends any further, examine your conſcience, and fo I 
| leave you. Exsu. 
=_ My Leige, your Highneſſe now may doe mee 
good. 
Pedro, My love is thine toteach, teach ir bur how, 
And thou ſhalt ſce how apt it isto learne 
Any hard Leſſon that may doe thee good. 
Claw. Hath Leoato any ſonne wy lord ? 
Pedro. No child but Hero, ſhe's his onely heire, 
Doſt thou affeR her Clandio ? 
Clas, O my lord, 
When you went onward on this ended aRion, 
I look'd upon her with a ſouldierseye, 
That lik"d, but had a rougher taske in hand, 
Thanto drive liking to the name of love : 
But now I am return'd, and that warre-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant : intheir roomes, 
thronging ſoft and dclicare deſires, 
Allpromprting me how faire yong Herols, 
Saying I lik'd her cre I wentto warres. 


mm, 


Fexe, That a woman conceived me,1 thanke her : that | 


— 


Pedro. Thou wilt be like alover preſently, 
And tire the hearer with a booke of words ; 
If thou doſt love taire Here, cherith it, 
And I will breake with her : waſtnot to this end, 
Thar thov began(t to twiſt fo fine a ſtory ? 

Claw, How liveetly doe you minilter to love, 
That know loves griete by his complexion | 
Burleft my liking might too ſodaine ſeeme, 
I would have falu'd it with a longer treatiſe. 

Pedro. What need the bridge much broder then the 


The faireſt grant is the neceſſity : (food? 


Looke what will ſerve,is fit: \is once, thou loveſt, 

And I will fit thee with the remedy, 

I know we ſhall have revelling to night, 

I willaſlume thy part in ſome diſguile, 

And tell faire Here Iam Claudio, 

And in her bolome Ileunclaſpe my hearr, 

Andtake her hearing priſoner with the force 

And incounter of my amorous tale ; 

Then after, to her father will I breake, 

And the cencluſion is, ſhe hall bethine, 

In practiſe let us put it preſently. Exeunt. 
Emer - rn po £ old "a brother to Leonaro. 

Leo. How now brother, where is my coſcn your ſon : 
hath he provided this muſficke ? 

O14. He is very bufie abour it, but brother, I cantell 
you newes that youyet dreamtnot of, 

Le. Arethey good? 

Ola. Asthe event ſtampesthem, but they have a good 
cover : they ſhew well outward: the Prince and Count 
Claudio walking in athicke pleached alley inmy orchard, 
were thus over-heard by a man of mine : the Prince diſ- 
covered to Claudio that he loved my neece your daugh- 
ter, and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance, 


| and if he found her accordant, he meant to take the 


_ tume by the top, and inſtantly brcake with you 
of ir, 
Leo. Hath the fellow any wit thattold you this 2 
O14. A good ſharpe fellow, 1 will ſend for him, and 
queſtion hia your {elte. | 
Leo. No, no : we will hold it asa dreame,till it appeare 
it ſclfe : but 1 will acquaint my daughter withall,char ſhe 
may be the better prepared for anſwer, if peradventure 
this betruc : goe youand tell her of it :cofins, you know 
what you have todoe, OI cry you mercy friend, goe 
you with me and I willuſe your $kill, good colin have 
acarethis buſie time. Exeunt, 
Iu - —_— the Baſtard, and ( omrade bis companion. 
on. tt ecre my Lord, why are yeuthus 
out of meaſure om . ; ns. 
lobn. There isno meaſure inthe occafionthat breeds, 
therefore the ſadneſſe is without limit. 
{*». You ſhould hearereaſon. 
ohms, And when 1 have heard it, what blefſing brin- 
geth it? R | 
Con, It notapreſent remedy, yet a patient ſufferance. 
Tob. I wonder thatthou ( bbw rn {aiſt thou arr, 
borne under Satwrs:) goeſt about toapply a mortall me- 
dicine, toamortifying miſcheife : 1 cannot hide what I 
am ; I muſtbe ſad when 1 have cauſe, and ſmile at no 
mans jelts; eate when I have ſtomacke, and wait for no 
mans lei{ure : ſleepe wheri I am drowſic, and tend on no 
mans buſineſſe;laugh when 1 am merry, and claw no man 
in his tumour, 
(on. Yea, but youmuſt not make the fulll ſhow of this 
till you may doe it without controllmem, you _ of 
arc 
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lare ſtood our againſt your brother, and he hath tane | Bear. He wereanexcellent manthat were made jul in| 
you newly into his grace, where it is impoſſible you the mid-way berweene him and Benedicke, the one is too | 
ſhould rake root, but by the faire weather that you make | like an image and ſayes nothing, andthe other too like | 


your icife,it is needtull that you frame the ſeaſon for your | my Ladies eldeſt fonne, evermore tatling, 


| 
owne harveſt, Leon. Then halfe Signior Benedickes rongne in Count | 


lobn. | had rather be a canker ina hedge, then a roſe | J#h»-mouth, and haltc Count /ohns melancholy in Sig- 
in his grace, and it better fits my bloud to be diſdain'd of | mor Benedickes tace . 
all, rhen ro faſhion a carriage to rod love from any:in this Bear, Withagood legge, anda good footunckle, and 
(though I cannot be ſaid to be a flattering honeſt man) | money enough in hispurie, ſuch 2 man would winne any 
is mull not be denyed but I ama plaine dealing villaine, I | woman inthe world, it he could get her good will, 
2m trated with a muſſell, and enfranchiſde with a clog, Leon. By my troth Neece, thou wilt never get thee a 
theretoce 1 have decreed, not te ſing in my cage: if Thad | husband, if thou be ſo ſhrewd ot thy tongue, 
my mouth, I would bite: if I had my liberty, | would do | Brot. Intaith ſhe's too curit. 
my liking : in the mcanetime, let me be that 'T am, and Bear. Toocurſt is more then curſt, 1 ſhall leſſen Gods 


_ 


{ceke not to alter me. ſending that way : for it is ſaid, God ſcadsa carſt Cory 
{ 9n. Can you makeno uſe of your diſcontent ? ſhort hornes, but to a Cow too curſt he ſends none. 
lobn. 1 will make alluſe of it, for I uſe it onely. Leon, So, by being too curit, God will ſend you no 

Who comes heerc ? what newes Boyachis. hornes. 

Bee. luſt, it he ſend me no husband, for the which 
Enter Borachio. bleſſing, I am at him upon my knees every morning and 


Por. I came yonder from a great ſupper, the Prince | evening : Lord,I could not endure a husband with abeard 

your brother is royally entertained by Leonare, andI1 can | on his face, I had rather lye inthe woollen, 

give you intelligence of an intended marriage. — =» Leona. You may light upon a husband that hath nv 
Tobn. Will it terve for any Modell te build miſcheife | beard. 

on? What is he for a foole that betrothes himſelfero un- | Bear, What ſhould 1 doe with him? dreſſe him in 

quietnefle ? my apparell, and make him my waiting gentlewoman? he 
Bor. Marry it is your brothers right hand. that hath a beard, is more thena youth : and he that hath 
[obn, W ho, the molt exquiſite Clawdio? no beard, is lederhena man ; and he that 1s more then a 
Bor, Even he. youth, 15 not for me : and he that islefſe thena man, 1 am 
lohn. A proper ſquier,and who, and who, which way | not for him : therefore I will even take ſixepence in car- 


| mn — eee 


O— - —_ 


lookes he 7 neſt of the Berrord, and leade his Apes into hell. 
Por, Marry on Hero, the daughter and Heire of Leo- | Leow. Well then, goc you into hell. 
na'o. ZBeas. No, but tothe gate, and there will the Devill 


lohn. A very torward March-chicke, how come you | mecte me like an old Cuckold with hornes on his head, 


to this ? and 1ay, get youto heaven Beatrice, get you to heaven, | 


Bor, Being entertain'd for a perfumer, asI was {moa- | heere'sno place for you maids, ſo deliver I up my Apes, 
King 2 muſty roome, comes me the Prince and Clandio, | and away to Saint Peter : for the heavens, he ſhewes mc 
hand in hand in ſad conference : 1 whipt behind the Ar- | where the Batchellers fir, and there live we as merry 3s 
ras, and there heard it agreed upon;that the Prince ſhould | the day is long. 
wooe Hero tor himſclfe, and having obrained'd her,give | Byor, Well ncece, I truſt you will be rul'd by your ta- 
her to Count ( Tawdvo. ther. 

Tohn. Come, come, letus thither this may prove tood Bear. Yes faith, it is my coſens duty to make curt- 
to my diſplcaſure, that young ſtart-up hath all the glory | ſic, and fay, as itpleaſe you: bur yettor all that cofin, let 
of my overthrow : if 1 cancroiſe him any way, I blefle | him be a handſoine fellow, or cl{e make an Uther curthic, 
my {clte every way; you are both ſure, and wall affiſt | and ſay ,father, as it pleaſes me. 
me ? Leow, W ell neece,1 hope to fee you one Cay fitted with 

{owr. To the death my Lord. a hugband, 

lohn, Let us to the great tupper, their cheere is the | Bear, Not till God make men of ſome other metrall 
greater that I am ſubdued, would the Cooke were of my | then carth, would it not grieve a woman to be overim?- 
mind : ſhall we goe prove what's to be done ? | {ſtred witha peece of valiant duſt? romake account of 

Bor. We'll wait upon your lordſhip, | herlife roaclod of wayward marle? no uncle, ile rione : 

Exeunt. | Adams ſonnes ate my brethren, and truly I hold it a linac 

EE. to match in my kinred, 

To Leon. Danghter), remember what I told vou, if the 
Aus Secundus. | -_ doe ſolicit 0u in that kind, you know your an- 

| Beat. The fault willbe in the muſicke cofin, ifyou 
| be nor wood in good time : if the Prince be roo impor- 
Emer Leonato, his brother, his wife , Hero his danghter, and | tant, tell hum there is meaſure in cvery thing, and ſodance 
Beatrice his meece , aud a binſman. 


———— 


— — — .— 


1 


pris 
—_——  — —  ——  — —— — 


| repenting, is asaScotch jigge, a meaſure, and a cinque- | 


Leona, Was not Count John here at ſupper ? | pace: the firſt ſuite is hocand haſty like a Scatch jigge 
Brot, I ſaw him nor. | (andfull as fantaſticali) the weddirg mannerly modeit, 
Beat. How tartly that Gentleman lookes, I never can | (as a meaſure )tul of {tate ard aunchentry,and then comes 
ſce him, but I am heart-burn'd an houre after. | repentance, and with his bad legsfails into the cinque- 
Hero. He is of a very melancho!y diſpo{ition. | pace faſter and taſter, till he ſinkes into his grave. 


Leona, 


| out the anſwer, for heare me Hero, wooing, wedding,and | 
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Leenatd, Cofin you apprebend paſſing ſhrewdly. 
Beatrice. 1 have a good eye unckle,I can fee a 


by day light. ; 
—_ The revellers are entring brother, make good 


roomc . 


Emer Prince, Pedro,(landio,ond Benediche, and Balthazar, 


or dumbe lobn, Markers with a drum. = ; 
Pedro, Lady, will you walke about with your friend ? 
Here. So you walke ſoftly, and looke (weetly, and lay 
nothing, 1am yours for the walke, and eſpecially when 1 
walke away » | 
Pedro, With mein your . 
Here, 1 may ſay ſo when I pleaſe. 
Pedro, when pleaſe you to ſay ſo? 
Here. When 1 like a tavour, tor God defend the 
Lute ſhould be like the caſe. | 
Pedro, My viſor is Philemons coofe, within the houſe 
islove. 
Here. Why then your viſor ſhould be thatche, 
Pedro, Speake low if you ſpeake Love. 
Bene, Well, I would you did like me. 
Mar. So would not I for your owne fake, for I have 
many ull qualities. 
Bene. Which 1s one ? 
Cer. I ſay my prayers aloud. . 
Bene. I love you the better,the hearers may cry Amen, 
Ma. God match me with a good dancer. 
Bats. Amen, 
Mar. And God keepe himout of my fight when the 
dance is done cafrer Quite. by 
Balt, No more words, the Clarke is anſwered. 
R I know you well enough, you are Signior An- 
thexio. 


Anth.. Ataword,T am nor. 

F'rſula, 1 know you by the wagling of your head. 

Anth. Totell you true, I counterfet him. 

V+/s. You could never doc him ſoill well, unleſſe you 
werethe very man : here's hisdry hand up and downe, 
youare he, you are he. 

eAnthe, At a wordT am not. 

V:ſula, Come, come, doc you thinkeI doe not know 
you by your excellent wit ? can vertue hide it ſelfe ? goe 
to, —_— you arc he, graces will appeare, and there's 
aaend. 


Beat. Will you nottell me whotold you ſo? 

Bene; No, you ſhall pardon me. 

Beat, Nor will you tell me who youare ? 

Bene, Not now. 

Beat, That I was diſdainefull, andthat I had my 
witour of the hundred merry tales ; well, this was S1gni- 
or Benediche that (aid (0. 

Bene. What's he? 

I am ſure you know him well enoagh. 

Bene, Not I ;beleve me. 

Beag. Did he never make you laugh? 

Zee, 1 pray you what is he ? 

Beat. \W hy he is the Princes jeaſter, a very dull foole, 
onely his gitc 1s, in deuifing impoſſible Nlanders, none 
but Libertinesdelight in him, and the commendation is 
not rn his wit, bur in his villany, for hee both pleaſerh 
men and angers them, and then they laugh art him, and 
beat him;Iamfurcheis in the Fleet, 1 would he had 
boorded me 


—__.— 


_ Bear. Doe, doe, hee'l but breake a compariſon or two | 
on me, which venture (not marke, or not laugh'd 
at) ſtrikes him inro melancholly, andthen there'sa Par- 
tridge wing faved, for the foole willeate no ſupper that 
night. We muſt follow the Leaders. 


Bene, Inevery good thing. 
Bea. Nay, it they leade to any ill, I will leave them at 
the nextturning. Exenm, 
Mwſicke for the dance. 


lohn. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawne her father to breake with him about it : the 
Ladies follow her, and but one viſor remaines. 

Bora, Andthatis (lawdeo, I know him by his bea- 
ring. 
lohn. Are not you fignior Bevedicke ? 

(av. You know me well, I am he. 

lobn, Signior, you are very neere my brother in his 
love, he is cnamor'd on Hero, I pray you difſwade him 
from her, ſhe is no cquall for his birth : you may doe the 
part uf an honeſt man init, 

(as, How know you he loves her ? 

Jobn. 1 heard him tweare his affeon ; 

Bora, So did I to0,and he ſwore he would marry her 


to a_ 

lobs. Come, let us to the banquet. Exit. manet. Claw, 

(aw. Thusanſwer I in name of Benedicke, 

Bur hearetheſc il] newes with the cares of Clandie : 

"Tiscertaine fo, the Prince woocs for himſcltc ; 

Friendſhip is conſtant inall other things, 

Save inthe Othice and affairesof love ; 

Therefore all hearts in love uſe their owne tongues, 

Let every eye negotiate for it ſclfe, 

And truit no : for beauty 18a witch, 

Againſt whole charmes, faith melteth into blood : 

This isan accident of hourcly , 

Which I miſtruſted not. Farewell therefore Hero. 
Enter Benediche, 

Bene. Count Claudio. 

Claw, Ycarthe lame. 

Bene. Come, will you goe with me ? 

(an. Whither ? 

Bene, Even tothe next Willow,about your owne bu- 
ſinefle, Count. W hat faſhion will you weare the Gar-- 
land off ? About your necke, like an V ſurerschaine ? Or 
under your arme, like a Licurenants ſcarte? You muſt 
weare it one way, for the Prince hath got your Hero, 

Clas. I wiſh him joy of her. 

Bene. Why that's ſpoken like an honeſt Drovier, (© 
they ſell Bullockes : but did youthinke the Prince would 
have ſcrved you thus ? 

Clan, I pray you leave nic. 

Bene. Ho no ! you ſtrike like the blindman, 'twas the 
boy that ſtole your meate, and you'll beatthe poſt. 

(ax. If it will notbe, Ile leave you. 

Bene. Alas hurt ſoule, now will he creepe into 
ſedges : but that my Lady Beatrice ſhould know me,and 
not know mee: the Princes toole ! Ha ? It may be I goe 
under thattitle, becauſe 1 am merry : you but ſo 1 am 
apt todoe my ſelfe wrong : I am net (o reputed, it is the 
baſe (though bitter) diſpoſition of Bearrice, that put's 
the world into her perſon, and ſo gives me out ; well, Ile 


be revenged as I may. 


Enter the Prance, 


Ext, 


Bene, When] know the Gentleman, Ile tell him what | Pedro. Now Signior, where's the Count, did you fee 


you ſay. 


him 2 
Ben. | 


>—— 
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Bene. Th my Locd, 1 have played the part of Lady 

Fame, I fou.... hum hecrc as melancholly asa Lodge in a 
\Wzrren, I told him,and I thinke, told hum true,that your 
-race had gorthe will of this young Lady, and I offered 
him my company 70 a willow tree, either to make him a 
garland, as being forſaken, orto bind him a rod, as be- 
ing w orthy to be whipt. 

Pedro. Tobe whipt, what's his fault ? 

Bene. The fat tran{grefſion of a Schoole-boy, who 
being over-joyed with tinding a birds neſt, ſhewes it his 
compauion, and he ſtcalcs it, 

Pedre, Wiltthou make a truſt, a tranſgreſſion ? the 
tranigrelſion i$1n the ſtcaler. 

Bene. Yer it had not beene amiſſe the rod had beene 
made,and the garland too, for the gerland he might have 
worne himicitc, and the rod he aught have beſtowed on 
you, who (as I rake it) have Rtolne his birds neſt, 

Pedro, I will buttcachthem to ſings and reſtore them 
tothe ovvner. 

Bene, If their ſinginganſwer your ſaying, by my faith 
you {ay honeltly. 

Pedro. The Lady Bearrice hath 2 quarrell to you, the 
Gen-icman thar danſt with her, told her (he 1s much 
wrong aUdy LOU, 

Bene. © the miſuſde me paſtthe indurance of a blocke: 
an oaks bur wich one greene leate on _it , would have an- 
ſwered her : my very viſor began to aſſume life, and ſcold 
with her : fhetold mee, not thinking I had beene my 
ſelic, thar I was the Princes Teſter, and that I was duller 
then a great thaw, hudling jeſt upon jeſt; with ſuch im- 
poſſible conveiance upon me, that I ftood like a man ata 
warke, with a whoic army ſhooting ar me ; ſhe ſpeakes 

poynyards, and every word ſtabbes : if her breath were | 
as terrible as terminations, there were no living neere 
her, ſhe would inte to the north ſtarre : I would not 
marry hcr, though ſhe were indowed with all that Adew 
had left him before he tranſgreſt, ſhe would have made 
Hercnler have turnd ſpit, yea, and have cleft his club to 
make the fire too : come, talke not of her, you ſhall 6nd 
her the inferna!l Ate in good apparell. I would to God 
ſome {cho!ler would conjure her, tor certainely while ſhe 
ishcere, a man may live as quiet in hell,as in a ſanftuary, 
and people finne upon purpoſe, becauſe they would goc 
thither, ſo indeed all du(quict, hoxror, and perturbation 


followes hers 


Emter Claudio, 4rd Beatrice, Leonato, Hevo, 

Pears. Looke heere ſhe comes. 

Bene. W-il your Grace command me any {crvice to 
the worids end ?I will goe on the ſlighteſt arrand now 
to the Ant, poces that you can deviſe to ſend me on: 1 
will tetch you a tocth-picker now from the furtheſt inch 
of Aſia : bring youthe length of Preſter Tohns foot : fetch 
you a hairc off the great Chams beard : doe you any em- 
baſſage to the Pigmics, rather than hold three words 
conference, withthis Harpy : you haveno employment 
tor me? 

Pedro. None, but to deſire your good company. 

ZBene, O God fir, heeres a d1(h I love not, I canner in- 
duxethis Ladyes tongue. E xit. 

Pedro. Come Lady, come, you have loſt the heart of 
Signior Benedicks, 

Beat. Indeed my lord, he lent it me a while, and 1 
| gave himulc for it, a double heart for a ſingle one,marr y 
| once betore he wonne 1t of me,with falle dice, thereforc 
! your Grace may well ſayI have loſt ir. 


—— —— 


—__ 


— 


nee 
Pedro. You have put him deowne Lady, you have pu: | 
| him downe. 2 , : 

Beat, So I would not he ſhould doc me, my lord, left | 
I ſhould preoverthe mother of fooles: 1 have brought | 
Count Clawdio, whom you ſent me to lecke. 
Pedro. Why how now Count, wherefore are you ſad? 

(#as. Not tad my lord. 

Pedro, How then ? licke ? 

Clas. Neither, my lord, 

Bees. The Count 1s neither (ad, nor ſicke, nor merry, 
nor well : but civill Count, civill as an Orange,and fome- 
thing of a jealous complexion. 

Pedro. Ifaith Lady, I thinke your blazon to be true, 
though I be {worne, if he bee fo, his conceit is fallc ; 
heere {Zandio, { have wooed inthy name, and faire Hers 
is won, I have broke with her father, aud his good will 
obtained, name the day of marriage, and God give thee 
JOY « 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes: his grace hath madethe match,and all gracs 
lay, Amen to it, 

Beaz. Speake Count, tis your Qu. 

Claw. Stence is the pertecteſt Herault of joy, I were 
but little happy if I could ſay, how much? Lady, as you 
are mine, 1am yours, I give away my iclte for you, and 
doat upon the exchange. 

rm pats colin, or (if you cannot) ſtop his mouth 
with a kifle, and let not him fpcake neither. 

Fedro. Infaith Lady you have a merry hcart. 

Bear. Yea my lord Ithanke it, poore foole it keepes 
on the windy fide of care, my colin tells him in his care 


{las. And io ſhedothcoſin. 

Bear, Good lord for alliance : thus goes every one 
to the world but I, and I amfun-burn'd, I may fit in a cor- 
ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband, 

Pedro, Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat, I would rather have one of your tathers getting: 
hath your Grace ne're a brotker like you ? your father 
got excellent husbands, it a maid could come by them, 

Prince, Will you have me ? Lady. 

Beat. No, my lord, unlefle I might have another for 
working-dayes, your Grace istoo coſtly to weare every 
day : but I beſeech your Grace pardon ine, I was borne 
toſpeake all mirth, and no matter. 

Prince. Your (ilence moſt offends me, and to be mer- 
ry, belt becomes you,tor out of queſtion,you were borne 
in a merry houre, 

Beat. No ſure my lord, my mother cryed, but then 
there was a ſtarre dan(t, and under that was I borne : co- 
{ins God giveyou joy. 

——_ Necce,will you looketo thoſe things I told you 
of 2 

Beat. I cry yoo mercy Vncle, by youz Graces pardon. 

- Exut Beairie, 

Prince, By my trotha pleaſant ſpirited Lady. 

Leon, There's little ofthe mclancholy element in her 
my lord, ſhe is never ſad, but when ſac ſleepers, and not 
ever fad then :for I have heard my daughter fay,ſhe hath 
ofren dreamt of unhappineſſe, and wakt her tcltc with 
laughing. | 

Pedro. Shee cannot indure toheare tell of a husband. 

Leon, O, by no meanes, ſhe mockes all her wooers out 
of ſuite. 

Prince. She werean excellent wife for Benedicke. 


Leona. O lord, my lord,it they were but a weeke _ 
riee, | 


—_ yy” ———_ 


— 
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maricd, thzy woald calke th:mſelves mad. 

Prince, Count ( laudio, when meanc you to goe to 
Church? 

\14. To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 
till Love have all his ries. EO 

Leoxa. Not till monday, my dzare ſonne, which is 
h-1ce ajult ſeven nightzand a time too briete too,to have 
all thinzs anſwer mind. 

Prince, Coane, you ſhake the head at fo long a brea- 
thing, buz 1 warraat thee Clawdso, the time ſhall not goe 
dally by us, I will in the mterum, undertake one of Her- 
cu{e3 laboars, which is,to bring Signior Benedxke and the 
Lidy Z-arrice into a mountainc of atfeRtion, th'one with 
th'other, 1 would faine have it a match, and I doubt not 
hut to taſhion it, if you three will but miniſter {auch aſlt- 
{tance as 1 ſhall give you direction. | 

Leona, My lord, I am tor yoa, though it coſt me ten 
nights watchings- 

Claus. Andi my lord. 

Prin, And you too gentle Hers ? 

Hero. 1 will doe any modeſt orice, my lord, to helpe 
my colin toa good husband, 

Prin, And Benedicke 15 not the unhopetulleſt husband 
that I know : thus farre can Iprailc him, he is of anoble 
ſtraine,of approved valour,and confirm'd honeſty. I will 
teach you how to hamour your colin, that *ſhe ſhall fall 
in love with Benedicke, and I, with your two helpes, will 
ſo praiſe on Benedicke, that in defpight of his quicke 
wit, and his queaſic ſtomacke, he (hall fall in love with 
Beatrice : if we candoz this, {wpid 1s no longer an Ar- 
cher, hisglory ſhall be ours, for we are the onely love- 
gods, gocin with me,and I wall tell you my dritt, Exeant. 

Enter lobn and Borachio. 

Tok. Tt is ſo, the Count ( lawdio ſhall marry the daugh- 
ter of Leone ts, 

Bora. Yea my lord, but I can crofic it. ; 

lobn. Any barre, any croſle, any impediment, will be 
medicinable ro me, I am ficke indiſpleafure ro him, and 
whatſocver comes athwart his affection, ranges evenly 
with mine, how canſt thou crofle this marriage ? 

Bor. Not honeſtly my lord, but io covertly, that no 
diſhoneſty ſhall appeare in me, 

loh. Shew me briefely how. 

Box. 1thinke I told your loxdſhip a yeere fince, how 
much I am in the favour of Margoet, the waiting geatle- 
womanto Here, 

lebs. 1 remember. 

Bor. I can at any unſcaſomable inſtant of the night, ap- 
point her tolooke out at her Ladies chamber window. 

ton, What litc is in that, tobe thedeath of this mar- 
riuage ? 

Hor, Thepoyſon of thar lyes in you to temper, gec 
you tothe Prince your brother,ſparenotro tell him,t 
be ha:}1 wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
Clad, whole eſtimation doe you mightily hold up,to a 
contaminated ſtale, fucha one as Hero. 

lehs, What proofe ſhall I make of that ? 

Boy. Proote enough, to miſuſe the Prince, to vexe 
| (indio,to undoc Here,and kill Leonare, looke you for a- 
ny other iftue ? 

_ Onely todefſpight them, I will endeavour any 
thing, 

Boy, Goethen, find me a mecte houre, to draw 01 
Pedro and the Count (landio alone, tell them that you 
know that Hero loves me, intend a kind of zcale both 
to the Princeand Claudio(as in 4 love of your brothers 


honor who hath made this match) and his friends repu- 
tation, who is thus like to be coſen'd with the ſemblance 
of a maid,that you have diſcover'd thus: they will ſcarce- 
ly belcevethis without triall : otfer them inſtances which 
ſhall beare no lefle likelychood, than to ſce me at her 
chamber window, hearc me call Margaret, Hero; hearc 
Aargaret terme me Claudio, and bring them to ſee this 
the very night before the intended wedding, for in the 
moane time, I willto faſhion the matter. that Hero ſhall 
be abſent, and there (hall appeare ſuch tceming truths of 
Herees diſloyalty, that jcalouſic ſhall be call'd affurance, 
and allthe tion ouerthrowne. 

Tohn. Grow this to what adverſciſſue itcan, I will put 
it in pradtiſe : be cunning in the working this, and thy 
fee is athouſand ducates. 

Bor. Bethou conitant inthe accylation, and my cun- 


ning ſhall not ſhame me. | 
lobn, 1 will pretently goe learne their day of marri- 
age. | E xt, 
Enter Benedicks alike. © = 
Bene. Boy. 
Boy . Sigruor, 


Bene. ln my chamber witdow lies a booke, bring it 


hitherro me in the orchard. 
Bop. I am heerec alrcady fir. Ex. 
Bene. I know that; but I would have thee hence, and 
hecre againe, I doe much wonder, that one 'man feeing 
how muchanother manis a toole, when he dedicates his 
behaviours to love, will cr he hath laught at juch 
ſhallow follics in others, become the argument of his 
owne ſ{corne, by falling inloveand fuch a gan 1+ Clandio, 
I have knowne when there was no mulicke with him but 
the drum and the fife, and now had he rather heare the 
taber and the pipe : 1 have knowne when he would have 
walkt ten mule a foot, to {ee a gooe armor,and now wail 
he lye ten nights awake carving the f{hioa of a new dub- 
let :lie was wont to {peake plaine,and tothe purpole(like 
an boneſt manand a ſouldicr) and now is he turn d ortho- 
gfaphy, kts words area very tantaiticall banquer, jultfſo 
many ſtrange diſhes: may | be fo converted,and ice with 
theſc eyes? I cannot tell, I thinke not : I will not bee 
{worne, but love may transforme metoan oylicr,but et 
take my oath on it, till he have ade an oylier of me, he 
ſhall never make me ſuch a toole : one woman 15 fatre, yet 
I am well t anether is wilc, yet Iam well: another vertu- 
ous, yetI am well: butrillall graces be in one woman, 
one woman ſhall not come in my grace : rich ſhe ſhall 
be, that'scertaine : wite, or Ile none ; vertuous, or Ile 
never cheapen her: faire,or Ic never looke on her :milde, 
or come notneere me : Noble, or not toran Angell : of 
diſcourſe : an excelleot Muſitias, and her haire thall 
of what colour it pleaſe God , hah} the Prince and 
Monſieor Love, I will hide me 1a the Arbor. 


Enter Prince, Leanato, ( landio, and Tacks Wilſon, 
Prince. Come, (hall we heare this muticke ? 
Cland. Yeamy lord : how thiilthe evening is, 

As huſht on rograce harmony., @_ 

Pris. See you where Benedicke hath hid himlclte ? 
Clan. O very well my lord : the muſicke ended, 

We'll fit the kid-foxe with a penny worth. RF 
Frinc. Come Balthazar, we'll heare that fong agame» 
Fakh, O good my lord, taxc not io bad a voyce, 

To ſlander muſicke any morethen once. 


—— 


| 


—_—_—_ wy ——_— —— 


108 


euch adoe about nothing, 


CC ——_—_—_— 


Prince, It is the witneſle ſtill of excellency, 
To puta ſtrange face on his owne perfeQtion, 
I pray thee ſing, and Ict me wooe no mores. 

Fal:h. Becauſe you talke of wooing, I will ng, 
Since many 2 woocer doth commence his ſuit, 

To her he thinkes not worthy, yet he wooes, 
Yet will he ſweare he loves. 
Prince. Nay pray thee come, 
Or if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Doe it m notes- 

Batth. Note this betore my notes, 

Therc's not anote of mine that's worth the noting. 

Prince, Why theſe are very crotchets that he ipeakes, 
Note notes forſooth, and nothing. 

Bexe. Now divine ayre, now 15 his ſoule raviſht, is it 
not {trange that ſheepes guts ſhould hale ſoules out of 
mens bodics ? well, a horne for my mency when all's 
donc. 


The $ ng. 


ſigh no more Laates, ſigh no more, 
Men were aeresvers ever, 

One foote in Sea, and one on ſhore, 
To onething conftant never: 

Then figh not ſo, but let theme goe, 
And ve you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all yours ſounds of woe, 
Into bey nony, nony. 


Sing no more ditties, ſou ne more , 
Of dumps /o aull and beavy, 

The frand of men were ever /0, 

Sms ſuwnemer firſt was leavy, 


T hey /igh not ſoc. 


Prince, By mytroth a good ſong. 

Batlth. An4 an ill ſinger, my lord: | 

Prince, Ha, no, no, faith, thou fingtt well enough for 
a ſhitr. 

Bene. And he had beene adog that ſhould have howl'd 
thus, they would have hang'd him, and I pray God his 
bad voyce bode no miſchicte, I had as leife have heard 
the night-ravcn, come what plague could have come at- 
ter it. 

Prince. Yea marry, doſt thou heare Balthazer ? I pray 
thee get us lome excellent mulick : for ro morrow night 
we would have it atthe Lady Heroes chamber window. 

Balth. The be(t I can my lord, Exit Balthazar. 

Prince, oe fo, farewell. Come hither Leonato, what 
was it you told me of to day, that your Niece Beatrice 
was inlove with Signtor Bemediche? 

(las, O I, ſtalke on, ſtalke on, the foule fits, I did ne- 
ver thinke that Lady would have loyed any man. 

Leon, No, nor I neither,but moſt — , that ſhe 
ſhould fo dote on Signior Benediche, whom the hath in 
all outward behaviours {cemcd ever to abborre. 

Bene. Is': poſlable ? fits the wind in that corner ? 

Leen. By my troth my lord, I cannot tell what to 
thinke of it, but that ſhe loves him with an inraged effe- 
ion, iris paſt che infinite of thought. 

Prince. May be ſhe doth but counterteit. 

Claxd, Faithlike cnough. 

Leen. O God | counterteit ? there was never counter- 
feit of paſſion, came ſoneere the life of paſſion as ſhe dil- 
covers It. 


| heard my daughter tell you how. 


Pronce, Why whateffcs of palſion ſhewes ſhe ? 
Cland, Bait the hooke well, the fiih will bite, 


{ land. She did indeed. 

Frin, How, how I pray you? youamaze me, I would 
have thought her ſpirit had bcene invincible againk all 
aſſaults of affection. 

Zee. I would have ſworne it had, my lord, eſpecially 
again(t Bexediche, . 

Bene. I ſhould thinke this a gull, butthat the white- 
bearded fellow ſpeakes it : knavery cannot ſure hide him- 
{elfe in ſuch reverence. 

Cland. He hath tane th'infeRtion, hold it up. 
— Hath ſhe made her afteRtion knowne to Bene. 

he? 

Leonato. No,and {weares ſhe never will, that's her tor. 
ment. 

Cland. "Tis true indeed,fo your daughter fayes : ſhall 
I,fayes ſhe,that have ſo oft encountred him with ſcorne, 
write to him that I love him ? 

Leo This ſayes ſhee now when ſhe 1s beginningto 
write to him,for ſhee'll be up ewenty times a night, and 
there will ſhe fit in her ſmocke, till ſhe have writ a ſheet 
of paper : my daughter tells us all. 

Cla. Now you talke of a ſheet of paper, I remember 
a prefry jeſt your daughter rold us of. 

Leon. O when the had writ it, and was reading it ever, 
ſhe found Benearcke and Beatrice betweene the ſheete. 

Claes, That. 

Leen, O ſhetorethelerter intoa thouſand halfpence, 
raild at her fſelfe, that ſhe ſhould be ſo immodeſtto write, 
to one that ſhe knew would fiout ber: I mcaſure him, 
layes ſhe, by my owne fpirit, for I ſhould flou: him it he 
writ to me, yca though I love him, 1 ſhould. 

Clax. T hen downeupon her knees ſhe (falls, weepes, 
ſobs, beats her heart, teares her hayre, praycs,Curies, O 
lweet Benediche, God give me patience. 

Leon. She doth indeed, my daughter ſayes ſo, andthe 
extaſic hath ſo much overborne her, that my daughter is 
ſometime afcard ſhe will doc a deſperate out-rage to her 
leite, it is very true. 

Princ. It were good that Benedche knew of it by ſore 
other, it (he will not diſcoyer it. 

{av. To what end ? he would but make a ſport of it, 
and tormentthe poore Lady worſe. 

Prim, And he ſhould, it werean almes to hang him, 
ſhe's an excellent ſweet Lady, and (out of all fuſpition,) 
ſhe 1s vertuous, 

Clav. And ſhe is exceeding wile. 

Prin. In every thing, burn loving Bevedicke., 

Leow. O mylord, wifedome and bloud combating in 
{o render a body, we haveten proofes to-one, that bloud 
bath the viRory, I amſory for her, as I have juſt cauſc, 
being ber Vncle,and her Guardian, 

Pronce. I would ſhe had beſtowed this dotage on me, 
I would bave daft all other reipetts, and made ber halfc 
my felte : I pray you tell Benedicks of it,and heare what 
he will ſay. 


_ — 


_— 


| 
Leon, What effets my lord? ſhe will fit you, you | 


Leon. Were it goodthinke you? 

Ca. Herothinkesurcly ſhe will dye,tor ſhe fayes (hc 
will dye, if he love her not, and ſhe will dye ere ſhce 
make her love knowne, and ſhe will dye if he wooe her, 
rather than ſhe will bate one breath of her accultomed 
crofſencſſe. 

Prom. She doth well, it ſhe ſhould make tender of her 

love, 
| 
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loue,'tis very pollible hee'l ſcorne ir, for the man(as you 
know all)hath a contemprible {pirit, 
He 1s a very proper man. 

Prin. He hath i a good outward happines. 

Clar. * Fore God,and in my minde very wie. 

Prin: He doth indeed ſhew fore ſparkes that are like 
yy And I take him tobe valiant. 

Frin. As Her, 1 affuce you, and in the managing of 
quarrels you nay ice he 15 wile , for cither hee auoydes 
them with great diſcretion , or yndertakes them with a 

iſtian-like tcare- 
"I If hee doe feare God, a muſt neceflarily keepe 
peace,if hee breake the peace , hee ought to s 2 into a 
quarrell with feare and trembling. 

Pren. And 10 will he doe, for the man doth fear God, 
howlocver it ſeemes notin him , by ſome farge icaſts he 
will make : well, I am ſorry tor your niece , thall we go 
ſoc Benedicke, and tell him of her loue? | 

Neuer tell hun, my Lord, let her weare it out 


with good counſell. 
Leen, Nay that's impoilidle, ſhe may weare her heart 


out firlt. 4 

Prin. Well,we will heare further of it by your daugh- 
ther, lct ir coole the while. 1 loue Benediche well, and I 
could with he would modeltly examine himielfe,to fee 
how much he is vaworthy to haue ſo good a Lady, 

Leon. My Lord, will you walke?dinner is ready. 

{lax. If he do not doat on her vponthis, 1 will never 
truſt my expectation. £ 

Prin. Let there be the ſame Net ſpread for her,and that 
muſt your daughter and her gcntlewoman carry : the 
{port will be, when they hold one an opinion of anothers 
dotage,and no ſuch matter,that's the Scene that I would 
ſee, which will be mcerely adumbe ſhew:ler vs ſend her 
to cail him into dinner. Exean:. 

Bene. This can be no tricke, the conference was tadly 
borne,they hauc the truth of this trom Here,they feeme 
topitie the Lady : it{eemes her affections have the full 
bent: love me? why it mult be requited : I heare how I 
am cenſur*d, they ſay I will beare my ſelfe proudly , if 1 
percciue the love come trom her : they ſay too,that ſhe 
will rather dic than giue any figne of affection:I did ne- 
ver thinke to marry ,1 muſt not ſeeme proud, happy are 
they that heare their derractions , and can put them to 
mendirg : they tay the Lady is faire, 'tis a truth , I can 
bearethem witncile ; and vertuous;tis fo , I cannot re- 
prooue it, and wite, but tor louing mc,by my troth it is 
no addition to her witte , nor no great argument ef her 
tolly;for I wil be horribly in love with her, L may chance 
haue ſome odde quirkes and remaines of witte broken 
on me , becauſc 1 hane rail'd ſo long againſt marriage: 
but doth not the appetite alter?a man loves the meat in 
his youth, that he cannot indure in his age. Shall quips | 
and ſentences, and theſe paper bullets of the braine awe 
2 man from the Carecre of bis hamour ? No, the world 
muſt be peopled. When I faid I would die a ba*cheler,1 
didnot think I ſhould line till 1 were maried: here comes 


eetrice:by this day, ſhee's a faire Lady,l doe {pie ſome | 
markcs of louc in her. 


| 


FP ney Beatrice, | 
Bear. Againſt my will lam ſent to bid you come into | 
dinner, 


Bene. Faire Beatrice, I thanke you for your paines. | 


| As Haggerdsofthe rocke. 


| That Benedicke loves Bearrrce {o intirely? 


— 


Bea, Itooke no more paines for thoſe thankes, then 
you take paines to thanke me,it it had beene painctull ; 1 
would not haue come. 

Bene. You take plcaſure then in the meſſage. 

Beat. Yea jult ſo muchas you may take upona knives 
point, and choake a daw withall : you have no tomacke 
tignor, fare you well. Exu, 
| Bene. Ma, againſt my will I am ſent to bid you come 
11 to dinner : there's a double meaning in that : I tooke 
no more paines for thole thankes then you rooke paines | 
to thanke me, that's as much as to ſay ,any paines that 1 
take for you is as eaſie as thankes : it I do not take pitty 
of ber I ama villaine, if 1 do not love her Lam a lew, I 
will go get her picture. Exs. 


eA clus T ertins. 


A— 


Emer Hero and two Gentlemen, Margaret,and Urſula, 


Hero, Good Margaret runne thee to the parlour, 
There ſhalt thou tinde my Colin Bearrice, 
Propoling with the Prince and ( tandio, 
Whiſper her care, and tell ber 1 and Urſula 
Walke 1a the Orchard, and our whole diſcourſe 
Is all of her, fay thatthou over-heardlt vs, 
And bid her ſtcale into the pleached bower, 
Where hony-ſuckles ripened by the ſunne, 
Forbid the ſunne to cneer : like favourites, 
Made proud by Princes, that aduance their pride, 
Againit that power that bred it, there will tke hide her, 
To liſten to our ſe, this is thy oxtice, 
Bcare thee well 1n it, and lcave us alone- 

ey. llemake her come 1 warrant preſently, Exit, 

Hero. Now }rſala, when Beatrice doth come, 
As wedo trace this alley up and downe, 
Our talke muſt onely be of Benedicke, 
When I do name him, let it bethy part, 
To praiſe him morethen euer Man did merit, | 
My talke to thee muſt be how Benedicke 
Is ficke in love with Beatrice : of this matter, 
Is little Capids Crafty arrow made, 
That one:y wounds by heare-ſay:now begin, 

Emer Bearrice, 
For looke where Beatrice likea Lapwing runs 
Cloſe by the ground,to heare our conference+ 
V+rſ. The pleafaut'ſt angling is to (ce the fiſh 

Cut with her golden ores the filuer {treame, | 
And grecdily devovre thetreacherous baite: 
So angle we for Bearrice,veho even now, 
Is couched in the wood-bine coverture, 
Feare you not my part of the Dialogue. 

Her. Then go we neare her that her care loſe nothing, | 
Of the falſe {weetebaite that we lay tor it; 
No trucly F7ſu{a,the is r09 Aiſdainfall, 
[ know her ſpirits are as coy and wilde, 


Ur/ula. Butare you ture, 


Her. So faies the Prince and my new trothed Lord. 
Vr{. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam? 
Her. They did intreare me toacquaint her of it, 
But I perſwaded them, if they lou'd Benedbete, 
| k 
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To wiſh bim wreltle with affection, 


| And never tolct Beatrice know of it. 


| Pr/xla. Why did you (0, dothnotthe Gentleman 
Deſerve as full as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Bearrice (hall couchupon? 
Hers. O God of love! I know he doth deſerve, 
As much as may be yeclded to a man; 
But nature never fram'd a womans heart, 
| Of prowder ſtuffe then that of Bearriee : 
Diſdaine and Scorne ride ſparkling in her eye, * 
Miſ - prizing what they looke on, and her wit 
Values it ſelte ſo highly,that to her 
All matter elſe ſeemes weake: ſhe cannot love, 
Nortake no ſhape nor proic of affeftion, 
Shee is fo {elfe indeared. 
Vrſula. Sure I thinke fo, 
And therefore certainely it were not good 
She knew his louc, leſt the make ſport atir, 

Hero, Why you ſpcake truth, I never yet ſaw man, 
How wiſe;how noble, yong,how rarely featur'd. 
But ſhe would {pell him backward:it taire fac'd, 
She would ſweare the gentleman ſhould be her ſiſter; 
If blacke, why Nature drawing of an anticke, 

Made a foule blot : if tall, a launce ill-headed: 

If low,an agot very vildlie cut: 

If ſpeaking,why a vane blowne with all windes, 

If lent, why a blocke moved with none. 

So turnes ſhe every man the wrong ſide out, 

And never givyesto Truth and Vertue,that 

Which ſimpleneſſe and merit purchaſeth. 
Urſu.Surc, ſurc,ſuch carping is not coinmendable. 
Here. No, not to be ſo odde, and from all faſhions, 

As Beatrice is,cannot be commendable, 


| But whodare tell her (0? it I ſhould ſpeake, 


She would mocke me'into ayre,O ſhe would laugh mc 
Out of my ſelfc,preile me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedicke like couered fire, 
Conſume away in ſighes, waſte inwardly: 
[t were a bitter death,to die with mockes, 
Which is as bad as die with tickling. 
Vrſ#, Yet tell her of it,heare what the will fay. 
Here. No,rather I will goe to Benedicke, 
And counſaile him to fight againſt his pallion, 
And truly Ile deviſe ſome honelt flanders, 
To (taine my colin with, one doth not know, 
How muchan ill word may impoiſon liking, 
Urſi. O doe not do your colinſuch a wrong, 
She cannot be ſo much without true judgement, 
Having 10 {ſwift and exccilcat 2 wit 
As ſhe 1s priſde to have, as to rcfuſe 
So rarc a Grntanga as ſignior Benedicke, 
Hero. He isthe oncly man of Italy, 
Alwaies excepted, my deare Clandio, 
Vrſs.1 pray you be not angry with me,Madame, 
Speaking my fancy : Signior Benediche, 
For ſhape,for bearing argument and valour, 
Goes formoſt in report through Iraly. 
Here. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 
F*ſs. His excellence did carne it ere he had it: 
W henare you married Madame? 
Hero. Why every day ro morrow,come goe in, 
Ie ſhew thee ſome atrires, and have thy counſel, 
Which is the belt ro furniſh me to morrow. 
V+ſa.Shee's rane I warrant you, 
We have caught her Madame? 


, 


Here, If it prove ſo,then loving goes by haps, 


| 


Bear. \W hat fire is in mine carescan this be true? 
may rnd bgnd parry apr nggy 
A mai ide , x 

Dogng lives behinde the beck of fuch. 

Benedicke,loye on, I will requite thee, 
Taming my walde heart tothy loving hand: 
If thou doſt love, my kindenefle ſhall incite chee 
| To binge our loves phe holy band. 

For others ſay thou doſt deſerveand 1 


Enter Prince, Claudio,Benedicks and Leonate. 
and I Arragon- 
'S le bring you thither my Lord , if you'l vouch 

Prin. Nay, that would be as great a ſoyle inthe new 
gloſſe of your marriage, as to ſhew a childe his new coat 
and forbid him to weare it , I will onely bee bold with 
Benedicke for his companie ; for from the crowne of his 
head,to the ſole of his foor, he is all mirth,he hath ewice 
or thrice cut Cwpids bow-ſtring , and the little hang-man 
dare not ſhoot at him; he hath a heart as ſound asa bell, 
and his rongue is the clapper, for what his heart thinkes, 
his rongue ſpeakes. 

Zene, Gallants, 1 am not as I have bin. 

Lee. So ſay I; methinkes you are fadder. 

Clas.I hope he be in love. 

Prin, Hang him truant, there's no true of bloud 
in himto be truly touche with love,it he be ſad,he wants 
m 


9, I have the tooth-ach: 


Prin. Draw it. 
Bene. Hang 1t. 

(as. You muſt hang it firſt,and draw it afterwards. 

Prin. W hat ? ſigh for the tooth-ach. 

Leen, Where is but a humour or a worme. 

Bene. Well, every one cannot maiſter a griefe,but hee 
that has it. 

Claw. Yet ſay I, he is in love, 

Prin. There 1s no appearance of fanciein bim , unleſſc 
it bea fancy that he hath to ſtrange diſguiſes , as rs beea 
Dutchman to day,a Frenchman to morrow : unleſſe hee 
have a fancy to tis foolkery,as it appeares hee hath, hee 
os foole tor fancy , as you would have it tro appeare 

his- 

(las. If he benot in love with ſome woman, there is 
no belceving old fignes , a bruſhes his hat a mornings; 
What ſhould that bode? 

Prin. Hath any man ſeene him at the Barbers? 

(av. No,but the Barbers man hath beene ſeen with 
him ,'and the old ornament of his cheeke hath alrcadic 
{tuft tennis balls. 

Leon, Indeed he looks yonger than he did, by the loſſe 
of a beard. 

Prin. Nay a rubs himſclte with Cjuit, can you ſmell 
him out by that? | 

Cles. That's as much asto ſay, the ſweet youth'sin 
love. 

Pri. The greateſt note of itis his melancholy. 

Clas, And when was he wontto waſh his face? 

Prin. Yea,orto paint himſclte ? for the which I heart 
what they ſay of him. 

Claw. Nay, but his jeſting {pirit,whichis now crep* 


Bclecye it better then reportingly, Exit, 


age] do but ſtay till your marriage be conſummate, 


Some (pid kills with arrowes, ſome with traps. Ex, 
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Prix. Indeed that tels a heavy tale for him:conclude, 
he 15 in loVe+ | 

{lav. Nay, but I know who loves him. 

Prin, That would I know too, I warrit one that knows 
him not. : : 

Clas. Yes,and his ill conditions,and in deſpight of all, 
dies for him. _. 

Frin. She ſhall be buried with her face upwards. 

Bene. Y ct is this no charme for the tooth-ake, old ſig- 
nior , walke aſide with mee, I have ſtudied eightor nine 
wiſe words to ſpcake to you, which theſe hobby-horſes 
muſt not heare. 

Prin. For my life to breake with him about Bearrice. 

Clan. Tis even io, Heroand Hargwet have by this 
played cheir parts with Beazrice,and then the two Beares 
will not bite one another when they meete, 


Emer Iohn the Baſtard. 

Baft. My Lord and brother, God ſave you. 
Pren. Good den brother, 
Baſt. If your |ciſure ſerv'd, I would ſpeake with you, 
Pr, ln private? 
Baſt. 1t it pleaſe you , yer Count Clawdzo may heare, 

for what I would {peake of, concernes him. 

Pro. \V hat's the matter? 

Baſts, Mcanes your Lordſhip tobe marricd to mor- 


row? 
Prin. You know he does. 


Fat, I know not that when he knowes what I know. 

Claw. It there be any impediment , 1 pray you dilco» 
ver it» 

Baſt. You may thinke I love you not, let that a c 
hereactter, & ayine berrer at me by that I now a 
nifeſt, for my brochcr(I thinke,he holds you well,and in 
dearcacile of heart ) hath hoipe to cfte.t your eniuing 
marriage:{urely tute 111 ſpent,aud labour ill beſtowed, 

P-m. Why, what's the matcer? 

Baſt. I caine hither to tell you, and circumſtances 
ſhor:ned ,( tor ſhe bath beene too long a talsing of ) the 
Lady 1s difloyall. 

{tan. Who! Hr 

Baſt. Even (hee , Leonatoes Hero, your Herogevery 
mans Hero. 

Clex. Dilloyall? 

Baſt. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
nefſe, I could tay ſhe were worſe, thinke you of a worſe 
title, and I will fit her to it: wonder not till Further war- 
rant ; goebut with mer ro night, you ſhall ſee her cham- 
der window cutred , even the night before her wedding 
day , if you love her , then tomorrow wed her : but ir 
would better fit your honour to change your minde. 

Claw, May this be (0? 

Prin. I will not thinke it. 

Baft. If you dare not truſt that you ſee , confeſſe not 
that you know : if you will follow mee, I will ſhew you 
enough, and when you have ſcene more, & heard more, 
procced accordingly. 

Claw, If I ſeeany thing tonight, why I ſhould nor 

her to morrow in the congregation, where I ſhold 
wedde, there will | ſhame her. 
| Prin, And as I wooed four thee to obtaine her , I will 
Joyne with thee to diſgrace her. 

Bat, I will diſparage her no farther , ti'l youare my 
witneſſes , beare it coldly bur till night, and let the iſſue 
lhew it ſelte. 

Prin. O day untowardly turned? 


(7s. O miſchiefe ſtrangely thwarting! 
Baſt. O plague right well prevented | io will you fay; 


when haveſcene the tequele. Excmnt, 
Enter D and bis compartner with the watch. 
Dog. Are you good men and true? 


Uerg. Yea, orclic it were pitty but they ſhould ſuffer 
{aluation body and ſoule. 
Dog. Nay, that were a puniſhment too good for them, 
if they ſhould have any allegiance in them, being choſen 
tor the Princes watch. | 
Mo... Well, give them, their charge, neighbour Dog» 


J 
Dog. Firſt, who thinke you the molt deſartleſſe man 


robe Conſtablc? 

Watch. t. Hugh Ote-cake ſir, or George Sea-coale, for 
they can write and reade. 

Dog. Come hither neighbour Sea-coale , God hath 
ble:t you with a good name: to be a wel-tavoured man, 
15 the gift of fortune , but ro write and reade , comes by 
Nature. 

Watch, 2. Both which Maſter Conſtable 

Dog. You have : I knew it would bee your anſwere: 
well,for your favour fir, wby give God thankes,& make 
no boaſt of it, and for your writing and reading, Jet that 
appeare when there is no neede of ſuch vanity , you are 

he heere to be the molt ſenſleſſe and fit man for the 
Conltable of the watch : therefore beare you the lan- 
thorne : this is your charge : You ſhall comprehend all 
vagram men z you are to bid any man ſtand in the Prin- 
CCS name. 

Watch, 2. How if a will not ſtand? 

D:g. Why then take nonote of him, but let him go, 
and preſently call the reſt of the Watch together , and 
thanke God you are ridde ofa knave. 

Uerg. If he will not ſtand when he is biddes, hee is 
none of the Princes ſubicts. 

Dog. True , andthey are ro meddle with none but 
the Princes ſubjects : you ſhall allo make no noite inthe 
itreeres z for, for the Watch ro babble and talke, is moſt 
tollerable, and not to be indured- 

Watch. We will rather fleepe than talke , wee know 
what belongs to a Watch. 

Dog. Why you iſpcake like an ancient and moſt quiet 
watchman,for I cannot fee how fleeping ſhould oftend: 
on'y have a care that your bulls be nor ſtolne : well, you 
are to call at all the Alchoutes , and bid thera that are 
drunke get them to bed. 

Watch, How it they will not? 

Dog. Why then let them alone till they are ſober, it 
they make you not then the berter an' were, you may tay, 
they are noethe mcn you tooke them tor- 

Watch, Well ſir. 

Dog. If you meet a theefe, you may ſuſpeR him , by 
vertue of your oxJice, to be no true man : and for ſuc 


kinde of men, the letle you meddle or make wich them, | 


why the more is for your hoaelty. | 
Watch. If wee know hun to be a thiefe, ſhall wee not 
lay hands on him? 

Dog. Truly by your oihce you may , but I thinke they 
that tuuch pitch will be detil'd : the moit peaceable way 
far you ,if you do take a theefe,is,to let him ſhew him- 
ſcife what he is,and ſteaic out of your company. 

Uer. You have bin alwaics cal'd a mercifull ma parrncr. 
Dog. Truely | wou'd not hang a dog by my will,much 
more a man who hath any honelty in him, 
K 2 erg. 


— 


A 
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euch adceabout Nothing, | 


Uerger. If you heare a child crie in the night,you mult 
call rothe nurſe, and bid her {till it. 

Warsh, How if the nurlc be aſlcepe and will aot heare 
as? 

Dog. Why then depart in peace , and let the childe 
wake her with crying , for the ewe that will not heare 
her Lambe when it bacs , will never an{wer a calte when 
he bleates. 

Verges. 'T1s very truce. 

bog. This is the end of the charge : you conſtable are 
to preſent the Princes owne perſon , if you meete the 
Prince in the —_ may ftaic him. 

Verges. Nay birlady that I thinke a cannot. 

Dog. Five ſhillings to one on't with any man that 
knowes the Statutes , he may ſtaie him, marry not with- 
out the prince be willing, for indecd the watch ought to 
offend no man , and it 1s an offence to ſtay a man ag 
his will. 

Verges. Birlady I thinke it be ſo. 

Deg. Ha,ah ha,well maiſters good night, and there be 
any matter of weight chances,call up me,keepe your tel- 
lowes counſailes, and your-owne, and good night, come 
neighbour. 

Watch. Well maiſters, we heare our charge, let us go 
_ here upon the Church bench till rwo , and then all. to 

ed. 

Dog. One word more, honeſt neighbors. I pray you 
watch about ſignior Leoratces doore,for the wedding be- 
ing there to morrow, there is a great coile to night , a- 
Giewgbe vigilant 1 beſcech you. Eeant, 

Enter berachio and (onrades 

Bor. W hat,{ onrade? 

Watch, Peace,ſtir not. 

Por. ( onrad: | (ay, 

Con. Herc man, I am a* thy elbow. 

Boy. Mas and my elbow itchr, Irhought there would 
a ſcabbe follow. ; 

Cor. I will owe thee an anſwere for that,and now tor- 
ward with thy talc. 

Box. Stand thee cloſe then under this penthouſe, for it 
drifſes raine,and I will,likea true drunkard , utter all to 
thee. 

Watch. Some treaſon mailters, yet ſtand cloie. 

Boy. Therctore know , 1 have carncd of Don /ohn 2 
thouſand Ducatrs. | 

Con. Is it pollible that any villanie ſhould be ſo Ceare? 

Boy. Thou ſhonld'ſt rather aske 1f it were pollible any 
villanic ſhould bce {o rich ? for when rich villains have 


neede of poore oncs , poure ones may make what price 


they will. 
on. I wonder at it. 

Bor, That ſhewesrho1 art unconfirm'd, thou knowelſt 
that the faſhion of a doublet, or a hat,or a cloake , 15 no- 
thing to a man- 

Con, Yes, it is apparell. 

Bor. I meane the taſhion. 

Con, Yes the taſhion is the faſhion. 

Ber. Tuſh, | may 2s well ſay the toole's the foole , but 
ſeeſt thou not-what a deformed theete this faſhion is? 

Watch, 1 know that deformed, a has bin a vile thecfe, 
this vii. yeares,a goes up and downe like a gentle-man:1 
remember his name. 

For. Did'{t thou not heare ſome body? 

Con. No, 'twas the vane on the houſe. 


| faſhion yfaith, I ſaw the Dutcheſlc of CAtillaines gowne 


bloads, detweeae fouretcene & fiue & thirty, fomeruney | 


[1 


| faſhioning them like Pharaves ſouldiours mn the rechig ' 


-painting,tometime lik god Bels prieſts in the old Church, ; 
window,ſfomtune like the ſhaven Hereales in the (mirchy | 
worm-eaten tapeſtric , where his cod-pecce ſcemes as | 
matſhe as his club. 

Con. All this 1 ſee,and ſce that the faſhion weares ou: 
moreapparell then the man ; but art not thou thy ſelf: 
giddic with the taſhion too that thou halt ſhifted our of 
thy tale into telling me of the faſhion? 

Bor. Not io neither, but know that I have to nigh: 
wooed Aer garet the Lady Heroes gentic-woman, by the 
name of Heye,ſhe leanes me out at her miſtris chamber. 
window,bids me a thouſand times good night:I tell this 
tale vildly. I ſhould firſt rel thee how the Prince Clas- 
dw and my Maiſter planted ,and placed , and poflcſled by 
my Maiiter Don Jobs , {aw a tar oft in the Orchard this 
amiable incounter. | 

Cor. And thought thy Margo was Hero? | 

Bor. Two of them did,the Prince and Clawdie,but the 
divell my Mailter knew ſhe was Margerer,and partly by 
his oathes, which firſt poſſeſt them , partly by the darke 
night which did deceive them,bur chictcly,by my villa- 
nic , which did confirme any {lander that Dos lobn had 
made , away went Claudio enraged, {wore hee would 
meete her as he was apointed next morning at the Tetn- 
ple,and there, before the whole congregation ſhame her 
with what he {aw o're night , and tead her home againe 
withour a husband, 

Watch. 1. We charge you in the Princes name ſtand. 

Watch. 2. Call up the right maiſter Conſtable,we have 
here recouered the moſt dangerous peece of lechery,that 

ever was knowne in the Common-wealth. 

Watch. 1. And one Detormed is one of them,l know | 
him, a weares a locke. | 

Con, Mailters, mailters- 


—_ 


rant you, 
Con. Maiſtcrs,never ſpeake , we charge you, ler us & | 
bey you to go with us. 
| Sor. Wearelike roprovea goodly commodity,being 
| taken up of theſe mens bits. | 
| (on. A commodity in queſtion I warrant you,come 
weele obey you. Exen, 
Enter Hero and (Margavet,and Urſula. 
Hero. (Good Urſula wake my colin Bearrwce, and detire 
her to riſe. 
Urſ#. I will Lady, 
Hero. And bid her come hither. 
Urſ. Well. 
CAar. Troch I thinke your other rebato were better. 
Bero. No pray thee good Meg, lle weare this. 
Afar. By my troth's not {0 good , and I warrant your 
| colin will tay 10+ 
Bero. My colin's a foole , and thou art another , ile 
weare none but this. 
Aer. 1 like the new tire within excellently,if the haire 
were a thought bruwner : and your gown's a molt rare | 


| 
| 
| 


that they praiſe (0. 
Bero. O that exceedesthey tay, | 
Flr. By my troth's but a night-gowne in reſpe of 
yours,cloth a gold and cuts,and iac'd withſfilver,ſet with 


pearles,downe fleeves,(ide {leeves, and skirts,round ut | 


Box. Secit thou not ( Tay ) what a deformed thiefe | derborn witha blewiſh tinſel,but for a fine queint grac- | 


An 


| this faſhion is, how giddily a turnes about all the Hor- | fulland excellent faſhion, yours is worth ten ont. 


Bero, God 


—_— — 


Wacb,2. Youle be made bring deformed forth I war- | YL 
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Here, God give mee joy to weareit, for my heart is 


ng heavy+ | 
_— Twill be heavicr ſoone, by the waight of a 


man ; 

Here. Fic upon thee, artnot aſham'd? | | 

Maga. Ofwhat Lady ? of ſpeaking honourably ? is 
not marriage honourable in a beggar ? 15 not your Lord 
honourable withoat marriage ? I thinke you would have 
me (ay, ſaving your reverence a husband : and bad thin- 
king th not wrelt true ſpeaking , lle offend no body , 1s 
there any harme in the heavier for a hausband ? none I 
thinke, and it be the right husband, and the right wite, 
otherwiſe tis light and not heavy,aske my Lady Seatrice 
el{e, here ſhe comes- 


Emer Brairiue. 


Here. Good marrow Cozes 

Bear. Good marrow {iweer Hero, 

Hero, Why how now? do you ſpeake in the fick rune? 

Beat, I am our of all other tune, me thinkes. 

Ar. Claps into Light a love , (that gocs without a 
burden,) do you ſing it and Ile dance 1t. ; 

Beaz. Ye light aiove with your hecles ,then if your 
husband have itables enough , you'll looke he ſhall lacke 
no barnes, 

Aar. Oillegitimare conſtruftion !1I ſcorne that with 
my hecics. . : 

Beat. *Tis almoſt five a clocke colin, tis time you were 
ready,by my troth I am exceeding ill, hey ho. 

Mar. For a hauke,a hortc,or a husband? 

Bear. For the letter that begins themall, H, 

Mar. Well , and you be notturnd Turke, there's no 
more failing by the {tarre. 

Peat, What mcanes the foole trow? | 

Mar. Nothing I, but God ſend every one their hearts 
dcfire. ; 
Hero, Theſe gloves the Count ſent mee, they are an 
excellent perfume. 

Beat. I am ſtuftcoſin, I cannot (melt. ; 

Mar. A maid and ituft! there's goodly catching of 
coldc. 

Beat. O God hclpe mc, God helpe me, how long have 
you proteſt apprehenfton? . 

Ma. Ever ſince youleftit, doth not my wit become 
me rarely? = 

Beaz, It is not ſeene enough, you ſhould weare it in your 
cap, by my troth I am ſickc, 

Car. Get you ſome of this diſtill'd cardaus benedsZus 
and lay it to your heart, it is the onely thing tor a qualms. 

Hero, Theere thou prickſt her with a thiſlell. 
Beat. Benedstus , why benediftus ? you have tome mo- 
rall in this benediftus. 

Aa. Morall > noby my troth, I have no morall mca- 
ning , 1 mcant plaine holy thiflell, you may thinke per- 
chance that 1 thinke you arc in love,nay birlady I am not 
luch a foole tothinke what I liſt , nor I liſt not to thinke 
What I can,nor indeed 1 cannot thinke,if 1 would thinke 
my hart out of thinkang,that you arein love , or that you 
will be in love, orthat you can be in love : yet Benedrche 
Was fuch another,and now is he become a man, he ſwore 
hee would never marry , and yet now indetpight of his 


Mar. Nota falſe gallop. 
Emer Yr ſula. 

Yrſw. Madam, with draw, the Prince, the Count,” figs 
mor Benedicke, Don {obn,and all the gallants of the towne 
are come to fetch you to Church. 

Hero. Helpe todrelle ae good coze,good Heg,good 
Vrſwla. 


Enter Leonato, and the Conitable, and the Headborongh, 
Leonato, What would you with me, honeſt ncigh- 


ur ? 
Conſt. ms Mary fir 1 would have ſome confidence 
with you, that decernes you nearcly. 

Leon. Bricte | pray you, tor you lcce itis a buſic time 
with me. | 

Conſt. Dog. Mary this it is fir. 

Yes intruthir 15fir. 

Leon, W hat isit my good friends ? 

Con. Dog. Goodman Vergeslir tpeakesa lictle of the 
matter , an old man fir, and his wits are not fo bluat, as 
God helpe I woulddefire they were, but unfatth honeſt 
as the $kin berweene his browes. = 

Head. Yes [thanke God, I am as honeſt as any man li- 
wr, that is an old man, and no honeſtcs then 1. 
on. Dog. Comparitons are od: ous, palabras, neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

(Cn. Dog, Itpleafes your worſhip to ſay ſo,but we are 
the pooce Dukes Orhcers,but truly for mine owne part, 
if I were astedious asa King, I could tind in my hcart to 
beſtow itall of your worſhip. 

Zzou. All thy tediouſnetie on me, ah ? 

(on. Dog. Yea, and 'twere athoutand tices more than 


| tis, for 1 heare as good exclamation on your W orijzip as 


of any manin the City,and though I be bur a poore man, 
am glad to hearc it. 

Head. Andioam I. 

Leon. I would faine know what you have to fay. 

Head. Marry (ir our watchto night , excepting your 
worthips preſence, have tance a couple of as arrant knaves 
as any in Meſſina, | 

Con. Dog. A good old man fir, he will be talking as 
they ſay, when the age is in the wit 1s out, God helpe us, 
itisa world to ſte: well faid yfaith neighbour Yerger, 
well, GoJ's a good man, and two mcn ride of hore, 
one muſt ride behind, an honeit fouie ytaith fir, by ay 
troth he 1s, as ever broke bread, bur God 15 to be wor- 
ſtupt, all men arenot alike, alas good neighbour, 

Leon, Ineced —_— he comes too ſhort of yous 

Con. Dog. Gifts that God gives. 

Leon. | muſt leave you. 

(#n. Dog. One word fir, our watch fir have indeed 
comprehended twoaſpirious perfons,and we would have 
them this morning examined ketore your worſhip. 

Leen. Taketheir examinacion your felte, ave bing it 
me, Iam now in great baſte, as may appeare utito you, 

C onft. It ſhall be ſutgance. (7 xit, 

Leon. Drinke ſome wine - you goe : fars you ; cll. 

HMeſſ. My Lord,t or you ro give your daugh- 
ter to her husband. ny , 

Leon. Je waituponthem, I am ready. 

Dogh. Goe good partner, goe get you to Francis See- 


heart he cates his meat withourgrudging , and how you | coals, bid him bring hispen and inkchorne tothe Gaole: | 


may be converted I know not, bur me thinkes you looke 
with your eyes as other women do. 
Bear, What pace is this that thy tongue keepes. 


= II 


we are now to examine thoſe men. 
Verges. And we muſt doe it wiſely. 
Dogh, Wee will ſpare tor no witte 1 warrant you: 
k $ hecre, | 


—  ——_——— 
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Much adoe about Noting. 


hecre's that ſhall driue ſome of them to a non-come, On- | 
ly get the learned writer to ſet downe our excommunu- 
cation, and meet me at the Iaile. Exenm - 


AAA 


eA us Quartas. 


Enter Prince, Baitard, Leonato, Frier Clandio,Benedichg, 
Hero, and Beatrice. 


Les. Come Frier Francis, be bricfe, onely tothe plaine 
forme of marriage, and you ſhall recount their particular 
duties \ Aur : 

Fran. You come hither,my Lord, to marry this Lady. 

Cas, No. : 

Leo. Tobe maricd to her , Frier, you come tO marric 
her. . 

Frier, Lady , you come hither to be marricd to this 
Count. 
Hero. T doe. ; : 

Frier. If cither of you know any inward impedument 
why you ſhould not be con joyned, I charge you on ous 
{oales to utter it. 

Clan. Know you any, Hero? 

Hero, Nonc my Lord. 

 rier. Know you any,Count? 

Leon. I dare make his anſwer, None- 

Clar. O what men dare do ! what men may do what 
men daily do! 

Bere. How now ! interje&ions ? why then, ſome be 
of iaughing,as ha,ha, he. 
Cax. Stand thee by Frier, father,by your leave, 
Will you with free and vnconſtrained foule 
G1ve me this maid your daughter? 

Len. As trecly ſonne as God did give her me. 

Clan. And what have I togive you back,whoſe worth 
May counterpoile this rich and precious gift? 

Prin. Nothing,unleſle you render her againe» 

C law. Sweet Prince , you lcarne me noble thankfulnes: 
There Leenaro, take her backe againe, 

Give not this rotten Orenge to your friend, 
Shee's but the {igne and ſemblance of her honour: 
Behold how like a maid ſhe bluſhes heere! 
O whatauthority and ſhew of truth 
Cancunning finne cover it ſelfe withall! 
Comes not that bloud,as modeſt evidence, _ 
To witnelle fimple Vertue ? would you not lWeare 
All you that {ce her, that ſhe were a maide, 
By theſe exterior ſhewes ? But ſhe is none: 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed: 
Her bluſh is guiltineſſe,not modeltic. 

Leo. \W hat do you meane,my Lord? 

Clax. Not to be married, 
Not knit my ſoule toan approved wanton. 

Lon. Deere my Lord,if you tn your owne proote, 
Have vanquiſht the reſiſtance of her youth, 

And made defeat of her virginity. (her, 
Clas. | know what you would ſay:if I have knowne 
You will ſay, ſhe did umbrace meas a husband, 
And {oextenuate the forechand finne': No Leonats, 
I never tempted her with word too large, 
But as a brother tq his ſiſter, ſhewed 
Baſhfull ſincerity and comely loue. 
Hero. And {em'd 1 ever otherwiſe to you? 


Cas. Out on thee ſeeming, I will write againſt it, 
Youſecme to me as Diane in her Orbe, 

As chaſte as is the budde ere it be blowne: 

But you are more intemperate in your blood, 

Than Venws, or thoſe pampred animalls, 


That rage in ſavage ſenſuality. 
Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth ſpeake ſo wide? 
Leon. Sweere Prince, why {| not you? 
Prin. W hat ſhould I ſpecke? 


T ſtand diſhonour'd that have gone abour, 
To linke my deare friend to a common ſtale. 
Leon. Arc theſe things ſpoken, or do I bur dreame? 
BF. Sir, they are tpoken, and theſe things are true, 
Bene. This loukes not like a nuptiall. 
Hero. True, O God! 
{lan. Leonato, ſtand I here? 
Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother? 
Is this face Heroes? are our eyes our uwne? 
Loox. All this is ſo, but what of this my Lord? 
Clas. Let me but move one queſtion to your daughter, 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, 
That you have in her, bid her antwer truly. 
Leon. I charge thee do fo asthou art my childe, 
Hero. O God detend me,how am I belcr, 
W hat kinde of catechizing call you this? 
Lee. Tomake you anſwer truly to your name- 
Here. 1s it not Hero? who can blot that name 
With any juſt reproach? 
Clan. Marry that can Hero, 
Hero it ſelfe can blot out Heroes vertue, 
W hat man was he, talkt withyou yeſternight, 
Our at your window betwirxt twelve and one? 
Now if youare a maid anſwer to this. 
Here. I talkt with no manat that howre my Lord. 
Prin.Why then youare ao maiden. Leoxato, 
I am ſorry you mult heare : upon mine honor, 
My ſelfe, my brother, and this grieved Count 
Did ſee her, heare her,at that howre laſt night, 
Talke with a rwhan at her chamber window, 
Who hath indeed molt like a liberall villaine, 
Confeſt the vile encounters they have had 
A thouſand times 1n {ecret. 
John. Fic, fic,they are not to be named my Lord, 
Not to be ſpoken of, 
There is not chaſtity enovgh in language, 
Wirhour offence to utter them:thus pretty Lady 
I am ſorry tor thy much miſgovernement. 
Claw. O Hero\what a Hero had(t thou beene 
If halfe thy outward graces had beene placed 
About thy thoughts and counfailes of thy heart? 
But fare thee well,moſt toule,molt faire, farewell 
Thou pure unpiety,and impious purity, 
For thee Ile lockeup all the gates of Love, 
And on my clc-lids ſhall Conjecture hang, 
Toturne all beanty into thoughts of harme, 
And never ſhall it more be gracious. 
Leo. Hath no mans dagger here a point for me? 
Beat. Why how now co(in,whertore ſink you down? 
Baft.Come,let vs go:thete things come thus to light, 
Smother her ſpirits ups 
Bene. How doth the Lady? 
Beat. Dead I thiake,helpe vncle, 
Hero, why Hero, ncle,Signor Benediche,Frier. 
Leo. O Fate | take notaway thy hcauy hand, 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame 
Thar may be wiſht for. 


Beat. How 
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Beat. How now colin Here? 

Fri. Have comtort Lady. 

Lee. Dolt thou looke up? 

Fro, Y ca, wheretore ſhould ſhenot? 

Lee. W herctore? W hy doth not every earthly thing 
Cry ſhame upon her ? Could ſhe heere denic 
The {toric that is printed in her blood? 

Do not live Hero, do not ope thine eyes: 

For did I thinke thou wouldlt not quickly die, 
Thought Itchy ſpirits were ſtronger then thy ſhames, 
My icite would an the reareward oof reproaches 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one? 

Chid I, for that at trugall Natures trame? 

One too much by thee : why had I one? 

Vhy ever was't thou lovely 1a my cies? 

Why had I not with charicable hand 

Tooke up a beggars luc at my gates, 
Whotmeecred thus, and mir'd with infatnic, 

I might have faid,no part of it 1s mine: 

This ſhame derives it telte trom unknowne loines, 
But minc,and mine L lov'd, and mine prais'd, 
And munc that | was proud on,mine ſo much, 

That I my telfe, was comy telte not mine: 
Valewiag of her,why ſhe, O ſhe is falne 

Intoa pit of Inke,that the wide fea 

Hath drups too few to waſh her cleane againe, 
And {alt to0 little, which may tcaton give 

To her touic tainted ficth. | | 

Bene. Sir, (ir, be patient : for my part,l am ſo attired 
in wonder, | know not what to ſay, 

Bea. O on my ſoule my colin is belied. 

Beze. Lady, were you her bedfcllow laſt night? 

Bea. No truly:not,although vntull laſt night, 

[ have this twclvcuagurh bin her dedfellow. 

Leon, Confirm'd,coatum'd, O that is ſtronger made 
Which was before barr'dup with ribs of iron. 
Would the Prince lie,and { {and would he lic 
Who lov'd hee {o,that ſpeaking of her toulneſle, 
Waſh'd it with tcares? Hence trom herylert her die. 

Fri. Heare mea little , for I have onely bene filent ſo 
long, and given way vnto this courle of fortune , by no- 
ting of the Lady,l have markt 
A thouſand bluſhing apparitions, 

To ſtart into her face, a thouſand innocent ſhames, 
In Angel whitneſle beare away thoſe bluſhes, 
And in her eie there hath appear'd a fire 

To burne the errors that theſe Princes hold 
Againlt her maiden truth. Call me a foole, 
Truit not my reading, nor my obſeruations, 
Which with experimentall ſcale doth warrant 
The tenure of my booke : truſt not my age, 
My reverence,calling,nor diuinity, 

if thus {weet Lady lye not guiltlefle heere, 
Vnder fome biting error. 

Leo. Friar, it cannot bes 
Thou ſeeſt that all the Grace that ſhe hath left, 

Is, that ſhe will not adde to her damnation 
A ſinne of perjury, ſhenot denics it: 
\Why ſeck"ſt thou then to cover with excuſe, 
That which appeares in proper nakednefle? 

Fri. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 

Hero. They know that do accuſe me , I know none: 
It I know more of any man alive 
Then that which maiden modeltie doth warrant, 

Let all my ſinneslacke mercy. O my Father, 
Prove you thar any man with me converſt, 


, 
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At houres unmecete,or that 1 yeſternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refule mc, hate me,torture me to death. 
, Frs. There is ſome ſtrange miſpriſion in the Prince, 
Ben, To of them have the very bent of honor, 

And it their wiſedomes be miſled in this: 

The practiſe of it lives in Jobs the baſtard, 

Whole ſpirits toile in frame of villanies. 

Leo. I kno\y not:it they ſpeake but truth of her, 
Theſe hands ſhall teare her: If they her honour, 
The proudeſt of them ſhall well heare of it- 

Time hath not yet fo dried this bloud of mine, 
Nor age to cate up my invention, 

Nor Fortune made ſuch havocke of my meanes, 
Nor my bad lite reft me ſo much of friends, 

But they ſhall tinde,awak'd in fucha kinde, 
Both ſtrengch ot limbe, and policic of minde, 
Ability in meancs,and choite of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

Fri, Pauſe awhile, 

Andlet my counſell ſway you in this caſc, 
Your daughter heere the Princeſſe(left for dead) 
Let her awhule be ſecretly kept in, 

And publiſh ir, that ſhe is dead indeed: 
Maintaine a mourning oltentation, 

Andon your Families old monument, 

Hang mourntull Epitaphes,and doal] rites, 
That appertaine ynto a burjall. 

Leo, What ſhall become of this? W hat will this do? 

Fri. Marry this well carried, ſhall on her behalfe, 
Change ſlander to remorſe,that is ſome good, 
But not for that dreame I on this ſtrange courſe, 
But on this travaile looke for greater buthsz 
She dying, as it muſt be ſo maintain'd, + 
Vpon the inſtant that ſhe was accus'd, 

Shall be lamented,pittied,and excus'd 

Of every hearer : tor it ſo fals our, 

That what we have, we prize notto the worth, 
Wh hiles we enjoy it; but being lack'd and loft, 
Why then we racke the yalue,then we finde 
The vertue that poſſeſſion would not ſhew ns 
W hiles it was ours, fo willit fare with Claudio: 
When he ſhall heare ſhe dyed upon his words, 
Th'Idea of her life ſhall ſweetly creepe 

Into his ſtudy of imagination. 

Andevery lovely Organ of her life, 

Shall come apparel'd in more precious habite: 
More moving,delicate,and ful of life, 

Into the eye and proſpedt of his foule 

Than when ſhe liv'd indeed : then ſhall he mourne; 
If ever Love had intercſt in his Liver, 

And wiſh he had not fo accuſed her: 
No,though he thought his accuſation true: 

Let this be ſo,and doubt not but ſucceſfe 

Will faſbion the event in berrer ſhape, 

Then I can lay it downeinlikehhood. 

Bur if allayme but this be levell'd falſe, 

The ſuppoſition of the Ladies death, 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy-. 

And if it ſort not well,you may conceale her, 
As beſt befits her wounded reputation, 

In ſome recluſive and religious lite, 

Our of all eyes,tongues, mindes and injuries; 

Bene. Signior Leonato., let the Frier adviſe you, 
And though you know my inwardneſle and love 
Is very much ynto the Prince and (Zawdio, 
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Yet, by mine honor,I will deale in thus, 
As ſecretly and jultly, as your ſoule 
Shouid with your body. 
Lee. Being, that I flow in grecte, 
The {mallc{t rwine may leade mc, 
Frey. 'Tis well coniented, preſently away, 
For to [trange ſores, {trangely = {traine the cure, 
Come Lady,dic to live, this wedding day : 
| Pet haps is bur prolong'd, have patience & endure, Ex. 
Bene, Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this wiule? 
Beat, Yea,and I will weepe a whulc longer. 
Bene. I will not delire that. 
Fear. Y ou have no reaſon,l doe it freely: 
Bene. Surely | do beleeve your fair coſin is wrong'd. 
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deſerve of ace 
that would r1ght her! : 
Bene. 1s there any way to ſhew ſuch friendſhip? 
Beat. A very evcn way,but noſuch friend. 
Bene. May a man doe 1t? 
Beat. It is a mans c1hicc,but not yours- 
Bene. 1 dolove nothing in thc world ſo well as you,is 
not that ſtrange? ; 
Beat. As i{trange as the thing I know not, 1t wereas 
offible for me to 1ay,l loved nothing 1o well as y ou,bur 
leeve me not,and yet | lic nut , Iconteſle nuthang , nor 
I deny nothing, I am torry for my coulin- 

Bene, By my tword Bearrxe thouloy'it me, 

Feat. Do not ſweare by it and eat It. 

Bene, 1 will ſweare by it that you love mec,and I will 
make him cat it that {ayes I love not you. 

Beat. Will you not cat your word? 

Bene. With no ſawce that can be deviſed toit, I pro- 
teſt T love thee. 

Zeat. Why then God forgive me. 

Zene. W bat offence ſweet Beatrice? 

Feat. You have ſtayed mc in a happy howre, I was a» 
bout to protelt I loved you. 

Bene, And doit with all thy heart. 

Feat. | love you with 10 much of my heart , that none 
is Ictt to protclt. 

Bene. Come, bid me doany thing for thee. 

» Bear, Kill (audio, 

Bene. Ha, not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me ro denie,tarewell. 

Bene. Tarric {wCct Bea:rice. 

Lear. am gone, though I am heere,there is po love in 
you, nay I pray yOu ict me go. 

Bene, BeatrKes 

Beat. Infaich I will go. 

Bene. W ec'll be friends firſt, 

Beas.Y ou dare calicr be triends with mce , than fight 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is { laudiothineenemy? 

Beet. Is anot approvcd inthe height a villaine, that 
hath flandercd, ſcorned,diſhonoured my kint woman? O 
that I were a man ! what, beare her m hand uncullthey 
come to take hands , and then with publike accuſation 
uncovered ſlander , unmittigated rancour ? O G od that I 
were a man ! | would cat his heart 1n the markct-place, 

Fene, Heare me Bearrice. 

Bear. Talke with a man out at a window , a proper 
ſaying. 

Bene. Nay but Beatrice, 

Beat. Sweet Hero, the is wrong'd,ſhee isflagdered, 
the is vndone, | 

Zene. Bcrr? 


_ CR 


| mony, a goodly Count - Comfc& , a ſweet Gallant ſure. 


| 
will kifſe your hand,andſo leave you : 5y this hand { law. 


——_ 


Beat. Princes and Counties ! ſurely a Princely teſti. 


ly. O that I were 'a man tor his lake ! or that had any 
end would be a man for my ſake!But manhood is mel. 
ted into curtfics , valour inco complement, and men are 
onely turned into tongue, and trim ones roo: he is now 
as valiant as Herewsles,that onely tels a lic, and ſweares it: 
I cannot be a man with wiſhing, thertore I wall dic a wo- 
man with grieving. 
Bene. Tarry good Beatrice,by this hand I lovethee. 
| Seas. Vie it tor my love ſome other way then ſwea- 
ring by 1t. 
Bened. Thinke you in your ſoule the Count Clandis 
hath wrong'd Here? 
Seat. Yea, as (ureas I have athought, or a ſoule. 
Bene. Enough , 1 am cngagde, I will challenge him ,1 


dis (hall render me deere account z as you heare of me, 
ſo thinke of me : go comfort your coofin, 1 mult ſay ſhe 
is dead, and ſo farewell. Exemnt. 


Enter the Conflabler, Bor achio, and the Towne Clerke 


;= gone. 


Keeper.Is our whole difſembly appeard? 

Cowiey. O a ſtoole and cuſhion tor the Sexton, 

Sexton. W hich bethe malcfaQtors? 

e-ndrew, Marry that am I , and my partner. 

Cewley. Nay that's certaine , wee have the exhibition 
tO examine, 

Sexton. But which arc the offenders that are to be ex- 
amined,lerthem come betore maſter Conttablc. 

Kemp. Yea marry , let them come before mee, what is 
your name friend? 

Bor. Borashio, | 

Kem.Pray write downe Borachio. Y ours firra. 

Con. I am a Gentleman ſir,and my name is Conrad. 

Kee. Write downe Maſter gentleman Conrade : mai- 
ſters, do you ſerve God: mailters, it is proved already 
that you are little berrer than falſc knaves, and it will g0 
=_ to be thought ſo ſhortly,how anſwer you for your 
lelves? 

Con. Marry fir, we ſay we are none. 

Kemp. A marvellous witty fellow I aſſure you, but 1 
will go about with him : come you hither firra, a word 
in your care fir , I ſay ro you, it isthought you are falle 
knavess 

Zor. Sir, I ſay to you,we are none. | 

Kemp. Well, itand a(ide , fore God they are both ina | 
tale:have you writ drowne that they arc none? 

Sexr. Maiſter Conſtable , you go not the way toex- 
amine , you muſt call forth the watch thatare their ac- 
CUICTTS. 

Kem. Yea marry , that's the efeſt way,let the watch | 
come forth:maſters, I charge you inthe Princes name, 
acculc theſe men. i | 
Watch t. This man ſaid fir , that Don Jobs the Princes | 
brother wasa villainc, 

Kemp. Write down, Prince Jobs a villaine:why thus is 
fat peruric,tocall a Princes brother villaine, 

Bor. Maiiter Conſtable. 

Kems. Pray thee fellow peace, I do not like thy looke,] | 
promtſc thee. | 
Sexton, \W hat heard you him ſay elſe? | 
Watch 2. Mary that he had reccived a thouſand Du- | 


kates of Dox /obn , tor acculing the Lady Hero wrong- | 
tully. Kew. 


_— 
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| Kemp. Flat Burglaric as ever was committed. 
| Cont. Yca by th'maſle that it is. 
S-x:0n. What ele tellow? | 
Watch. 1. And that Count Claudio did meane upon his 
words, to diſgrace Hero before the whole aſſembly , and 
ot marry her. | if 
: Kemp. O villaine ! thou wilt be condemn d into ever- 
laſting redemption for this. 
Sexton. Whas clic? 


Watch. This isall. 
Sexton. And this is more maiſters then you can deny, 


Prince Johnis this morning ſecretly ſtolne away : Hero 
was in this manner accus'd, in this very manner rerus 


{table , let thee men be bound, and brought to Zeonate, 
| will goc betore,and ſhew him their examination. 

Conſt, Come,let them be opinion'd. 

Sex. Let them be in the hands of Coxombe, : 

Kem. Gods my lite, where's the Sexton?let him write 
downethe Princes Ovticer Coxcombe : comc, binde them 
thou naughty varlet. 

(onley. Away, you are an afſe, you are an alle. 

Kemp. Doſt thou not ſuſpe&t my place? doit thounot 
ſuſpet my yeeres? O that hee were hcere to write mee 
downe an afſe! but maiſters,remember that I am an ale: 
though it be not written down, yer forget noty Iam an 
ale:Nothou villaine, Y art full of piety as ſhall be prov d 
upon thee by good witneſle , I am a wile fellow , and 
which is morgan oihicer,and which is more, a | 
der, and which is more,as pretty a peece of as any 1n 
Mellina,and one that knowes the Law, goe to,anda rich 
fellow cnough,goto , and a fellow that hath had lofles, 
and one that hath two gownes, and every thing hand- 
ſome about him: bring him awaytO that I had been writ 
downe an alle ! Exu. 


— 
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"-þ tus Quintus. 


Enter Leonato and hu brother. 
Brother. If you goe on thus, you will kill your ſelfe, 
And tis not wiſedome thus to (econd griete, 
Againſt your ſelfe. 
Leon. 1 pray thee ceaſe thy counſaile, 
Which falls into mine cares as profit leſle, 
As water in a five : give not me coundaile, 
Norlet no comfort els delight mine eare, 
But ſuch a one whoſe wrongs doth ſure with mine. 
Bring me a father that ſolov'd his childe, 
Whole joy of her is over-whelmed like mine. 
And bid him ſpeake of patience, 
Meature his woe the length and bredth of mine, 
ad let it anſwcere every itraine for itraine, 
Asthus for thus, and ſuch a griete for ſuch, 
In every lincament,branch,ſhape,and forme: 
It fucha one will {mile and ſtroke his beard, 
And forrow,wagge,crie hem, when he ſhould grone, 
Patch gricfe with proverbs, make misfortune e, 
Waith-candle-waſters : bring him yet tome, 
And I of him will gather patience: 
Bur there is no ſuch man, tor brother, men 
Can counſaile,and ſpeake comfort to that eriefe, 
Which they them{elvesnot feele, but caltiog it, 
Their counfaile turnes to pallion, which before, 
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b 
and uponthe griefe of this fodainely died; Maiſter Con- - 


Would give preceptiall medicine to rage, 
Ferter ſtrong madneſle in a filken heed, 
Charme ache with ayre,and agony with words. 
No,no,'tis all mens orfice,to ſpeake patience 
To thoſethat wring vnder the load of ſorrow: 
But no mans vertue nor ſuihcicncic 
To be ſomorall, when he ſhall endure 
The like himſclte ; therefore give me no counſaile, 
My griets cry lowder then advertiſement. 
Breth, Therein do men from children ing diftcr- 

Lo. I pray thee peace, I will be fleth and , 
For there was never yet Philoſopher, 
That could endure the tooth-ake patiently, 
How ever they have writ the ſtile of gods, 
And made a puſh at chance and ſufferance. 

Broth. Yer bend notallthe harme upon your ſ[clfe, 
Make thoſe that doe offend you,tuffcr too. 

Leen. There thou (peak'ſt reaſon,nay I will doc ſo, 

My toule dothtell me, Here is belicd, 
And that ſhall Claw«1o know,ſo ſhall the Prince, 
And all ot them that thus diſhonour her. , 


Enter Prince and Claudio, 
Brot. Here comes the Prince and Claudio haſtily. 
Prin, Good den,oo0d den. 
Claw. Good day to both of you, 
Leon. Heare you my Lords? 
Prin. We have ſome haſte Leanato, 
Leo.Some halte my Lord/well,fare you well my Lord, 
Are you ſo halty now?well,all is one. 
Prin. Nay,do not quarrell with us, good old man. 
Bree. It he could right himſeife with quarrelling, 
Some of us would ly low, 
Clas. Who wrongs him? 
Leen. Marry thou doſt wrong mc,thou diſſembler,thou: 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy tword, 
I feare thee _ 
(lax, Marry beſhrew my hand, 
If it ſhould give your age fuch cauſe of teare, 
Infaith my hand meant nothing ro my tword. 
Lee. Tuſh,tuſh,man,never fleere and jclt at me, * 
I y_ not like C—_— a toole, 
As under priviiedge of age to bragge, 
What have done rn wn what would doe, 
Were I not old,know Clanaioto thy head, 
Thou haſt ſo wrong'd iy innocent childe and me, 
Thar I am forc'd to lay my reverence by, 
And with grey haires and bruiſe of many daies, 
Doe challenge thee totrall of a man, 
EISSN 
T | gone , 
a the lies buried with wg 57 
O in a tombe where never icandall lepr, 
Save this of hers, fram'dby thy villamue. 
Clan. My villany? 
Leon. T hine Clandio,thine I (ay. 
Prin. You ſay notrighe old man. 
Leon. My Lord,my Lord, 
lle prove ic on his body if he dare, | 
Deſpight his nicefcnce,and his ative ie, 
His Mate of youth, agd bloome of luſtzhood. 
Claw, Away,T will not bave todo with you. 
Lee. Canſt thou ſo daffe me? thuy haſt kild my child, 
If thou kilſt me boy, thou ſhalt kill a man. 
Bre.Hce ſhall kill rwo of us, and men indeed, 
But that's no matrer let kim kill one frurlt: 


Win | 
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Win me and weare me, lct him anſwere me, 

Come follow me boy,comelir boy, come follow me 
Sir boy, ile whip you trom your toynng fence, 
Nay,as 1 am agetizleman, I will. 

Leon. Brother. : 

Bro. Content your ſelfe,God knows I lov d my neecc; 
And ſhe is dead,flander'd to death by villaines, 

That dare as well anſwer a man indeed, 
As1 dart take a ſerpent by the tongue. 
Boycs,apes,braggarts, Iackes,milke-ſops. 

Leon. Brother eAnthony. 

Zrot. Hold you content, what man?I know them,yea 

And what they weigh,even to the vemoſt ſcruple, 
Scambling,out-facing,faſhion-mongring boyes, i 
That lye,and cog,and flout,deprave,and (lander, 
Goec antiquely and ſhow outward hidiouſneſle, 
And {peak of haife a dozen dang'rous words, 
How they might hurt their enemics,if they darſt. 
And this 1s all. 

Leo+. But brother Anthony. 

Ant.Come, *tis no matrer, 
Donot you medile, let me deale in this. ; 

Trs. Gentlemen both,we will not wake your patience, 
My heart 1s ſory for your daughters death: = 
But on my honour ſhe was charg'd withnothing 


4 But was true,and very Full of proofe. 


Leon. My Lord,my Lord: 
Pr. I will not heare you. 
Emer Benxedicke. 

Lee, No ! come brother,away, I will be heard. 

| E xeunt ambo. 
Byo. And ſhall, or ſome of us will ſmart for it. 
Pren. See,(ce,here comes the man we went to lecke, 
(as. Now fignuor, what newes? 
Ben, Good day my Lord: 
Prin, Wclcome fignior , you are almoſt come to part 


| almolt afray. 


Claw. Wee had like to have had our two notes ſnapt 
off wich wo oid men without teeth. 

Prin. Leonato and his brother , whatthink'ſt thou?had 
wee fought, I doubt we ſhould have beene too yong tor 
them, 

Ben. In afalſe quarrel! there 1s no true valour, I came to 
ſeeke you both. 

{{laz. We have beene up and downe to ſceke thee, for 
weare high proofe melancholly,aad wou'd faine have it 
beaten away,wilt thou uſe thy wit? 

Ben. It is in my ſcabberd,(}.all I draw it? 

Prm. Doclt thou weare thy wit by thy fide? 

{llan, Never any did (o,though very many have beene 
beſide their wit , L will bid thee draw,as we dothe min- 
ſtrels,draw to plcature us. 

Prom. As 1 am an honeſt man helookespalc , art thou 
ſicke,or angry? 

{law. W hat | courage man : what though care kil'd a 
cat, thou halt mettle enough inthee to kill care. 

Ben. Sir, I ſhall mcete your wit inthe carcere , and 
you chargeit againſt me, I pray you chule another ſub- 
ject. 

(an. Nay then give him another ſtaffe, this laſt was 
broke croſle. 

Prm. By this light,hc changes more and more, I think 
he be angry indeed. 

Claw, It he be, he knowes how to turne his girdle. 
Fen. Shall I ſpeak ea word in your care? 


U———————_—_—_ 


Claw, G24 blieſſe me from a challenge. 


5 


| 


— 


Ben. You arca villaine, 1 jeſt not,l willmake it good | © 


'< _ 3 


Much adreabout Nothing, l 


how yow dare, with what you dare,and when youdare: | ** 


do me right, or I will proteſt your cowardite : you have 
kild a tweere Lady , and her death ſhall fall heavy 0 
you, let mc hcare from you. 

Claw. Well, I will mecte you, io I may have good 
cheare., 

Prin, W hat, a feaſt ? 

Claw. I faith I thanke him , he hath bid me to a calves 
head and a Capon , the which it Ido not carve moſt cy. 
riouſly, ſay my knite's naught, ſhall I not findea wood. 
cocke roo? 

Ben. Sir,your wit ambles well, it goes cafily. 

Prin. lle tellthee how Beat'sce prais'd thy wit the 0- 
ther day : I faid thou hadlt a fine wit:true faics ſhe,a fine 
little-one : nofaid I, a great wit : right ſaics ſhee, a great 
grolle one : nay ſaid I, a good wit : juſt ſaid ſhe, it hurts 
no body : nay ſaid 1 , the gentleman is wite : certain ſaid 
ſhe, a wiſe gentleman : nay ſaid I , he hath the tongues: 
that I belecve ſaid (hee, for hee {wore a thing to me 0n 
munday night , which he forſwore on tueſday morning: 
there's a double touge , there's two tongues : thus did 
ſhee an howre together tranſ-ſhape thy particular ver. 
tues, yet at laſt ſhe concluded with a ſigh ,thou waſt the 
propreſt man in Italy, 

(tax. For the which ſhe wept htartily , and ſaid (hee 
car'd not. 

Prin, Yeathat ſhe did, bur yer tor all that, and if ſhee 
did not hate him dcadly, ſhe would love him dai cly,the 
old mans daughter told us all. 

Clas. All, all, and moreover , God ſaw him when hee 
was hid in the ga den. 

Prin. But when ſhall we ſet the ſavage Bulls hornes 
on the ſenſible Fenedicks head? 
Clav. Yea and text vnder-ncath, heere dwells Bene- 
dicke the married man» 

Bene. Fare you well, Boy, you know my minde, I will 
leave you now to your goflep- like humor , you breake 
jelts as braggards dotheir biades, which God be thank- 
cd hurt not : my Lord, for your many courteſlies I thank 
you , I muſt diſcontinue your company, your brother 
the Baſtard is fied from Meſſina : you have among you, 
kill'd a ſwecte and innocent Lady : for my Lord Lacke- 
buard there , he and i ſhall meerte, and till then peace de 
with him. 

Prin. tie is in carneſt, 

Clan. in molt protound earneſt , aud le warrant you, 

tor the love of Beatrice. 

Prin, And hath challeng'd thee. 

Claw, Molt (incerely. 


Prin, W hat a pretty thing man is, when he goes in his 
doublet and hoſe, and lcaves oft his wit. 
Enter Conſtable, Conrade, and Borathio. 


Clay, He is then a Giant to an Ape,but then is an Ape 
a Doctor to {ſuch a man. 

Pris. Bur (oft you,let me ſee, plucke up my heart,and 
be ſad did he not fay my brother was fled? 

Cont. Come you fir , if juſtice cannottame you ,ſhee 
ſhall nc're weigh more reaſons in her ballance,nay , and 
you be a curling hypocrite once, you mult be look to- 

Prin. How now, two of my brothers men bound? B«- 
rachio one, 
Clas. Harken after their offence my Lord. 


| 


| 


Prm. Ohicers, what offence have theſe men done: | 
C on, Marric 


a ___—A. 
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' Muchadoe about Nothing. 
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Marriefir , they have commirred falſe report, 
moreover they have ſpoken untruths , ſecondarily they 
are flanders, fixt and laſtly, they have belycd a Ladie, 
thicdly,they have verified nnjult things,and to conclude 
they are lying knaves. | 
Priz. Firlt 1 aske thee what they have done , thirdly 
I aske thee what's their offence, fixt and laſtly why they 
xe committed , and to conclude , what you lay to their 


c + . ——_ 
= Rightly reaſoned , and in his owne divifion,and | 
by my troth there's one mncaning well ſured. 

Pres. Whom have you offcnded maiſters,that you are 
thus bound to your anſwer? this learned Conſtable 15 tov 
cunning to be vaderſtood, what's your offence? | 

Bor. Sweete Prince ,let me go no farther ro mine an- 
ſivere : do you heare me , and let this Count kill mee : I 
have deceived even your age eyes : what your wile- 
domes could not dilcover, theſe ſhallow tovles have 
brought to light,who in the night overheard me confeſ- 
fiagro this man , how Don Jobs your brother incenſed 
mero flander the Lady Hero,how you were brought into 
the Orchard, and faw me court Afargeret in Heroes gar- 
ments, how you diſgrac'd her when you ſhould marrie 
her : my villanic they have upon record, which I had ra- 
ther ſcale with my death,then repeats over tomy 
the Lady is dead upon mine and my maiſters falſe accu- 
ſation : and bricfely , I defire nothing but the reward of 
a villaine. 

Prix. Runs not this ſpeech like yron through your 
bloud? 

Claw. I have drunke poiſon whiles he veter'd it. 

Pron. But did my Brother fer thee on to this? 

Ber. \ca,and paid merich for the practitc of it. 

Prin. He is compog'd and fram'd of treachery, 

And ficd he is upon this villany. 

Clax. Sweet Hero,now thy image doth appeare 
In the rare ſemblance that I lov'd it firſt. [64/3 

Conf. Come, bring away the plaintiffes , by this time 
our Sexton hath reformed Signzor Leonaro of the matter: 
and maiſters,do not forget to {pecifie when time & place 
{hall ſerve,that I am an Aſle. 

(ox. 2. Here, here comes maiſter Sigmior Leonato , and 
the Sexton t00. 


Enter Leonato. 


Leon, Which is the villaine?ler me ſee hus eyes, 
| That when 1 note another man like him, 
I may avoide him : which of theſe is he? 
Ber. If you woul know your wronger,looke on me. 
Leon, Art thou art thou the ſlave that with thy breath 
haſt kild iniae innocent childe? 
Bor. Yea, even I alone. 
Leon. No,not fo villaine,thou belieſt thy ſelfe, 
Here ſtand a pairc of honourable men, 
Athird is fled that had a hand in it: 
I thanke you Princes for my daughters death, 
Record it with your highand worthy deedes, 
Twasbravely done; if you bethinke you of it. 
Can. 1 know not how to pray your patience, 
Yet I mult ſpeake,chooſt your revenge your ſelfe, 
Impoſe me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my ſinne,yet finn'd I not, 
But in miſtaking, 
Prin, By niy {oule nor I, 


" 


And yet to ſatisfie this good old man, 


— 


1 wouldbend vnder any heavy wai 
That heele enjoyne me to. im 
daughcer live, 


Thar ae an you 
were unpollible,but E praic you both 
Poſlefſe the people in Meſſina _—_ 
How innocent ſhe died, and if your love 
Can labour aughtin (ad invention, 


Hang her an epitaph upon her roomb 
And ling it toher Dona fing ir to night: 


To morrow morning come you to my houte 
And fince you could not be my ſonne1n law, 
roles Nephew : my brother hath a 
Almoſt the copic of my childethat's dead, 
And ſhe alone 1s here to both of us, 
Give her the right you ſhould havegiy'n her coſin, 
And ſo dies my revenge. 

(an. Onoble fir! 
Your overkindnefle doth wring teares from me, 
I do embrace your ofter, and diſpoſe 
For m_—_— of boy Claudio. 

Leon. To morrow then I will expeR comming, 
To night I take my leave:this a—_—_ CG 
Shall tace to face be ht to Margaret, 
Whol deleeve was packet in all this wrong, 
Hired to it by your brother. 

ZBor. No by my foule ſhe was nor, 

Nor knew not what ſhe did when fhe ſpoke tome; 
But alwatcs hath bin juſt and vertuous, 
In anything that I do know by her. 

Fd ouft, Morocver fir,which indeed is not under white 
and blacke, this plaintiffe herce,the offendour did call mee 
aſle , I belecech you letirt be remembred in his puniſh- 
ment, and alſothe watch hcard them talke of one Defor- 
med,they ſay he weares a key in his eareand alock hang. 
ing by ir, and borrowes mony in Gods name , the which 
he hach us'd ſo long,and never paicd,that now men grow 
hard-harted and will lend nething tor Gods ſake : praie 
you examine him upen that point. 

Leon. | thanke thee tor thy care and honeſt paines. 

Conft. Your worthip ſpeakes like a molt thanketull & 
reverendyourh, and I praiſe God for you. 

Leen. T here's for thy paines. 

{onft. God fave the foundation. 

Leep. Goe, I diſcharge thee of thy priſoner , and 1 
thanke thee. Re 

Conft, I leave an arrant knave with your worſhi 
which I beleech your worſhip to corre your ſelfe, 
the example of others : God keepe your worſhippe, I 
wiſh your worſhip well, God reſtore you to health, 
I humbly give you leave to depart, and it a merrie mee- 


I 


ting may bee wiſht, God prohibite it : come neigh- 
Leow. Vnrtillto morrow morning, Lords, farewell. 


Extant, 

Brot. Farewell my Lords, wee looke for you to mor. 
row- 

Prin. We will nor faile. | 

Clan. Tonightile mourne with Here. 

Leon. Bring you theſe fellowes on, wee'l talke with 
Marge, how her acquaintance grew with this lewd 
fellows. 

| E xemnt. 
Enter Benedicke and Margaret. 
Ben. Pray thee ſweete Miſtris Margaret, deſerve 
well at my hands, by helping me ro the ſpeech of Bea. 
rrice. 


Aur Will | 


— 
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Much adoe about N\ othing. | 


—  —— 


— 


my beautic? 
Bene. Info high a ſtile Afargert , that no man living 
ſhall come over it , for in moſt comely truth thou defer- 
velitir. 
Mar. To have no man come over me,why, ſhall I al- 
waics keepe below ſtaires? 


it catches. 
Mar. And yours,as blunt as the Fencers foiles , which 
hit, but hurtnor. 

Bene: A moſt manly wit Merger, it will not hurt a 
woman : and fo 1 pray thee call &earrice , 1 giue thee the 
bucklers. 

Mar. Give 13 the ſwords, wee have bucklers of our 
Owne. 

Bene. If you uſe them e M4 «rgeret,you mult put in the 
= with a vice , and they are dangerous weapons for 
Maides. 

Mar. Well , I will call Bearriceto you, who T thinke 
hath legges. Exit Margarite. 

Bene. And therefore will come. The god of love that 
fits above,and knowes me,and knowes me, how pitritull 
I deſerve. I meane in {inging , but in loving, Leander the 
good ſwimmec , Troilous the firſt imployer of pandars, 
and 2 whole booke full of theſe quondain carpet-mon- 
gers , Whoſe name yet runne {moothly inthe even rode 
of a blanke verſe, why they were never ſo truely turned 
over as my poore {elte jn love : marry I cannot ſhew it 
rime, [| have tried , I can finde out no rime to Ladie but 
badie an innocents rime : for ſcorne, horne, a hard rime: 
tor ſchoole foole,a babling rime : very ominous endings, 
no, I was not borne vynder a riming Planner , for I cannot 
wooe 1n feltivall tearmes: 

Enter Beatrice. 


Sweete Beatrice would'ſt thou come when I cal'd thee? 
Beat. \ ca $1gnior,and depart when you bid me, 
Bene. O ſtay but till then. 

Beat, Then,is {poken : fare you well now,and yer ere 
[ g0,let me go withthat I came, which is, with know- 
ing what hath palt berweene you and Clandio. 

Bene. Qacly foule words , and thereupon I will kiſſe 
thee. 

Beat. Foule words is but foule wind , and foule winde 
is bat foule breath,and toale breath 18 noiſome, therefore 
[ will depart unkiſt. 

Bene. Thou haſt frighted the word out of his right 
ſence,fo forcible is thy wit , but I muſt tell thee plainely, 
Clandso vndergocs my challenge,and cither I mult ſhort- 
ly heare from him, or I will ſubſcribe him a coward,and 
I pray thee now tcll me, tor which of my bad parts didſt 
thou firſt fall in love with me? 

Beer. For them all rogether , which maintain'd ſo po- 
lirique a ſtate of evill, that they will notadmit any good 
part to intermingle' with them : but for which of my 
good parts did you firlt tuffer Jove for me? 

Bene. Suffer love ! a good epithite , Idoſuffer love in- 
deede, for I love thee againſt my will. 

Bert. In ſpight of your heart I thinke, alas heart, 
it you ſpight it for my ſake,l will ſpighr it for yours, for 
I will never love that which my friend hates. 

Bened. Thou and 1 are too wife to woe peacca- 
ole. 

Beat. It appeares net in this confeſſion, there's not one 


wite man among twenty that will prailf himlſclfe. 


_—_— — CI 


Bene. Thy wit is as quicke as the grey-hounds mouth, 


Ale. Will youthen writte me a Sonnet in praiſe of | 


Aw 


OS” 
Bene. An old , anold inſtance Bearrice, ' that liv'd in| 
the time of good neighbours , if a man dce notereR in| 
this age his owne tombe cre he dies , hee ſhall live ng | 
longer in monuments , then the Bels ring,and the Wid. | 
dow werpcs. | 
Beat. And how long is that thinke you? | 
Bene. Queſtion, why a1 hower in clamour and a quar. 
ter in rhewme,therfore is it moſt expedient forthe wiſe, 
if Don worme ( his conſcience ) finde no impediment t9 
the contrary, to be the trumpet of his owne vyertues , az 
Iam to my ſclfe {o much for praiſing my ſelfe,who I my 
ſelfe will beare witneſſeis praiſe werthy , and now tell 
me how doth your coſin? 
Bear. Very ll. 
Bene. And how do you? 
Beat. V cry ill too, 


Emter Vrſunla. 


Bene. Serve God,love me,and mend, there will I leave 
you too, for here comes one in haſtc, 

Urſ. Madam, you muſt come to your Vncle, yonders 
old coileat home , it is proved my Lady Here hath bin 
falſely accuſde , the Prince and Claudio mightily abule, 
and Don John is the author of all , who is flcd and gone; 
will you come preſently? 

Beat. Will you go heare this newes Signior? 

Bene. I will live in thy heart, dic in thy lap,and be bu- 
ried in thy eyes : and moreover , I will goc with theeto 
thy Vacles, Exeum, 


Enter Claudio, Prince, and three or foure with Taper 7. 


Claw. Is this the monument of Leonats? 
Lord. Itis my Lord. Epuaph. 
Done to death by flenderons rong wes, 
Was the Hero that here (ves: 
Death in guer don of ber wrongr, 
Goes her fame which never dw : 
So the life that died with ſhame, 
Lives m death with gloriow fame. 
Hang thou there won the rombe, 
Pr as/ing her when | am dombe. 
Clasx. Now mulick ſound and fing your ſolemne hymne, 


SOng- 
P ardon goddeſſe of the night, 
T hoſe that ſlew thy virgin kmyght, 
For the which with ſongs of woe, 
Kownd about ber tembe they goc: 
CMidmyht afſift our ns Sabo v1 to ſigh and grone, | 
Heanily beanily, | 
raues yawne and yeelae your drad, 
Zu death be "var. rY Fl 
Heavenly heaventy. 
(this right 
Lo. Now untothy bones good night, yeerely will | do 
Prin. GooG morrow mailters , put your Torches out, 
The wolves have preied,and looke,the gentle day 
Before the wheeles of Pacebus,round about 
Dapples the drowſic Eaſt with ſpots of grey: 
Thanks to you dll,and leave us, fare you well. 
Clav. Good morrow maiſters,cach his ſeverall way. 
Prin. Come let us hence,and put cn other weedes, | 
And then to Leonatcerwe will goe. | 
Clu. And Hymen now withluckier iſſue ſpeed; 


——_— . 


Jn A 


nnes. 


Thenthis for whom we rendred up this woe. =Exrmne. 
Enter Leongto, Bene. Marg Urſuls,ol1 man, Frier, Hero. 

Frier. Did [ not te'l you ſhe was mnocent ? 

Lee, So are the Prince and Clandis whoaccus'd her, 
Vpon theerrour that you heard debated, 

But «ret was in ſome tauit tor this; 
Although againſt hzr will as it appeares, 
Inthe crue courſe of all che queittan, 

Oid. Well, ain gla4 that ail things ſortfo well. 

Ben. And {oun |,being elle by tatth entorc'd, 
To call yong (Tandio to a reckoning tor it. 

Les. Wcii daughter,and yong Gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw intoa Chamber by your ſelves, 

And when | ſend for you,come hither mask'd : 

The Pronce and ( {audio promis'd by this bourc 

To viſit me,you know your oihce Brother, 

You mull be father to your Brothers daughter, 
And give her to yong Claudio, Exennt Ladies. 

Old. W hich I wiildoe with confirm'd countenance. 

Ben. Frier,l muſt intreat your paines, Ithinke, 

Frier. Todoe what Signtor ? 

Ben, To binde me,or undoe me,one of them : 
Signior Leonaro,truth it is good Signior, 

Your Neece regirds me with an eye of favour, 

Old. That eyc my daughter lent her,'tis mot rruc. 

Ben. And | doe withaneye of love requite her. 

Leo, The light whereof [ thinke you had from me, 
From {laude and the / rince,but what's your wall ? 

Bex, Your aniwer (ir is Enigmaricall, 

But for my will, my wall ts, your good will 
May ſtand with ours, this day to be conzoyn'd, 
I'th ſtare of honourable marriage, 
In which good Frier I ſhall detire your helpe. 
Leo. My heartis with your liking, 
Fryer. And my hel . 
Emer Pronce and Clandio wh attendants. 

Prin. Good morrow to this faire aflembly. 

Leo, Good morrow Prixce,go0d morrow Claudio, 
We here attczd yougare you yer determin'd, 

Today to ruarry with my brothers daughter ? 
Claw. Ile hold my minde were (he an Ethiope, 

Lee, Call her forth brother, heres the Frier ready. 

Prm.Good morrow Benearche, why what's the marrer? 
That yea have ſuch a February tace, 
$0 full of troſt, of ſtorme, and clowdineſſc. 

(an. I thinke he thinkes uponthe lavage bull : 
Toſh, fearenot man, wer'il tip thy hornes with gold, 
And ail £xropa ſhail rcjo\ c< ar thee, 

As once Emrepa did at tulty love, 
Wher, he would play the noble beaſt in loves 

Zen, Ball eve (ir, had an amiable low, 

And (ome ſuch ſtrange bull icapt your fathers Cor, 
A got 4 Calfe inthat ſame noble teat, 
Muchlixe ro you, for you have juſt hisbleat. 

Enter b\ they, Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, Vrſuls. 

Cla. Forthis 1 owe you: here comes other recknings- 
Which is the Lady I muſt (cize uy on ? 

Le». This ſam is ſhe, ard 1 doe give you her, 

(ls. Why then ſhe's mine, tweet iet me ſee your face. 

Lon, Nothatyou ſhallnor, till you take her hand; 
Before this Fricr, and ſweare romarry her. 

(!as, Give me your hand before this holy Frier, 
Iam your busband it you like of me. 

Hers. And when I liv'd I was your other wife, 

And when you lov'd, you were my other busband, 

Clas. Another Hero ? 


. EINER 


Much adoeabout Nothing. 


He-o. Nothing certain:r. 
One Hero died, bur I due live, 
And ſurely as | live, I 2m a maid. 
Prom. Ihe former Hero, Hers that is dead. 
Lem. Shce dicd my Lord, but whiles ber flander liu'd, 
Freer. A!l thisamazement can Iqualifie, 
When after that the holy ritesare ended, 
lle tell you largely ot faire Heroes death : 
Meane times [ct w onder fceme tami'iar, 


Ben. Sott and faire Frier,which'is Featrice? 

Beat. I an{wer to thatname, hat 18 your will ? 

Bene. Doenot you love me? 

Bear. Why no,no more then reaſon. 

Bene, Why then your Vncle,and the Prince,& Clandio, 
have beene deceived, they ſworc youdid. 

Feat. Doe not you love me ? 

Beee, Trotht no,no more then reaſon. 

Beat, Why then my Colin Margaret and Urſula 
Are much decetu'd, tor they did tywcare you did. 

Beze, They {wore you were almolt ticke for me» 

Bear, They {wore you were wel-nye dead tor me. 

Bene. 'Tis nomatter,then you doe not love me ? 

Seat. Notruly,but in tricndly recompence. 

Leon, Come Colin, 1am ſure you love the gentleman, 

Claw, And Iic be iworne upon't that he ioves her, 
For heres a paper wricten in his hand, 

A halting ſonnet of his owne pure braine, 
Faſhioned to Fear, 

Hero, And heres another, 

Writ in my colins hand, ſtoine from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Berearcke. 

Rene. A miracle, bere's our owne hands againſt our 
| hearts« come I will have thee, but by this hight I take 
thee for pirtic. 

Bear. | would not denie you, but by this good day, 1 
yecld upon great perſwalion, and partly ro tave your life, 
tor I was toid, you werem acontumprion. 

Leon, Peace | will (top your mouth. 

Prim. How doſtthou Benedichethe married man? 

Bene. Iietell thee what Prince : a Colledge of wittc- 
crackers cannot flout mee ou? if my bumour, doſt thou 
thinke I care for a Satyre or an Epigraui ? nogit a man wHl 
be beaten with braines, a ſhall weare nothivg handſome 
about him : in bricfc,fince 1 do purpoſe ro marry, 1 will 
thinke nothing toany purpole that the world can ſay a- 
gainlt it : and theretore never fioutat me, for I haye (aid 
againſt it : for man 15a giddy thing, and this i1s-my conclu» 
fon : for thy part Clawdzo, I did thinke to have beaten 
thee, but in that thou arr like to be my kinſ,man, live un- 
bruis'd,and love my colin. 

(7.1 had well _ wouldeſt have denicd Beatrice, 
I might have cudgel'd thee out of thy (inglel:fe, to make 
thee a double dealer, which out of queſtion thou wilt be, 
if my Couſin do not looke exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bexe. Come, come, weare triends, let's have a dance 
ere we are marricd,that we may lighten our own bearts, 
and our wives hecles. : 

Leon, Wee'll have dancing afterwards, 

Fenxe,Firlt,of my word, therctore play muſicke.Prixce, 
thou art fad, get thee a wife, gettbcea wife, there is no 
ſtaffe more revercnd then one ripe with horn. Enter Mef. 

Meſſev. My Lord,your brother /obn is ranc in flight, 
And brought witharmed men backe ro CMeſſina. 

Bene. Thinke not on him till to morrow, we deviſe 
thee brave puruſhments _ him: ſtrike up Pipers. Dance. 

FINIS. 
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Andto he cnappeil tet us pretently. < 


——_— _— 


| 


| 


—_— — 


— — _—B 


«Atlus Primus, Scena Prima, 


{ Which T hope well is not enrol'cd there. 


Enter Fer dinand King of N avarre,Biron,Longavite,ana | Othele are barren taskes, roo hard to keepe, 


Dumainme. 


Ferdinand, 
BE: Fame,that all hunt after in their lives, 
SA&@r Live regiſtred upon our brazen Tombes, 
And then grace usin the diſgrace of death : 
When ſpight of cormoranr devorring Time, 
Th'cndevour of this pre{car breath may buy 
That honour which ſhall bate his Sythes keene cdgr, 
And makeus licires of all eternitic, 
Therefore brave Conquerors(for ſo you arc) 
That warre againſt your owne aftections, 
And the huge Army of the worlds defires ; 
Our late Edict ſhall ſtrongly ſtand in force, 
Navarre ſhall be the wonder of the world. 
Our Court ſhall be a little Academe, 
Still and contemplativeinliving Art. 
You three, won, Dumaine,and Longavile, 
Have {worne for three yccresterame to live with me, 
My f-llow Schollers,and to keepe thoſe itatutes 
That are recorded in this fccdule here. 
Your oathcs are paſt,and now ſubſcribe your names : 
That his owne hand may ſtrike his honour dovwne, 
That violates the ſmalleſt branch herenm : 
If youarc arm'd to docgas {worne to dor, 
Subſcribe to your deepe oathes,and keepe them to. 
Long. 1am refolv'd, tis but a three yeeres talt : 
The minde (hall banquet,though the body pice, 
Fat paunches have leane pates : and dainty bits, 
Make rich the ribs,but bankerout the wits. 
Dumais. My loving Lord, Dumaine 1s mortitied, 
The groſſcr manner ot theſe worlds delights, 
He throwesupon the grofle worlds baſler flares : 
To lovegto wealth,to pompe, I pincand die, 
Withalltheſc uving in Philoſophy. 
Biron, 1 can buc ſay their proteſtation over, 
So much(deare Licge)I have already ſworne, 
That is,to live and ftudy herethree yeeres. 
Bur vhere arc other {trict obſervances : 
As hot to ſce a woggn in that terme, 
Which I hope w tenrolled there. 
And one day ina \WhOke to touch no foods : 
And but one meal& on cvery day beſide ; 
The which I hope is not enrolled there. 
And then to ſlcepe bur three houres inthe night, 
Andnot be ſecneto winke of ail the day, 
\When I was wont tothinke no harme all night, 
And make a darke nighttoo of halfe the day : 


| Notto ſce Ladics,ſtudy,faſt,not ſlcepe. 


Ferd. Your oath is paſt to paſſe away from theſe. 
Bwon, Let me ſay no my Licge,and if you plcaſe, 
| onely {wore to ſtudy with your Grace, 
And ltay here in your Court for three yeares ſpacc. 
Long. You {wore to that Biron,and tothe reſt, 
Bir. By yea and nay fir,then I ſwore in jeſt. 
What tsthe end of ſtudy,|ct me know ? 
Ferd. Why that ro know which clſe wee ſhould not 
know. ({cnic, 
Bir. Things hid and bard(you meane)from common 
Ferd. 1,that is ſtadics god-like recompence. 
Bir. Come onthen,I will ſweare to ſtudy ſo, 
To know the thingl am forbid to know : 
As thus,to ſtud y where I well may dine, 
When I to faſt expreſly am forbid. 
Or ttudy where to meet ſome Miſtreſſe fine, 
When Miltrefles trom common ſenſc arc hid. 
Or having {worne too hard a keeping oath, 
Study to breake it,and not breake my troth. 
If ſtudicsgaine be thus,and this be 10, 
Study knovwwes that which yet it doth notknow, 
Sweare meto this,and I will ne're layno. 
Ferd. Theſcbe the flops that hinder ſtudy quite, 
And traine our intclle&sro vaine delight. 
Bir. Why ? all dclightsare vaine,and that molt vaine, 
Which with paine purchas'd,doth inherit paine, 
As paincfully to poare upon 4 booke, 
Toſteke the light of truth, while truth the while 
Doth falſly blinde the cyc-ſigar of his looke ; 
Light ſeckinglighr,doth light beguile : 
So ere you find where light indarkneſle lies, 
Your light growesdarke by loſing of your eyes. 
Study me how to pleaſe the eye indeed, 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye, 
Who dazling fo,that eye ſhall be his heed, 
And give him light that it was blinded by, 
Study is like the heavens glorious Suone, 
That will not be deepeſcarch'd with fawcy lookes ; 
Small have conrinuall plodders ever wonne, 
Save baſc authoritie trom others Bookes. 
Theſe carthly Godfathers of heavens lights, 
That give a name to every fixed ſtarre, 
Have no more profit ofthcir ſhining nights, 
Then thoſe that walke,and wot not what they are, 
Too much to know,is to know nought but fame : 
And every Godfather can give a name. 


Ferd, How well hee's readzto reaſon againſt reading. | 
Dwy., | 


— 


— 
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Dam. Procceded well,to {top all good proceeding. 
len, He weedesthe Corne, and ſtill lets grow the wee- 
dings : 

Tir. The Spring is neare when Greene Geele are a 

breedug- 

D«m. How tollowesthat ? 

Fw. Fit in his place and rime. 

Dim. In realon nothing. 

Fr. Something then 1n rune... : 

Ferd., Bironis like an envious ſneaping Frolt, 

That bites the firſt borne Intaats of the Spring. 

Bir, Well,ſay I am,why ſhould proud Suguncr boalt, 
Before the Birds have any cauſe to (ing ? ' 
Why ſhould 1 joy in any abortive birth? 

At Chriltaas 1 no more delire a Roſe, 

Than wiſh a Snow in Mayesnew fangled ſhowes : 

But like of each thing that in ſeaſon growes, 

So you to ſtudy now 1t 1s too late, 

That were toclymbe orethe houſe Vunlocke the gate. 
Fer, Well,lit you out : goe home Born : adue. 


And though I have for barbariſme ſpoke more, 
Then for that Angell knowledge you can ſay, 
Yet confident Ile keepe what 1 have ſwore, 
And bide the pennance of each three yeeres day. 
" Give me the Paper let me reade the ſame, 
And to the ſtriX'it decrees le write my name. 
Fer. How well this yeelding reſcues thee from ſhame. 
Bir. Item. Thatno woman ſhall come within a awe 
ot my Court. 
Hath this been proclaimed ? 
Long. Foure dayes ago. 
By. Let's ice the penaity. 
Onpaine of looſing her tongue. 
Who devis'd this penalty ? 
Lon. Marry thatdid 1, 
Bw. Swcet Lord,and why ? 
Lo. Tofright them hence with that dread penalty, 
| A dangerous Law againit genulity. 


in the tearmme of three yeares, hee ſhall endure ſuch 
{ publique ſhame as the reſt of the Court ſhall poſlibly 
| deviſe. a 
Buy, This Article my Licge your ſelfe muſt breake, 
For well you know here comes in Embaſſie 
The Frexch Kings daughter, with your {elfe to ſpeake: 
\ Maide of Grace and compleat Majelty, 
/ About ſurrender up of Aquitaine : 
| To herdecrepit,flicke,and bed-rid Father. 
| Theretore this Article is made in vaine, 
| Or vainely comes the admired Princefle hither. 
| Fe, Whatſay you Lords? 
| Why,this was quite forgot, 
| 
| 


Bw. 50 ſtudy evermore is overſhot, 
Whuc it doth (tudy to have what it would, 
It doth te rgctto doe the thing it ſhould : 
And whea it hath the thing it hunterh moſt, 
| His won as Townes with hre,ſo won,ſoloſt. 
| *#, We muſtof force difpence with this Decrce, 
dhe muſt lic here on mcere neceſſity. 
| #o. Neceſlity will make us all torſworne 
| bree thouſand times within this three yeares ſpace : 
| | or every man with his aftetsis borne, 
Not by might maſtred,but by {pec;all grace. 
iti breake taith,this word ſhall breake for me, 
| am torſ .yorne on meere neceſſitic: 


— 
—_— 
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Bir. No my good Lord, I have ſwornto (tay with you- | 


lrem,1t any man be tceneto talke with a woman withe ) 


Sotothe Lawesat large I write my name, 
And he that breakesthem in the lcalt degree, 
Stands in attainder of etcrnall ſhame. 
| Suggeſtions areto others as to me : 
Buc I belceve although 1 ſeeme ſoloth, 
Tam the laſt that will laſt keepe his oath. 
Bur1s there noquicke recreation granted ? 

Fer. Ithatthere is,cur Court y ou know is haunted 

With a conceited Travailer of Spaine, 
A man inallthe world new faſhion planted, 
That hath a mint of phraſes in his braine 3 
One,whom the muſicke of his owne vaine tongue, 
Doth ravifh like inchanting harmony : 
A man of complements,whom right and wrong 
Have choſe as vmpire of their mutinic- 

This childe of fancie that Armado hight, 
| Forinterim toour ſtudics ſhallrclatc, 

In high-borne words the worth of many a Knight : 
; From tawny Sparxe lolt inthe worlds debate, 
| How youdelight my Lords,l know not I, 
But I proteſt 1 love to heare himlic, 
' AndI will uſe him for my Minſtrel, 
| Bir. eArmadoisamoltillultrious wighit, 
| A manof fire,new words,Faſhions owne Knight. 
| LC{on., Coſtardthe ſwaineand he ſhall be our lport, 
And foto ſtudie,three yeeres is but ſhort. 


Enter a Conſt able with Coftard witha Leiter, 


\ Conft Whichisthe Dukes owne perſon, 
| Bir. This fellow, What would'ſt 2. 
| Con. I myſeltc reprehend his owne perſon , for I am 
| his Graces Tharborough: But 1 would ſc his owne per- 
{on in fleſh and bloud. 
Bir. This 1s he. 
{ Cor. Signior Arme, Arme commends vou : 
' There's villany abroad, this letter willteli you more. 
' Claw. Sir, the Contemp!s thereot are as touching 
| MEE. 
Fer. A Letter from the magnificent »Armads. 
| Bw. How low foeverthe wattcr , hope ua God for | 
; high words. 
Lon. A ligh hope tor alow keaven, God grant us pa- ; 
t1cnce. 
Bw. Toheare, or forbeare hearing. 
Lon. To heare meckely fir, andto langh moderately, 
or to torbeare both. 
Bw. Well fir, be it as the ſtile (hall 
clime in themerrinefle. 
C fow. The matter is rome (ir,as concerning [aquenetta. 
The manner of it is,l was taken with the manner. 
Bir. In what manner ? 
Clow.In manner and torme following fir all thoſethree. 


give us cante to 


PET 
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I was feene with her in the Mannor houſe , fitting with 
' her upon the Forme, and taken foilowirg her into the 
Parke : which put together , is in manner and forme 
| following. Now fir for the Manner ; Is the manner 
' ota man tofpcakeroa Woman , for the Forme in ſome 
forme. 
| Bw, Forthefollowing lir. 
| Cow, Asit (ſhall follow in my correftion , and God 
| ectendthe nght. 
Fer, Will you heare this Letter with attention ? 
| Br, As we would hearc an Oraclc. 
; Cle. Suchisthe fimplicity of man to hearken aker the 
| ficſh. 


: Fer. Great | 
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Ferdinwad. 


Reat Deputy the Welkins Vicegerent , and ſole domin- 
tor of Navarre, my ſoules earthes God, and bodies fo- 


ſtring Patrone : 
Ap. Nor a word of Coſtard yet. 
Ferd. Sout td. 


Coſt. It may be ſo : but if he lay it is ſo,he is intelling 


true : but ſo. 
Ferd, 'Feace, 
Clow. Be to me,and every man that dares not fight. 
Ferd, No words, 
Claw, Of other mens ſecrets Tbeſeech you, 


Ferd, So 1t 4, beſieged with ſable coloured Rs 7 
did commend the blacks oppreſſing bumonr to the moſt - 


ſome Phy ſiche of thy health-gromg ayre : «And as I am a Gen- 


tem betooke my ſclfſe to walke : the time When? about the 
fret houre When Beaits myſt graſe, Birds befF pecke, and men 


4 


meane [ walkt upon, is is yeliped, Thy Parks. Then for the 


place Where ? where I meane 1 did encounter that obſcene and 


moſt prepoiterona event that draweth from my ſnow-white Pen 


the Ebon-colowred Inks , which heere thou vieweſt,, beholde#F , 


ſurvayeſt , or ſeeft, But to the place Where: It ſtandeth 
NN th North-E aft and by Eaſt from the Welt corner of thy 


errious knotted Garden z There did 1 ſee that low ſparited 


Swain, that baſe Iinnv of thy myrth, ( Clowne. Mee? ) 
that unlettered ſmall-hnowing ſoule, ((Tow.me? ) that ſhallow 
vaſſal*(Clow.Still M2? Jwhuch as I remember hight Coſtard, 
({ov.O me) ſorted and conſorted contrary to thy eff abliſhed 
proclaimed Edit and ( ontinent Canon : Whichwuh,O with, 
but with thi I paſſion toſay wherewith : 

Clo. With a Wench. 

Ferd. With a child: of our Grandmother Eve, a female; 
or for thy more wnderitanding a woman : him, I ( as my ever 
ejteemed dntie prickes me on) have ſent to thee, to recerve the 
meed of puniſhment by the ſweet Graces Officer Anthony 
Dull,a may of good repute ,carriape bearing and eſt mation, 

Anth.Me,an'c ſhall pleate you ? I am eFrrhony Dal, 


Ferd, For laquenctta 'fo ts the weaker weſſe! called)which | 5 Ce { | 
[ apprekended with the aforeſaid Swain, | keep bevy 15 a veſſel of | Boy. Speake you this in my praiſe Maſter ? | 


thy Lawes fury and ſhall at the leaft of thy ſwret notice , bring 
her to rreall.” Thine in all complements of devored and heart- 
burnins heat of quyir. 

. Don Adriana de Armado, 


Bir. This is not ſo well as I looked for , but the beſt 
that ever I hcard. 

Ferd. | the belt for the worſt. But firra,What fay you 
to this ? 

Cle. SirI confeſſe the Wench. 

Fer. Did you hcare the Proclamation ? 


Cl. Idocconfeſſe much of the hearing it, but little of ' 


the marking ot it. 
Ferd, It was proclaimed a yceres impriſonment to bee 
taken with a Wench. 
Clo: It was taken with none far, 1 wastaken witha 
Damoſell. 
Ferd. Well,it was proclaimed Damo{ell. 
Clo. This was no Damolell neither Gr, ihee was a Vir- 
in. 
, Ferd. It isfo varied tooyfor it was proclaimed Virgin. 


Ch. Itit were,[ deny her Virgintic ; I was caken with | 


a Maide. 
Fer. This Maide will not ſerve your turne (ir. 
Cho. This Maide will ſerve my turne fir. 


fin downe to that nouri/hment which i — : Somuch 
for the time When. Now for the ground Which ? which 1 


! 


(7. Ihad rather pray a Moneth with Murton and Por. | 


rigde. | 
Ferd, And Don Armads {hall be your Keeper. | 
My Lord Bron, {ee him deliver'd ore, | 
And goe we Lordsto put in practice thar, | 
Which eachto other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworne, Exe, | 
Bir. Ile lay my head toany good mans H.r, | 
Theſe oathes and Lawes will prove an idle {corne, | 
Sirra,come on. | 
(6; 1 ſuffer for thetruth (ir : for true it is, 1 was ta- | 
ken with Jaquenerta,and Jaquenerta is a true Girle , and 
therefore welcome the ſowre cup of proſperity ,atfiction | 
may one day ſmile againe, and untill then fit downe for. | 
row. Exit. 
Emer Armado a Brag gart and Moth hy Page. | 
Brag. Boy, What ſigne 1s it when a man of great ſpirit 
growes melancholly ? 
| Boy. Agreatſigne fir,that he will looke ſad. 
Brag. Why? ſadnefle is one and the ſelfe-lame thing 
deare 1 
Boy. ; ll ,O Lord fir no. 
Brag. How canſt thou part ſadnefle and melancholy, 
my tcnder [uvenelt ? 
Boy. By afamiliar demonſtration of the working , my 
tough Signior. 
Brag. Why tough Signior ? Why tough ſignior ? 
Boy. Why tender [uvenall? Why tender [wvenall ? 
Boy. I ſpoke it tender /wvenal,, asa congruent epithe- 
ton,appertaining to thy yong dayes, which we may nomi- 
nate tender, 
Boy. And I tough Signior , as an appertinent title to 
your old time,which we may name tough. by 
Prag. Pretty and apt. d -- 
Boy. How meane you (ir,l pretty, and my ſaying apt? | 7 
or [ apt,and my ſaying pretty ? = 
Brag. Thou pretty, becauſe little. '= 
Boy. Little pretty, becauſclictle: wherefore apt? | 
Bras. And therefore apt,becauſe quicke. 4 


- —— 


1 


| SZrag. Inthycondipne praiſe. 
| Boy. Iwillpraiſean Eelc wicththe ſame praiſe. 
| Brag. What ? thatan Ecle is ingenuous, 

Boy. That an Eele is quicke. , | 
| Brag, 1 doe fay thou art quicke in anſweres. Thou 
| heat'ſt my blood, '$ 
' Boy. Iamanſwer'd fir. | 
| Drag. 1 lovenottobecroſt, 5 
Boy.He ſpeaks the clean contrary,crofles love not him. | 
By.I have promis'd to ſtudy ii) yeeres with the Dube. | 
Boy. You may doe it in an houre fir, 

Brag. Impoſſible, 

Boy. How many 1s one thrice told ? 

Brag, Iam ill at reckning,it fits the ſpirit of a Tapſter 

| Soy. You areaGentleman anda Gamelter fir. 

' Brag. 1 confefle both, they arc both the varniſh of 

' compleat man, 

| Boy. Then lam ſure you know how much the grolk 

| ſummeof deuſ-aſc amounts to, 

| ZBrag. Iedothamountto one morethentwo, 

| Boy. Which the baſe vulgar call three. Br.Truc. 
Boy. Why fir isthis ſuch a peece of ſtudy? Now here's 

three Rudied,cre you'll thrice winke, and how eafie 1t1s 

; to put yearesto the word three,and ſtudy three yeeres | 

; two words,the dancing horſe willtell you | 


Brag. 4 | 


ET en ny... 


» * 
| Fer. Sir will pronounce your ſentence: You (hall ( 
taſt a Weeke with Branneand Water. 1 
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Brag. A moſt hine _ : 
. To Prove you a Cypher. 

A " thwocnbtbs am in love: and as 
it is bate for a Souldier to love ; loaml in love with a 
bate Wench, If drawing my ſword againſt the humour 
of a#:tion, would deliver mee from the reprobace 
thought of it, I wouldrake Deſire priſoner, and _— 
him co any French Courtier for a new devis'd curtelie . 
thinke {corne to figh , meethinkes I ſhould out-ſweare 
Cupid. Comfort me Boy, What great men have becne 
in love MP _ 

Boy. es, er. | 

Brag. Molt ſweet Hereaesr: more authority deare Boy, 
name more ; and ſweet my childe let them bee men of 

0d repute and carriage. 
. Boy. 's .s Maſter he was a man of good carriage, 
great carriage : for hee carried the Towne-gates On his 
backe like & Porter : and he was inlove. 

Brag. O well-knit Sampſon , joynted Sampſon ; 

[ doc excell thee in my Rapier,as muchas thou did{t mec 
in carrying gates 1am in love too, Who was Sewpſens 
Love my deare Moth ? 

Boy. A woman, Maſter. 


-_ 


Brag. Ot what exion ? 
Boy. Ofall the toure,or the three,or che two,or one of 
the foure. 


Brag. Tell me preciſely of what Complexion? 

Boy. _ — Co fir. CG 

Brap. Ist ott ecomp 

- As1 and fir,and the beſt of :hem too. 

Bras. Greene indeed is the colour of Lovers: but to 
have he of that colour, me thinkes S&mp/on had ſmall 
reaſon tor it, He ſurely aftected her for her wit. 

Boy. It was ſo fir,for {hc had a greeve wit. 

Brag. My Love is molt ummacuate whiteand red. 

Boy. Molt 1nmaculate thoughts Maſter,are mask'd un- 
der {uch colours. 

Brag. Detine,define,well educated infant. 

Boy. My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue afliſt 
mee. 

Brag. Sweet invocation of a childe , moſt pretty and 
pathencall. 

Foy. If ſhe be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne're be knowne : 

For bluſhing cheekes by faults are bred, 

And feares by pale white ſhowne : 

Then if ſhe teare,or be to blame, 

Bythis you ſhallnot know, 

For (till her cheekes poſleſſe the ſame, 

Which native ſhe doth owe ; - 

A dangerous rime Maſter againſt the reaſon of white 
and redde. 
| Bray, Is therenot 4 Ballet Boy , of the King and the 

Beooer ? 

Z»3. The world was very guilty of ſucha Ballet, ſome 
three Ages (ince,bur I thinke now 'tisnot ro be tound : or 
il it were,it would neither ſerve for the writing , nor the 
tune. | 
| Brag, I will =_ that —_ newly writ ore _ 
miy example my di {ome mighty . 
| Boy,l doe love . Girle that I <A in the 
| _ with the ratiogall Hinde Cofterd : ſhee deſerves 
well. 


| Boy. Tobe whip'd: and yet a better Love then my 
| Maſter, 


Brag. Sing Boy,wy ſpirit growes heavy in love. 


—_— 


Boy. And that's great marvell,loving a light Wench, 
Brag. 1 lay ling. 
Boy. Forbeare till this company be paſt. 


Enter (lowne, Conſtable and Wench, 


Conſt. Sir, the Dukes , is thatyou Co- 
ffardiate,and you mall qr rake no mg 
pennance, ut he muſt taſt three dayes a weeke : for this 
Damlell,1l mult keepe herat the Parke,ſhee is allow'd for 
the —_—_— he you m_ . _ 

Brag. 1doe betray my felfe with bluſhing : Maide. 

Ma Man. _ 

Brag. 1 will viſit thee at the Lodg. 

d. That's here by. 

Brag. I know whereit is ſituate. 

Mad. Lord how wiſe you are ! 

Brag. I willtell thee wonders, 

Maid. With that tace? 

Brag. I love thee. 

Maid. So I heard you ſay, 

= And fo farewell. 

Ia! 


Fatie weather after you. 
Come /, 4,away. Exeant. 
Brag Vilaine,tbou ſhalt faſt for thy offences ere thou 
be par . 


Cle, Well fir,l hope when Idoeit, I ſhalldoe it ona 
full tomacke, 


Brag. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſhed. 
Ci. Iam more bound to you then your fellowes , for 


. they are bur lightly rewarded, 


{on, _=_m away this Villaine,ſhut him up. 

Boy. Come youtrantgrelling ſlave,away, 

(ow. Let menot be pent up fir , 1 will be faſt being 
loote. "Jo 
Boy. No ir, that were faſt and looſe : thou ſhalt to 
priſon. ; 

Clow, Well,it ever I doe ſee the merry dayes of deſo- 
lation that I have ſcene, ſome ſhall ſee. 

Boy. What ſhall ſome fee ? 

Claw, Nay nothing, Maſter CAforh, but what they 
looke upon. It 1s not for priſoners to be filent in their 
words,and therefore I will ay nothing : I thanke God, I 
have as little patience as another man and theretore I can 
be _ E xi. 

rag. I docaffe the very ground ( which is baſe } 
Wn > thooe ( which is bater ) guided by her foote 
(which is bale{t)doth tread. I ſhall be forſworne(which 
15 a great argument of falſhood ) if { love. And how can 
that de true love,which is falſly atr > Loveisa fa- 
miliar, Love 1sa Divell. There is no evill Angell but 
Love,yet Sampſon was {o tempted , and hee had an exccl- 
lent (trengrh : Yet was Salomon (© ſeduced , and hee bad 
a very good wit. Cupids But-ſhaft ist00 hard for Her- 
cules Clubbe, and t e too much oddes for a Sp4- 
niards Rapier : The firlt and ſecond cauſe will not ſerve 
my turne : the Paſſado hee reſpets not the Pwelohee 
regards not ; his diſgrace is to bee called Boy , but his 
glory 1sto ſubdue men. Adue Valour , ruſt Rapier , bee 
{till Drum,for your is inlove; yea, bee loveth. 
Aſſiſt me ſomeex | god of Rime , for I amiſure 1 
ſhall carne Sonnet. Deviſe Wit, write Pen, for I am foi 
whole volumes in folio. 
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eAftns Secunda. 


Enter the Princeſſe of France with three attending Ladves, 


and three Lords. 


Boyer. Now Madam ſummon #5 deareſt ſpirits, 


Conlider whom the King your Father ſends: 
To whom he ſends,and what's his Embaſſic. 
Your ſeltc,heid precious in the worlds cltceme, 
To parlce with the ſole inberitour 

Ot all perteRions that a man may owe, 
Matclefſe Navarre : the plca otno lefle weight 
Than Aquitame,a Dowric tor a QQueenes 

Be now as prodigall of all deare grace, 

As Nature was m making Graces deare, 

When ſhe did ſtarve the gencrall world befide, 
And prodigally gave them all to you- 

Prin. Good L.Boyet,my beauty though but meane, 
Needes not the painted fiouruh of your praile : 
Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye, 

Not uttred by baſe ſale of Chapmens tongues : 
I amlefſc proud to heare you tcll my worth, 
Then you much willing to be counted wile, 

In ſpending thus your wit 1n praiſe of mine. 
Butnow to taske the tasker,good Boyer, 

You are not ignorant;all-tcllng fame 

Doth noyſe abroad Vavarre hath made a vow, 
Till painefull ſtudy hall our-wearethree yeares, 
No woman may approach his ſilent Court : 
Therefore to's leemerh it a needfull courſe, 
Betore we enter his forbidden Gates, 

To know his plcalure,and in that bebalfe 

BolG of your worthineſle, we ſingle you, 

As our beſt moving tare Soliciter ; 

Tell him the Daughter of the King of Frence, 
On tcrious bulineficcraving quicke diſpatch, 
Imporcunes pcrionall conference with his Grace, 
Halle,ſfignific ſo much, while weattend, 

Like humvle vilag'd Sutors his high will. 


Boyer. Proud cf imployment, willingly I goe. Exit, 


Prin. Allprideis wiiling pride,and your's is fo : 


\Whoarethe Voraries my loving Lords , that are yow- 


fellowes with this vertuous Duke ? 
Lor. Lorgavilets one, 
Prim. Know youthe man? 
1 Lad. I knew him Madamat a marriage Feaſt, 
Berweenc L.Persgert and the beautcous herre 
Ot Jaques F auconbridge (olcmmized. 
In Normandy law I this Longavile, 
A man of foveraigne parts hes cſtecm'd ; 
Well tirted in the Arts,glorious in Armes : 
Nothing becomes him 111 that he would well. 
Theenely ſoyle of his faire vertucs gloſle, 
(lt vertues gloſle will ſtaine with any ſoyle,) 
[sa ſharpe wit match'd with too blunt a will : 
W hoſe edge bath power to cut, whoſe will till wils, 
ic ſhoud none {pare that come within his power. 
Prin, Some merry mocking Lord belikeilt fo ? 


Lad. 1. They fay ſo moſt, that moſt his humors know. 
Pris. Such thort liv'd wits doe wither as they grow. 


Who are the reſt? 


| Of all that Vertuc love,for Vertue loved. 

| Moſt power to doe moſt harme,lcait knowing ill : 
| For he hath wit tomake an ill ſhape good, 

And ſhape to win grace though he had no wit. 

I faw him at the Duke Alanzzes once, 

{ And much too little of that good I ſaw, 

Is my report to his great worthineſle, 

Roſa. Another of theſe Students at that time, 
Was there with him,as I have heard a truth. 
Birone they call himgbuta merrier man, 
Witkhinthe limit of becomming mirth, 

I never ſpent an hourestalke withall, 

His eye begers occaſion tor wit, 

For every objec that the one doth catch, 
The other turnesto a mirth-moving jelt. 

W hich his faire concerts Expoſitor) 
Delivers1n ſuch apt and gracious words, 
That aged cares play Trewant at his Tales, 
And yonger hearings are quite raviſhed. 

So {weertand voluble 1s his diſcourte. 

Prm. God blefle my Ladies,are they all in love? 
Thar every one her owne hath garniſhed, 
With ſuch bedecking ornaments of praiſe. 

Ma. Heere comes Boyer, 


1 


Enter Bojet, 
Prin, Now,what admitrance Lord ? 


| And he and his Competitors in oath, 

Wereall addreſt romeete you gentle Lady 
Before 1 came : Marry thus I have lcarnt, 

He rather mcanes to lodge you in the ficld, 

Like one that comes heere ro beficge bis Court, 
Than ſecke a diſpenſation for bis oath ; 

To let you enter his unpeopled houlc. 


Emer Navar , Longavile, Dumaize and Birone, 


| 
| 
| 
| Heere comes Navarre. 


| RX av. FairePrinceſſe, welcometothe Court of Nave. 
; #rm, Faire Igive youbacke againe , and welcome | 
havenot yet : the roofe of this Court 1istoo high to bee 
yours, and welcome to the wide ficlds , t00 baleto bee | 


mine. 
Nav. 


Boyer, Navarre bad notice of your tire approach; 


You ſhall be welcome Madam ro my Court. 


Prin, I will be welcome then, Conduct me thirher. 


F rm, 
Nav. 
Pron. 
Nav. 
Proc, 
Wherenow his knowledge muſt prove ignorance. 
I heare your Grace hath {worne out Houſ-keeping : 
| 'Tisdeadly finne to keepe that oath my Lord, 
| And finne tobreake it : 
| But pardon me,I am too ſodaine bold, 
To teacha Teacher ill beſcemeth me. 
| Vouchlatc ro reade the purpoſe of my comming, 
And fodainely refolve me in my tuite. 
Nev. Madam,l will,it fodainly I may. 
Prim. You will theſooner that I were away, 
For you'll prove perjur'd if you make me ſtay. 
Bir. Did not I dance with you in Brabert once ? 


Your Ladiſhip is ignorant what it 15. 


2.Lad.T he yong Damaine 2 well accompliſh'd youth, | 


| Koſa, DidnotIdance with you in 8&rah ext once ? 


Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wile, 


Nav. Heare me deare Lady,I have {worne an oath- 
Our Lady helpe my Lord,hee'l be forſworne. 
Not tor the world taire Madam,by my will. 
W hy, will ſhall breake it will, and nothing clic. 
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Bir. I know youdid, 
Roſe. How needlefle was it thento aske the queſtion ? 
Br. Y ou mult not be fo quicke, 
Ro. 'Tis long ot youthat ſpur mee with ſuch queſtions. 
Bir, Your wit'stoo hot it ſpeedstoo faſt , 'twill tire+ 
Rao. Not cull it leave the Rider inthe mire. 
Bur. \W hat tune a day ? 
Koſa. The houre that tookes ſhould aske. 
Bir. Now faire betall your maske, 
Roſa. Faire tall the tace it covers. 
Bir. And fend you many lovers. 
Roſa. Amen, {o you be none, 
Bir. Nay then will 1 be gone, 
Fer. Madame, your father heere doth intimate, 
The pairment of a hundred thouſand Crownes, 
Being but th'one halfe, ofanintire ſumme, 


But {ay chat he, or we, a$ neither have 
Receiv'dthat ſumme ; yet there remaines unpaid 
A hundred —_— m_— ſurety ofthe which, 
One pat t of Aguzrame is to us, 
Although not valued tothe moneys worth, 
1t then the King your father will reſtore 
But that one halte which is unſatisficd, 
\We will give up our right in Aquitaine, 
And hold faire triendihip with his Majeſty : 
Bur that it {cemes be little purpoſeth, 
For here he doth demand to have repaid, 
An hundred thouſand Crownes, and not demands 
One paumeut of a hundredthoutand Crownes, 
To have his title live 1n Aquizane, 
W hich we much rather had depart withall, 
And have the money by our father lent, 
Then Aqaitazne, fo guelded as its. 
Deare Princeſſc, were not his requeſts (o farre 
From reaſons yeelding, yout faire telte ſhould make 
A ycclding 'gainit ſome reaton in my bref, 
And goe well fatished ro France againe., 
P:im. You doe the King my Father roo much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In ſountceming to conteſle reccar 
Ot that which hath fo faithtully becne paid. 
Fer. 1 doe pratelt I never heard of it, 
And if you prove it, Ile repay ic backe, 
Or yceld up eAgquitarne, 
Prin. Wearreſt your word : 
Bojet, you can produce acquittance's 
Forfuch a lumme,frum ſpeciall Ogicers, 
Ot Charles his Father. | 
Fer. Satishe me 10. 
Bojer. So plcaſe your Grace, the packer 1s not come 
W here that and other ſpecialties are bound, 
To morrow you ſhall have a fight of them. 
Fer. It thail lmHce me z at which entervicw, 
All liberall reaſon would I yeeld unto: 
Mcane tune, receive ſuch welcome at my hand, 
As Honour, without breach of Honor may 
Make tender of, tothy true worthineſſe. 
You may not come faire Princeficin my gares, 
| But hecre without you ſhall be ſo receiv'd, 
ASy0u (nall deeme your ſelfe lodg'd in my hearr, 
Though ſodeni'd farther harbour in my houte : 


— J_— 


1 our Owne good thoughts excuſe me, and farewell, 
| 0morrow we ſhall viſit you againe. 


Disburſed by my father mn his warres. | 


| 
| "71m Sweet health and faire deſires conſort your grace. 
| Fer. Thy owne wiſh, wiſh I thee, in every place.Exit. | 


er, IR 


Boy. Lady, I will commend you to my owne heart, 
La. Ro. Pray you doe my commendations, 
I would be gladto ſee it. 
Boy. I would you heard it grone, 
Le. Ro. Is the foule licke ? 
Boy. Sicke at the heart. 
La. Ro. Alacke, _ bloud. 
Boy. Would that doe it ? 
La. Ro. My Philicke Hy 
Fo. Will your prick't with youreye. 
La. Ro. No poynt, with my knite, 
Boy. Now God tave thy life. 
Za. Ro. And yours trom long living. 
Bw. I cannot ſtay thank(giving. Exi. 
Enter Dumame. 
Dum. Sir, I pray you a word : what Lady is thatfame? 
Boy. The hcire of Alanſon, Roſalm her name. 
Dww. Agallant Lady, Mountier fare you well. Zx#. 
Enter Longavile, | 
Long. I beſeech youa word : what is ſhe inthe white? 
Boy. A woman ſometimes,if you {aw her in the light, 
Long. Perchance light inthe light : 1 defire her name, 
Boy. She hath but one for her icltc , 
To deſire that were a ſhame. 
Lon. Pray you fir, whoſe daughter? 
Boy. Her mothers, I havc heard. 
Long, Gods bleſſing a your beard. 
Boy. Good fir be not ottended, 
She is an heire of Fawlconbridge. 
Long. Nay, my choller is cnded : 
Shee is a moſt fweet Lady. 
Boy. Notunlike fir, that may be. 
Enter hwone, 
Bur. What's her name in the cap« 
Boy. Katherine by good hap. 
Bw. Is the wedded, or no. 
Boy. To her will fir, oro. 
Br, Youare welcome fir, adiew . 
Boy. Vare well rome tir, and welcome to you. Exe, 
1a. Ma. That lalt is Birone, the mery mad-cap Lord. 
Not a word with him, bur a jett. 
Boy. And every jelt but a word. 
Fri, It was well done of youtotake himat his _ 
Boy. I was as willing to le, as he was to . 
Lad Ma. Two hee army ; 
And wherefore not Ships ? (lips- 
Boy. No ſhcepe ({weet Lamb) unlefle we feed on your 
Le. You ſheepe and I paiture: ſhall they finiſh the jelt? 
Boy. So you grant palture for mc. 
La. Not to gentle bcalt. 
My lips are no Common, though ſeverall they be. , 
Boy. Belonging ro whom ? 
La. To my fortunesand me. 
Prin. Good wits will be jangling, but gentles agrec- 
This civill warre of wits were much better uleg 
On XN averand his bookemen, for hecre 'tis abus'd. 
Boy. lf my obtervation (which very ſeldome lyes 
By the hearts (till rheroricke, ditcioted with eyes ) 
Deceive me not now, \ aveyis infected. 
Prin. With what ? 
Boy. With that which we Lovers intitle affeAed, * 
Prin, Your reaſon. 
Boy. Why all his behaviours doe makerheirretire, 
To the court of bis cye, peepHgthorough deſire, 
His hcartlike an Agot with your pruwr impreſicd, A 
ru 


E xit. Long. 
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Proad with his forme, 1a his cye pride expreſled, 
His tongue all impaticnt to {peake and not ice, 

Did ſtumole with haſte in his cye-fight tobe, 

All ſenſes to that ſence did make their repaire, 
To feele onely looking on faireſt of faire : 

Me thougktall his fences were locktin his eye, 

As Tewwels in Chriſtall for ſome Princeto buy. (glaſt, 
W ko tendring their owne worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paſt. 

H1s faces owne margent did coate ſuch amazes, 

That all eyes ſaw his eyes inchanted with gazes. 

Ile give you eAquitaine,and all that is his, 

And you give himfor my take, but one loving kiſle. 

Prin, Cometo our Pavillion, Boyer is diſpolde. 
Fey. But to ſpeake that in words,which his eye hath 

I onely have made a month of hiseye, (diſclot'd, 
By adding a tongue, which I know will not lye. 
Lad. Ro, Thouart an old Love-monger, and ſpeakeſt 
Skilitully. 
Lad. Ma. He is Cupid: Grandfather, and learnes news 
of him. 
Lad.2. Then was Fen like her mother, for her fa- 
ther is but grim. 
Boy. Doe you heare my mad wenches ? 
Lad, 1. No 
Boy. Whatthen, doe you ſce? 
Lad. :. 1,our way to be gone. 


Foy. Youre too hard tor me. E xtunt omnes. 


Cn eo 


eAftus T ertia. 
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Ent:r Brag gert, and Boy. 
Bra. Watrble child, make pailienate my ſenſe of hea- 


10g. 


| Bur have you forgot your Love ? 
| Brag. Almoſt 1 had. 
} B$oy. Negligent {tudent, learne her by heart. 
Brag. By heartgand in heart Boy. 
Boy. And out of heart Maſter z all thoſe three T will 
prove, 
brag. What wilt thou prove ? 
Boy. A man, it I live (and this) by, in, and withour,up- 
on the inſtant : by heart you love her, becauſe you heart 
| cannot come by her : in heart youlove ber, becauſe your 
| heartis in love with her :and out of heart you love her, 
| being our of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 
Brag. I amall theſe three. 
Boy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing 
at all. 
Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine,he muſt carry me alet- 
rer, 
| #99. A meſſage well fimpathiz'd, a Horſe tobe embaſ- 
{ ſadour for an Aſle, 
| Brag. Ha, ba, What ſayeſt thou? 
Boy, Marry fir,you ſend the Ale upon the Horſe, 
for hes very (low gared : but I goe. 
Brag. The way is but ſhort, away- 
Boy. 4 {wif as Lead fir. F 
Bra. Thy mcani y ingenious,tsnot Lead a met- 
tall heavy, dull, ory" 
Boy. Minime honeſt Maſter, or rather Maſter no. 
Brag. I fay Lead is flow, 
Boy. Youare too {wift fir to ſay ſo. 
Is that Lead flow which 1s fir'd from a Gunne ? 
Brag. Sweet ſmoke of Rherorike, 
He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet that's he : 
I thoote theeat the Swaine. 
Boy. Thump then, and I flee. Exit, 
Brag. A moſt acute Iuyenal, voluble and tree of grace, 
By thy favour ſweet Welkin, I mult figh in thy face, 
Moſt rude melancholly, Valour givesthee place. 
My Herald is return'd. 


Boy. Concolincll.——— | | 
Brag. Sweet Ayer, goe tenderneſſe of yeares : take | 
this Key, give colargement to the ſwaine, bring him fc- | 
ſtinatly hither : I muſt imploy him in a letter ro my | 
Love. 

Boy. Will you win yourlove witha French braule ? 

Brag. How meaneſt thou ,brauling in French ? 

Boy. No my compleat maſter, but to jigge off a tune 
atthe tongues end, canary to it with the teete, humour 
it with turning up your cye : ſigha note and ſing a note, 
ſomertimethrough the threate : it you ſwallowed love 
with ſingiug, love ſometime through the noſe, as if you 
ſouft up love by ſmelling love, with your hat penthouſc- 
like ore the ſhop of your eyes, with your armescroſt on 
your thinebdly doublet, (like a Rabbet on a fpit) or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, 
and keepe not too long in one tune, buta ſnip and away : 
thele are complements,theſe are humours, theſe berray 
1ice wenches thar would be betraied without theſe, and 
make them men of note : doc younote menthat moſt are 
affeRed to theſe? 

Brag. How haſt thou purchaſed this experience ? 

Boy. By my penne of obſervation. 

Frag. But O, but O. 

Boy. The Hobby-horſe is forgot, 

Arag. Cal'ſt thou my love Hobbi-horlc. 

Boy. Mo Maſter the Hdbbi-horſeis but a Colt, and 
your Love perhaps, a Hackny : 


_ _ ©-— 


Enter P age, and Clowne. 


Pap. A wonder Maſter, here's a ( oftard broken in a 
ſhin. 

erm. Some enigma , ſome riddle , no Lenwoy be- 

gin. | 

{ 0. No cgma, no riddle, no Lewvey, no falve, in the 

male far. Or fir, Plantan, a plaine Plantan : no Lemvsy,no 


Lenwoy, or Salve fir, buta Plantan. 

Arm. By vertue thou inforceſt laughter, thy filly 
thought, my ſplcene,the heaving of my lunges provokes | 
me to ridiculous ſmiling: O pardon mermy ftarres,doth 
the inconliderate take ſave for Lenwoy,and the world Len- 
voy tor a /alve? 

Pag. Doe the wiſe thinke them other, is not Lenvoy 

ſalve? (plaine, | 

Arm. No Page, it isanepilogue or diſcourſe to make 
Some obſcure precedence that hath tofore beene faine. 
Now will I begin your morrall, and doe you follow with 

my Lenvoy. 

The Foxe, the Ape,and the Humble-Bee, 

Were ſtill at oddes, being but three. 

Pag. Vnrll the Goole came out of doore, 

Staying the oddes by adding foure. 
A good Zenvey, ending in the Gooſe : would you de- 
lire more? 
(7s. The Boy hath ſold him a bargaine, a Goole, that's 
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Sir, 1y-worth is good, and your Gooſe be fat. 
To a well isasCunnng as talt and lools ; 


Let ae ſee a tat Lenvoy, I that's a tat Goole. 
eArma, Come hither, come hither 3 

ow didthis argument begin ? | | 
oy By Goying tha apa was broken ina ſhin 
Then cal'd you for the Lenvoy. 

Clow, Truc, and I for a Plantan : 
Thus cams your argument in ;: 
Thenthe Boyes fat Lenvoy, the Gooſe that you bought, 
And he caded the market. 

Arma, Bat tell me ; How wasthere a Coftard broken 
ina ſhin ? 

Pag. I willtell youſencibly. 

Claw. Thou halt nv teeling of it oth, 

[ will ipeake that Lenvoy. 
[ Coftard running out, that was fafcly within, 
Fell over the thre(hould, and broke my (hin. 

eArm,. We will talke no more of this matter» 

Claw. Tilithcre be m re matter in the ſhin» 

eArm. vSirra Coftard, | will infranchule thee. 

Chw. O, marry me to one Frances, 1 tmell ſome Zen 
voy, lone Goole inthus, Mp : 

Arm. By my {weet ſoule, I meane; ſetting thee at liber- 
ty. Enfreedoming thy periou ; thou wert Imaured, re- 
{trained, captivated, bound. | 

{ow. True, truc, and now you will be my purgation, 
and let me loolc. 

Arma, 1 give thee thy liberty, ſet thee from durance, 
and1n lica thereof, imp-4c on thee noching but this : 
Beare this ſignificant to the country Maide [aquenerze : 
there is remuneration, tor the beit ward of mine honors 
is rewarding my dependants. Moth, tollow.m—_ Ext. 

Pag. Like the (equell I, 

Signeur Coſtard adew. Exit. 

Clow, My ſweet ounce of mansfleſh, my in-cony Icw: 

Now will I looke to his remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that'sthe Latine word for three-far- 
things : There-farthings remuneration, W har's the price 
ot this yncle 21,d.no, lle give you aremunetation; W hy? 
[t carrie$it remuneration : VV hy? 'tisa fairer name then 
4 or I will novcr buy and fell out of this 
word. 


- 


Enter Birone. 


Fir. O my good knave {{oſtard, exceedingly well met. 
Clow, Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon may 
a man buy tor a remuneration ? 
Bir, Whatis a remuneration ? 
Cot. Marry (ir, haife penny farthing. 
Zw, O, Why then three farthings worth of Silke, 
(oft. Ithanke your worſhip, God be wy you. 
Zi, Olſtay flave, I mult employ thee: 
| ASthou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Doe one thing tor me that 1 ſhall intreate« 
Clow When would you have it done (ir ? 
3w. O thisatter-noone. 
(ow, Well, I willdoeit fir :; Fare you well. 
Ew. O thou knoweſt not what it is. 
C/ow. I [hall know fir, when I havedone it. 
Bir. Why villaine thou muſt know firſt. 


Zw. It muſt bedone this after-noone, 
Harke ſlave, it is but this : 


The Princeſle comes to hunthere in the Parke, 


(2. I will come to your worſhip ro morrow morning. 


— 


Andin her traine there is a gentle Lady : 

When tongues ſpeake ſweetly, thenthey name her name, 

And —_— call her, aske tor her : 

And to her white hand ſee thou doe commend 

This feal'd up counſaile. There's thy guerdon : goe. 
Clo. Guerdon, O ſweet guerdon, better then remune- 

ration, a leyenpence-farthing better : molt ſweet guer- 

don. I will doc it fir in print : gaerdon, remuneration. 

E xt. 

Bir. O | and I forfoothin love, 

I that have beene loves whip ? 

A very Beadle toa humerous figh: A Criticke, 

Nay, a night-watch Conſtable. 

A Cal ering pedant orethe Boy, 

Then whom no mo1call ſo magniticent, 

This wimpled, whyning, purblind waiward Boy 

This ſignior /#m-97 gyant dwarfe,don Cupid, 

Regent ot Love-r1mes, Lord of tolded armes, 

Th'annointed ſoveraigne of ſighes and groanes : 

Licdge ofall loytercrs and malecontents : 

Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpeeces. 

Sule Emperator ard great gencrall 

Of trotting Parrators (O my little heart.) 

And I to be a Corporail ot his held, 

And weare his colours like a Tumblers hoope ? 

What? I love !1 fue [I ſreke a wite, 

A wornan, that is like a Germane Clocke, 

Stull a repairing ; ever out of frame, 

And never going a right, beingbur a Watch : 

But being watch, that it may ſtill goe right. 

Nay, to be perjurde, which is wortt of all: 

And among thre ce, to love the worſt of all, 

A whutly wanton, witha velver brow. © 

With two pitch bals ſtucke iti her face for eyes. 

I, and by heaven, one that will docthe deed, 

Though eArg«e were her Eunuch and her guarde. 

And Ito ligh tor her | co watch tor ker ! 

To pray tor her, goe to: it 15a plague 

That C pid will umpolc.tor my neglect, 

Of his almighty dreadfull lirtle might. 

Well, I will love, write, ſigh, pray, ſue, and grone, 

Some men muſt love my Lady, and {.. me lore: 


Aus Quartus. 


—_ 


Enter the Princeſſe, a Forreiter, ber Ladies, and 
her Lords. 


Prin. Was that the King that ſpurd his horſe ſo hard, 
Againſtthe ſteepe unriſfing of the hill ? 

Hoy, I know nor, bur 1 thinke it was not he. 

Prin, Who ere a was, a ſhew'd a mounting mind : 
Well Lords, today we ſhall have our diipatch, 
On Saterday we will returne to Fraxce, 
Then Forreſter my friend, W here is the Buſh 
That we muſt ſtand and play the murtherer in ? 

For. Hereby upontheedge of yonder Coppice, 
A Stand where you may make the faire(t ſhoote. 

Prin. I thanke my beauty, [ am faire that ſhoote, 
And thereupon thou ſpeak'tt the faireſt ſhoote. 

For, Pardon me Madam, for I meant not ſo. 

Prin, What, what? Firſt praiſe me, thenagaine ſay no. 


O ſhoreliv'd pride. Not faire ? alacke tor Won. 
or. 


Yes 


——— 


—_ 


"od 


_ —  —  — —— — A — 9 
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| For. Yes Madam fairc. 
Pra, Nay, never paint menow, 

Where faire 1s not, praiſe cannot mend the brow. 
Here (good my glaflc ) take this for telling true : 
Faire paiment tor toule words, is more then due. 

For. Nothing but faire 1s that which you inherit. 
Prin, See, ſce, my beauty willbe ſay'd by merit. 
O herchic in taire, fit for thetic dayes, 
A giving hand, though foulc, ſhall have faire praiſe. 
But come, the Bow : Now Mercy goesto kill, 
And ſhooting ell, 15 then accounted ill: 
Thus will 1 fave my credit inthe ſhoote, 
Not wounding, pitty would not let me do't : 
If wounding, then it was to ſhew my $kall, 
That more tor praiſe, than purpoſe meant to kill. 
And out of queſtion, 1o it 15 fomctimes : 
Glory growes guilty of deteſted crimes, 
When tor Fames ſake, to praiſe an curward part, 
We bend to that, the working of the heart. 
As 1 tor praiſealone now {ecketo {pill 
Thepoore Deere bloud, that my heart meanes no ull. 
Boy. Dcec not curſt wives hold that ſclte-{overaignty 
Onely for p.aife take, when they ſtrive to be 
Lords cre their Lords? 
Prim. Onely tor praiſe, and praiſe we may afford, 
To any Lady that ſubdeives a Lord. 


£E mev (i {awre., 


Boy. Here comes a member of the common-wealth. 

Cl. God dig-you-denall, pray you which is the head 
Lady? 

Prin. Thou ſhalt know her fd!ow,by the reſt that have 
no beads. 

(lb, Which is the greateſt Lady, the higheſt ? 

Pw. Thethickeſt, and the talleſt, 

Clo. Thethickeſt, and the talleſt: it is ſogtruth is truth. 
Ard your walk Miftris,wcrc as Alcnder as my wit, 

One a thetc Maides girdles for your waſte ſhould be fit. 
Az nots cu the chicte womare Y ou are the thickeſt here, 
P:.m, What's your will fir? What's your will? 
Clo. 1 have a Litter from Monſicr Brrone, 
Toone Lady Roſattee, 

Prin. Othy letter, thy letter : He's a good friend of 
Stand afidc 200d DEArcr» ( mine. 
Boyer, you can Carve, 

Breake upthis Capon, 

Foy. I am bound toſerve. 

This Letter is miſtooke : it importeth none here : 
It 15 write tO laquenetta. ; 

Prin, We will rcade nt, I tweare. 

Breakethe recke ot che Waxe, and every one give care, 


- > oo 


——_— 


— = > 
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Ps 
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Poyet roades. 


Y heaven, that thou 2rt faire, 15 moſt intallible : rrue 

that thou art beauteous, truth it ſ{clte that thou art 
lovely : more fairer then faire, beautitull then beautious, 
trier thentruth it (elf: : have comiſerattonon thy herci- 
ca'l Vaſlall, The magnanimous and moſt illuſtrate King 
Copberua (ct cye upon the pernicious and indubitate Beg- 
ger Zerelophon : a'1d he ut was that might rightly ſay ,Fe- 
”s, vids, Vice ; Which to Anatomize in the vulgar, O 
aſc and ob{curc vulzar ; viaehicet, He came, Saw, and 0- 
VErCaime 3: Is cC2mec One: (ce; WO ; COVETcamE three. 


VV ho came ? the King. Why did he came ?to fee, Why | wench, as touching the ht ir. 


— — _—_— De Eee nent > eee ew — 


| Letter > What vaine ? What Wcthercocke 


did he {ce ? to overcome. To whom came heÞ tothe | 

Begger. W hat ſaw he ? the Begger, Who overcame | 
he ? the Begger. The concluſion 1s victory : On whoſe 
| ſide? the King : the captive isinricht : On whoſe ſide > + 
the Beggers. Thecataſtrophe 15a Nuptiall : On whoſe | 

ſide ? rhe Kings : no, on both in one, or one in both. I am 
the King (for ſo ſtands the compariſon) thou the Beg. 
ger, torſo witneſſeth thy lowlinefle, Shall I command 
thy love? I may, Shall I intorce thy love? 1 could, 
Shall I entreate thy love ? I will, What, ſhalt thou ex- 
change for ragges, roabes : for tittles titles, for thy ſelfe 
me. Thus expeRing thy reply, 1 prophane my lips on 
thy tcote, my cyes onthy picture, and my heart on thy 
every part. 


A — 


—— 


T hine in the deareſt d:ſigne of induſtry, 


Don Adrianade Armado, 
| 


Thus doſtthou hearethe Nemean Lion roare, 
Gainſt thee thou Lambe, that ſtandeſt as his prey : 
Submiſſive fall his princely feete before, 
And he from forrage will incline to play, 
Bur if thou ſtrive (poore ſoule) what artthouthen ? 
Food for his rage, repaſture for his den. 


tm | OC TD -o—— _—__—_— 


| 
| 
| 
| 
[ 
| 


| 


Prom. Whart plume of feather is he that indited this 
? Did yau 
ever hcarebettcr ? : 
Boy. 1 am much deceived, but Irremember the tile, 
Prin. Eife your memory 1s bad, going ore it crewhile, 
Boy.This Armade 1s 1 Spaniard that keeps here in court 
A Phantaſme, a Monarcho, ard one that makes ſport | 
To the Prince arid his Booke-marcs | 


[ 


Prm. Thou tcllow a word. 
Who gavethee this Letter ? 
Cow. I told you, my Lord. 
Frm. To whom ſhould*ſt thou give it ? | 
Clow. From my Lordto my Lady. 
Prin, From which Lord, to which Lady ? 
{7ow, From my Lord Ferowne, a go0d maiter of mine, 
To a Lady of Fraxce, that he call'd Roſalme, 
Prin.T hou balt miſtaken his lerter, Come Lords away, 
Here ſweet, put up this, 'twill be thine another day. 
Exennt, 
Boy. Who isthe ſhooter ? Who is the ſhooter ? 
Roſa. Shall I teach you ro know. 
Boy. I my eontinent of beauty. 
Roſa. Why ſhe that beares the Bow. Finely pat off. | 
Boy. My Lady goesto kill hornes, bur it thou marry, | 
Hang me by the necke, if hornes that yeare milcarry. | 
t1ncly ptit on. 
Roſa, Wellthen, I am the ſhooter, 


— 


— — ——  ——— EO OO 


Boy, And who is your Deare? 

Roſa. It we chooſe by hornes, your felfe come no! 
neare, Finely pur on indeed | 

Mari, You fill wrangle with her Zojer,and ſhe ſtrik cs | 


at the brow. | 
Boy. Bur ſhee her {elfe is hit lower : | 
Havcl hit her now - 


Roſas Shall I come upon thee with anold ſaying, that | 
was a man when King Pippm ot France was a little boy ,4s | 
rouching the hit it, | 

Foy. So I may agſwer thee with one as ole, that was | 
2\voman when Qucenc Gnrmover of Britaine was 4 lietlz | 


I 
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Thou can{tnot hir it, hit it; hit it, 


Thoucanſt not hit ic my good man. 
Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot + | 
And 1 cannot, another can. _ Exit, 
Cle. By my troth moſt pleaſant, how both did fit it. 


Mar. Amarke marveilous well ſhot, for they both 
did hit. 
Boy. A marke, O marke butthat marks : a marke fayes 


n i */* 
Let the — 4 a pricke in'r,to meate at,it 18 may be. 


Mar, Wide a'ch bow hand, yfaith your hand is our, 
Cle. Tndced a'muſt ſhoore nearer , or hecle ne're hit 


' the clout. | ; 
Bey. And it my hand be oat, then belike you hand 1s 


I 

Cis. Then will ſhe get the upſhoot by clezving the 

Pin. 

Ma. Come, come,yuatalke greafely, your lips grow 

foule. 

Clo, She's too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her 

to boule., ; 

Zez. I fearetoo much rubbing : good night my good 

OQule. 

Clo. By my ſoule a Swaine, a moſt ſimple Clowne. 
Lord, Lord, how the Ladies and I have pat him downe. 
O my troth molt ſweete jeſts, moſt incony vulgar wit, 
\Vhen it comes ſo {moorhly off, ſo obſcencly, as it were, 

ſo fit. 
«Armado athto fide, Oa moſt dainty man. 
To ſee him walke before a Lady, and to beare her Fan. 
To ſee him kille his hand, and how molt ſweetly a will 
{weare:; 
And his Page at other fide, that handfull of wit, 
Ah heavens, 1*1s a molt patheticall nit. 
Sowla, towla. 


Exeunt. 
Showre within. 


' Enter Dull, Holoſernes, the Pedant, and NN athaniel. 


mony of a good conſcience. 


ripeas a Pomwater, whonow hangeth like a Tewell in 
the care of Cel the Sky : the welken the heaven, and a+ 
non falleth like a Crab onthe tace of Terra, the {oyle,the 
land, the carth. 

Carat, N ath. Truly Maſter Holefernes,the epythites are 
ſwcedy varicd like a {chollerat the leaſt ; but (ir I aflure 
yee, it wasa Bucke of the firſt head, 

Hol. Sir N athamel, haud cred, 

Dul. "Twas nota baxd credo, 'twasa Pricket. 

Hol. Moſt barbarousintimation : yet a kind of infi- 
nuation, as it were #8 944, in way of cxplication facere :as 
it were replication, or rather oftentere,to ſhow as it were 
his iacl:nation after his undreſſed,unpoliſhed, uneduca- 
| red, unpruned, untrained,or rather unlettered, or rathe- 
| reftunconhrined tahion, to infert againe my baxd credo 
four a Deare. 

on + I faid the Deare was not a haxd credo, 'tyyas 2 Pri- 
cker- 

Hol. Twice ſod ſimplicity, 6% cofiuz, O thou mon- 
ter ignorance, how deformed dooſt thou louke? 

N «th. Sir he hathnever fed of the dainties that are 

vred in a booke., 
He hath not cate paper asit were : 


| He hath not drunke inke. 


| 


| 


Fed. The Deare was (as you know) fanguis in blood, | 


Nath, Very revcrent ſport truely ,and done inthe teſti- | 


| 


— 


| 


His intelle&t ts not repleniſhed, he is onely an animall, 

onely fenfible in the duller parts: and ſuch barren plants 

are {ct before us,that we thankefull ſhould be: which we 

talte and feeling,are for thoſe partsthat doe fruftivic in us 

more then he, 

For as it would ill become me to be vaine, indiſcreet, or 
a foole ; 

So were there a patchſet on Learning, to ſee him in a 
Schoole. 

But ome bene lay I, being of an old Fathers mind, 

Many can brooke the weather, that love not the wind. 

Dui. Youtwo are book-men : Can you tell by your 
wit, What was a month old at (ain birth, that's not 
five weekes old as yet ? 
= Diitiima goodman Dull , Dithiſima goodman 

ul. 

Dwll. What is diftinna ? 

Nath. A title to Phebe, to Luna, to the Moone. 

Hol. The Moone wasa month old when Adam was 
no more. (tcore. 

And wrought nctto tive-weekes when he came to five- 

Th'alluhon holds in the Exchange. | 

Dual. Tistruc indced; the Collufion holdsin the Ex- 
change. 

Hel. God comfort thy capacity, 1 ſay th'alluſion holds 
in the Exchange. | 

Dal. And 1 faythe poluſion holds in the Exchange : 
for the Moone is never but a month old : and 1 fay be» 
fide that,'twas a Pricket that the Princefle kild, 

Hol. Sixt Nathamel , will you heare an extemporall 
Epytaph on the death of the Deare, and ro humour 
- ignorant call d the Deare, the Princeilckill'da Pric- 

ets 

Nath. Perge, good Maſter Holofernes, perge, fo it ſhall 
pleaſe youtoabrogate {curility. 

Hel, I will tomertung affect the letter, for it argues 
facility, 


The prayifull Frinceſſe pearſt andprickt 
a pretty pleafing Prichet, 
Som: ſay a Sere, but not a ſore, 
toll naw mad: ſore with ſpooring. 
The Dog ges aid yeh, put ell to Sore, 
then Sorell jumps from thicket : 
Or Pricker-ſore, or el(e Sorel , 
the people fall a booting. 
If Sore bee ſore, then ell to Sore, 
makes fifty ſores © ſorell : 
Of one ſore [ an hundred maks 
by adding but one more L. 


Nath, A rare talent. 

Dal. Ita talent be a claw, looke how he clawes him 
with a talent. 

Nath. This is agittthatT have ſimple : ſimple, a too- 
lifk extravagant ſpirit, full of tormes, figures, ſnapes,ob- 


jets, Ideas, henfions, motions, revolutions. Thete 
are begot ini the ventricle of memory, nourifht in the 
wombe of primater, and delivered upon the mellowing 


of occaſion: butthe gifris good in thoſe in whom it is 
acute, and I am thankefull tor it. 


Hol. Sir, Ipraiſe the Lord for you, and ſo may my | 


pariſhioners, tor their Sonnes are well tutor'd by you, 
and their Daughtersprofit very greatly under you : you 


area good member ofthe common-weatth. 
Nath. Me hercle, If their Sonnes be ingeanous, -_ 
* thnall 


— 


— _—_——_c_ 


| 


| 
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hall wane noinſtruRtion : Ifcheir Daughters becapable, 
i will putit to then. But Vir ſapit qus panca loquitar, a 
{oulc Feminine fſaluterh us. 


Emter Iaquenztta, and the (Towne. 


Taque.God give you good morrow Maſter FP ar/on. 
Nath. Maſter Parſon, quaſi Perſone? And if one ſhould 
be perft, Which is the one? ; 
Clo. Marry Maſter Schoolemaſter, he that is likeſt to 
cad. 


a hogſh 

Nath. Of perfing a Hogihead, a good luſter of conceit 
in a turph of Earth, tire cnough for a Flint, Pcarlc enough 
for a Swine : 'tis pretty,it is well. 

lagu. Good Maſter Parſon be ſo good as reade me this 
Letter, it was givenme by Coſtard, and ſent me from 
Don eArmatho : I beteech — as 

Nath. Fanſt c precor gelsaa, q , peers omme ſub wm- 
bra, ruminat, d fo 2" Ah old Manzaen, 1 
may ſpeake of thee as the traveller doth of Venice, Yene- 
chs, venachea,qui non te vide, s non te piarch, Old Han. 
tan, old Mantuin. Who underſtandeththee not, vt re 
ſella mi fa. Vnder pardon fir, What are the contents?or 
rather as Horrace {ayes in his, W hat ! my ſoule verſcs, 

Hel. I fir,and very learned. 

Nath. Let me hca:ea fiaffe, a ſianza, a verſe, Lege do- 

mn . 
If Love make me forſworne, how ſhall I ſweareto loue ? 
Ahneuer faith could ho'd if not to beautic vowed. 
Thoughto my ſelfe forſworne, tothee Ile faithfull proue. 
Thoſc thoughts to me were Okes, to thee like Ohiers 

A bou cd. 

Study his byas leaves, and makes his booke thine eyes. 

Where all thoſe plealures live, that Art would compres 
hcnd , 

If knowledge be the marke, to know thee ſhall ſuthce, 

Well learncd isthat tongue, that well can thee commend. 

All ignorant that ſoule, that ſees thee without wonder. 

Which isto me lome praiſe, that I thy partsadmire ; 

Thy eye /oves lightning bcarcs, thy voyce his dreadtull 
thunJer. 

Which notto anger bent, is muſique, and ſweet fire, 

Celcſtiall as thou art, Oh pardon Love this wrong, 

That ſings heavens praiſe, with ſuch an earthly tongue. 

Pedre. Y ou find not the apoltraphas, andſo mifſe the 
accent. Let me ſ1/peruiſc the cangenet, 

Nath. Here are onely numbersrartified, but for the 
elegancy, facility, and golden cacence of poeſie caret ; Os 
viduw Naſo wasthe man. And why in deed N ao, bur 
for ſmclling out tlic odoriterous Rovres of fancy ? the 
jerkes of invention imitary is nothing : So doth the 
Hound his maſtcr, the Ape his keeper, the tyred Horſe 
his rider : But Demoſells Virgin, Was this directed to 
you ? 
laque. I fir trom one mounſier Berowne, one of the 
ſtrange Quecnes Lords, 

N ath. 1 will overg/ance the ſuperſcripe. 

T 0 the ſnow-whue hand of the meſt beautiouws Lady, Rolaline. 
I will looke againe on the intelle&t of the Letter, for 
the nomination of the party written to the perſon writen 
unto. 

Torr Ladi/hripr in all deſrred 1mployment, Berowne. 

Per. Sir Holoferner, this Berowneis one of the Yoraries 
with th- King, and he-rc he hath framed a Lerter to a ſe- 
quent of the {tranger Queenes: which accidentally, or 

by the way of progrethon, hath miſcarried. Trip and 


—_—_— <<. ———— 


King,it may concerne much : ftay not thy 
forgive thy duety , adue. 

Mad. Good (ofterd goe with me ; 
Sir God fave your life. 

Ceft, Have with thee my girle. Oxi, 

Hol. Sir you have done ho in the feare of God yery 
religioufly ; and as a certaine father faithw—. 

Fed. Sir teil not me of the father, I doe feare Colours. 
ble colours. But roreturne to the Verſes, Did they pleaſe 
you (ir NN athaneel? 

Nath. Marveilous well tor the pen, 

Peda, 1 doe dine to day at the tathers of a certaine Py 
pill of ine, where if (being En ſhallpicafc yours 
gratihe the table with a Grace, I will on my priviledge[ 
have with the parents of the foreſaid Child or Pupill, 
undertake your bien vennto, where I will prove thole 
Verlesto bee very unlearned, neither ſavouring of Poc- 
try, Wit, nor Invention. 1 beſeech your Soctety, 

Nath. And thanke you to : for ſociety (faith the text) 
is the happineſle of life, 

Peda. And certesthe text moſt infallbly concludes it. 
Su T] Py you too, you ſhall not ſay me nay ; pace 

v 


goc my ſweet, dcliverthis Paper into t 6 — 
| 
| 


Away, the gentlesarcat their game, and we willto our 


recreation. | 
E xenne, 


Enter Birone with a Paper in buy hand, alone. 


Bwo. The King he is hunting the Deare, 

I = — my _ q 

hey have pitcht a Toyle, I am toyling ina pytch, 
pitch that files ; dehile, ts word "1 "4s 
downe forrow ; for ſothey ſay the focle faid, and fo lay 
I, andIthe foole : Wellproved wit. By the Lord this 
Love is as mad as Avex, it kils ſheepe, it kils me, 1a; 
ſhcepe ; Well proved againe a my fide. I will not love, | 
if I doe, hang me : yfaich I willnot. O but her eye : by | 
this light, but for her eyc,I would not love her ; yes, for 
xr twocyes. Well, I dox nothing inthe world bur lye 
and lye1n my throate, By heaven I doe love, and it hath 
taught meto Rime, and to be mallicholy : and here 1s 
part of my Rime, and heere my mallicholly. Well, {h: 
hath one a'my Sonnets already, the Clowne bore it, the 
Focle ſent it, and the Lady hath it :{weet Clowne, {ywees 
ter Foole, {weerelt Lady. By the world, I would not care 
a pin, if che other three were in. Here comes one witha 
paper, God give himgrace to grone. 

He itanaz afiae. 

Kin, Ay me |! 

Bur. Shot by heaven : proceed ſweet (pid, thou haſt 
thumpt him wich thy Birdboit under the lctt pap-in faith 
{cc1ets. 

Kung. So ſweet a kiſle the golden Sunne gives not, 
To thole freſh morning drops upon the Role, 
As thy eye beames when their freſh Rayes have ſmot 
The night of dew that on my cheeks downe flowes. 
Nor ſhinesthe ſilver Moone one halfe ſo bright, 
Through the tranſparent boſome cf the deepe, 
As doth thy facethrough teares of mine give light : 
Thou ſhin'ſt 1n every reare that I doe weepe, 
Nodrop,but as a Coach doth carry thee, 
$5ride(t thou trwmphing in my woe, 
Doe bur bchold the tearesthat ſwell in me, 
Avd they thy glcry through my griefe will ſhew : 


The King entreth, 


U3 


ts. — 


— —— 
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Burdoehor love thy ſelfe, thenthou wilt keepe 
My reares for glaſles, and (till make me weepe+ 
O Queene of Queenes, how farredoſt thoucxcell, 
No chought can thinke, nortongue of mortall tell. 
How ſhall ſhe know my griefes? le dropthe paper. 
Sweet leaves (ſhade folly. Who is he comes heere ? 


Enter Longavile. The King fleps aſide. 
V hat ! Longawilt } and reading : liſten carc. 

Bir. Now 1n thy likenefle, one more toole appeare. 

Log. Ay me, Iam forſworne. 

Be. Why be comesin like a perjurd, wearing papers+ 

Long. Inlovel , {weet tellowſhip in ſhame. 

Bir. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

Lon. Aa I che firft that have bin perjur'd ſo? (know, 

By. 1could put thee m comfort, not by two that I 

Thou makeſt the triumphbery, the corner cap of ſocicty, 
The ſhape of Loves Tiburne, that —_— implicity. 
Lon. | teare theſe ſtubborne lines lacke power to move. 
O ſweet Maria, Empreſle of my love, 
Theſe numbers will I teare, and write in proſe. 
Bi. O ! Rimesare guardson wanton Cupids hoſe, 
Distigurenot bis Shop. 

Lon. This fame ſhall goe. He reads the Souner. 
Did net the he Rhetoricke of thine eye, 
'Gamit whom the world cannot hold argument, 
Perſwade my heart to thu falſe perjury ? 
Uower for thee brokg deſerve not pan 
A Womaal forſwore, but I will prove, 

' Thos biing « Godd:ſſe, I forſnore not thee, 
My Vow was earthly, thos a beaventy Love. 


Thy grace being gamn'd, twres all di in me. 
rw webnlines; and CG ”, 
Then thou _ Sun, which on my earth deft ſhine, 
E xhal ſt this vapar -vow, tn thee it ut ; 
If broken then, it is no fawlt of mine : 
If by me broke, What foole us not ſo wiſe, 
To looſe an oath, to win a Paradsſe? 
Bw. This isthe ver veine, which makes fleſh a deity, 
Agrcene Goole, a Goddefle, pure pare Idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend, we are auch out o'th'way-. 


Enter Dumazne. 
Ton. By whom ſhall I ſend this 1 (company 2) Stay, 
8s. All hid, sll hid, an old infant play, 
Like ademy God, here (it I inthe sky, 
And wretched fooles ſecrets heedfully orc-cye- 
More Sackes tothe myll 1O heavens [ have my wiſh, 
Damame transform'd, foure Woodcocks ina diſh. 
Dum. O moſt divine Kate. 
Bre. O moſtprophane coxcombe. 
Dwm. By heaven the wonder of a mortall eye. 
Bir. By carth ſhe is not, corporall, there you lye. 
Dum. Her Amber haires for foule hath amber cored. 
Br. An Amber coloured Raven was well noted. 
Dwn, As upright asthe Cedar. 
By. Stoope 1 lay, her ſhoulder is with- child. 
Dum. As faireas day. 
Bir. 1 as ſome dayes, but then no ſunne muſt ſhine. 
Dwm. O that | had my wiſh ? 
Long. And I had mine. 
Km. And mine too good Lord. 
Bw. Amen, (0 1 had mine: 1s not that agood word ? 
Dum, [ would forget her, but a Fever ſhe 
Raignes in my bloud, and wi!l remembred be. 
Be. A Fever in yourbloud 1 why then inciſion v 


OR 


_—— "— 


Would let her out in Savers, ſweet miſpriſiony 
Dam, Once more lle read thc Ode that Thave writ. 
Br. Once more Ile marke how Love can varry VWit- 


Dumame reades his Sonnet." 


On 4 day, alacke the day : 
Love, whoſe Month 1 every OAMay, 
Spied 4 bloſſome paſſing favre, 

F laying mn the wanton ayre : | 
Through th: Ueiver, leaves the wind, 
«Al nuſcene, can paſſage 

That the ficke to death, 

Wwh'd bimſelfe the hexvens broath, 
Are ( quoth he) thy checkes mey blow, 
Are, would | might trruamph/3. 

But alacke my hand u (worne, 

Ne'r: to plucke thee from thy throne; 
Vow alacke for youth nwymecre, 

Tonth /o apt to plucke aſwert. 

Doe not call it ſinue in me, 

That 1 ame forſworne for thee, 

T box for whom jove would ſme 22, 
Juno but an Arhiop were, 

end deny bimſelfe for love, 

Turning mertall for thy Love, 


This will I ſend, and ſomething elfe more plaine. 
That ſhall expreſfle my truc-loves faſting paine, 
O would the King, Firove, and Lorgavuie, 
Were Lovers too, i!l to example ill, 
Would from my forchead wipe a perjur'd note : 
For none offend, where all alike doe dote. 

Long. Dumaine, thy Love is farre trom charity, 
That in Loves gricfe delir'it ſociety : 
You may looke pale, but I ſhould bluſh I know, 
To be ore-hcard, and taken napping to. 

K img. Come fir, you bluſh : as his, your caſe is ſuch, 
Youchid at him, oftending rwiceas much. 
You doenot love Maria? Longavile, 
Did never Sonnet for her fake compile z 


Nor never lay bis wreathed armes athwart 
His loving boſome, to keepe downe his heart» 
[ had beenecloſcly ſhrowded in this buſh, 
And markt you both, and fur you both did bluſh. 
I heard your guilty Rimes, ovbſeru'd your faſhion ; 
Saw ſighes recke from you, noted well your paſſion. 
Aye me, fayes one | O /ove, the other cries! 
Her haires were Gold, Criſtall the others cyes- 
You would tor Paradiſe breake faith andtroth, 
And, /eve for your Love would infringe an oath. 
W hat will Birone ſay when that he ſhall heare 
A faithinfringed, which ſuch zealc did tweare- 
How will be {corne? how will he ſpend his wit ? 
How will herri , leape, and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever I did (ee, 
1 would not have him know ſo much by me. 

Bir. Now ſtep I forth ro whip hypocrifie. 
Ah good my , | pray thee pardon me« 
Good heart, W hat grace haſt thon thus to reprove 
Theſe wormes for loving, thar are molt in love? 
Your eyes doe make no couches in your teares. 
Thereis no certaine Princeſſe that appeares, 
You'll not be perjur'd, 'ris « hatefull rhing : 
Tuſh, none bur Minſtrels like of Sonnerring- 
Burt are you not aſham'd ? nay, are you not 
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All three #f yon, to be thus much ore ſhot ? Bir. Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers, O let us imbrace + 
You found his Moth, the King your Moth did ſec : As true we areasficſh and bloud can be. | 
But 1 a Beame doe find incach of three, The Sca will ebbe and flow, heaven will ſhew his face : 
O what a Scene of fool'ry have I ſcene, Young bloud doth not obey an old decree. 
Ot ſighes, of grones, of ſorrow, and of trenc - We cannot crofſe the cauſe why weare borne : 
O me, with what ſtri& paticnce have I far, Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſworne. 
Tolee a King tranformed roa Gnat ? _ 4 What, did thefe rent lines ſhew fome love of 
Toſce great whipping a Gigge, thine? ( Roſalme, 
And profound Sa/omen tuning a Ilygge? Bw. Did ys quoth you ? Who ſeesthe heavenly 
And Neftor play at puſh-pin with the boyes, That ( likea c and ſavage man of /nde.) 
And Crutiche Tymos laugh at idle toycs. At the firſt yy ofthe $ Ealt, 
Where lies thy griete? JO tell me Dumaine. Bowes not his vaſſall head, and ſtrooken blind, 
And gentle Zongavile, where lyes thy paine ? Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient brealt? 
And where my Licdges ? all about the breſt. What peremptory Eage-lighted eye 

Dareslooke uponthe heaven of het brow, 


A Candle hoa ! 
Kim. Toobitter is thy zeſt, That isnot blinded by her Maje ? 


Are we betrayed thus to thy over-view ? Kin, What zeale, what fury, hath inſpir'dthee now ? 


Bw, Not you by me, but [ betrayedto you- My Love (her Milſtris) is a gractous Moone, 
I that am boneſt, I that hold it finne She (an attending Starre) ſcarce ſeene a light, 
Bir. My cycsare then no eyes, nor 1 Zwrone. 


To breakethe vow Iam ingaged in: ' | 
O, but for my Love, day would turne ronight, 


I am betrayed by keeping company | 
With men, like ma—— inconſtancy. Ot all complexions the cul'd foveraignty\, 


When ſhall yon fee me write a thing in rime? Doe mect asata faire in her faire checke, | 
Or grone for Joaze ? or ſpend 4 minutes time, Where ſeverall Worthies make one dignity, 
In pruning me, when ſhall you heare thatI will praiſe a | Where noching wants, that want it {clte doth ſecke, 
hand, a foot, a face, an cyc :a gate,a ſtate,a brow, a breſt, | Lend me the flouriſh of all gentle tongues, 
a waſte, a legge, a limme. Fye painted Rethoricke, O ſhe needs itnot, 
Km. Soft, Whither away ſofaſt? o things of ſale, aſcllers praiſe belongs : 
A true man, or a theefe, that gallops ſo. She paſlcs praiſe, then praiſe too ſhort doth blo. 
Es. I polt from Love, good Lover let me go+ A withered Hermite, hveſcore winters worne, 
Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her cyc ; 
Enter laquenetta, and ( lowne. Beauty doth varniſh Age, as if new borne, 
Taque. God bleſſe the King, And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancy. 
Kn, W hat Preſent haſt thou there ? O "tis the Sunne that maketh all things ſhine. 
Clo. Some certaine treaſon, King. By hcaven, thy Love is blacke as Ebony+ 
Km, W hat makes treaſon heere ? Bw. Is Ebony like her ? O word divine? 
Clo, Nay it makesnothing fir. A wifeof ſuch wood werefelicity- 
Ks. Ifit marrenothing neither, O who can = an ath? Where is abooke ? 


Thetreaſon and yon go in peace together. That 1 may {weare beauty doth beauty lacke, 
Taqne. I beleech your Grace letthis Letter be read, It that ſhe learne not of her cyc to looke ; 
Our perſon mildoubts it : it was treaſon he ſaid, No face 1s faire that is nor full ſo blacke. 


Kin, B wore,reade it over. Hereades the Letter. | Km. O paradoxe, blacke 1s the badge of hell, 
Where hadtt thou it, The hue of dungeons, and the Schoole of night : 


laque. Of Coltard And beauties creſt becomes the heavens well. 
Kin. Where haditthou it ? Bir. Divels ſooneſt tempt reſembling ſpirits of light. 
Coft, Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. O it in blacke my Ladies browes be deckt, 
Km. How now,what is in you? why doſtthou teare it? | It mournes, that painting an viurping haire 
Bw. Atoy my Liedge, atoy : your grace needs not Should raviſh doters with a falſc aſpect : 
feare it, And therefore is ſhe borne to make blacke, fairc. 
Long. It did move him to paſſion, and therefore let's Her favour turnesthe faſhion of the dayes, 
heare it, F or native bloud iscounted painting now 3 
Dwm. It is Fires writting, and heere is bis name. | And thereforered that would avoyd diſpraiſe, | 
Bir. Ah you whorcſon loggerhead, you were borne | Paivtsit ſelfe blacke, to imitate her brow, | 
to doe me (hame. Dwm.(To lookelike her are Chimny-lweepers blacke- 
Guilty my Lord, guilty : I contefle, I confeſſe. Lon. And ſince hertime, are Colliers counted bright | 
Kung. What ? l King. And Aethiops of their tweet complexion croKke- 
Zir. That youthree fooles, lackt me foole, to make Dum. Darke needs no Candles now, for darke is light 
up the meſlc. Bir. Your miſtreſſes darenever come in raine, | 
He, he, and you :and you my Licdge, and I, For feare their colours ſhould be waſht away- 
Are picke-purſes in Love, and we deſerve to dyc. Kin. 'T were good yours did : for fir to tell you plants 


Odiſmiſſe thisaudience, and T ſhall tell you more. lle find a fairer face not waſht to day. 
Dam. Nowthe number 1s even. Br. Ile prove her faire, or talke rill dooms-day here: 


Bir. Trac, truc,iwe are fourez will theſe Turtles be | Xs. No Divell will fright theethen ſo much as @#-| 
? Dum. I never knew man hold vile ſtuffe ſodeere- 


Kis. Hence firs, away. (Exit. Lo, Looke, ber's thy love, my footand ber face {| 
Cle. Walkealidethe true folke,and ct thetraytors ſtay. | Zr. Oit the ſtrects were paued with thine eyes, , | 
| er 
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Aerfeet were much too dainty for ſuch tread. 
Dem. © vile, then as ſhe goes whatupward lyes Þ 
The (ircet ſhould fer as ſhe walk'd over head. 
Kim, But what of this, are we not all in love ? 
Bw. Nothiog fo fure,and thereby all foriworne. 
Km, Then leave this chat, and good Bene nuw prove 
Our loving lawfall, and our taith not rorne. 
Dam. I marry there, ſome flattery for this evill, 
. O ſomeauthority how to proceed, | 
Some trickes, ſome quillets, how to cheat the divell. 
Dam, Some (alive tor perjury. 
Bir. O 't1s more then neede, 
Haveat you then atfeRtions menat armes, 
Conſider what you firſt did ftweare unto : 
Tofaſt, to ſtudy, and to ſee no woman : 
Flat treaſon gainſt the Kingly Rate of youth- 
Say, C:n you falt 2 your ſtomackes are too young : 
And ab(tinence ingenders maladies. + 
And wherethat you have vow'd to ſtudy (Lords) 
In that cach of you have forſworne his Booke- 
Can you {till dreame and pore, and thereon looke? * 
For when would you my Lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of ſtudies excellence, 
Wichout the beauty of a womans face ; | 
From womens eyes this Doarine I derive, 
They are the Ground, the Bookes, the Academs, 
From whence doth ipring the true Promerhean fuc. 
Why, umaverfall plodding, poyſons up 
The nimble ſpirirs in the arteries, 
As motion and long during action tyres 
The tinnowy vigour of the cravailer. 
Now for not looking 00 a womans tace, 
You have in that for{worne the ule of cycs : 
And (tudy too, the cauſer of your vow. 
For where is any Author in the world, 
Teaches ſuch beauty asa womans eye : 
Learning is but an adjunct to our felte, 
And where we are, our learning likewiſe is, 
Then when our fclves we fee m Ladieseyes, 
Doe we not likewile ſee our learning there ? 
O « c have made a Vow to ſtudy, Lords, 
And inthat vow we have forſworne our Bookes : 
For when would you ( my Leige) or you, or you ? 
In _ contemplation have found our 
Such fiery Numbers as the ing cyecs, 
Ot beauties tutors have hiyeawad : 
Other flow Artsintircly keepe the braine : 
And therefore tinding barraine praQtizers, 
Scarce ſhew a harvelt of their heavy toyle« 
But Love tirſt learned in a Ladies eyes, 
Livesnot alone immured in the braine : 
But withthe motion of all elements, 
Courlcs as (wift as thought in every power, 
Aud gives to every power adouble power, 
Above their funons and their offices. 
Itaddes a precious ſeeing to the eye : 
A Lovers eyes will gaze an Eagel blind, 
A Loverseare will heare the loweſt ſound. 
When the ſuſpicious head of theft is ſtop; 
Loves fecling 18 more ſoft and ſenſible, 
Then are thetender hornes of Cockled Snayles. 
Loves tongue provesdainty Bachws, grofſe n taſte, 


| 


As bright Apols's Lute, ſtrung with his haire. 
And when Love ſpeakes, the voyce of all the gods, 
Make heaven drowlic withthe harmony , 
Never durſt Poer touch a pen to write, 
Vneill his Inke were tempred with Loves fighes : 
O then his lines would raviſh ſavage cares; 
And plant in Tyrants mild kumility, 
From womens eyesthis doctrine I derive. 
They fparcle till the right Pometheas fire, 
They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Academes, 
Thar ſhew, containe, and nouriſh all the world. 
Elſe none at all in ought proves excellent. 
Then fooles you were theſe women to forſweare : 
Or ogg wort is ſworne, you will prove fooles. 
For Wiſedomes ſake (a word that all men love) 
Or for Lovesſake, a word that loves all men. 
Or for Mens ſake, the author of theſe Women: 
Or Womensfake, by whom we men are men, 
| Let us once looſe our oathes to find our ſelves, 
Orelſe we looſe our elves, to keepe our cathes ; 
Iris religion to be thus forſworne. 
For Chariry ir ſelfe fulfills the Law : 
And who can ſever love from Charity? 
Ki. Saint Cupidthen, and Souldiers to the ficld. 
Bir. Advacxc your ſtandards, and uponthem Lords. 
Pell, mell, downe with them : but be firſt advis'd, 
Inconfliſh that you gerthe Sunne of them. 
Lex. Now to plaine dealing, Lay theſe glozes by, 
Shall we reſolve ro wooe thele girls of France? - 
Kin, And winne themrtoo, therefore let usdeviſe, 
Some entertainment for them intheir Tents. 
Bir. Firſt from the Parke let us conduct them thicher, 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Ot his faire Miſtrefſe, in the afternoone 
We will with ſome paſtime ſolacethem : 
Such asthe ſhortneſle of the time can ſhape, 
For Revels, Dances, Maskes, and merry houres, 
Fore-runne faire Love, ſtrewing ber way with floyyres. 
Km. Away, away, notime ſhall be omitted, 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 
Bir, Alone, alone ſowed Cockell, reap'd no Corne, 
And Tuſtice alwayes whirles in equall meaſure : 
_ Wenches may prove plagues to men forſworne, 
If ſo, our Copper buyes yo better treaſure. 


E xennt, 
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Enter the Pedant, Curate, and Dull, 


Peda. Satis quid ſufficit. = 
Cay. I praiſe God tor you ſir, your reaſons at dinner 
have beene ſharpe and ſententious:pleaſant without ſcur- 
rillity, witty without ffeRtation aueacious without ime 
_ learned without opinion, and _ without 
ie : I didconuerſe this quoxdam day witha compa- 
nion of the Kings, who is intituled, nominated, or called, 
Don Adriano de Armatho. 
Ped. Nevihominum ranguan te, His humour is lofty, 
his diſcourſe perem : bist filed, thus eye am- 


on _ n net Loves Henke? | birious, his gate mujcfticall, and his ali behavi- 
rs Cuming trees in the Heſperider. our vaine, ridiculous, and thraſonicall, He is roo picked, 
a us Sphinzs as weerand muſicall, too ſpruce, too affeRed, too oddr,as it were, too pere- 
Asoright Apodo's Lute, ſtrung with his haire, grinate, as I may call ir, p 
OT M 2 wrat. 
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Curat, A moſt ſingular and choile Epithat, 
Draw ont his T able-hooke, 

Ped. He draweth outthe thred of his verbolity, ht- 
ner then the ſtaple of his argument. I abhor tuch pha- 
naticall phantafims, ſach inſociable and poynt deviſe 
companions, ſuch rackers of ortagriphy, as to ſpeake 
dour fine,when he ſhould fay doubt; der, when be ſhould 
pronounce debt ;z d e bt, nor det : be clepeth a Calte, 
Caufe : halfe, haufe : neighbour vocarmy nebour; neigh a- 
breviated ne : this is abhomin:ble, which he would call 
abbominable : it infinuateth meof infamy : ne intelagss do- 
wwe, to make franticke, lunaticke ? 

Cura. Lau deo, bene wtelligo, | 

Peda. Bom: boon for boon preſcian, alittle ſcarch , 'twill 
leryc. 

Emer Brag gart, Boy. 


(erat, Vides-ne quis vent ? 

Peda, Video, & gandis, 

Brag, Churra, 

Peda. Qxare Chirra, not Sirra ? 

Brag. Men of peace weil incountred. 

F ® 2 Moſt millitary fir, (alutation, ; 

Boy. They have beene at a great fealt of Languages, 
and ſtole the ſcraps. 

Clow. O they have liv'd long on the almes-basket of 
words. I marvell thy M. hath not eaten thee tor a word, 
for thou art not{o long by the head as honorifcabilitu- 
dinitatibus ; Thouart cafier ſwallowed then a Rapdra- 

ON » 
; Page. Peace, the pcale begins. 
Brag. Mounſicr, are you not lettered ? 

Page. Yes, yes, he teaches boycs the Horne-booke : 
W hat 15 Ab ſpeld backward with the horne on his head ? 

Peda. Ba, pueritia with a horne added. 

Pag. Ba moſt ſcely Sheepe, witha horne: you heare his 
learning. 

Ped. Dun qu, thou Conſonant ? 

Paz. Thelaſtof the five Vowels if You repeat tliem, 
or the fift it I, 

Pea. I will repeatthem : a eI. 

P ar. The Shcepe, the other rwoconcludes it ou. 

Brag. Now by the {alt wave of the mediterancum, a 
ſweet tutch,aquicke veaewe of wit,(nip ſnap,quicke and 
home, it rejoyceth my intclleR, true wit. 

Page. Offcrcd byachild to an old man ; which is wit- 
old. 

Peds. What is the figure > What isthe figure ? 

Page. Horces. 

Peaax. Thou diſputes't like an Infant : goe whip thy 
Gigge. 

Pag. Lend me your Horne to make one, and I will 
whip about your intamy w = citaa gigge of a Cuckolds 


| horne. 


| 
| 


_ At your ſweet pleaſure, for the Mountain, 
F eaa, 1 doc ſans queſtron. | 

Brag. Sir,itis the Kings moſt ſweet pleaſure and af. | 
fection, to congratulate the Princeſſeat her Pavilion, in 
the poſtersors of this day, which the rude multitude call 
the after-ncone. | 

Ped. The pofterior of the day, moſt generous fir, is liz. | 
ble, congruent, and meaſurable for the after-noone : the 
word is wellculd, choiſc, {veect, and apt I doe aſſure you 
tr, Idocaſlure. 

Brag. vir, the King isa noble Gentleman, and my fa. 
miliar, I doe aſſure ye very good friend: for what 1s in> 
ward betweene us, let it paſic. I doe beſcech thee re- 
member thy curteſie, Ibeſcechthee apparcll thy head : 
and ameng other importanate and molt ſerious defignes,. 
and of great import indeed too : but let that paſle, tor1 
mult tell thee it will pleaſe his Grace (bythe world) | 
ſometime to leans upon my poore ſhoulder, and with | 
his royall finger thus dally with my excrement, with my | 
muſtachio ; but ſweet heart let that paſſe. By the world 
I recount no table, ſome certaine ſpeciall honours it 
pleaſcth his Greatnefſe to impartto eArmade a Souldier, 
a man of travell, that hath ſcene the world : but let that 
paſſe ; the very all of all is : bur ſweet heart, I doe in- 
plore ſecrecy, that the King would have me preſent the 
Princeſſe({weerchucke) with ſome delightfull oftents- 
tion, or ſhow, or pageant, or anticke, or fire-worke: 
Now, underſtanding that the Curate and your ſweet (clfe 
are goodat ſuch eruptions, and ſodaine breaking out of 
myrth (as it were) I haveacquainted you withall, to the 
end to crave your aſliſtance. 

Peda, Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the Nine Wor: 


thies, Sir Holefernes, as concerning ſome entertainment 
of rime, ſome ſhow in the poſterior of this day, to bee | 
rendred by our alliſtants at the Kings command : and this 
moſt gallant, illuſtrate and learned Gentleman, before | 
the Vruxcefle ; Iay none {fo fit as to preſent the Nane | 
Worthics. | 

Curat, Where will you find men worthy enough to | 
preſent them ? | 

Peda. Toſua, your ſelfe : my (cle, and this gallant ger-' 
tleman /ndas Afachabews ; this Swaine (becauſe of his 
great limme or joynt) ſhall paſſe Pompey the great, the | 
Page Hercules, 

Brag. Pardon fir, error : He is not quantity enough 
for that Worthicsthumbe, hc isnot ſo big as the cod of 
his Club. | 

Peda, Shall I have audience ? he ſhall preſent Herew- | 
les ta minority : his enter and exit ſhall be ſtrangliug © | 
Snake ; and 1 will have an Apology for that purpolc. | 

Pag. Ancxcellent device: fo it any of the audicnce | 
hiſſe, you may cry, Well done Hercules, now thou cru- | 
ſheſt the Snake , that is the way to make an oftcace gi 


: 


| cicus, though few have the grace to doe it, 


Clow. And I had but one penny in the world , thou | 


ſhouldſt have it to buy Ginger bread - Hold, there is the | 
very Remuneration I had of thy walter, thou halfpenny | 
purſe of wit, thou Pidgeon-cgge of diſcretion. O and the | 


heavens were ſo pleaſed, that thou wert but my Baſtard ; 
What a joyfull father wouldſt thou make me ? Goe to, 
thou haſt it ad dwngi,, at the fingers ends, as they lay. 
Peda. Oh 1 ſmell falſe Latine, dwnghel tor wngurem. 
Brad. Artſ-man preambulat, we will be fingled trom 
the barbarous. Doc you not educate youth at the Charg- 
houſe on the top of the Mountaine ? 
Peas, Or Mons the hull. 


Bras. For the relt of the Worthies ? 
Peaa. | will play three my ſelte, 
Paz. Thrice worthy Gentleman. 
Brag. Shall I tell youa thing ? 
Pega, We attend. 
Brag. We will have, ifthis fadge nor, an Arique- 
beſeech you tollow. | 
Ped. Via good-man Dwl, thou halt ſpoken no word a 
this while. | 
Dull. Nor underſtood none neither fir. 
Ped. Alone, we will employ thee. 


Dll. Tle make one in a dance, or ſo: cr 1 will play | 
- ON 


_—  —_ 


— — 


pt. —_—— _— —_— 
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onthe taber to the Worthies,and letthem dance the hey. Roja. They are worle foolesto purchaſe mocking to. 
Ped, Moſt Dud, honeſt D=4,rto our ſport away. Exit. | Thatfame Bwoxeile rorture ercel gor. 


— ———— — — —— - 


if. O that ] knew he were but in by th*weeke, 
in| Emer Princ'(ſe, and Ladies. How I would make him fawne, and beg, and feeke, 
call | Prin. Sweet hearts, we ſhall be rich cre we depart, And wait the ſcaſon, and obſerve the times, | 
| If fairings come thus plenritully in. And ſpend his prodigall wirsin booteles rims. 
wy A Lady wal'd about with Diamonds: looke you, what 1 | And ſhape his ſervicealltomy bebeſts, 
the have =o the loving King. And make him proud to make me proud with jets. 
_ Roſa. Madam, cawe nothing elſc along with that? $ So pertaunt like would I o'refway his ſtate, 
Prin. Nothing butthis : yesas muchlove in Rume, Thar he ſhould be my foole; and I his fare. 
fas As would be cram'd up ina ſhcet of paper Prin. None are ſo ately caught, when they are catcht, 
Its Writ on both fides the lcafe, margent and all, | As Witturn'd foole: folly in Witcdome hatch'd, 
re- That he was faine to ſcale on (wpidr name. Hath wiſedomes warrant, andthe helpe of Schoole, 
ad Roſa. That was the way to make his god-head wax z | And Wits owne grace to grace learned Foole ? 
es,. For he hath beene five chouſand yeeres a boy. Ref. The bloud of youth burnes not with ſuch exceſle, 
x1 Kath, 1, anda ſhrewd unhappy gallowes too. As gravitieSrevolr to wantonefle. 
1d) | Reſa.You'll n&re be triends with him,a kild4our lifter. Mer. Folly mfovlcs beares not fo ſtrong anote, 
-ith | Kath, He made her melancholy, fad, and heavy, As tool'ry inthe Wiſe, when Wit doth dote : 
my | And fo ſhe dicd : had ſhe bene light like you, Smce all the power thereof it doth apply, 
1d Of ſuch a merry nimble ſhirring ſpirit, Toprove by Wit, worth in implicity. 
$ it She might a beene a Grandam ere ſhe dicd. Emer Boyer. 
lier, Aud ſo may you : For a light heart lives longs © Prin. Heere comes Boyer, and mirth in his face. 
that Roſa. What's your darke mcaning mouſe, of chis light Foy. O 1 am ſtab'd with laughter, Wher's her Grace? 
10m- word? Ira, Thy NEeWes Boyet ? | 
the Kah. A light condition in a beauty darke. Boy. Prepare Madame, prepare. 
nits- Roſa. We need more light to find your mezning out. | Arme Wenchesarme, incornters mounted are, 
he: Kat. You'll marrethe hight by taking it ia ſautte : Againſt your Peace, Love dothapproach, ditguis'd : 
Ute Therefore Ile darkcly end the argument. Armed1n arguments, you'll be ſapriz'd. 
t of Roſ. Looke what youdoe, youdoe it ſtill 1'th darke. Mutter your Wits, ſtand in your owne defence, 
the Kat. So doenot you, for youatea light Wench. Or hide your heads like Cowards,and flyc hence. 
Roſa, Indeed 1 waigh not you, and therefore light. Prin, Saint Dennis, to S. Cupid : What are they, 
7or- Ka. You waigh me not, O that's you care not for me. | That chargetheir breath againſt us? Say ſcour fay. 
acti Ref. Great reaſon : for paſt care, 15 ſtill palt care, Boy. Vnder thecocle ſhade of a Siccamore, 
bee | Prin. Well bandied both, a et of Wir well played, I thought tocloſe mine eyesſome haltc an houre : 
this But Reſaline, you have a Favour too ? |} When loe tointerrupe my purpos'd reſt, 
fore | Whofſent it ?and what isit ? Toward that ſhade I might bchold addreit, 
Line | Ref: 1 wovild you knew. The King and his companions : wat iiy 
| And if my face were bur as faire as yours, | I ſtole inro a neighbour thicker by, | 
| to My Favour were as great, be witneſie this. And over-heard, what you ſhall over-hcare : 
| Nay, 1 have Verſcstoo, I thanke Birore, That by and by diſguis'd they will be heere. 
ren- | The numbers true, and were the nuwbring too, Their Herald 15a pretty knaviſh Page : 
his I werethe faireſt goddefſe on the ground. That well by heart bath con'd his embaſage, | 
the | I am compar'd to twenty thoutand faires. Attion and accent did they teach him therc. 
| O he hath drawne my picture in his letter. Thus muſt thou ſpeake, and thus thy body beare. | 
ugh Prin. Any thing like? And everand anon they made a doubr, | 
| of Ref. Muchin the letters, nothing inthe praiſe. Preſence majeſticall would put him out : | 
Prin. Beautcous as Incke : a good concluſion. For cuoth the King, an Angell ſhall thou ſee : 
row | Kat. Faire asatext B. ina Coppy booke. Yet feare not thou, but ſpeake audacipuſly. 
ga] Rof. hoo 26 How ? let me not dye your debtor, | The Boy reply'd, an Angell is nor evill : 
My red inicall, my golden letter. I ſhould have fcar'd her, had ſhe beene a devill, 
-nce O that your face were full of Ocs. With thatall laugh'd, and clap'd him on the ſhoulder, 
cru- Prix, A Pox of thar jeſt, and I beſhrew all Shrowes : | Making the bold wagge by their prailes bolder. | 
pre | But Katherme, what was {cnt to you One rab'd his em. ans for flecr'd, and ſwore, | 
| , | From faire Damaine? A better ſpeech was never ſpoke before. 
| Kh, Madam,thisGlove. Another with his finger, and his thumb, | 
| Pw. Did he nor ſend you twaine ? | Cry'd v4, we will doo't, come what will come. | 
Kath, Yes Madam : and moreover, The third he caper'd and cricd, All goes well. 
Some thouſand V cries of a faithfull Lover The fourth turn'd onthe toc, and downe he tell : | 
A huge tranſlation of hypocriſie, Withthat they all did tumble ontheground, 
e, | Vildly compil'd, profound ſimplicity. With ſuch a zcalous laughter ſo protound, 
Mar. This, and theſe Pearls, to me ſent Longavile. That in this ſpleene ridiculous appeares, | 
1 all TheLerter istoo long by halfe a mile. To checke their folly paſſions, ſolemne teares. | 
| A Ithinke no lefle : Dot thou not with in heart Prin. But what, but what, come they to viſit us? 
| iheChaine were longer, and the Letter ſhort? Boy. They doe, they doe ; and ace apparcl'd thus, 
| wh i, or I would theſe hands might never part. Like Aſuſcovites, or Ruſſiaxs, or | geſles | 
lay 'm. Wear wile girles to mocke our Lovers ſo, Their purpoſe isto parlee, to court, and dance, 
Ly - . Ge M3 And 


———_— —— 
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And every one his Love-feat will advance, 
Vnto his (everall Miſtrefſc : which they'll know 
By favours everall, which they did beſtow. 
Prin. And will they ſo ? the Gallants ſhall be taske : 
For Ladics ; we will every one be maskt, 
And nota man ofthcarthall haverhe grace 
pight of futc,to ſee a Ladirs taces 
Hold Roſazzae, this Favuur thou ſhalt weare, 
And then the King will court thee for his Deare : 
Hold, rakethou this my {wcet, and give methine, 
So ſhall Birenetake mc tor Roſaline. 
And change your Favours too, fo (hall your Loves 
Wooecoatrary, deceiv'd by thele removes. 
Roſa, Come on then, weare the favours moſt in ſight. 
Kath. Butin this changing, Whar is your intent ? 
Pris. The effcR of my 1ntcatisto crolle theirs ; 
They doe it but in mocking mcrriment, 
And mocke tor mocke is onely my intent. 
Their {everallcounſcls they unbotome ſhall, 
To Loves miſtooke, and fo be mocke withall. 
Vpon the next occaſion that we meete, 
With Vilages diſplayed totalke and grecte. 
Roſa. Burt ſhall we dance, if chey dctire ustoo't? 
Pri. No, to the death we will not movea foot, 
Nor to their pen'd ſpecch render we no grace : 
But whule 'ris ſpoke, cach turne away her face. 
Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite divorce his memory trom his part, 
Prim. Therefore I doc it, and I make nodoubtr, 
The reſt will ne're come in, it he be qut. 
There's no ſuch ſport, as ſport by ſport orethrowne : 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our owne. 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking entended game, 
And they well mockt, depart away with ſhame. Sound. 
Boy. The Trumpet tounds, be maskt, the maskers 
COMC, 


Enter Black moores with muſicke, the Boy with a fpeech, 
ani the reft of the Lords diſgmſed. 


Page. Allhaile, th: richef? Beauties on the earth , 

Ew, Bcauticsno richcr then rich Taffata. 

Pay. eA boly parcel! of the faireſt dames that ever twrn'd 
thr backes to mor tall viewes. 

The Ladies turnc their backes to him. 

Ber. Their eyes villaine, their cycs. 

Pag. That ever twra's their eyes to mortall Viewer, 
Ont 

Fw. True, out indeed. 

Pag. Ont of your favours beaventy ſpirit vonchſafe 


| 
XN pt to behold. 


Bir. Once to bchold, rogue. 

Pag. Once to behold with your Sunre beamed eyes, 
With your Sunnebeamed ejes. 

Bir. They will not an{wer to that Epythite, 
You were beſt call it Daughter-beamed eyes. 

Pag. They doc not marke me, and that brings me out, 
Ber. 1s this your perteRneſie: ? be gon you rogue, 
Roſa, What would theſe ſtrangers ? 

Know their minds Boyer. 

If they doe [pcake our language, *tis our will 

That ſome plaine man recounttheir purpoſes. 
Know what thy would ? 

Boy. What would you with the Princes ? 


—_—— 


Rof. \N hat would they, ſay they ? 


g Is none mile? If they have meatur'd many, 


| Ki. Bleſſed are clouds, to doe asſuch clouds doe. 


Br. N-«hing vur peace, and gentle viſitation. ' 


Boy. Nothing but peace, and gentle viſitation. 

Roſa. Why that they have, and bid them fo be gone, 

Bey. Shelayes you have it, and you may be gone. 

Kin. Sayto her we have mcaſur'd many miles, 
Totreada Meature with you onthe graſfle. 

Zoy. They fay that they have meatur'd many a aule, 
To tread a Meaſure with you on this grafle. 

Roſa. Itisnotſo. Askethem how many inches 


The mcature then of one is caſly told. 
Boy. It tocome hither, you have meaſur'd miles, 
And many miles: the Princeſlc bids you tell, 
How many inches doth fill up one male ? 
Bur, Tell her we mea(ure them by weary ſteps. 
Boy. She heares hcr (eltc. 
Roſa. How many weary ſteps, 
Of aiany weary miles you have ore-gone, 
Are numbred inthe travell of one mule ? 
Bil. We number nothing that we ipcnd for you, 
| Our dutyis ſorich, ſo infinite, 
| That'we maydoc it ſtill without accompt. - 
Vouchſate to ſhew the ſunſhine of your face, 
That we (like ſavages) may worſhip it, 
| Roſa. My face ;bur a Moone and clouded t00. 


Vouchſafe bright Moone, and theſe thy ftartesto ſtune, 
(T hoſe clouds removed) upon our watery eyne, 
Reſa. O vaine pericioner, beg a greater matter, 
Thou now requetts but Mooneſnine in the water. 
F _ _ 11 our meaſure, vouchſafe but one change. 
1G!t me this begging isnot ſtrange. 
Roſa. Play —_— | —_——_ muſt doe it ſoone, 
Not yet no dance : thus change 1 like the Moone. 
Kin, Will you not dance : How come you thus & 
ſtranged ? 
Keſe. You tooke the Moone at full, but now ſhcr's 
changed ? 
Kin, Yet ſtill ſhe is the Moone, and I the Man, 
Roſa. The mulicke playes, vouchfate tome motion to 
it : Our cares vouchlate it. 
Km. But your legges ſhould doe it, 
Ref. Since you are {trangers, and come here by chance, 
We'llnot be nice, take hands, we will not dance. 
Kin. Why take you hands then? 
Roſa. Oncly to part friends, 
Curtſic ſweet hearts, and ſo the Mcaſureends. 
Kin. More mcaſurc ofthis mcaſure, benot nice, 
Roſa. We canafford no more at fuchaprice. 
X'w.Priſe your (elves then : what buyes your company? 
Roſa. Y our abicnce onely, 
Ks. T hat can never be. 
Roſa. Then cannat we be bought : and ſoadue, 
Twice to your Viſor, and halfc once to yous 
Kin. If you deny to dance, Ict's bold more chat. | 
Ref. In private then. 
Kan. lam beſt pleaf'd with that. 
Bir. White handed Miſtris, ons ſweet word tviththee- 
Prin, Hony,and Milke, and Suger : there is three. 
Bw. Nay then two treyes, and if you grow ſonice 
Methegline, Wort, and Malmſcy ; well runne dice; 
There's halte a dozen ſweets. 
Pre. Scventh ſweet aduc, fince you can cog, 
Ile play no more with youu. 
Bir. One word inſecret. 
Pran, Let it notbe ſweet, 
Bir. Thou greev'it my gall, 


—_— _— 


— 


Loves Labour's oft. 


— 


Prin, Gall, bitter. 
Bir. Therefore meete. 
Ds. Will you vouchſafe with me to change a word ? 
Afar. Name 1t. 
Dum. Faize Lady : 
Mar, Say you (0? Faire Lord ; 
Take youthat for your faire Lady: 
Dum, Plealc it you, 
As much in private, and Ile bid adieu. 
May. What, was your vizard made withouta tongue? 
Long. I know the realoa Lady why you aske. 
Mar. O for your reaſon, quickly fir, 1 long. 
Leng. You have adouble roogue within your maske- 
And would affoord my ſpeechictie vizard halfe. 
Ae, Vealcquoth 
Calfe ? 
Long, A Calfe faire Lady ? 
Mar. No, a faire Lord Calte. 
Long. Let's part the word. 
Mar. No, Ic not be your halte : 
Takeall and weane it, it may provean Oxc. 


mockes. 
Will you give hornes chaſt Lady ? Doe not 10. 
Mer, Then dye a Calfe before your hornes doe grow. 
Lon, One word in private with youcre I dye. 
CA. Bleat ſoftly then, the Butcher heares you cry» 
Boy. The tongues of mocking wenches arc as keene 
As is the Razors edge, inviſible : 
Cutring a {ſmaller haire then may be ſcene, 
Above the ſcnle of {ence ſo ſenſible ; 
Seemeththeir cooference, their conceirs have wings, 
Fleerer then arrows bullets, wind, thought ,{witter things 
ag Not one word more wy maides,breake off, breake 


| 5ir. By heaven, all dry beaten with pure ſcoffe. 
Km. Farc-wcll mad:lc Wenches, you have fimple 
wits. Excunt, 
Prin, T wenty adieus my frozen Muſcovits. 
Arethele the breed of wits ſo wondred at ? 
Boy. Tapers they are, with your ſweet breathes putt 
out. 
Roſa. Wel-liking wits they nave, groſſe, groſle, tat,fat. 
Prin. O poverty in wit, Kingly poore fiout. 
Will —_— (thinke you) bang themſelves to right ? 
Orever but in vizards ſhewthcar taces : 
This pert Birone was Our of count'nance quite. 
Ro. O | They were allin lamentable caſts. 
The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 
Prin, Bone did ſweare himſelte out of all tuite. 
Car. Dumaine wasat my {ervice, and his {word ; 
No point (quoth I :)my ſervant ſtratght was mute. 
Ka. Lord Longevide (aid 1 came ace his heart : 
And trow you what he call'd oc ? 
Frm. Qinlme perhaps, 
Kat. Yes11 good faith. 
Prin, Goe licknefſe asthou art, 
Ref. Well, better wits have worne plaine ſtatute caps, 
But will you heare ;the King is my love ſworne. 
Prm, And quickc Birone hath plighted faith to mc, 
| Kat. And Longavile was for my ſervice borne. 
Har. Durazne i$ minc as fure as barke on tree, 
Bey, Madam, and pretty miltreſlcs givecarc, 
Immediatcly they w ill againe be heere 
latheir owne ſhapes : tor it cannever be, 
They will diſgett this harſh indignity. 


Long. Looke hoyy you butto your (clfe inthele ſharpe | 


| 


| 


| 


' 


Dutch-man: is not Veale a | Ic 
| Diſguis'd like Muſcovites in (hapeleſle geare : 


Prin, Wiilthey returne ? 

Boy. They will they will, God knowes, 
And leape tor joy, thoughtbey are lame with blowes : 
Therctore change Favours, and when they repaire, 
Blow like {weer Roſes, in this ſummer aire. 


n = How blow ? how blow ? Speake to be under- 


Boy. Faire Ladies maskt, are Roſes intheir bud : 
Dilinasxc, their damaske ſv;cer commixture thowne, 
Are Angels vailing clouds, or Re(cs blowne. 

Pris. Avant perplexicy : What ſhall we doe, 

It they returne mtheir owne ſhapes to woo ? 

Roſa. Good Madam, it by me you'll beadvis'd, 
Let's mocke them (bill as well knowne asdilguis'd ; 
Letus complaine to them what fooles were heare, 


And wonder what they were, and to whatend 
Theic ſhallow ſhowes,and Prologue vildcly pen'd, 
And their r carriage fo ridiculous, 
Should be pretented at our Tentrto us. 
Boy. Ladies, withdraw : the gallancs areat hand. 
Prin. \Whip to our Tents, as Rocs runncs ore Land. 


E xcint, 
Enter the King and thereft. 


King. Faire fir,God fave you. Wher's the Princelle ? 
Boy. Goneto her Tent. 

Picate ir your Majeſty command me any ſervice to her? 
King. That ſhe vouchſafe me audicnce for one word: 
Boy. | will, and ſowill ſhe, I know my Lord. Exit. 
Bur. This fellow pickesup wit as Pigeons peaſe, 


And utters it againe, when /ove doth plcate, 
Heis Wits , and rctailes his Wares, 
At Wakes,and Waſſels, ings, Markets, Faires. | 


And wethatſcll by groflc, the Lord doth know, 
Have notthe grace tograce it with ſuch ſhow. 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his ſleeve. | 
Had he bin 44am, he had tempted Eve. 


| Hecan carve too, and liſpe : Why thisis he, 


| Thatkiſt away his hand in courtefic, 


T hisis the Ape of Forme, Monlicur the nice, 
That when he playesat Tables, chidesthe Dice 
In honorable tearmes : Nay he can ting 
A mecane molt meanly, and in Vſhering 
Mend him who can : the Ladies call hum ſweet, 
The ſtaires as he treads an them Kidle lus tecre, 
This ts the flower that ſmiles 0n every one, 
To ſhew his tucthas white as W hale his boae, 
And conſciences that willnot dye mn debr, 
Pay him the dury of huny<congued boyet. 

Kin, Ablilter on his {\yect tongue with my heart, 
That put Armadees Page out of ius part, 


Enter Ladies. 


Fir. Sec where it comes. Bchaviour what wer't thou, 
Till this madman ſhew'd thee ? And what art thou now? 
Kin, All hiile ſweet Madaan, and faire time ot day. 

Prin. Faire in all Haile 15 toule, as I conceive. 

Km, Conſtrue my ſpeeches berrer, it you may. 

Prin, Then wiſh me becter, I will give youlcave, 

Kin. We cameto viſit you, and purpolc now 
Tolcade you to our Court, vouchfate ut chen, 

Prin. This field (hall hold me, and ſo hold your youw : 
Nor God, nor I, delights in perjur'd men. 

Km. Rebuke me nottor that which youprovoke ; - 


| 
| 


- ——*—— 


—_ 
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Loves Labour's of 


The verrue of your eye muſt breake my oath. 
Pr.You a———_e : vice you ſhould have ſpoke: 
For vertucs office never breakes men troth. 
Now by ey maiden honor, yet as pure 
As the unſulhed Lilly, 1protcſt, 
A world of torments though I ſhould endure, 
I would not yeeld to be your houlcs gucit : 
So much I hate a breaking cauſe to be 
Of heavenly oathes, vow'd with integrity. 
Km. O you haveliv'd in dcetolation heere, 
Vnſcene, unviſited, much to our ſhame. 
Prin. Not fo my Lord, it is not {o 1 {weare, 
We have had paltimes hecre, and picaſaut game, 
A mcſle of Ruſſians left us but of late. 
Kim, How Madam ? Ruſlians ? 
Pro, I in truth, my Lord, _ 
Trim gallants , full of Courtſhip and of ſtate. 
Roſa. Madam ſpeake true. Iris not ſo my Lord: 

My Lady (tothe manner of the dayes) 

In Eurteſic gives undeſcrving prailc. 

We fourc indeed confronted were with foure 

In Ruſſian habit : Heere they ſtayed an houre, 

And talk'd apacc : and in that houre (my Lord) 

They &id not bleſſe us with 0: happy word. 

I dare not call them tooles ; but this I thinke, 

Whenthey are thirſty, fooles would faine hve drinke. 
Bw. Thisjelt isdry to me. Faire gentle tweet, 

Your wit makes wile things tooltſh,when we greetc 

Witheyes beſt ſeeing, heavens ficry cyc : 

By light weloſc light : your capacity 

Is of that nature, that to your huge ſtore, 

Wale things ſceme fooliſh, and rich things but poore. 
Ro. This proves you wiſe and rich : for in my cyCamn 
Bir. I ama foole, and full of poverty. 

Re/. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to ſnatch wordsfrom my tongue. 
Bw. O, Iam yours andall that I poſlctlc. 
Roſ. All the toole mine. 
Bw. I cannot give youleſlc. 
Ref. Which of the Vizards was it that you wote ? 
Bir. Where ? when? What Vizard? 

Why demand you this ? 

Ref. Therc, then, that vizard, that ſuperfluouscalc, 

That hid the worſe, and ſhew'd the better face. 

Km, Wearc diſcricd, 
They'l mocke us now downcright, 
Dk. Letus confeſſe, and turne ittoa jeſt. 
Oo Amaz'd my Lord ? Why lookes your Highneſle 
? 
Ref. Helpe hold his browes, hec'l (wound :why looke 
'01 palc ? 

Sea-ſicke I thinke comming from Muſcovy. 

Bir. Thus poure the ſtarres downe plagues for perjury. 

Can any face of braile hold longer out ? 

Heere ſtand I, Lady Cart thy $kill at me, 

Bruiſe me with ſcorne, contound mc witha flout. 

Thruſt thy ſharpe wit quite through my ignorance. 

Cut meto peeccs with thy kecne concett : 

And I will wiſh thee never more todance, 

Nor never more in Ruſſian habit waite. 

O ! never will I rruſt to ſpeeches pen'd, 

Nor tothe motion ofa Schoole-voyes tongue, 
6 never come in vizard tomy tricnd, 

or woo1nrime like a blind-harpers ſongue, 
Taffata phraſes, ſilken tearmes tt 
Three-pil'd Hyperboles, ſpruce affeRion ; 


| Figures pedanticall, theſe ſummer fiyes, 


Have bluwne me full of maggort oſtentation. 
I doe forſweare them, and 1 heere proteſt, 
By this white Glove (how white the hand God knows) 
Henceforth my wooing mind ſhall be expreit 
In ruſſct yeas, and honelt kerſic noes- 
And to begin Wench, ſo God helpe me law, 
My love to thee is ſound, ſaws cracke or flaw. 
Roſa. Sans, ſans, I pray you« 
Bw, Ycr| havcarricke 
Of the old rage . beare with me, 1 am ſicke. 
Ile leave 1t by degrees : ſoft, let us ſee, 
Write Lord haxe mercy on ws, 0n thoſe three, 
They arc infected, in their hearts itlyes : 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes z 
Thee Lords are viſited, you are not free z 
For the Lords tokens on you doe 1 ſec. 
Prin. No, they are free that gave theſe tokens to us. 
Bir. Our ſtates are forfeit, ſeeke not ro undoe us. 
Ref, It 1s not fo ; far how canthis be true, 
That you {tand forfeit, being thoſethat ſue. 
Ber. Pcace, for I will not have to doe with you, 
Ref. Nor ſhall not, if I doc asI intend. 
| Ber. Speake for yourſelves, my wit isat an end. 
Kmg. Teach us{weet Madame, for our rude tranſgrel- 
| ſion, tome fairc excuſe. 
Frin. The faireſt is confeſſion. 
Were younot heere but cycn vow, diſguis'd? 
Km, Madam, I was. 
Prin. And were you well advis'd ? 
Kin, I was faire X 
Prin. When you then were heere, 
Whar did you whiſper in your Ladies care ? 
Kin. That more then all the world I did reſpeR her. 
ge W hen ſac ſhall challenge this, you will rejeRt 
Ts 
Kw. Vpon mine Honor no. 
Pris. Peace, peace, forbeare ; 
Your oath once broke, you force not to forſweare. 
Km, Deſpile me when I breake this vath of mine. 
Prin. I will, and therefore keepe it. Roſatine, 
W kat did the Rutlian v hiſper in your care ? 
Roſa. Madan, be {orc that he did hold me deare 
As precious cyc-{ight, and d1d value me 
Above this World : adding there moreover, 
That he w ould Wed me, or clic dye my Lover. 
Prin, God give thee joy of him : the Noble Lord 
Moſt honorably doth uphold his word. 
Kin, \W hat meanc you Madame ? 
By my life, my troth, 
I never ſworcthis Lady ſuch an cath. 
Ref. By heaven you did ; and toconfirmeir plaine, 
you gave me this : But rake it fir againe. 
Kmg. My faith and this, the Princefſe | did give, 
I knew her by this Ierwell on her fleeve. 
Prim. Pardon me (ir, this Iewell did ſhe weare, 
And Lord Bone (| thanke him) is my deare. 
What? Will you have me, or your Pearie againe ? 
Bir. Neither of cither, I remit both rwaimne. 
I ſee the tricke on't : Heere was a conſent, 
Knowing aforchand of our merriment, 
To daſh it like a Chriſtmas Comedy. 
Some carry-tale, ſome pleaſe-man, ſome ſlight Zany, 
Some mumble-newes, ſome trencher-knight,ſome Dicke 
That ſmiles his checke in yeares, and knowes the tricke 
To make my Lady laugh, when ſhe's diſpos'd ; © 
0 


a. 
b—— 


"I" 


Loves Labour's oft 


14 


bm 
| Told our intents before : which oncediſclos'd, 
The Ladicsdid change Fayours, and then we 
Following the figncs, woo'd but the ſigne of ſhe. 
Noweo our perjury, to adde more terror, 
We are againe torſworne in will and error, 
Muchupon this it 1s : and might nor you 
Foreſtall our ſport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Doe not you know my Ladies toor by th ſquier ? 
And laugh uponthe apple of her cye? 
And {tand betiweene her backe fir, andthe fire, 
Holdinga trencher, jetting merrily ? 
Y ou put our Page out : goe, youareallowd 
Die when you will, a ſmocke ſhall be your ſhrowd. 
Youlcere up2n me, doe you? There's an eye 
Wounds like a Leaden ſword. 
Boy. Full merrily hath this brave manager, this car- 
reere beene runne. 
Fir. Loc, he is tilting ſtraight. Peace, I have done, 


Enter Clowne. 


\Vclcome pure wit, thou part'ſt a faire fray. 

Cle. O Lord fir, they ld kno, , 
Whether the three W orthics ſhall come in,or no. 

Bir. What, arc there butthree ? 

{low. Noir, butit is vara fine, 

For every one purſents three. 

Bir. And three times thrice 1s nine. 

(. Notſo fir, under correftion fir,] hope it 1snot fo. 
Y 0a cannot beg us fir, | can aflure you fir, we know what 
we know : I hope fir three timesthrice fir. 

Bu. Is not nane. 

{e. Vrder correRtion fir, wee know where-untill it 
doth amount. 

Bir. By Tove, I alwayes tooke three threes for nine. 

Clo. O Lord fir, it were pitty you ſhould ger your 
living by reckning fir. 

By, How much 1$1t? 

Cl». O Lord hr, the parties themſelves, the actors ſir 
will ew where=untill it doth amount : for mine owne 
part, Iam (as they ſay,but toperteR one man in one poore 
inan) Pompeen the great fir. 

Bir. Artthou one of the Worthies ? 

(>. Itpleated themtothinke me worthy of Pompey 
the great : for mine owne part, I know not the degree 
ot the Worthy, but Iam to ſtand for him. 

Bir. Goe, bid them prepare. Ex. 

Clo, Wewill turne it finely off fir, we will take ſome 
Care. 

King. Þirone, they will ſhame us : 

Let them: not approach. | 

Bw, Weare ſhame-proofe my Lord : and 'tis ſome 
policy, to have one ſhew worſe then the Kings and his 
company. 

Kin, I fay they ſhall not come. 
| Prin, Nay my good Lord, let me ore rule younow ; 
| That ſport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt know how. 
| Where Zeale ſtrivestocontent, and the contents 
' Dics in the Zeale of that which it preſents : 
| Their forme confounded, makes moſt forme in nurth, 
When great things labouring periſhin their birth. 

Bir. A right deſcription of our ſport my Lord. 


"Y 


Enter Brag gart. 


Brag, Annointed, I implore ſomuchexpence of thy 


| 


1 


| 
| 


; 


querot ; you will be icrap'd oat of the paiated cloth for 


royall ſweet breath, as will vtter a brace of words. 

Prw. Doth this man ſerye God? 

Bir. Why aske you? 

Prin. He ipeak's not like a man of God's making. 

Brag. That's all one my taire {weet hony Monarch : 
For I proteſt, the Schoolmalter is exceeding fantaſticall: 
Teo too vaine, to0to00 vaine. But we will putit (as they 
lay) to Fortune delaguar. I wiſh you the peace of mind 
woft royall cupplement. 

King.. Here 1slike to be a good of Worthies; 
He preſents H. for of Troy, the Swaine Pompey the great, 
the Pariſh Curatc ; Alexander, Armadoes Page Herewnler, 
the Pedant [ndas Machabers : And if theſe foure Wor- 
thiesin their firlt ſhew thrive, theſe toure will change 
habites, and preſent the other five. 

Bur. There is five in the firſt ſhew. 

Kin. Youaredeccived, tis not lo. 

Bir. The Pcdant, the Brag gart, the Hedge-Prielt , the 

Foole, and the Boy. 
A bare throw at Novum,ard the whole world againe, 
Cannot pricke out five ſuch, take each one ui's vaine- 
Kin. The ſhip is under faile,and here ſhe comes amaine. 


Enter Pompey, 


Clo. I Pompey am. 
Boy. Youlye, youare not he. 
Clo, I Pompey am. 
Boy. With Libbards head on kuce. 
Bir. Well faid old mocker, 
I mult needs be triends with thee. 
Clo. I Pompey am, Pompey ſurnam d the big. 
Ds, The great. 
Cs. It is great fir : Pompey ſwrnam 4 ihe great : 
That oft in field, with Targe and Shield, 
dra make my foe to (weas : 
And travailing along this ceafl, 1 beere am "come by chance, 
And lay my «Armes before the legs of this ſw ett Laſſe of 
France. 
If your Ladiſhip would ſay thankes Pompey, I had done. 
Prin, Grearthankes great Fompey. 
Ctr. Tis not fo much worth : butT hope 1 was per- 
fe. I made alittle fault in great. 
Bir. My hatto a halfc-peny, Pompey proves the beſt 
Worthy, 


Enter Cur -te, for Alexander. 


Carat. Whey in the world 1 11d, I was the worlds (om 
mander : 
By Eaft Weſt, North,and South, 1 [bred my conquering might 
My Scutcheon plame declares that 1 am Aliſander. 
Zoj. Your noſe faics no, you arc not : 
For it ſtandstoo right. 
Bir. Your note {mcls no, in this moſt tender {meiling 
Knight. 
Prin, The Conqueror is diſmaid : 
Proceed good Alexander. 
Cour. When in the world | lived, 1 was the worldes Cone 
mander. 
Boy. Molt true, 'tis right : you were ſo Aliſander. 
Bw, Pompey the great. 
{o. Your ſervant and Coſt ard. 
Bir. Take away the Conqueror, take away Ahſander. 
Clo. O fir, you have overchrowne Ali/«rder the con- 
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this, 
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this : your Lion that holds his Pollax fitting on a cloſe 
{toole, will be given ro Ajax. He will be the ninth” wor- 
thy. A Conqueror, and affcaid to ſpeake ? Runne away 
for ſhame Als/andvy. There an't ſhall pleaſe you : a foo- 
liſh mild man, an honeft man,looke yon,and ſoonedaſht. 
He is a marvellous good net inſooth, and a very 
g0o0d Bowlcr : but for Aliſender, alas you fee, how 'ts 2 
lictle ore-parted. But there are Worthies a comming, 
will ſpeake thcir mind in ſome other ſorr. 


Clo, Stand afide good Pompey. 
Enter Pedant for Indus, and the Boy for Hereales. 


Ped. Great Hercules is preſented by this Impe, 
\W hole Club kil'd (erberne that three-headed Can, 
And when he was a babe, a child, a ſhrimpe, 
Thus did he ſtrangle Scrpents in his Mane : 
Dmuonian, hc leemerh in minority, 

Ergo, | come with this Apology. 
Keepe ſome ſtate in thy Exit, and vaniſh. 

Ped. Tudas I am. 

Dwm. Aludas? 

Ped. N ot Iſcariot fir. 

[ndu I an yclp:d Machabers, 

Dum. Indas Machabew clipt, is plaine [ndas. 

- Bir. A kiſſing traitor. How art thou prov'd Inda: ? 
Ped. Indul an. fin 
Dum. The more ſhame for you [ndas. ; 
Ped. What meane you fir ? 

Boy. To mals [edu bang himſelfe. 

Ped. Begin lir, you are my elder, 

Bir. Well follow'd, [anda was hang'd on an Elder. 
| Ped. I willno: >< pur out of countenance, 

Bir. Becauſe thou haſt no face- 

Ped. What is this. 

Boy, A Citterne head, 

Dum. The head ofa bodkin, 

Bir, A dcaths face ina ring. 

Lon. The tace of an old Roman coyne, ſcarce frene. 

Boy. The purmmell of (e/ars Faulchion, 

Dum. Thc cary'd-bone face on a Flaske, 

Bw. Saint Georges halfe checke ina brooch. 

Dum, 1, and in a brooch of Lead. 

Bir. I, an4 worne in the cap of a Tooth-drawer. 

And now forward, for we have put thee 1n countenance. 

Ped. You have put me out of countenance. 

Bir. Falſe, we have giventhee faces. 

Ped. But you have out-fac'd them all. 

Fir. And thou wer'ta Lion, we would doc {o. 

Boy, Therefore ashe is, an Aﬀe, let him goe : 

And fo adicu ſweet [nde. Nay, why doſt thou ſtay ? 

Dm, For the latter end of his name. 

Bir. For the eAſſeto the [nde : give it him. Ind-as a- 
Way. 
Ped, This 1s not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boy. A light for monficur [ndas, it growes darke , he 
may ſtumble. 

Prin, Alas poore CMachabew , how hath he beene 
baited. 


Exit Clo. 


E xut Boy. 


tl. ————————.. 
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Enter Brag gart, 


| Ez. Hide thy head Achilles, heere comes Hefor in 
Armes. 

Dwm. Though my mockes come home by 'me, I will 
now be merry. 

Kmg. Hettor was buta Troyan in reſpeR of this. 


at —— 


| 


| 


Boy. Burt is this Heftor ? 
Kin. I thinke HeRer was not ſocleane timber'd. 
Lon. His tegge is too big for Hetor. 

Dum, More Calfe cerraime. 

Boy, Noz he is beſt indoed in the ſmall. 

Bir, This can'ot be Hefor. 


Br. ALcmmon. 
Lon. Stucke with Cloves. 
Dam. Nocloven. 
Brag. The eArmipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty, 
Gave Heltor a giſt, the heire of Ilion ; 
A man ſo breathed, that cevraine he would fight : yea 
From morne till mght, out of bis Pavillion, 
Iam that Flower, 
Dum. That Mint. 
Long, That Cullambine. 
Brag. Sweet Lord Longavile reine thy tongue, 
Lon, | muſt rather give it the reine : for it runnes4- 
gainſt Hettor. 
Dum. 1, and Heftor's a Grey-hound. 
Brag. The ſweet War-man is dead and rotten, 
Sweet chuckes, beat not the bones of the buricd : 
But will forward with my device ; 
Sweet Royalty bcſtow on me the Sence of hearing. 


Birone Hep: forth. 
Prin, Speake brave Heflor, we are much delighted. 
Brag. 1 doe adore thy ſweet Graces ſlipper. z 
Boy, Loves her by the foot. 
Dum. He may not by the yard. 
Brag. This Hebtor farre ſurmonnted Hanniball, 
The party us gone. 

(to. Fellow Heftor, ſhe is gone ; ſhe is two moneths 
on her way. 

Brag. \W hat meancſt thou ? 

Clo, Faith unlefſe you play the honeſt Troyan, the 
poore Wench is caſt away : ſhe's quicke, the child brags 
11 her belly alrcady : tis yours. 

Brag. Dolt thou infamonize me among Potentates ? 
Thou ſhalt dye. 

(7. Then ſhall Hefor be whipt for [aquenetta that 
m—_ by him, and hang'd for Pompey, that is dead by 

im. 

Dur. Molt rare Pompey. 

Boy. Renowned Pompey, 

Bw, Greater then great, great, great, great Pompey : 
Pompey the huge. 

Dam. Hefor crembles. 

Bur. Pompey is moved, more Atecs more Arces ſtiric 
them, or ſtirre them on. 

Dum, Hetlor will ckallenge him. 

Bir. 1,if a haveno more mans blood in's belly, then 
will ſupa Hea, 

Brag. By the North-pole I doe challenge thee. 

Ce. 1 will not fight with apole likc a Northern man ; 
Nle laſn, Ile doe itbythe ſword : I pray you let me bor- 
row my Armes againe, 

Dam, Roome for the incenſed Worthies. 

{. lle doe it inmy ſhirt. 

Daum. Moitrelolute Pompey. 

Page. Maſter, let me take you a butten hole lower : 
Doe you not ſec Pompey is uncaſing for the combat : what | 
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ac yoa ? ou willloſe- your reputation. " 
"os Gentlemen and Souldicrs pardon me, I will nos 


ombar in my ſhirt. | 
; Ds. You may not deny ir, Fawpey hath made the chal- 


w Sweet bloods, I both may, and will. 
Bir. What reaſon have you tor't ? 
Bye. The naked truth of it 18, I have no ſhirts 
woolward tor penance. 
Oo: Truc, and it was injoynct him in Rome tor want 
of Linnen : ſince when, Ile be {worne he wore none, but 
adiſhclout of [«quenettas, and that hee weares next his 


heart for a favour. 
Emer « Meſſenger, Monſieur Marcade, 


Ca. God fave you Madam. ; 

Prin, Welcome AMercade, but that thou mnterrupteſt 
our merrument. ; 

Merc, I am ſorry Madam, for the newes I bring is 
heavy in eny © . The King your father. 

Prin, Dead for my life. 

Ma. Even ſo: My tale isrold. 

Bir. Worthics away, the Scene begins to cloud, 

Bra. For \mine owne part , 1 breathe tree breath :1 
have ſeene the day of wrong, through the little hole of 
diſcretion, and I will right my ſelfe luke a Souldir, 

E xenmt Worthies. 


Xi. How fare's your _ 5 . 

Prin. Boye: prepare, 1 wili away to night, 

Km, Maduace i. I doe beſcech you itay. 

Prin. Prepare I ſay. Ithanke you gracious Lotds. 
For all your faire endevours and entreats : 
Our of a new ſad-ſoule, that you vouchiate, 
In your rich wiſedome to excule, or Hide, 
The liberal! oppoſition of our ſpirits, 
If over-boldly we have borne our {clves, 


| In the converſe of breath (your gentleneſle | 


Was guilty of it.) Farewell worthy Lord : 
A heavy heart beares not an humble tongue. 
Excuſe me ſo, comming ſo ſhort of = 
For my ſuit, ſo ealtly obtain'd. 
Xin. The extreme parts of time, extremely formes 
All cauſes tothe purpoſe of his ſpeed : 
And often at his very looſe decides | 
That, which long proceſle could not arbitrate. 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Fotbid the ſmiling —_ of Love : 
The holy ſuite which fainc it would convince, 
Yer ſince lovesargument was firlt on foote, 
Let not the cloud of ſorrow juſile ir 
From what it purpoſed : ſinceto waile friends loſt, 
[s not by much ſo whalſome profitable, 
As to rejoyce at friends but newly found. 
Prin, I underſtand you not, my greefes are double. 
Z:r.Hone(t plain words,belt pierce the cares of gricfe 
And by theſe badges underſtand the King, 
For yoar faire ſakes have we negleRted time, 
Plaid foule play with our oathes : your beauty Ladies 
Hath much deformed us, faſhioning our humors 
Even tothe oppoſed end of our interits: 
And what in us hath feem'd ridiculous: 
As Love isfull of unbefitting ſtraines, 
All wanton as a child, skipping and vaine. 
Form'd by the eye, and t like theeye . 
Eull of {traying ſhapes, of habits, and of formes 


Varying in ſubjects as the cyc doth roule, 
To every varied object in his glance : 
Which party-coated preſence of loole love 
Put on by us, if in your heavenly c yes, 
Have nulbecom'd our oathes and gravitics. 
Thoſe heavenly eyes that looke imcothelc faults , 
Suggeited us to make : therefore Ladics 
Our love being yours, the crror that Love makes 
Is likewiſe yours. We to our ſelves provefalle, 
By once falſe, for ever to be true | 
Tothoſethat make us both, faire Ladyes you, 
And even that falſhood init ſelfe a finne, 
T huspurifies itſelfe, and turnes to grace,” 
= Prin. Wehave receiv'd your Letters, full of Love ; 
Your Favours, the Ambaſſadors of Love. 
_ nonatR a jo them, 
r pleaſant jeſt, avd curtelie 
Py: Loa ining rothetime : 
Buthmore devout then theſe are our ref; 
Have we not becne, andtherefore met your loves 
Iatheir owne faſhion, like a merriment. 
Ds. Our letters Madam, ſhew'd much more then jeſt, 
Lang. Sodid our lookes. 
Roſa. Wee did not coate them ſo, 
King. Now at the lateſt minute of the houre, 
Grant us your loves. | 
Pri. Atime methinkes too ſhort, 
To make a world-without-ced bargaine in ; 
No, nomy Lord, your Grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of deare guiltine(ſe, and therefore this ; | 
If tor my Love (as there is no ſuch cauſe) | 
You will doe ought, this ſoall you doe tor me, 
Your oath I will nor cruſt : but goe with ſpeed 
To ſome forlorne and naked Hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleaſures of the world : 
There ſtay, untill the ewelve Cecle(tiall Signes 
Have brought about their annuall reckoning; 
If this auſtere inſociable life, | | 
Sow yn ou offer made in heate of blood : 
If troits oy faſts, kard lodging, aad thine weeds 
Nip not the gaudy bloſſomesot your Love, 
Bur that it beare this triall, and laſt love : 
Thenattheexpiration ofthe yeare, _ 
Come e me, challenge my by theſe deſerts, 
And by this Virgin palme, now kiſſing thine, +» | 
I will bethine : and till that inſtant ſhut 
My woefull ſeltc up in a mourning boule, 
Raining the teares of lamentation, 
For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 
It this thou doe deny, let our hands part, | 
Neither intitled inthe others beart. | 
King. If this, or morethenthis; I would deny, 
To flatter up theſe powers of mine with rett, 
The {odaine hand of death cloſe up mine eye. 
Hence ever then, my beartis in thy breſt. 
Bir, And what to me wy Love ? and what to me? 
Roſ. You mult be co, your ſinnes are rack d, 
Youare attaint with fault and perjury : 
Theretore if you my favour meane to get, _ 
A twelvemonth ſhall you ſpend, and never relt, 
Bur ſecke the weary beds of people licke, 
D#m. But what to me my love ? but what to ae ? | 
Kat. A wife ? a beard, faire health,and honeſty; 
With three-fold love, 1 wiſh you all theſethrce. 
Dum. O ſhall I ſay, Ithanke you gentle wite ? 
| Kar, Not fo my Lord ,arwelvemonth and a day, 
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Loves Lobour's loft. 


[le marke no wordsthat ſmoothfac'd woorrsfay. 

Come when the King doth to my Lady come : 

Then if I have much love, le give you ſome. 

Dum. Tl: (erve thee true and faithfully rill then. 

Kath. Yet\ care not,kalt ye be for{worne agen» 

Long. What fayes Afaria ? 

Ari, At therwelve-months end, 

Ile change my blacke Gowne, for a faithfull friend. 
Lomm, Ie (tay withpatience : but the rime is long» 
Mars. The liker you,few taller are ſe yong. 

Bir. Studics my Lady ? Miſtris,looke on mc, 

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye : 

W hat humble ſuite attends thy anſwer there, 

Impole ſome {crvice on me for my Love. 

Roſa. Oft have I heard of you my Lerd Birene, 
Before | faw you : and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimes you tor a man replcate with mockes, 

Fuil of compariſons,and wounding floutes ; 

Which you on all c{tates will execute, 

That lic within the mercy of your wit. 

To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfull braine, 

And therewithallto win me,if you pleaſe, 

Withour the which 1am nor to be won : 

Y ou ſhall this ewelye-month terme from day to day, 

Viſite the {peechleſle ficke,and till converlie 

Wirth groaning wretches : and your taske thall oe, 

Withall the ficrce endevour @f your wit, 

Toenforce the pained impotent ro ſamle. 

Bir. To move wilde laughter intherthroat of death? 
It cannot be,it is impoſlible. 

Mirth cannot move a {ouke int agome. 

Roſa. Why that'sthe way to choke a gibing ſpirit, 

Whole influence 1s begot of that looſe grace, 

W hich ſhaliow laughing hearers give to fooles : 

A jc{tsprotperitie,lies inthe care 

Of him that heares itgacver in the tongue 

Ot him that makes1t : then,it {ickly cares, 

Deaft with the clamors of their owne deare groancs, 

Will heare your idle ſcornes ; continue then, 

An: I will have you,and thar fault withall. 

But if they will not,throw au ay that ſpirit, 

And 1jhal! finde you empty of that fault, 

Right joytull of your reformation. 

Be. Atwelve-month ? Well: befall what will befall 
llc jeſt a twelve-month in an Hoſpitall. 

Prov, I {weetmy Lord,and fo I take my leave, 

King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way. 
Bir. Our wooingdoth not end like an old Play : 

Iacke hath not Gill : theſe Ladies courteſie 

Might well have made our ſport a Cemedie. 

King. Come fir,it wants a twelve-month and a day, 
Foy. > 'rwill end. 

Bir, That's too long for a Play. 


Enter Bragget. 
Brag. Sweet Majeſty vouchſafe me. 
Fri, Wasnot that Hettor ? 
Dam. The worthy Knight of Troy. 
Brag. 1 will kifſe thy Royall finger,and take leave. 
I ama Votary , I have vow'd to /aquenetta to holdthe 


— 


Plough for her ſweet love three yceres. But moſt eſtce- 
med greatneſſe,will you heare the Dialogue that the two 
Learned men have compiled, in praiſe of the Owle and 
=> -rxan ? It ſhould have fellowed in the end of our 
Kin. Callthem forth quickly ,we will doe fo. 
Bras. Holla, Approach. 


Emer all. 
This fide is Hiews, Winter. 
This Yer,the Spring : the one maintained by the Owle, 
The other by the Cuckow. 
Fer begin. 


The Song. 


When Daſies pied, and Violets blew, 
And Cuckow-bud: of yellow bew : 

And Lady-ſmecks all ſilver white, 

Doe paint the Medower with delight, 
The Cuckow then on every Tree, 
Mockes married men,for thus fings he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow ,('uckow : O word of feare, 
Unpleaſing to a married eares 


When Shepheard: pipe on Oaten flrawes, 

And merry Larkes are Plow bmens clocks? * 
When Turtles tread, and Rookes and D awer, 
And Maiden bleach their ſummer ſmfdches : 
T he Cuckow then on every tree i 
Mockes married men ; for thus ſings be, 


Cuckow. 
Cuckow ,Cuckow : O word of feare, 
Vnpleaſing to a married eare. 


Winter. 

When Ifick/er hang by the wal, 

eAnd Diche the Fhepteerd blowes hu naile ; 

And Tom brares Logger into the Hall, 
And Milke comes frozen bome 5n padle : 
When blood uv nipt and wayes be fovle, 
Then nightly ſings the ſtaring Owle : 
T «-whit to-who, 

A merry note, 


* While greafie lone doth keele the por. 


When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 

And coffing dr otenes the Parſons Saw : 
And Bas fit brooding in the Snow 
eAnd Marrians Noſe lookesred andrew : 
When roafted Crab: biſie in the bowle, 
Then mghtly ſings the flaring Owle 

T u-whu to Ln 7 Ho 


eAmerry note, 
While greafie lone doth keele the pot, 


Brag. The words of Mercarie, 
Arc harſh after the ſongs of Apols ; 
You that way ; we this way. 
Exeunt omnes, 


FINIS, 


MIDSOMMER 
Nights Dreame. 


te. 


eA thus Primus, 


_— 
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Enter T heſews, Hippolita,with other? . | With cunning haſt thou filch'd my daughters heart, 
Turn'd her ovedience (whightis ducto me) 
Theſens. + To ſtuborne harſhnefle. Apgmy gracious Duke, 


Ow faire Hippolita,our nuptiall houre Be it fo ſhe will nor heereetore your Grace, 
Drawes on apace:foure happy daies bring in Conſent to marry with Demetrwe:, 
Another Moon:but oh,me thinks,how flow | 1 _— ancient priviedge of Athens, 
This old Moon wanes ? She lingers my de- | As ſhe is mine, I may diſpoſe of her; 
Like to a Step-dame,or a Dowager, (fires | Which ſhaltbe either to this Gentleman, 
Long withering out a yong mans revennew- Or to herdeath, according to our Law, 

Hip. Foure daies will quickly ſteep theſelves In nights, | 1 mmediately provided inthat caſe. 15" | 
Foure nights will quickly dreame away the time: The. W hat fay you Hermia?be advis'd faire Maid- 
And then the Moone, like to a filver bow. To you your Father ſhould be as a God; 

Now bent in heaven, ſhall behold the night One that compos'd your beauties; yea and one 
Of our ſolemairics. To whom you are but as a forme 11 waxe 

The, Go Philofrats, By him imprinted : and within his power, 
Stirre up the Athenian youth to merriments, Toleave the figure,or disfigure it: 
Awake the pert and nimble {pirit of mirth, Demerrins 1s a worthy Gentleman. 
Turne melancholy forth to Funerals: Her. So is Lyſander. 
The pale companion is not for our pompe- The. In himtelte he is. 
Hippolita, I woo'd thee with my ſword, Bur in this kinde, wanting your fathers yoice 
And wonne thy love,doing thee injuries: The other mult be held the worthicr. 
But 1 will wed thee in another key, Her. I would my tather look'd but with my eyes. 
With pompe, with triumph, and with revelling. The. Rather your cies muſt with his judgment looke. | 

Her. I do entreat your Grace to pardon me, 
Emer £g4us and his danghter Hermia, Lyſander, I know not by what power I am made bold, 
and Demetrius. Nor how it may concerne my modeſtic _ 

Eye. Happy be ,our renowned Duke. In ſuch a preſence hecreto my thoughts: 

The. Thanks good Egens : what's the news with thee? | But I beſcech your Grace, that I may know 

Exe. Full of vexation, come I, with complaint The worſt that may befall me in this caſe, 

Againſt my childe,my daughter Hermia. If I cefuſe ro wed Demerrins. 
Stand forth Demetrius. The. Either to dic the death,or to abjure 

My Noble Lord, For ever the ſociety of men. 
This man hath my conſent to marry her. Therefore faire Hermia queſtion your deſires, 

Stand forth Lyſander. Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
And my gracious Duke, Whether(if you ldnot io pare eryges choice) 
This hath bewitch'd the boſome of my childe: You cancndure the livery of a Nunne, 
Thou,thoy Lyſander,theu haſt given her rimes, For aye to be in ſhady Cloiſter meyw'd, 
And interchang'd love-tokens with my childe: To live a barren ſiſter all your life, 
Thou haſt by Moone-light at her window ſung, Chanting faint hymnesto the cold fruitleſſe Moone, 
With taining voice, verſes of taining love, T hrice bleſſed they thar maiſter fo their blood, 
And ſtoine the impreſſion of her fantabe, To undergo ſuch maiden pilgrimage 
With bracelers of thy haire, rings,gawdes, COnceits, But carthlier bappy is the Roſe diſtul'd, 
Kuackes trifles,Noſe-gaies,{weet meats(meſſengers Than that which withering onthe virgin thorne, 
Of ſtrong prevailment in vnhardned youth) Growes,lives, and dies, in lingle nelſe, * * 

er. 
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Her. So will I grow,ſolive,ſodte my Lord, 
Erc I will yeeld my virgin _—_— 
Vnto his Lordſhip, to whoſe unwithed yoake, 
My ſoule conſents not to give {overaignty. | 
The. Take time to pautc,and by the next new Moon 
The ſcahng day betwixt my love and me, 
For everlaſting bond of fellowſhip: 
Vpon that day cither prepare to die, 
For ditobedicnce to you tathers will, 
Or elſe ro wed Demerrins as hee would, 
Or on Dianaes Altar to proteſt 
For aie,auſterity, and fivgle life. 
Dem. Relent tweet Hermaa, and Lyſander,ycelde 
Thy crazed title to my certaine right, 
Lyſ. You have her fathers love, Demerrins: 
| Ler me have Herwer:do you marry him 
Egew. Scorntull Lyſander,truche bath my Love; 
And what 1s mine, my love ſhall render him. 
And ſhe is mine, and all my right of her, 
I do eſtate vnto Demetrins. 
Ly/. I am my Lord ,as well deriv'd as he, 
As well poſlelt:my love is more then his: 
My fortunes every way as fairely ranck'd 
(It not with vantage )as Demerrans : 
And(which is more then all theſe boaſts can be) 
I am belov'd of beautcous Herma . 
W hy ſhouldnot { then profecute my right? 
Demerrias , [lc 2n0uch itto his head, 
Made love to I edars daughter, Helena, 
And won her toule:and ſhe({ſweet Lady )dotes, 
Devourly dotes, dotcs in Idolatry, 
Vponthis ſported and inconſtant man. 
= The. 1 mult confeſſe, that 1have heard ſo much, 
And with Demerrinsthought to have ſpoke thereof; 
| But being over-full of ſclte-affaires, 
My minde did loſe it. But Demerrims come, 
| And come £ges7,you [bali go with me, 
I have ſome private {chuoung for you both. 
For you faire Hermia,looke you a: me your ſelfe, 
Tc ht your fancies to your Fathers will; 
Or elfe the Law of Athens ycelds you vp 
(W hich by no mEanes we may extenuate) 
To death,or to a vouy of ſingle life. 
Come my Heppotta, what cheare my love? 
Demerrines and Egens go along: 
I mit imploy you in ſome buſineſſe 
Again(t our nuptialls,and conterre with you 
Of ſomething,ncerely that conccrnes your ſelves. 
Ege. With dutic and deſire we follow you. Exewnt. 
CManet Lyſavder and Hermia. 
Ly/. How now my love? Why is your cheek ſo pale? 
How chance the Rotcs there do fade to faſt? 
Her. Belike for want of raine, which I could well 
Beteeme them, from the tcmpett of mine eyes. 
Ly/. Herwma tor ought thar ever 1 could reade, 
Could ever heare by tale or hiſtory, 
The courſe of true love never did run {mooth, 
But either 1t was difterent in biood. 
Hev. O croſle!too high ro beenthral'd colove. 
Ly/. Orelſc miigraffed, in re(pet of yeares. 
Her. O ſpight/too old to be ingag'd to yong. 
Ly/. Or eife it ſtood upon the choiſe of merit. 
Her. O hel! ! to choole love by anotherseye. 
Ly/. Or if there were a ſimpathic in choiſe, 
Warre,death,or fickneſſe, did lay ficge to it; iS. 
| Making it momentaric,as a ſound: 


Swiftas a ſhadow,ſhorr as any dreame, 
Briefe as the lightning in the collicd night, 
That(in a ſpleene )vntolds both heaven and earth; 
And cre a man hath power to ſay, hehold, 
The jawes of darknefſe do devoure it up: 
So quicke bright things come to confuſion, 

Her. It then true Lovers have beene ever croſt, 
Ir ſtandsas an cdi& 1n deſtiny: 
Then let us teach our triall parience, 
Becauſc it is a cuſtomary croſle, 
As ducto love, as thoughts,and dreames,and ſighes, 
Wiſhes and teares;poore Fancics followers. 

Ly{. A good periwaſion;therefore heare me Hermia, 
I have a Widdow Aunt,a dowager, 
Ot great revennew,and ſhe hath no childe, 
From Athens is her houſe remov'd ſeven leagues, 
And ſhe reſpe&ts me, as her onely ſonne: 
There gentle Hermia,may I marry thee, 
And to that place, the Athenian Law 
Cannot purſue us. If thou lov'ſt me,then 
Steale forth thy fathers houſe to morrow night: 
And in the wood,a league without the towne, 
(Wherel did meete thee once with Helena, 
To do obſervance for a morne of May ) 
There wall I ſtay for thee. 

Her. My good Lyſander, 
I ſweare tothee,by Cupids ſtrongeſt bow, 
By his beſt arrow with the golden head, 
By the ſimplicity of Venus Doves, 
By that which Kknitteth ſoules,and proſpers love, 
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queene, 
When the falſe Troyan vnder faile was ſecne, 
By all the vowes that ever men have broke, 
(In number more then ever women ſpoke) 
In that ſame place thou haſt appointed me, 
To morrow truly will I meete with thee. 


Ly/. Keepe promile love:looke here comes Helens. 


Enter Helena, 

Her. God {pcede faire Helena , whither away? 

Hel. Cal you me taire ?that taire againe unſay, 
Demerrms loves you faire : O happy taire! 
Your eyesare loadlt; your t ${weet ayre 
Moretuncable then Larke to ' wha, - care, 
W hen wheate is greene, when hauthorne buds appeare, 
Sicknefle is catching : O were fayour ſo, 
Your words Ide catch, faire Hermia ere I go, 
My care ſhould catch your voice, my cye,your eye, 
My tongue ſhould catch your tongues {weet melodic, 
Were s world mine, Demerrins being bated, 
The reſt lie give to be toyou tranſlated. 
O tcach me how you looke, and with what art 
You ſway the motion of Demerrw hart, 
Her. | trowneupon hum, yet he loves me till. 
Hel. O that your trownes wouid teach my {miles 
ſuch skil. 
Her. | give him curſes, yet hegives me love. 
Hel. O that my prayerscould tuch affection moove- 
Her. The more hate the more he toilowes me- 
Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 
Her. His toily Helena is none of mine. ; 
Hel.None but your beauty,wold that fanle were mine 
Hey. Tai.e comtort:he no more (hall (ce my tace, 
Lyſander and my (eife will fie this place. 
Before the :1me I did Lyſander (ce, 
Scem'd Athens like a Paradilc to mee» 
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| To have his ſight thither, and backe againe. 
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O then,whatgraces in my Love do dwell, 
That he hath curg'd a heaveniato hell? 

Ly/- ttlew, co you our mindes we will vnfold, 
To morrow aight,when fbebe doth behold 
Her liver vilage,un the watry glaſle, 

Decking with uquid pearlegthe bladed grafle 
(Aciune that Loycrs tights doth (till conceale) 
through Arhens gates, have we devig'd to ſteale. 

Her. And 1n the wood, where often you and I, 
Vpon taunt Prunrole beds, were won to lye, 
Emptyiag our bolomes, of their counſell tweld: 
There my Lyſander, and my 1eltc ſhall meete, 
And cheace trom Arvens turne away our cyecs 
To lceke new friendsand ſtrange companions, 
Farewell {weet play-tellow,pray thou tor us, 
And good lucke grant thee cby Demerrins, 

Keepe word Lyſander we mill ſtarve our fight, 
From lovers toode,till morrow deepe midnight- 


Exut Hermia. 
Ly{-1 will my Heymia. Helenaadicu, 
As you on him, 0emerriss dores on you. Exit Lyſander. 
Hel, How happy lome,ore otheriome can be? 
Through Aches 1 am thought as faire as ſhe. 
Bur what of that ? Dexeerans thinkes not {0: 
He will not know,what all,but he doth know, 
Aud as hce erres, doting on Hermias eycs; 
$0 1, admiring ot his qualities: 
Things baſe and vilde, holding no quantity, 
Love can tranſ{pole to forme and dignity, | 
Lovelookes not with the cycs, bur with the minde, 
And therefore is wing'd Cxpid painted blinde. 
Nor hath loves minde of any judgementrtaſte: 
Wings and no eyes,figure,vnheedy halte. 
And therefore 1s Love ſaid to be a childe, 
Becauſe in choile he often is beguil'd, 
As waggilh boyes in game themſclves torſweare; 
Sothe voy Love is perjur'devery where. 
For ere Demerrms l00kt 0n Hermias eyne, 
He hail'd downe oathes that he was only mine. 
And when this Haile ſome heat trom Hermia telr, 
$0 he difſolv'd,and ſhowres of oathes did melt. 


| [ will gotell him of faire Heranias flight: 


Then to the wood will he,to morrow night, 

| Purſue her; and for his intelligence, 

If I have thankes,it is a deere expence: 

But keerein meane I tocnrich my paine, - 
xit. 


Enter Onince the Carpenter , Sxug the loner , Bottome the 
Weaver, Flute the beliowes , Snont the Tinker , and 
Starveluag the T aylor. 


£m. Is allour company heere? 
Bot. You were belt to cailthem generally ; man by 
man, according to the ſcrip. 
Lu. Here is the ſcrowle of every mans nattie , which 
T thought tit through all Athens , ttoplay in our ,Enter- 
| lude betore the Duke and the Dutches , on his wedding 
Cay at night. 
Boe. Firit, good Peter Quince, fay what the play treats 
on:then reade the names of the Actors : and 1o grow on 
tO a point. 
Qs. Marry our play is the moſt lamentable Gomedy, 
and moſt cruell death of Pyramns and Thichie. 
ot, A very good peece of worke I affure you;and a 
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merry. Now good Peter Q ance , call forth your Actors 
by the ſcrowle. Maiſters ſpread your telves. 

Lnee. Anſwere as 1 call you- Nick Bottome the 
Weaver. | 

Jo Ready ; name what part I am tor, and pro- 
cced, 

Quazce. You Nucke Bottom are {et downe for Pyre- 
me. 

Bot. W hat is Pyranns, a lover, ora tyrant? 
| Que. A Lover that kils himlclfe molt gallantly for 

ove, 

| Bot, Thar will aske ſome teares inthe true pertor- 
mng of it : if I do it,letche audicnce looke to their cies; 
| wul moove ſtormes; 1 will condole in ſome meaſure. 
To the relt yer,my chicte humour is for a tyrant. I could 
play Erctes rarely , or a part totcare a Cat in,to make all 
iplit the raging Rocksand ſhivering ſhocks ſhall breake 
the locks ot priſon gates , and F bybbws carre thall ſhine 
trom tarre, and make and marre the fooliſh Fates. This 
was lotty. Now naine the reſt of the Players. This 
1 Ercles veine z a ryrancs vcIne : 4 lover is more condo- 

ing. 

(222%. Franc: Flange the bellowes-mender . 

Fin, Hoerc Peter Quarce, 

Qs. You mult take Thishze on you. 

Flu. \W hat is Thizbwe,a wandring Knight? 

Qs. It is the Lady that Pyramas mult love. 

Flu. Nay faith , let hbt met play a woman, I hayea 
beard comming. +- | 

Q#. Thar's all one, youſhallplay itin a Maske,and you 

may {peake as ſmall as you will. 

Bot. And I may hide my tace,let me play Thi«bietoo: 
Ile ſpeake in a monſtrous little voyce , ſhi/neT hifne, ah 
Pyramus my loverdeae , thy The deare, and Lady 
deare.! 

Q»4#x. No no, you mult play Pyramss,and Flare, you 
Tiutby. 

Bot, Well, proceed. 

Qs. Robun Starveleng the Taylor. 

Star, Heere Peter Qgence, 

_— Robin Starvelmng ,vou mult play Thisbies mo- 
ener? 

Tom Snowt, the tinker. 

Snowt. Heere Peter Quince. 

Q#z. You Pramas father ; my ſelfe, Thubies tather; 
Snug ge the loyner, you the Lyons part ; and I hope there 
is a play htted. 

Smeg. Have you the Lyons part written? pray you if 
it be, give it me, for I am flow of ſtudic. 

Qs. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but 
roaring+ 

Boe. Let mee play the .Lyon tco, I willroare that 1 
will doe any mans heart good to heare me. I will roare, 
that I will make the Duke fay , Let him roare againe , let 
him roare againe. 

Qs. if you ſhould doe ittoo terribly ; you would 
fright the Dutchefle and the Ladies , that rhey would 
ſhrike, and that were enough to hang us all. 

All. That would hang us every mothers ſonne. 

Bottome. 1 graunt you friends, if thatyou ſhonld 
fright the Ladies out of their Witres, this would 


have no more difcreriori but to hang us : but I will ag- | 


1 


gravate my voyct fo, that I will roare you as = 

as any ſucking Dove ; I will roare and 'twere any 

ingule: 
Quince. You can play no part-but Piramys , for Piras | 

mils | 
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14.8 A eMidſommer nights Dreame. | 
: a 
mus is a iweet-tac'd man , a man as one ſhall ſee in | Miſleade night-wanderers,laughing at their harme, 
| a ſummers day ; a moſt lovely Gentleman-like man,ther- Thoſe that Hobgoblin call you , and ſweet Pucke, 
fore you rault needs play Ps amns. You dotheir worke,and they ſhall have good luck c- 
Ber. Well,I will vndertakeit. What beard were I beſt | Are not you he? | 
to play it in? Rob. Thou {peak'|aright ; - 
win, W hy,what you will. | I am that merrie wanderer of the night: 
or. 1 will diſcharge it, incither your ſtraw-colour | I jeſt tO Oberen,and make him (mile, | - 
beard, your orange tawnie beard , your purple in graine | When I a fat and beane-ted horſe beguile, f 
beard , or your Erench-crowne chance per- | Neighing in likenefle of a filly toale, 7 
fect yellow. And ſometime lurke 1 in a Goſlips bole, | 
Oni, Some of yourFrench-Crownes have no haire | In very likeneſle of a roaſted crab: F 
at all,and then you will play bare-fac'd- But maiſters here | And when ſhe drinkes, agaialt her lips I bob, A 
are your parts, and I am to intreat you, requeſt you, and | And on her withered dewlop poure the Ale. [; 
defire you, to con them by to morrow night:and meet | The wiſeſt Aunt telling the 1addeit tale, 7 
me in the ewood, a mile without the Towne, by | Sometime for three-foot ſtoole,miltaketh me, T 
Moone-hight , there we will rehearſe : forif we meete in | Thenflip I from her bum, downe topples ſhe, B 
the Citie, we ſhalbe dog'd with company, and our deui- | And railour cries,and fals into a coffe. A; 
ſes knowne. In themeane time, I will draw a bil of pro» | And then the whole quire hold their hips,and lotfe, F, 
pertics, ſuch as our play wants. I pray you faile menot. And waxen in their mirth, and nceze, and ſyeare, W 
Bet. We will meete, and there we may rehearſe more | A merrier houre was never waſted there. | 
obſcencly and couragiouſly. Take paine , be perfect ,a- | But reome Fairy,hecre comes Oberen. W 
dicu. Fai. And heere my Miltris: I 
vin. At the Dulces oake we meete- Would that we were gones Tc 
Bot. Enough, hold or cut bow-ſtrings. Exennt. 
Enter the King of Fairies at one doore with bis traine, Th 
"20 ms 'Y and the Queene at another with her;. Hi 
eACtus Secundus : 06. Ill met by Moone-light, _ 
4 < I Whee, jedlons Glee _ 
w. W hat, jealous ? Fairy skip hence. Ma 
Enter 4 _ mn "n pn ag Robin good- I _ fortworne his bed and company. Wl 
Rob. How now ſpirit, whither wander you? 9s, g——_ be th CIO wt , An 
Fas. Over hill,over date, through buſb,through briar, | when thou waſt ſtolue away fom Fairy Land _ 
Over parke,over pale, through flood, through fire, And in the ſhape of Corin re all . 4 Foll 
I do wander every where,ſwifter then} Moons ſphere; Playing on pi - of Corne,and —_ o des Wo 
AndI ſerve the Fairy Queene , to dew her orbs upon the | Tg NS et hide, Why art TOE Tol 
The Cowflips call, her penſioners be, (green- | Come from the fartheſt oY of India? As! 
—_ yen +." you lce, But that forſooth the domcng LAWL9DD _ 
ole uvics, Fairic tavors, n'd Miſtreſſi : 
In thole trecklcs,live their favors, =_u — mm Rn your WU And 
I mult go ſecke ſome dery drops hcere, T ogive their bed joy and prof] 4 , - 
And hang a pcarle in every cowſlipscare. - 1 How canſt thou thus A Trtani < 
Farewell thou Lob of {pirits,lle begon, Glance at my credite,with Hippolita? Joe, If yo 
Our Queeneand all her Elues come heere 4non- Knowing | know thy love to Theſeus? And 
Rob. The King doth kecpe his Revels here to night, Didtt thou notleade him through the glimmering night If no 
—_ 1 the Qucene come not within his ſight, From P s, whom he raviſhed? VEINS > edithy Q 
or Oberon is paising tcll and wrath, im with fai » hte Got 
Becauſe that the, as her attendant, hath _ TIS "= breake his faith vt q 
A lovely boy itolne from an Indian King, Bs. Theſe are the forgeries of jealouſi T; 
She never had {o {tweet a changeling, And Mingna fince the middle Sum — wy 
And jealous Oberen would have the childe Met we on hilLin dale for reſt,or ID 9 4 
Knight of his traine, to trace the Forreſts wilde. B a fountaine,or b raſhie by \ Mnce 
But ſhe(perforce)with-holds the loved boy, Orin the beached mgaef the "ay . _ 
Crownes him with flowers,and makes him all her joy. | To dance our ringlets ro the Whats, beds 7 _ 
And now they never mcete ingrove,or greene, But with thy braules thou haſt di ww, } pang” har 
By fountaine clecre,or ſpangled itar-light ſheene, tema —_ — re e ſturb'dour ſport: _ - 
Bur they do ſquare, that all their Elues for feare As inrevenge, have fuck'd: wt . w_—_— yay 
Creepe into Acorne cups and hide them there. Con _ fogges:'W hich f Ealling i — > 
F as. Either I miſtake your and making quite, | 78 2p petr "oak made Go ng in the , I Os, 
Or elſe you are that ſhrew'd and knaviſh ſpirit That _ : -borne thei prondh s; 
Cal'd Rubin Good-fellow. Are you not hce cr Ep Comms: |} (*pid 
That frights the maidens of the Vilagree , =_ Oxe hath _— {tretch'd his yoake in vaine, Ata fai 
Skum milkc,and ſometimes labour in the querne 9c his INES = : 
And bootleſle make the breathleſſe huſwife cherne, The fold ſtands —_ in the Ce 1 - 
And ſometime make the drinke tobeare no barme, And Crowes are fatted withthe murrion flocke, nl 
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The nine mens Morris is fild up with mud, 
And the queint Mazes inthe wanton greene, 
For lacke of tread are undiſtinguiſhable. 
The humane mortals want their winter heere, 
No night is now with hymne or caroll bleſt, 
Therefore the Moone(the governeſſe of floods) 
Pale in her anger, waſhes all the aire; 
That Rheumaticke diſcates do abound. 
And thorough this diſtemperature,we (ce 
The ſcafons alter ; hoarcd-headed troſts 
Fall in the treſh lap of the crimſon Roſe, 
And on old Hyems chinne and Icie crowne, 
An odorous Chaplet of ſweet Sommer buds 
Isas in mockry ſet. The (pring, the Sommer, 
The childing Autumne,angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liveries, and the mazed world, | 
By their increaſe, now knowes not which is which; 
And this tame Progepy of cevills comes 
From our dcbate, from our diflention, 
We are their parents and originall. 
06. Do you amend it then,t lies in you, 
Why ſhould 7 ;2ew54 crofle her Oberon? 
I do but beg a little changeling boy, 
To be my Henchman. 
Qw.Sct your heart at reſt, 
The Fairy land buycsnot the child of me. 
His mother was a Vortreſle of my Order, 
And in the ſpiced [ndsawaire, by night 
Full often hath ſhe golſipt by my ſide, 
And fat with me on Neptanes yellow lands, 
Marking th'embarked traders on the flood, = 
When we have laugh toſcethe ſailes conceive, 
And grow big be!lted with the wanton winde: 
Which ſhe with pretty and with ſwimming gate, . 
Following ( her wombe then rich with my yong {quue) 
Would imitate,and faile upon the Land, 
To fetch metrifles,and returne againe, 
As trom a voyage,rich with merchandize- 
But ſhe being mortall of that boy did dye, 
And tor her fake I doreare up her boy, 
And for her ſake I will not part with him. 
06. Huw long within this wood intend you ſtay? 
2%. Perchance till after Theſens wedding day. 
If you will patiently dance in our Round, 
And ſee our Moone-light revels, go with us; 
If not,ſhun meand I will ſpare your haunts. 
06. Give methat boy,and 1 will go with thee. 
Qu, Not for thy Fairy Kingdome. Fairies away: 
We ſhall chide downeright,it 1longer ſtay. — Exemnr. 
06. Weil,g9 thy way:thou ſhalt not from this grove, 
Till I rormenc thee for this injury. 
My gentle P#cke come hither ; thou remembreſt 
Since [ lat upona promontory, 
And heard a Meare-maide on a Dolphins backe, 
Vrtering ſuch dulcer and harmonious breath, 
Thar the rude ſea grew civill at her ſong, 
And cerzaine ſtarres ſhot madly from their Spheares, 
To heare the Sea-maids mulicke. 
Pa. | remember. 
O6. That very time I ſay(butthou could(t not ) 
Flying betweene the cold Moone and theearth, 
( id alarm'd;a certaine aime he tooke 
Ara faire Veſtall,throned by the Weſt, 
And loos'd his love-ſhaft ſmartly from his bouw, 
As it ſhould pierce a hundred thouſand hearts, 
I might (ce youg Cepids fiery ſhaft 
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Quenchrtin the chaſte beamcs of the watry Moone; 
And the imperiall Vortreſle paſſed on, 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 
Yet markt I where the bolt of Cupid fell. 
It fell upon a little weſterne flower: 
Betore,milke-white : now purple with lovzs wound, 
And maidens call it, Love in idlencſle. 
Fetch me that flower;zthe hearb 1 ſhew'd thee once, 
The juyce of it,on {lceping eye-lids laid, 
Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Vpon the next hive creature that it ices. 
Fetch methis hearbe, and be thou heere againe, 
Ere the Lewvvathes cat twim a league. 
Ps, lle put a girdle abour the earth , in forty minutes. 
Ex. 
Ob. Having once this juyce, 
Ile watch 7izanza,when ſhe 1s alleepe, 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes: 
The next thing when ſhe waking lookes upon, 
(Be it on Lyon,Beare,or Wolte, or Bull, 
On medling Monkey,or on bulic Ape) 
Shee ſhall purſue ir, with the ſoule of love. 
Andere L take this charme off from her fight, 
(As I cantake it with another hearbe) 
Ile make her reader up her Page to me. 
But who comes heere?I am inviſible, 
And I will over-heare their conterences 


Enter Demerrins, Helena following hin; 


Dem. I love thee nor, therefore purſue menor, 
W here is Lyſander,and taire Hermua? 
The one lle ſtay, the other ſtayeth me. 
Thou toldſt me they were ſtolne into this wood; 
And heere am I, and wood within this wood, 
Becauſe I cannot meet my Hermia. 
Hence get thee gone,and follow me no more. 

Het. You draw me, you hard-hearted Adamant, 
Bur yet you draw not Iron,tor my heart 
Is true as ſteele. Leave you your power to draw, 
And I ſhall have no power to foilow you. 

Dem. Do I entice you?dolI ſpeake you faire? 
Or rather do I not in plaineſt truth, 
Tell you I donot,nor | cannot love you? 

Hel. And even forthat dol love thee the more; 
I am your ſpaniell, and Demerrins, 
The more you beat me, I will fawne on you. 
Vie me butas your ſpanicll;ſpurne me, ſtrike me, 
Neglet me,loſe me;onely give me leaue 
(Vnworthy as I am )to follow you. 
What worſer place can can | begin your love, 
(And yet a place of high reſpect withme) 
Then to be vied as you do your dogge? 

Dem. Tempt not roomuchthe hatred of my ſpirit, 
For I am ficke when I dolooke on thee. 

Hel. And Iam ficke when looke not on you. 

Dem. You doe impeach your modeſty roo much, 
Tolcave the Citty,and commit your ſelfe 
Into = —_ one e100" ay nct, 
To truſt the opportunity of night, 
And the ill coupſell of a deſert place, 
With the rich worth of your virginity, 

Hel. Your vertue is my priviledge : for that 
It is nat night when I doe fee your face. 
Therefore I thinke I am not in the night, 
Nor doth this wood lacke RR_ of company, 
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For youin my re{peR are all the world. 
Then how can it be fatd I am alone, 
Whea all the world 1s hceere ro looke on me? 

Dem. lic run trom thee,and hide me inthe brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wilde bcaſts. 

Hel. The wiidett hath not ſucha heart as you; 
Runne when you will,the ſtory ſhall be chayg'd: 
Apollo flies,and Daphne holds the chaſe; 

The Dove purſues the Grizhn,the milde Hinde 
Makes ſpeed to catch the Tyger: Bootleſlc ſpecde, 
W hen cowardiſe purlucs,and valour flies. 

Dem. 1 will not ſtay thy queſtions, let me go; 
Or if thou follow me, do not belceve, 
But 1 ſhall do thee miſchicte in the wood. 

Hel. I1,inthe Temple, in the Towne,and Field 
You do me milchicte. Fye Demerring, 
Your wrongs do ſet a icandall on my ſexe: 
Wecannot hight for love, as men may do; 
We ſhould be woo'd, and were not made to wooe. 
I fellow thee,and makea heaven of hell, 
Todie upon the hand 1 love fo well. 


Thou ſhalt fly him, and he ſhall ſceckethy love. 
Haſt thou the Rower there? Welcome wanderer. 


Enter Pucke. 
Pw. I, there it 1s. 


O06. 1 pray theegive it me. 
I know a banke where the wildetime blowes, 


| Where Oxflips and the nodding Violet growes, 


Quite over-cannoped with luſcious woodbine, 
With {weer muske roſes,and with Eglantine, 

T here ſleepes Tyiania, ſometime of the night, 

Lul'd intheſe Rowers,with dances and delight: 

And thcre the {nake throwes her enammel'd skinne, 
Weed wicc enough to wrap a Fairy in. 

And with the juyce of this lie ſtreake her eyes, 

And make her Fall of hatcfull tantafies. 

Take thou ſome of it, and ſeeke through this grove 
A ſweet e-+thenian Lady is in love 

With a di{dainefull youth : annoint his eyes, 
Butdo it when the next thing he cſpies, 

May be the Lady. Thou ſhalt know the man, 


| By the erhenian garments he hath on. 


ER#e it with ſome care,that he may prove 
More fond on her,then the upon her love; 
And looke thou meet we ere the firſt Cocke crow. 
Px. Feare not my Lord,your ſervant ſhall do ſo. Exit. 
Enter Yncene of Fairies, with her traine. 
9g. Come,now a Roundell, anda Fairy ſong: 
Then for the third part of a minute hence, 
Some to kill Cankers in the muske roſe buds, 
Some warre with Reremile, tor their leathern wings, 
To make my {mall Elvcs coates,and ſome keepe backe 
The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our queint ſpirits:Sing me now aſleepe, 
Then to your orhices,and let me reſt, 


Fasries Sg. 


You ſpotted Snakes with dowble tongee, 
7 herny Hedgehog ger be not ſcene, 
Newt; and b inde worme! do no wrong, 
Come not meereonr Fairy Q neene, 


Philome'e with melodie, 


Exit. 
06. Fare thee well Nymphyerc he do leave this grove, 


Sing in your ſweet Lullaby, 
| Lula lula,initaby talatula Julaby : 
Never barme, nor ſpell,nor charme, 

| Come our lovely Lady nye, 
| Ss geod myht with Lullaby. 
| 2. Fairy. Weaving Spiders come net beer, 
| Hence you long leg d Spraners fence : 
Beetles blacks approach not neere: 
Worme nor Snayle do no offence. 
Philomele with melody oc. 

I. Fairy. Hence away now all 11 well: 
One aloofe fland ( entin«ll, 


Emter Oberon. 

Ob. What thou ſceſt whenthou doit wake, 
Do it for thy true Love take; 
Love and languiſh tor his ſake. 
Be it Ounce, or Carre, or Beare, 
Pard,or Boare with briſtled haire, 
In thy eye'that ſhall appearc, 
When thou wak'it, it is thy deare, 
Wake when ſomo vile thing is necre- 


Enter Lyſander and Her mia. 


And to {pcake troth;l have forgot our way: 
Wee'll reſt us Hermua, it you thinke it good, 
And tarry for the comfort of the day. 
Her. Be it (0 Ly/ander:finde you out a bed, 
For I upon this banke will reſt my head. 
Lyſ. Oae ture ſhali ſerve as pillow for us both, 
One heart,one bed, two boſomes; and one troth. 
Hey. Nay good Lyſander, for my {ake my deere 
Lie further off yet,do nor lic fo neere. 
Ly/. O take the ſence {weet,ot my innocence, 
Love takes the meaning, in loves conf-rence, 
I meane that my heart unto yours is knit, 
So that but one heart can you make of it. 
Two botomes interchanged with an oath, 
So then two boſomes, and a ſingle troth. 
Then by your ſide,no bed-roome me deny, 
For lying (o, Hermsa, 1 do not l;e. 
Her. Lyſander riddles very prettily; 
Now muchbeſhrew my manners, and my pride, 
It Hermia mcant to lay, Lyſander hicd. 
But gentle triend, tor loveand courteſic 
Lie turther off, in humane modeſty, 
Such teparation,as may well be ſaid, 
Becomes a vertuous batchelour, anda maide, 
So farre be diſtant,and good night ſweet friend: 
Thy love ne're alter,till thy ſweet life end. 
Ly/. Amen,amen,to that faire prayer, ſayT, 
And then end lite, when I end loyalty : 
Heere is my bed,ſlcepe give thee all his reſt. 
Her. \W ith halfethar wiſh,the wiſhers eyes be preſt- 
Enter Pucke. They ſleepe. 
Ps. Through the Forreſt have I gone, | 
But Athenian finde I none, | 
On whoſe eyes I might approve | 
This flowers force in ſtirring love, | 
| Nightand ſilence : whois heere? 
| Weedes of «then he doth weare: 
| Thisis he(my maiſter ſaid) | 
| Deſpiſed the «,5thenian maide: | 
| And heere the maiden ſleeping ſound, | 
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On the danke and durty ground. 
Pretty ſoule,the durit nor lye 

Necre this lacke-love,this kill-curteſic. 
Charle, upon thy eyes I throw 

Al' the power this charme doth owe: 
Whenchou wak',let love forbid 
Sleepe his feate on thy eye-lid, 

So awake when I am gone: 

For I mult now to Oberon. 


Exit. 
Emer Demetrius and Helenarunning 


Hel. Say, though thou kill me, {weete Demetrins. 
De. I charge thee hence,and do not haunt me thus. 
Hel. © wile thou darkling leave ine?do not to. 
De. Stay on thy perili,l alone will g0. 
Exit Demetrins. 
Hel. O I am out of breath,in this tond chace, 
The more iny prayer,the lefler is my grace, 
Happy is Hermz4,whereſoere ſhe hes: 
For ſhe hath bleſſed and attractive eyes. 
How came her eyes ſo bright? Nor with alt teares. 
If ſo,my eyes are otrner waſht then hers. 
Noyno,[ am as ugly asa Beare; 
For beaſts that meete me, ruane away for feare, 
Therefore no mavaile, though Demetrrins 
Do as a monlter,fty my preſence thus, 
W hat wicked and diflembling glaſle of mine, 
Made me compate with Hermas (phery cync? 
Put who is here? Lyſander on the ground: 
Decade or aſleepe? | tee no bloud,no wound, 
Lyſander, it you live, good (ir awake. 
Lyſ: Andrun through fire I will for thy ſ;veet fake. 
Tranſparent Helena,nature here ſhews art, 
That through thy buſome makes me ſee thy heart. 
\V here Demerrizs ? oh how tit a word 
Is that vile name , to periſh on my ſword! 
Hel. Do not (ay 10 Lyſander,fay not fo: 
What though he love your Hermia?Lord, what though? 
Yet Hermaa itil loves you:then be content. 
Ly/. Content with Hermi4? No, I do repent 
| The tedious minutes | with her have ſpent. 
Not Hermia, but Helena now I love: 
Who will not changea Raven fora Dove? 
The wiil of man 15 by his reaſon tway'd: 
And rea{on tayes you are the worthier Maide. 
Things growing are not ripe untiil their ſeafon: 
$0 | being yong,ti.l now ripe not to reaſon, 
And touching now the point of humane $kill, 
Realon becomes the Marſhall tomy will, 
And leades me to your eyes, where 1 orelooke 
Loves ſtories, written in Loves richeſt booke. 
Hel. Wheretore was I to this kecne mockery borne? 
When at your hands did 1 deſerve this ſcorne? 
I;t not enough,ilt not enough, yong man, 
That I did never, no nor never can, 
Delervea ſweetelooke from Demerrins eye, 
But you muſt Four my inſwhciency? 
Good troth you dy me wrong\good-ſooth you do) 
In fuch difdainfuil manner,me to wooe. 
But fare you well : perforce [ mult confeſſe, 
I thought you Lord of more true genteneſle. 
Oh, that a Lady of one man refus'd, 
Should of another therefore be abus'd. Exit. 
Ly/. She fees not Fermi: Hermis fleepe thou there, 
' And never maiſt thoucome L Jſander neere: 
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For asa furfcit of the ſweeteſt things 

The deepeſt loathing troa ſtomacke brings: 

Or asthe hereſics that men do icave, 

Arc hated molt ot thoſe that did deceive: 

So thou,my tucter,and my hereſic, 

Ot alle hated: but the molt of me, 

And all my powers addreſſe your love and might, 
Io honour Heler,and to be her Knight. 

Her. Helpe me Lyſ«ndey, helpe me,do thy beſt 
To pluc' c this crawling ferpent from my breſt. 
Ayc ine,for pitty, what 2 dreame was here? 
Lyſaader looke,how I doquake with feare: 
Me»thought a ſerpent cate my heart away, 

And ycr {aze\miling at his cruell prey. 
Ly/ander,what remov d?Ly/ander, Lord, 

W hat,out cf hcaring-gonc? No found,no word? 
Alacke where arc yeu?ſpeake and if you heare: 
Speake of 2ll loves:I ſwound almoſt with feare. 
No, then I well perceive you are not nye, 
Either death or you lle finde immediately. 


Ext. 


Exu 


eA lus Tertins, 
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Emer the C lownes, 


Bot. Are wea!l met? 

Lwin, Par , pat,and here's a marvailous convenient 
place for our reheartail. This greene plot ſhall bee our 
{tape,this hauthorne brake our tyring houſe, and we will 
do ut inaction, as we will doit before the Duke. 

Bot. Peter ume? 

Peter. W hat laiſt thou, bully Betrome? 

Boe. There are thugs i this Cemedy of Piramms and 
Thuby, that wiline-cr pleaſe. Firlt, Pramas muſt draw a 
ſword tokill himfelfe : which the Ladies cannor abide. 
How anfwere you that? 

Snewt. Berlakcn,a parlous feare. 

Star. I deleeve we muſt leave the kiiling out, when all 
is done. 

Bottome. Not a whit, I have a device to make all well. 
Write me a Prologue, and letthe Prologue ſeemero ſay, 
we will dono harme with our {words , and that Pyremzs 
isnot kil'd indecde : aad tor the more better aſſurance, 
tell them,that I Prramns am not Prramaus, but Butrome the 
Weaver; this will put them out of feare. 

Qs. Well, we will have ſuch a Protogue,and it ſhall be 
written in cighe and fixe. 

Bot. No , make ittwo more, let it be written in eight 
and eight. 

Szoxt. Will not the Ladics be afear'd of the Lyon? 

Star. I feare it, I promiſe you. 

Boe.Maiſters,you ought to conſider with your felves, 
to bringin(God thicld us)a Lyon among Ladics,is a moſt 
dreadfull thing. tor there 1s not a more fearctull wilde 
foule then your Lyon living : and wee ought to looke 
colt, 

Snout. Therefore another Prologue muſt tell hee isnor 
a Lyon. 

Box. Nay, you muſt name his name, and halfe his face 
muſt be ſeene through the Lyons necke, and he himfelfe 
muſt ſpeake through, ſaying thus,or to the ſame defe: 


Ladics , or fairc Ladies , I would wiſh you, or I would 


—m—— 


requeſt 


| 


| 
' 


' 
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requeſt you,or I would cntrear you, not to feare , not to 
tremble : my lite for yours. It you thinke I come hither 
asa Lyon, 1t were pittry of my lite. No, I am no ſuch 
thing, I am a man as other men are ; and there indeed let 
him nan:c his name , and tell him plainly hee 15 S=#g the 
joyner 
Quince. Well , it ſhall be ſo; bbt there is two hard 
things , that is, to bring the Moone-ltght into a chain» 
| ber:tor you know, Pjramss and Thizby mecte by Mocne- 
light. | 
: Snug. Doth the Moone ſhine that night wee play our 

lay? 
F ” For. A Calender, a Calcnder,looke in the Almanack, 
finde our Moone-thine, tinde our Moonc-ſhine, 

Emer Frcke. 

. Quan. Yes, it doth ſhine that night. 

Bot. Why then may you lcavea caſcment of the great 
chamber window(where we play)open, and the Moone 
may ſhine ih ar the caſement. 

Qa. I, or clſe one muit come in with a buſh of thorns 
and a lanthorne, and fay he co ncs to disfigure,or to pre- 
ſent the perſon of Moone-ſhine. Then there is another 
thing, we muſt have a wall in the great Chamber; tor Ps- 
ramw and Thiybze (laics the ſtory) did talke through the 
chinke of a wall. 

$nu. You can never bring in a wall. What ſay you 
Bottom ? 

Bot. Some man or other muſt preſent wall, and let 
him have ſome Plaſter , or tome Lome, oc ſome rough 
calt about him , to ſignitie wall ; orlet him hold his f114- 
gers thus ; and through that <:anny, ſhall Pramas , and 


Thuby whilper. 


Q*s.1f that may be, thenall is well. Come , firdowne | 


every mothers ſonne , and rehearſe your parts. Pyramws, 
you begin ; when you have {poken your ſpeech , enter 
intothar Brake , and ſo every one according to his cuc. 


Exter Robin. 


Rob. What hempcn home-ſpuns haye we ſwaggering 
here 
So neere the Cradle of the Faicry Queene? 
What,a Play roward? Ile be oy auditor: 
An Actor too perhaps,it I ſeEcauſe. 
Qu. *peake Prams: Thirby ſtand forth. 
Pw. Thisby,the flowers of odious favors 1ivecte. 
Qs. Odours,odours. 
7 x. Odours favors ſweete, 
So hath thy breath, my dcarcit Thizby deare. 
But harkc,avoyce : {tay thou but here a while, 
And by and by 1 will to thee appeare. | 
Pu. A ſtranger Ppramus,then ere plaid here. 
Thiſ.Muſt I ſpeake now? 
Pet. 1 marry muſt you. For you mult vnderſtand he 
goes but to {ec a noiſc that hc heard, and is tocome a- 
ainc- 
. This. Moſt radiant Piramns , moſt Lilly white of hue, 
Of colourlike thered role on triumphant bryer, 
Moſt brisky Iuuenall,and eke molt lovely Iew, 
Astrue as trueſt horſe,that yet would never tyre, 


Ue meete thee Piremme , at I\ pmnies toombe. 
Pet. Ninws toombe man : why, you muſt not ſpeake 


that yet ; that you anſwere to Prem : you ſpeake all 
your part at once, cucsandall. Piremwsenter,your cue is 


paſt ; 1t 15 never tyre. ; 
Thi. O, as true as trueſt horſe, that yet would never 


ryrc: 


Ex. Fir, 


Per. If I were faire, T hiſby I were onely thine. 
Pet. O monſtrous. O ſtrange. We are hanted ; pray 


mailters, flye mailers, helpe. 
Te (lownes all Exenon.l 

Ps. Ile follow you, Ile leade you about a Round, 
Through bogge , through buſh,through brake,through 
Sometimea horſe le be,ſometime a hound: =(bryer, 
A hogge, a headlefle Beare,ſomerime a fire, 
And neigh,and barke,and grunt,and rore,and burne, 
Like hore, hound, hog, Beare,fire,at every turne. & x, 

Emer Piramns with the Aﬀe head. 


Bot. Why do they run away ? This is a knavery of 
them to make me afcard. Enter Snowt, 
Sn. O Borteme,thou art chang'd; W hat do I ſee on thee? 
Bot, What do you ſec? You ſec an Aﬀe-head of your 
owne, do you? 


Enter Peter Onince. 


Pet, Bleſſc thee Betrome,bleſle thee;thou art tranſlated, 
E xt. 

Bot. 1 fcc their knavery ; this is ro makean aſſe of me, 
to fright me it they Could ; but I will not ſirre from 
this place,do what they can. I will walke up and downe 
here,and 1 will ſing that they ſhall heare I am not afraid, 
The Wooſell cocke, 10 blacke of hew, 

W ith Orcnge-rawny bill. 
The Throltlc,with his note ſo true, 
The Wren and little quill, 
Tu, W hat Angell wakes me from my flowry bed? 
Bot. The inch, the Sparrow,and the Larke, 
The plainſong Cuckow gray; 
W hole note tull many a man doth marke, 
And dares not anfwere,nay. 
For indeed, who would ſet his wit to ſo fooliſha bird? 
Who would givea bird the lye,though he cry Cuckow, 
| never ſo? 

Tia. I pray thee gentle mortall, ſing againe, 
| Mine earc is much cnamorcd of thy note 
| On the firit view to ſay, toſweare Ilove thee. 
| So is mine eye enthralled to thy ſhape, 
| Andthy faire vertues force(perforce) doth moye me. 
| Boer. Me-thinkes maiſtreſſe , you ſhould have little 
| reaſon for that : and yet to ſay the truth, reaſon and love | 
| keepe little company together , now-adayes. The more 
the pitty,that ſome honelt neigbours will not mak them 
triends. Nay, I can glecke upon occaſion. 

Tyre. Thou artas wiſe as thou art beautifull, 

Bot. Not fo neither : but if I had wit enoughto get 
out of this wood , I have cnoughto ſerve mine owne 
eurne. 

Tyra. Out of this wood,do not deſire togo, 
Thou ſhalt remaine here,whether thou wilt or no. 
I ama ſpirit of no common rate: 
The Summer {till doth tend upon my ſtate, 
And Ido love thee ;therctore go with me, 
Ile give thce Fairics to attend on thee; 
And they ſhall tetch thee Iewelsfrom thedeepe, 
And fing,while thou on preſſed fowers Jolt leepe; 
And I will purgethy mortal groſleneſle ſo, 


That thou ſhaltlike anaury ſpirit go- 


Enter P eaſe-bloſſome, Cobwed, Moth, Muſtard 
T/ cede , and fe Oy CF ar . 


| Fas. Ready ; andI ,and1I, and I, Where ſhall we go? 
Yita, Ba 


> 


A— 


ſetae. 
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Tita. Be k.inde and curtcous tothis Gentleman. 
Hop in his walkes,and gambolc in his cies, 
Feeds him with Apricocks,and Dewberries, 
Wich purple GrapeS,greene FE ig5,and Mulberrics, 
The honic-bags ſtcale trom the humble Bees, 
And for night-taperscrop their waxen thighes, 
And light them at the fieric-Glow-wormes cyes, 
To have my loveto bed, and to ariſe: 
And pluke the wings from cd Burterflies, 
To fan the Moone-beames from his {leeping cies. 
Ncd to him Elues, and do him curtcfies. 

t. Fe. Haile mortall,haile- 

2. Fai, Haile. 

3. Fas. Haile. | 

Bor.I cry your worſhips mercy hartily, I beſeech your 


Cob. Cobwed. | 
Fot. 1 ſhall deſire you of more acquaintance, good 


Maiſter Cobwed:if I cut my finger, [ ſhall make bold with 


yOu. 
Your name honeſt Gentleman? 

Peaſ, Peaſe bloſſome. 

Bot. 1 pray you commend mee to miltreſle Sqft, 
your mother , and to maiſter Peaſcod your father. C 
maiſter Peaſe-bloſſome,l ſhall deſire of you more acquain- 
tance tooe Your name I beſeech you fir? 

MWouſ. Mult ard-ſerde. 

Bot. Good maiſter Muſtard ſeede , 1 —_—_— th- 
ence well:that ſame cowardly gyant-like Oxc-beete hath 
devoured many a gentleman of your houſe. I promiſe 
you, your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now. I 
deſire you more acquaintance , good Maiſter Muſtard- 


Tite. Come waite upon him,lead him romy bower. 
The Moone me-thinks,lookcs wich a watrie ce, 
And when ſhe weepes,weepe every little flower, 


| Lamenting ſome entorced chaltiry. 


Tye up my lovers tongue,bring him ſilently. Exit, 


Emer King of Fairies, ſolus. 


06.1 wonder if Tania be awak't; 
Then whar ic was that next came in her eye, 
Which ſhe malt dore on, in extremity. 


Enter Paucke. 
Here comes my meſſenger : how now mad ſpirit, 
What night-rule now abour this haunted grove? 

Puck, My Miltris with a moniter is in love, 

Neere to her cloſe and conſecrated bower, 
While the was in her dull and flceping hower, 
A crew of patches,rude Mechanicals, 
That worke tor bread upon «Athenian (tals, 
Were met together to rchearſe a Play, 
Intended tor great Theſess nuptiall <a : 
The ſhallowett thick-skin of that barren ſort, 
Who Prams; preſented,in their ſport, 
Forfooke his Scene,and entred ina brake, 
When 1 did him at this advantage take, 
An Aſſes nale I fixed on his head. 
Anon his Thukve mult be anſwered, 
And forth my Mimmick comes : whenthey him pic, 
As Wiſtc-geeſcYhar the creeping Fowler eye, 
Or ruſſed-pated choughes,many 1n ſort 
(Riſing and cawing at the guns report) 
Sever themſelves, and madly ſweepe the skye: 


— 


_— 


| 


| It cannot be but thou hait murdred him, 


Soat his fight, away his fellowes flic, 
Andat our (tampe,here ore and ore one fals; 
He murther cries,and helpe from Athens cals. 
Their (ſenſe thus weake,loit with their fears thus trong, 
Made ſenſelefſe things begin to do them wrong. : 
For briars and thornes at their apparell ſnatch, 
Some leeves,ſome hats,trom yeeldersall things catch, 
Hed them on in this diſtracted feare, 
And left ſweete Pramas tranſlated there: 
When in that moment((o it came to paſle) 
Trrenes waked,and ſtraight way lov'd an Aile. 

06. This fals out better then I could devil: 
Bur haſt thou yer lacht the Athenians eyes, 
With the love juyce, as I did bid thee do? 

Reb.I tooke him fleeping(that is finiſhe too) 
And the eHthenian woman by his ſide, 
That when he wak't,of torce the muſt be eyde+ 


Enter Demetrius and Her mia, 


06. Stand cloſe,this is the ſame eAthenian. 
Reb. This is the woman, but not this the man- 
Dem. O why rebuke you him that loves you ſo? 
Lay breath ſo bitter on your bitter toc. | 
Her. Now [I but chide,but I hould vic thee worſe. 
For thou(l feare )halt given me cauſeto curſe, 
If thou haſt flaine Ly/ander in his (leepe, 
Being ore ſhoocs inbloud,plunge in the deepe,and kill 
me too; 
The Sunne was not ſo trueunto the day, 
As he tome. Would he have ſtollenau ay, 
From ſleeping Hermua? Lie belecve as ſoone 
This wholecarth may be bord,and that the Moone 
May through the Center crecpe and fo diſpleaſe 
Her brothers noonctide,with th' Antipodes. 


So ſhould a murtherer looke,ſodead,ſo grim. 
Dem.So ſhould the murderer lcoke,and fo ſhouldT, 
Pierſt through the heart with your ſtearne cruclty: 
Yeryou the murderer looks as bright as cleare, 
As yonder Yexa in her glimmering ſpheare. 
Her. W that's this tony Zyfander ? where is he? 
Ah good Demerrins, wiltthou give him me? 
Dem, I'de rather give hiscarkaſle ro my hounds. 
Her. Out dog,out cur,thou driv'it me paſt the bounds 
Of maidens patience. Halt thou ſlaine hum then? 
Henceforth be never numbred among men. 
Oh, once tell truc,and even for my ſake, 
Durſt thou a look: upon him,being awake? 
And haſt thou kill'd him ſleeping?O brave tutch: 
Could not a worme, an Adder do ſo much? 
And Adder did it : tor with doubler tongue 
Then thine(thou ſerpent)never Adder ſtung, 
Dem. You ſpend your pallion on a mi{pris'd mood , 
I am not guilty of Lyſanders blood: 
Nor is hedead for ought that I cantell. 
Her. I pray thce tell methen that he is well, 
Dem. And if 1 could, what ſhould I ger therefure? 
Her. A priviledge, never to {ce me more; 
And from thy ao nc! nas  : ſee me no more 
Whether he be dead or no. E xit. 
Dem. There is no following her inthis fierce veine, 
Here therefore fora while I will remaine. 
So ſorrowes heautnefſe doch heauier grow: 
For debt that bankrout ſlip doth ſorrow owe, 
Which now in fume flight meaſure it will pay, 


1c! 
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If for his tender here I make ſome ſtay, Lie downe. 
Ob. W hat haſt thou done ? Thou haſt miſtaken quite 
And laid the love juyce on ſome true loves fight: 
Ofthy muipriſton,muſt perforce enſue 
Some trye love turn'd, and not a falſe turn'd true: 
Reb. Then fate ore-rules,that one man holding troth, 
A million faile, confounding oath on oath. 
Rob. About the wood,goe ſwifter then the winde, 
And Helena of eAthens looke thou finde. 
All fancy-ſicke ſhe is,and pale of cheere, 
With ſighes of love,that coſts the freſh bloud deare. 
By ſomc illufion ſee thou bring her hcere, 
le charme hiseyes againſt ſhe doth appeare, 
Reb. I go, I go, looke how I go, 
Swifter then atrow from the Tartarsbowe, 
06, Flower of this purple die, 
Hit with (upidr archery, 
Sinke in apple of his cyc, 
When his love be doth c{py, 
Let her ſhine as gloriouſly 
As the Fen of the 5 ky. 
When thou wak'it if ſhe be by 
Beg of her for remedy. 


Emer F ncke. 

Pack, Captaine of our Fairy band, 
Helena is heereat hand, 
And the youth,miſtooke by me, 
Pleading tor a Lovers fee. 
Shall we their fond Pageant ſee? 
Lord, what fooles theſe mortals be! 

O06.Stand aſide : the noyſe they make, 
Will cauſe Demetrins to awake. 

Puck, Then will rwo at once wooe one, 

That muſt needs be ſport alone«- 
And thoſe thingsdo belt pleale me, -. 
T hat betali prepoſterouſly. 


Enter Lyſander and Helena, 
Ly/. Why ſhould you think y1 ſhould weoe in ſcore? 
Scorne and derifion never comes itt tcares: 
Looke when I vow I weepe,and vowes {o borne, 
In their nativity all truth appearcs. 
How can thele things in me, ſceme {corne to you? 
Bearing the badge of faith to prove them true. 
Het. You do advance your cunning more and more, 
Whentruth kils truth,O diucliſh holy tray! 
Theſe vowes are Hermuas. \W iil you give her ore? 
Weigh oath with oath, and you wall nothing weigh. 
Your vowes to her and mc,(put in rwo ſcales) 
Will even weigh,and both as light as tales. 
Lyſ. 1 had no judgement, when to her 1 ſiyore. 
Hel. Nor none in my minde,now you g1ve her ore. 
Ly/: Demetrws loves her, and he loves not you. Awa. 
Dem. O Helen, goddelic,nimph,perfeR, divine, 
To what, my love,ſhall I compare thine eyne? 
Chriſtall is muddy,O how ripe in ſhow, 
Thy lips,thoſe killing cherrics, tempting grow! 
Thar pure congealed white, high Tawas fnow, 
Fan'd with the Eaſterne winde,turnestoa crow, 
WW henthou holdſt up thy hand. O let me kiſſe 
This Princeſſe of pure white, this ſeale of blifle, 
Hel. O ſpight 1O hell !I ſee you are all bene 
To ſet againſt me, for your merriment: 
If you were civill,and knew curteſie, 
You would not do me thus much injury. 


| 
| 


; Can you not hate me,as 1 know you do, 


Bur you mult zoyne in ſoules ro mocke me to? 
If you are men, as men you are in ſhow, 
You would not vica _ Lady fo? 
lo vow and {weare, and ſuperpraiſe m 
When 1 am ſure you bate me with — woo 4 
You bothare Rivals,and love Hermie; 
And now both Rivals, to mocke Helena. 
A trun exploit,a manly enterprize, 
To conjure teares up ina poore maids eyes, 
With your deriſion ; none of noble ſorr, 
Would ſo offend a Virgin, and extort 
A poore ſoules patience, all to make you ſport. 
Lyſ. Youare unkind Demetrins;be not fo, 
For you love Hermes ; this you know I know; 
And] here with all good will, with all my hearr, 
In Hermias love I yeeld you up my part; 
And yours of Helens, tome bequeath, 
Whom I do love,and will do to my death. 
Fel. Never did mockers waſte more idle breath, 
Dem. Lyſander,keep thy Hermua, I will none: 
If ereI loy'd her, all that love is gone. 
My heart to her,butas gueit-wiſc (0journ'd, 
And now to Heles it is home return'd, 
There to remaine. 
Ly. It is not ſo. 
De. Diſparage not the faith thou doſt not know, 
Leſt rothy perill thou abide it deare. 
Looke where thy Love comes,yonder is thy deare. 
Enter Hermia, 
Her; Dark night,that from the eye his funftion takes, 
The care more quicke of henſton makes, 
W herein it doth impaire the ſecing ſenſe, 
Ir pates the hearing duuble recompence- 
Thou art not by mine eye, Ly/ander found, 
Mine care(1 thanke it)brought me to that ſound, 
But why vnkindly didſt thou leaveme fo? 
Ly/an. Why ſhould hee ſtay 
Her, W hat love could preſſe Lyſander from my (ide? 
Ly/- Ly/andersove(that would not let him bide ) 
Faire Helena; who more engilds the night, 
Then all yon fiery oes, and cies of light. 
Why teck'{t thou me ? Could not this make thee know, 
The hate I bare thee, made me leave thee (0? 
Her. Y ou ſprake not as you thinke;it cannot be. 
Hel. Loc,ſhe is one of this confederacy, 
Now I perceive they have conjoyn'd all three, 
To faſhion this falſe ſport in ſpight of me- 
Injurious Hermia,moſt yngratetull maid, 
Have you conſpir'd, have you with theſe contrjv'd 
Tobaite me, with this foule deriſion? | 
Is all the counell that wetwo have ſhar'd, 
The filters vowes,the houres that we have ſpent, 
When we have chid the haſty footed time, | 
For parting us ; O and is all forgot? | 
All ichooledaics friendſhip, child-hood innocence? 
We Hermia,like two Artificiall gods, 
Have with our needles,created both one flower, 
Both on one ſampler, fitting on one cuſhion, 
Both warbling of one ſong,both in one key; 
Asif our hands, our fides,voices, and Rindes 
Had beene incorporate. $0 we grew together, 
Like toa double cherry, ſeeming parted, 
Bur yeta vnion in partition, 
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wo lovely berries molded on one ſtem, 
- with two ſeeming vodics,but one heart, 
Two of the firſt lite,coars in Heraldry, 
Due but to one and crowned with one creſt, 
And will you rent our ancient love alunder, 
To joyne with men in {corning your poore friend? 
It isnot friendly, 'tis not maidently, 
Our ſexe as well as I, may chide you for it, 
Though [I alone do tcele the in) .arie. 
Her. { ain amazed at your pailionate words, 
| ſcorne you not z It ſeemes that you ſcorne me, 
Hel. Have you not let Lyſawder , as in {corne 
To follow me, and praitc my cies and face? 
And made your other love, Demerrins 
(Whoceven but now did {purne mc with his foote) 
To call mc goddeſle , nimphy,divine,and rare, 
Precious, celcitiall > Wheretore ſpeakes he this 
To her he hates ? And wheretore doth Lyſander 
Deaie your love(torich within his ſoule) 
And tcader me(torſooth) affection, 
But by your tctting on,by your conſent? 
W hat though I bc not 1041 grace as you, 
So hung upon with love,1ſo fortunate? 
(Bur miſcrable moſt,to love vniov'd) 
This you ſhould pi:ty,rather then deſpiſe. 
Her. I underſtand not what you meane by this. 
Hel. 1, do,pertever,counterteit fad lookes, 
Make mouthes upon me whea I turne my backe, 
Winkeeach at other, hold the ſweet jeſt up: 
This {port well carried,ſhall be nenited 
If you have any pitty,gSracc,or manners, 
You would not make me ſuch an argument: 
But fare ye well, "tis partly mine owne fault, 
Which death or ablcace toone ſhall remedy. 
Lyſ. Stay gentle Helena, heare my exculc, 
My lave,my foule, faire Helene, 
Hel. O excellent! 
Her. Sweet,Go nut icorne ber ſo, 
Dem. |t ſhe cannot cnereate, I can compell, 
Lyſ: Thou canit compeli,no more then he entreate. 
Thy threats have no more itre 
Helen, I love thee, by my life I doe; 
I {iweare by that which I willlofe for thee, 
Tc "rove him ftal(c,thart fates I love thee nor. 
er. | (ay, 1 love thee more then he can do. 
Ly/. If thou tay to; with-draw and prove it too. 
Dem. Quick, come, 
Hw . Lyſander,vy hereto tends ail this? 
Lyſ. Away,you Ethuope. 
Dem. No,no, Sir, ſceme to breake looſe; 
Take 0nas you would foilow, 
But yet come not: you are a tame man,gos 
Ly{- Hang off thou cat,thou bur;vile thing let looſe, 
Or I will ſhake thee from me like a ſerpent. 
Her, Why are you growne fo rude? 
What change is this (weete Love? 
Ly/. Thy love? out tawny Tareer,out; 
Our loathed medicine;O hated poiſon hence. 
Her. Do you not je(t? 
Hel. Yes ſooth,and fo do you. 
' Lyſ.Demerriar:1 will keep my word with thee. 
Dem, I would I had your bond:for I perceive 
A weake bond holds you ; lle nor truſt your word. 
Lyſ. What, ſhould I hurt her, ſtrike her, kill her dead? 
Although I hate her, Ile not harme her ſo. 
Her, What, can you do me greater harme then hate? 


hthen her weak praile. 


—___ 


Hate me, wheretore?O me,what newes my Love? 
Am not I Hermia ? Arc notyou Lyſaxder? 

I am as faire now , as | was cre while. 

Since night you lov'd me;yet ſince night you left me- 


| Why then youleft me (O the gods forbid) 


In carneſt, ſhall I ſay? 
Ly/.1, by my lite, . 
And never did deſire toſce thee more. 
Therefore be out of hope, of queition,of doubr; 
Be certaine,nothing truer: 'tis no jelt, 
That I do hate thce,and love Helene. 
Her. O me,you jugler,you canker bloflome, 
Youtheefe of tove; W hat, have you come by night, 
And itolne my loves heart from him? 
Hel. Fine yfaith: 
Have you no modelity,no maiden ſhame, 
No touch of baſhtuinefſe ? W hat, will you teare 
Impatient anſwers from my gentle tongue? 
He, fie,you counterteit, you puppet, you. 
Her. Pnppet ? why fo? 1, that way goes the game. 
Now I perceive chat ſhe hath made compare 
Betweene our [tatures,the hath vrg'd her height, 
And with her per{onage,her tall perſonage, 
her height(tortooth) the hath prevail'd with him. 
And are you growne 1o highin his eſteeme, 
Becauſe 1am. 10 dwarfiſh,and ſolow? 
How low am I, thou painted May-polc?Speake, 
How lowam 1? Iam not yet ſo low, 

But that my nailes can reach unto thinceyes. 

Hel. I pray you though you mocke me, gentlemen, 

Ler her not hurt me; I was never curſt: 

I have no o at all in ſhrewiſhneſle; 

I am a right maide fot my cowardize; 

Let her not ſtrike me : you perhaps may thinke, 
Becauſe ſhe is ſomerhing lower then my lelte, 
That I can match her. 

Her. Lower ? harke againe. 

| Hel, Good Hermia,do not be fo bitter with me, 
I evermore did love you Hermia, 

Did ever keepe your counſels,vever wronged you, 
Save that in love unto Demerrins, 

I rol4 him of your ſtcalth unto this wood. 

He followed you,for love I followd him, 

Bur he hath chid me hence,and threatned me 

To ſtrike me,{purne me, nay to kill me too 

And nowgſo you will let me quict go, 

ToeAthens will I beare my folly backe, 

And follow you no further. Ler me go. 

You fee how fimple,and how fond I am. 

Her. Why ger you gone:who ift that hinders you? 

Hel. A fooliſh heart, that I leave here bchinde. 

Her. W hat,with Lyſander? 

Her. With Demetrias. 

Lyf. Be not afraid;ſhe ſhall not harme thee Helena. 

Dem. No fir,ſhe ſhall not,though you take her part. 

Hel. O when ſhe's angry,ſhe is keene and ſhreiyd, 
She was a vixen when ſhe went to ſchoole, 

And though ſhe be but little, ſhe is fierce. 

Her. Little againe?Nothing but low and little? 

W hy will you tuffer her te flout me thus? 
Let me cometo her. 


—  — 


11/, Get you gotie you dwarfe, 
Y 01 muninews , ing knot-graſle made, 
You bead, you acorne. 


Dew. Y ou are t00 oificious, 
In her behalfe that ſcornes your ſervices- 


| 
Let | 


—_— 
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Let her alone,ſpeake not of Helena, But notwithſtanding haſte,make no delay: | An 
Take not her part. For if thou doſt intend We may cffc&t this bulineſle, yet ere day- Th 
Never {o little ſhew of loveto her, Pmck. Vp and downe,vp and downe,lI will leade then | In 
Thou ſhalt abide it. up and downet | am tear'd] in field and trowne. Goblan, lead lac 
Ly/. Now ſhe holds me not, them up and downe : here comes one. Th 
] Now follow ifthou dar'ſt,to try whoſe right, Enter Lyſander. | 
Of thine or mine is moſt in Helens. Ly/. W here art thou, proud Demetrixs? | 
Dem. Follow? Nay , Ie go with thee cheeke by jowle. | Speake thou now. | 
Exit Lyſander and Demetrins. Keb. Here villaine, drawne & readic. W here art thou? _ 
Her. You Mittris, all this coyle is long of you. Ly/. I will be with thee ſtraight. 
Nay. go not backe. Rob. Follow me thentoplainer ground, 
# Hel. I will not truſt you is Dan Laine Emer Demnarrins. 
or longer ſtay in your curſt company. em, Ly ,{peake againe; - 
Your hand $ then x conkes quicker fon a fray, Thou runaway,thou coward, art thou fled? 
My legs ate longer though to runne away- Exeunt. | Speake in ſome buſh: Where doſt thou hide thy head? Ent 
Rob. Thou coward, art thou bragging tothe ſtars, | A 
Enter Oberon and Packe. Telling the buſhes that thou look'it for wars, 
O06. This is thy negligence, {till thou miltak'"ſt, And wilt not come ? Come recreant, come thou Chile, T 
Or elſe commur'it thy knaveries willingly- Ile whip thee with a rod. He is detii'd | Wh 
Puck, Bclceve me, King of ſhadowes,l miſtooke, Thar drawesa {word on thee. | And 
Did not you tell me, 1 ſhould know the man, Dem. Yca, art thou there? And 
By the «-/ther:44n garments he hath on? Ko. Follow my voice, we'l try no manhood here.£xie. C 
And ſo farre blamelefle proves my enterprize, Lyſ. He goes before me, and {till dares me on, Pp, 
T hat I have nointed an Athenians cies, When I come where he cals me,then he's gone. C 
And ſo farre am I'glad, it ſo did fort, The villaine is much lighter heel'd then: Geur 
As this theirjangling I eſtcemea ſport, I followed faft , bur faſter he did flyc; ſoifiung places ( 
| 0b. Thou tcclt cheſe Lovers ſecke a place to fight, That fallen am I in darke vneven way, Cl 
3 Hic therefore Robin,overcalt the night, And here will relt me. Come thou gentle day: Hye dows, pon: 
| The ſtarry Welkin cover thou anon, For if but once thou ſhew me thy gray light, on t| 
With drooping fogge as blacke as Acheron, Ile finde Demerrixs,and revenge this ſpight. the 
Andlcad theſe telty Rivals ſo aſtray, Emer Robin and Demetrixs. Ric 
As one come not within ancthers way. Rob. Ho,ho, ho,coward, why com'tt thou nor? hon! 
Like to Ly/ander, ſometime trame thy tongue, Dem. Abidc mc, it thou dar'it. For well I wor. flow 
Then ſtirre Demtrius vp with bitter wrong; . Thou runſt betore meſhitting every place, Mu) 
And tomctime raile thou like Demerrens ; And dar'ſt not ſtand nor looke me 1a the face. M 
And from cach othcr looke thou lcade them thus, W here art thou? Cl 
Till ore their browes, death-counterfeiting ſlecpe Rob. Come hither,l am here. Pray 
With leaden lc gs,and Battic-wings doth creepe ; Dem. Nay then thou mock'ſt me ; thou ſhale buy this At 
Then cruſh this hearbe into Lyſanders eic, deere, Wh 
\V hoſe liquor hath this vertuous property, If ever I thy face by day-light ſee. Cobn 
Torake trom thence all error, with his might, Now go thy way:taitnneſfle conftraineth me, met! 
And make his eic-ba!s rolc with wonted {1ght. To meaſure out my length on this cold bed, am {i 
\W h:n they next wake, all this derifion By daics approach looke to be viſited. ſcrat( 
Shall ſeeme a dreame,and fruitleſſe viſion, P Enter Helens, Tit 
And backe to Athens ſhall the Lovers wend Hel. O weary night, O long ard tedious night, love? 
With league, whoſe date till death ſhall never end. Abate thy houres,ſhine comforts from the Eaſt, Ch 
W hiles I in this affaire do thee 1mply, That I may backe to e-4thens by day-light, have. 
Ile to my Queene,and beg her [ndzan Boy; From theſe that my puore company deteſt, | 
And then I wall her charmed cie releaſe And ſlcepe that ſomerime ſhuts up ſorrowes cie, 
Frem monſters view,andall things ſhall be peace. Steale me a while from mine owne companic. =Slege, =y 
Puck, My Fairy Lord , this muſt be done with haſte, Rob. Yet but three?Come one more, (h 
For nights-ſwft Dragons cut the Clouds full faſt, Two of both kindes makes up foure. your 
And yonder ſhines e#roras harbinger; Here ſhe comes,curſt and ſad, to 2 k 
At whoſe approach Ghoſts wandring here and there, Cupid is a knaviſh lad, "Ui 
Troope heme to Church-yards; damned ſpirits all, Enter Hermia. Tit, 
That in croſſe-waies and flouds have buriall, Thus to make poore females mad. That 
Already to their wormy beds are gone, Her, Never {0 wearie,never ſo in woe, And 
For feareleaſt day ſhould looke their ſhames vpon, Bedabbled with the dew, and torne with briars, h 
They wilfully them(clves exile from light, I can no further crawle,no further go; But 1 
And muſt for aye conſort with blacke browd night. My legs can keepe no pace with my deſires. an ex; 
06. But we are ſpirits of another ſort; Here will I reſt me tillthe breake of day, Tyr, 
I, with the morning love have oft made ſport, Heavens ſhicld Zyſander, it they meane a fray. Fairic 
Andlike a Forreſter,the groves may tread, Reb. On the ground Nleepe found, $o dot 
Even till the Eaſterne gate all ficric red, Ile apply your cic,gentle lover,remedy, Gene! 
, , . L x ws) 
Opening on Neprune, with faire bleſſed beames, When thou wak'it, thou rak'(t Enrin, 
Turnes ito yellow gold, his ſalt greene ſtreames- True delight inthe ſight of thy former Ladies cic, a | . 
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And the Country Provarbe knowne, } O how I love thee ! how I dote onthee ! 
That every man ſhould take his owne, | 
In your waking ſhall be ſhowne . | Enter Robin goodfellow, and Oberon. 


lacke (hall have {uf ,noughe ſhall goe ill, Ob. Welcome good Kobim ; 
The man ſhall have his Mare againe, and all 2] be well, | Sectt thou this ſiycer fight ? 
Her dotage now 1 doc begin to prey, 
They ſleepe all the Aft. For meeting her of late behind the wood, 
$Sccking {iycer favors for this hatefull foole, 
— - — — — | Ididupbraid her, and fail out with her. 
For the bis hairy temples then had rounded, 
A Hu iſ 0 WAYEH f n With coronet of trc{hand tragrant tlowers- 
"IC And that fame d:w which ſometime on the buds, 
Was wont to ſwelllike round andoricnt pearles ; 
IS  : v4 0 Stood now within the pretty flouricts eyes, 
Enter Quzene of Fairies, and Clone, and Fairies, and the Like tearesthat did their owne diſgrace bewaile. 
King behind them. When I hadar my pleaſure taunted her, 
_ ſhe ry milde rermes beg'd my patience, 

_ fir thee downe this fowry bed, | Ithendidaske of her, her changeling child, 
—_ Ns chee Rs , Ka | Which {traight the gave me, and her Fairy fent 
And ſticke muske roles in thy ſleeke ſmoothe head, | To beare himto my Bower in Fairy Land. 

And kifſe thy faire large cares, my gentle joy. | And now I have the Boy, I will undoe 
Claw, Where's Peaſe bloſſome ? | Thus batetull innpertection of her eyes, 
Peaſe. Ready. And gentle Packe, take this transformed ſcalpe, 
Clew, Scratch my head, Peaſe-bloſſowr. Where's Moun- | From oft the head of this Athenian ſwaine ; 
fieur Cobweb. That he awaking when the other doe, 
{*b. Ready. | May all to 4rhens backe againe repaire, 
Cle, Mounlicur Cobweb,good Mounſicur get your wea- And thine no more of this nights accidents, | 
pons in your hand, and kill me a red hipt humble-Bee But as the fierce vexation of adreame, j 
on the top of a thiſtle ; and good Mounſicur bring mee | But firlt I will releaſe the Fairy Queene., | 
the hony bag. Doe not fret your ſelfe roo much in the 


— 


Oh, how mine cycs doc loath this viſage now ! 
O6.. Silence a while. Robintake off his head ; 


ation, Mounſicur ; and good Mounficur have a care the Bethon as thou waſt wont to be ; 
hony bag breake not, I would be loth to have you over- SEE 4s = waſt wont to ſee. 
flowne wich a hony-bag figaivur. Where's Mounſicur Diantbud, or Cupras flower, | | 
Muſtardſoed? Hathſach force and bleſſed power. | 
Muſ. Ready. > 
Clo. Give me your newfe, Mounſieur Muftardſced. Now my Titans wake you my {weet Queene: 
Pray you leave your courtelic good Mounficur. Tita. My Gberen, what vilions have | (cene | 
Meaſ. What's your will? Mc-thought | was enamourcd of an Aſle, 
Cls. Nothing good Mounſicur, bur to helpe Cavalero | 06. There lyes your love. 
Cobweb to ſcratch. 1 muſtto the Barbers Mounſicur, for | 74. How came thele things to paſle ? 


methinkes [ am marvellous hay aboutthe tace. And1 
am ſuch a render aſſet my haire doc but tickle me, 1 auſt 


ſcratch. | Titania, malicke call, and ſtrike mo! edead . 
Tita. \What, wilt thou heare ſome muſicke, my ſweet ey _ OCR - _ 
love? 84. Mulicke, ho mulickc, tucnas charm*th Yeepe. 


Ch. Thavearealonable good carc in muſicke. Let us . ; CAnficke till 

have the tongues ard the ho = When thou awak'{t, with thine owne tooles Fes | 
T7; "s. Rurall Muſiche, 06. Sound muſicke; come my Qyeene,take hands with 

| rs APs EAA Yo : " | And rocke the ground whereon thele {leepers be. | 
Tits. Or ſay ſwcet Love, what thoud<fireſt to eate- | yy, thou and | are new inamity, 

(%. Truely « pecke of Provender; 1 could munch | aq ..;itto morrow midnight, ſolemnly 


your good dry Oates. Me chinkesI have a great defire | py... in Duke Theſes houſe triumohantly 
tO a bottle of hay : good hay, ſweet hay hath no fel And bleſſe 77 B mrs ks ION | 


low. 4. There ſhall theſe paires of faithtull Lovers be 
Tita, have a venturous Fairy, Wedded, with Theſens, all in jollity. 
That ſhall fecke the Squirrels hoard, Reb. Faire King attend, and maike, 
And fetch thee new Nuts. I doc heare the moraing Lark e. 


Cs, T kad rather have a handfull or two ef dried peaſe. | g4, Then my Queenc in filenceſad, 
Sut I pray you let none of your people ſtirre me, 1 have | Trip weafter the nights ſhade ; 
an expolition of {leepe come upon me. | We the Globe can compaſſe ſoone 
Tra. Sleepe thou, and 1 wiil windethee in My armes, | $,wifterthenthe wandring Moone. 
Fairies be gone, and be alwaycs away, Tits. Come my Lord, and in our flighr | 
So doth the woodbine, the ſweet Honyuckle, Tell me how it came this night, , 


Gently entwilt ; the female Jay 10 ' 'as found, 

. * z I heere 

Enrings the barky fingers ofthe Elme, CRTIIITY I Sleepers bye flill. 
O 
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With theſc mortalls on the ground. Exeunt. 


Winde Hornes. 
Enter Theſeus, Foe, Hippolita and all bis trame. 
Theſ. Goe one of you, find outthe Forrelter, 
For now our obſervation is pertorm'd ; 
And ſince we have the vaward of the day, 
My Love ſhall heare the muſicke of my hounds, 
Vncouple in the Weſterne valley, let them goe ; 
Diſpatch I ſay, and findthe Forreſter, 
We will faire Queene, up to the Mountaines top, 
And marke the muſicall confuſion 


Of hounds and cccho in conjunAon. 
Hip. 1 was with Hereales and Cadmiu onces 


When ina wood of Creete they bayed the Beare 
With hounds of Spar: ; never didI heare 
Such gallant chiding. For beſides the groves, 
The skies, the foumaines, every region necre, 
Scem'd all one mutuall cry. I never hcard 
So mulicall a diſcord, ſuch ſweet thunder. : 
Theſ. My hounds are bred out of the Sparren kind, 
So flew'd, to ſanded, and thcir heads are hung 
With cares that ſwcepe away the morning deve, 
Crooke-kneed, and dew-lapt, like Theſſalian Buls, 
Slow in purſuit, but match'd in mouth like bcls, 
Each under ezch. A cry moretuncable 
Was never hollawcd to, nor checr' d with horne, 
In Creere, in Sparta, nor 11 7 heſaly ; 
Iudge when you hcare. But ſoft, what niwmphs are theſc? 
Ege, My Lord, this is my daughter here aſlcepe, 
And this Lyſander, this Demeiriws 15, 
This Helena, old Nedars Helena, 
I wonder of this being heere together, 
The. No doubtthey roſe up carly, to obſerve 
The right of May ; and hearing our intent, 
Came hcerc in gracc of our folcmnity. 
But ſpeake Egew, 15 not thisthe day 
That Hermia ſhould give an{wcr of her choicc ? 
Ege. Itismy Lord. 
The(. Goe bid the huntſ-men wake them with their 


horncs. 
Harnes and they wake. 
Shout wuthin, they all Hart np. 

Theſ. Good morrow triends : Saint Valentine is paſt, 
Begin theſe ,wood-birds but to couple now ? 

Lyſ. Pardon my Lord. 

7 he. 1 pray you all ſtand up. 
I know you two are Rivallcycaues. 
How comes this gentle concord inthe world, 
That hatred is ſo farre from jealouſic, 
To ſlcepe by hate, and feare no cnmity, 

Ly/. My Lord, I ſhall reply amazedly, 
Halte ficepc, halfe waking. Bur as yet, I ſweare, 
I cannottruly ſay hoy I came beere. 
But as I thinke (for truly would I ſpeake) 
And nov 1 doe bethinke me, fo tis; 
I came with Hermia hither. Our intent 
Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the perill of the eAcbenian Layy. 

Ege. Enough, enough, my Lord : you have enough ; 
l beg the Law, the Law, upon his head : 
They would have ſtolne away, they would Demerrias, 
Thereby to have dcfcated you and me ; 
You of your wite, and me of my conſear ; 
Of my conſent, that ſhe ſhovld be your wife. 

Dew, My Lord, fairc Helen told me of their ſealth, 
Of this their purpolc hither, to this wood, 


AndI in tury hither followed them ; 
Faire Helens, in tancy followed me. 
But my good Lord, 1 wot not by what power, 
(But by tome power it is) my love 
To Hermis (melted as the now) 
Seemes to me now as the remembrance of ag idle gaude, 
W hich in my childhood I did doat upon : 
And all the taith, the vertue of my heart, 
Theobjec and the pleaſure of mine cyc, 
Is onely Helena, To her, my Lord, 
WasI betroth'd, erc lice Hermia, 
But like a fickeneſſe did 1 loath this food: 
Bur as in health, come to my naturall raſte, 
Now doe I wiſh it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore betrueto it. 
T hef. Yaire Lovers, you are fortunately mer ; 
Ot this diſcourſe we ſhall keare more anon. 
Egew, | will over-beare your will ; 
For inthe Temple, by and by with us, 
Theſe couples ſhall eternally be knit. 
And for the morning now is ſomcthing worne, 
Our purpos'd kuning fall be ſet aſide, 
Away, withus to Athens ; three and three, 
Wc'Il hold a fealt in great folemnity. 
Come Hyppolita. Exit Duke and Lords, 
Dem. Theſethings ſeeme ſma'l and undiſtinguiſhable, 
Like farre off mountaines turned into Clouds, 
Her. Mc-thinkes1 ce theſe things with parted eye, 
When every things ſeemes double. 
Hel, Somc-thinkes : 
And I have found Demetriae, like 4 jewell, 
Mine owne, and not mine o\vne. 
Dem, It ſ(cemes to me, 
That yet we fleepe, we dreame. Doe Hot you thinke, 
The Duke was heere, and bid us follow him ? 
Her, Yea, and my Father. 
Hel. And Hippolua, 
Lyſ. And he bid us follow tothe Temple. | 
Dem. Why then we are awake ; lets foilow him, and 
by the way let us recount our dreames. 
Bottome wakes. Exit Lovers. 
Clo. \When my cue comes, call me, and 1 will anſ\ver. | 
My next is, moſt faire Prams, Hey ho. Peter Dmince ! | 
 Haterthe bellowes-mender ? Snoxt the tinker ? Starte-| 
ling? Gods my lite !Stolne hence, ard left me aſleepe : 1| 
have had a moſt rare viſion. 1 had a dreame, paſt the wit 
of man, to ſay, what drezme it was, Man is but an Af, 
if he gocabuut to expound this dreame. Me-thought1 
was, therc is no man can tell what. Me thought I was, 
and me-thought 1 had. But man is but a patch'd foole, 
if he will offer to ſay,what me-thought I had. The cycot | 
man hath not heard, the care of man hath not aq 
hand isnot able to taſte, bis tongue ro conceive, nor his 
heart to report, what my dreame was. I will pct Prto | 
Dwince to write a ballet of thisdreame, it ſhall be called! 
Bottomes Drerme, becaule it hath no bottome ; and 1 will | 
ling it inthe latter end of a play, before the Duke. Per- 
adventure, to make it the more gracious, I ſhall ſing it 
at her death. Eng, 


Enter Omince, Flute, T hidby, Snont, and Starveling. 


Dui. Have youſentto Bottowes houſe? Is he come 
| home yet ? 

Sra. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is tran 
ported, 
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Thi/. Iſhe come nor, then the play 15 mar'd. It goes not 
forward, doth art ? 

954. It isnot poſſible: you have not a man in all A- 
thens, able to dilcharge Pramas but he. 

Thiſ. No, he hath ſimply the beſt wit of any handy- 
craft man in Athens, 

az. Yea, and the beſt perſon too, and he is a very 
Paramour, lor a lweet VOyCe. , 

Thiſ. You mult ſay, Paragon. A Paramour is (God 
blefle us) a thing of naught. 


Enter Snug the [oner. 

Swe, Maſters, the Duke 1s comming from the Tem- 
ple, andthere is two or three Lordsand Ladies more mar- 
ried. It our ſport had gone forward, we had all been made 
men. . 

Ttiſ. O ſweet bully Bettome : thus hath he loſt fixe- 

pencea —_—_— his fc; be conid nor have ſcaped fx- 

pence a day. the Duke had not given him f1xpence 

a day tor playing Pram, Ile be hang'd, He would have 

deſerved it. Sixpence a day in Piremues, or nothing- 
Emer Battome, 

For. Where are theſe Lads? Where aretheſc hearts? 

Qui Bottome, © molt couragious day ! O moſt happy 
boure | 

Bot. Maſters, I am to diſcourſe wonders : but asKe me 
not what, For 1t I tell you, 1 am no trus Arberren. 1 will 
tell you every thingas io-tell out. 

Oi, Let us heare, {weer Bortorne, 

Bet. Not a word of inc : all chat I will tell you, is, that 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparell rogether, good 
ſtrings ro your beards, new ribbands to your pumps, 
mecte preſently at the Palace, every man looke oe his 

art: forthe ſhort and the long is, our play is preferred : 

n any caſe ler Thwby have clcane iunnen : and let not him 
that pay the Lion, paire his nailes, ter they ſhall hang 
vat for the Lions clawes. And moſt deare ARors, cate 
no Onions, nor Garlicke; for we are to utter {ſweet 
breath,and I doe not doubt bur ro heare them ſay, 1T 18 4 
{lweet Comedy. No more words : away, goc away. 
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Enter Theſexs, Hippolita, Fgams and his Lords, 


Ho.'Tis ſtrange my Theſes, that theſe lovers {pcake of 
Theſ, More ſtrange then true. I never may belceve 
Theſe anticke fables, nor thee Fairy toyes, 
Loversand mad men have ſuch {cething braines, 
Such ſhaping phanraſies, that apprehend more 
Then coole rea{on ever comprehends. 
The Lunaticke, the Lover, and the Poer, 
Are of imagination al! compat. 
One ſces moredivels then vaſte hell can hold ; 
Thatis the mad man. The Lover, all asfranticke, 
*cs Helens beauty in a brow of Egype. 
The Poerseye in a fine frenzy roliing, 
Doth glance frem heaven to carth, from earthto hexven. 
And as imagination bodies forth the formes of things 
Vaknowne; the Poets penturnes them to ſhapes, 
And gives to ayrenothing, a locall habitation, 
And aname. Such tricks hath (trong imagination, 


— 


| That if 3t wou!d bur apprehend ſome joy, 


| 


It comprehends fome tringer of that joy. 
Or in the night, imagining tome tcare 
How calle isa buſh tuppos'd a Beare ? 

Hip. Butall the ſtory cf the night told over, 
Andall their aiindstrarsfigur'd to together, 
More witnefſth than fancics images, 

And growes to ſomething of great conſtancy ; 
But howſocver, {trange, and admurable. 


Enter Lovers, Lyſander, Demerrins, Hermia, 
and Hel:na. 


The. Heere come the lovers, fu!l of joy and mirth : 
loy, gentle friends, joy and freſh dayes of love 
Accompany your hcarts. 

Ly/- Morethben to us, 

Wanc in your royall walkes,your boord, your bed. 


Theſ. Come now, what maskes, what dances thall we 


have, 

To weare away this long age of: hree houres: 
Berweene our after ſupper, and bedtime ? 
W here 1s our uſuall manager of micth ? 
What Revels are in hand? Isthere no play, 


Tocafe the anguiſh of a torturing koure ? 
Cail Egexs. | 


oh Hcere mighty Theſew. .. 
Ni ny Say, what abridgement ave You for. this eve- | 
ning 3 


W hat maske ? What muſicke ? How ſhall we beguile 
The lazytime, if not wich ſome dclight? 

Ege, There 1s a briete how many ſports are rife : 

Make Choiſe of which your Highneſle will fee firſt. 
Ly. The battel! with the Centaurs to be ſung 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harpe. 

The. We'llnone of that. Thar have I told my love 
In glory of my kinfman Hercnles. 

Iyſ. The riot of thetiplic bachenals, 

Tearing the Thracian Hager, in their rage ? 

Thef. That jan old device, and it was p'aid 
When I from Thebes cam: laſt a Congueror. 

Lyf, The thrice three Mules, mourning tor the death 
of learning, late deccalt in beggery. 

Theſ. That is ſome Satire keene and criticall, 

Not {o:ting with a ruptaal! ceremony. 
Lyſ. A tedious brief Scene of yong Pram, 
his love Thwby ; very tragicali mir. h. 

The. Merry and ragicall ? Tedltous, and brictc? Thar is, 
hot ice, and wondrous [trange fnow. How fhall we tiad 
the concord of this diſcord ? 

Ege. Aplay there is my Lord, ſome ten words long, 
W hich is as briefe as I have knowne a play ; 

But by ten words, my Lord, it isroo long ; 

Which makesit tedious. Fon allthe play, 

There is not one word apt, one Player httcd. 

And tragicall my poble Lord its : | 
For Pir am theccin doth kill bimſclte, 


Which when 1 faw rehearſt, I mult confeſſe, | 


Made mine eyes water : but more merry tearee, 
The paſſion of loud laughter never thed. 
Theſ. What are they that doe play it? | 
Ege. Hard handed men, that w orke in Athens heere, 
W hich never labour'd in their minds till nov 3 
And now havetoyled their unbreathed memories | 
With this ſame play, againſt your nuptialls | 
The. And we ill heare it» 0 
2 


] 


| 


| 
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Phi. No, my noble Lord, it is not for you. I have heard | Thisgrizly beaſt (which Lyon hi by name) e 
It over, and it is nothing, nething in the world ; Thetrulty 7hwby, comming firſt by night, -p 
Vnleſſe youcan find ſport in their intents, = Did ſcarre away, or rather ight : ; 
{ Extreamely ſtretcht, and cond with crucll paine, And as ſhe fied, her mantle ſhe d fall ; iD - W | wa 
Todoe you ſervice. Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did ſtaine. | WE | 7 
The/. I will heare that play. For never any thing, Anon comes Piramwe, ſweet youth and tall, þ 
Canbe amiſſe, when ſimplcneſic and dury tender it. And finds tis gentle Thuwbies Mantle,flaine ; An 
Goec bring them in, and take your places, Ladies. W hercat, with blade,with bloody blamefull blade, c 
Hip. 1 love not toſce anole orecharged ; He bravely broacht his boiling bloudy brealt, Ne 
And duty in his ſervice periſhing. : And Thuby tarrying n Mulberry ſhade, } 
Theſ. Why gentle ſweet, you ſhall ſce no ſuch thing. His dagger drew, and died. For all the reſt, to 
Hip. He ſayes, they can doe nothing in this kind. = Let Lyon, Moone-ſhine, Wall, and Lovers ewaine, q 
Theſ. The kinder wezto give them thankes for nothing: | At large diſcourſe, while here they doc remaine. Fo 
Our ſport ſhall be, to take what they miſtake ; Fit all but Wall. wo 
And what poore duty cannot doc, noble reſpeR Theſ. 1 wonder ifthe Lion be toſpeake, I 
Takes it in might, not merrit. | Dem. No wonder, my Lord : one Lion may, when I 
Where I have come, great Clearkes have purpoſcd many Aſſes doe. the 
Togreete me with premeditatd welcomes ; Exit Lyon, Thuby, and Mooneſhine. cor 
1 Where have ſcenethem ſhiver and looke pale, Wall. Inthis ſame Interlude, it doth betall, 
Make periods inthe midſt of ſentences That I, one S»owt (by name) preſent a wall: 
Throttle their praiz'd accent in their feares, And {ucha wall,as I would have you thinke, L 
And in concluſion, dumbly have broke off, That bad in it a crannied hole or chinke : Thi 
Not paying mea welcome, Truſt me ſweet, Through which the Lovers, P;ranww and Thiby Ma 
Out of this ſilence yet, I pickt a welcome : Did whiſper often, very ſecretly. wi 
And in the modeſty of fearefull duty, This loame, this rough-caſt, and this ſtone doth ſhew, Thi 
I reade as much, asfrom the ratling tongue That I am that ſame Wall; the truth is {o. Al 
Of ſaucy and audacious cloquence. And this the cranny is, right and ſiniſter, For 
Love therefore, and tonguc-tide fimplicity, | Through which the fearefull Lovers are to whiſper. Intc 
In leaſt, ſpeake moſt, ro my capacity. | Thef. Would you deſire Lime and Haixe to ſpeake bet- D 
Ege. So pleaſe your Grace, the Prologue is addreſt. ter? ps 
Dwk, Let him approach. Flor. Trum. | Dew. It is the witticſt partition, that ever I heard L 
diſcourſe, my Lord. 1 
| Enter the Prologue. mince. | Theſ. Piramwdrawes necre the Wall, ſilence. 7 
Pre. It we offend, it is with our good will. Enter Pyrawns , his: 
That you ſhould thinke, we come not to offend, Pir, O grim lookt night, O night with hue ſo blacke, { 
But with good will. To ſhew our ſimple skill, O night, which ever art, when day is not : for 
That is the true beginning of our end. O night, O night, alacke;alacke, alacke, , ny 
Conſider then, we come but in deſpight. I teare my Thubies promile is forgot. 4 
| Wedoenot come, as minding to content you, And thou O wall, thou ſweet and lovely wall, {ene 
Ourtrue intens is. All for your delight, That ſtandes berweene her fathers ground and mine, D 
We are not heere. That you ſhould here repent you, Thou wail, O wall, O ſweerand lovely wall, . D 
The Ators are at hand ; and by their ſhow, Shew me thy chinke, to blinke through with mine eyne. wit] 
You ſhall know all, chat you are like to know. Thankes courtcous wall. leve ſhield thee well for this, A 
Theſ. This fellow doth not ſtand upon points. | But whatſce 1? No Thuby docl ſee, ſent 
Ly/. He bath rid his Prologue, tes rough Colt : he | O wicked wall, through whom I ſee no bliſſe, D 
knowesnet the ſtop. A good morall my Lord. It is not Curſt be thy ſtones for thus deceiving me. ſho 
cnough to ſpcake, but to {peake true. | Theſ. The wall me-thinkes being ſenſible, ould curſe Ich. 
| Hip. Indced he hath plaid on his Prologue, like a | againe. ah 
child on the Recorder, a ſound, but not in gevernment. Pi. No in truth fir, he ſhould not. Decerving we, For 
_ Thef. His\pecch was like a tangled chaine : nothing | Is Thisbies cue ; ſhe is toenter, and I am to ſpy D 
impaircd, but all difordered. Who isthe next ? Her through the wall. You ſhall ſce it will fall. char 
T awjer with a Trumpet before them. D 
| Enter Thitbies. hes 
Emer Pyramma, and Thichy, Wall, Moone-ſhine, and Lyon. | Pat as I told you ; yonder ſhe comes. _— 
| re. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this ſhow, * Thi. O wall, tull often haſt thou hcard my mones, KF 
F But wonder on, till truth make all things plainc. For parting my faire Piremw, and me. F a 
This man is Prawn, a—_ would know ; My cherry lips have often kiſt thy ſtones ; 5 
This beautcous Lady, Thwby is certaine. Thy ſtones with Lime and Haire knit up in thee, D 
This man withlyme and rough-caſt, deth preſent Pyra, I hcare a voyce ; now will Ito thechinke, 
Wall, the vile wall, which did theſe lovers ſunder : To ſpy and I can ſeemy Thiebier face. Thicby ? ny 
And through walls chinke(poore ſoules)they are content | The/. My love thouart, my Love 1 thinke. 
To whuſper. At the which, letno man wonder. Pw. Thinke what thou wilt, I am thy Lovers grace, Tl 
This man, with Lanthorne, dog, and buſh of thorne, And like Limender am I trufty till. 7 
Preſenteth moone-ſhine. For if you will know, Theiſ. And I like Helentill the Fates me kill, 4 
By moone-ſhine did theſe Lovers thinke no ſcore Pir. Not Shafalu to Procrms, was fo true, D 
To meet at Ninws toombe, there, there to woo : | Thif. As Shalafw to Precym, I to you. j 
LO | — 
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Pir. O kiſſe me through the hole of this vile wall. 
Thiſ.. 1 kiſlethe wals hole, not your lipsatall. 
Fir. Wilt thou at NN jnnies mcecte mc ſtraight 


p 
we Tide life, tide death, 1 come without delay. 
Wal. Thus have 1 #a#, my part difcharged 0; 
And being done, thus Walaway doth goc. Exit Clow, 
Ns ow is the morall downe betweene the two 
Neighoours, je 
Dem. No remedy my Lord, when Wals are ſo wiltull, 
to heare without warning. 
Dat.” This is the (illielt Ruffe that cre I heard. 
Dak. The beſt in this kind are but ſhadowes, and the 
worſtareno worſe if imagination amend them, 
Ds. It mult be your imagination then, and not theirs. 
Duk. If we imagine no worle of them then they of 
themſelves', they way paſle tor excellent men. Here 
comes two noble beaſts, in a man and a Lion. 


Enter Lyon, and Moone ſpine, 

Lym. You Ladycs, you (whoſe gentle hearts do trare 
The ſmallc/t moniirous mouſe that creepes on floore) 
May now perchance, both quake and tremble heere, 
When Lion rough in wildeit rage doth roare. 

Then know that 1, one Swwg the loyner am 

A Lion fell, nor elſe no Lions damme ; 

For if I ſhould as Livncoime in ſtrife 

Into this place, 'twere pitty of my life. | 

Ds. A very gentle bcalt, and of a good conſcience. 

Dew. The very beſtat a bealt,my Lord, that cre I law- 

Lif. This Lion 1s a very Fox for his valer. 

Ds. Truc, and a Gooſc tor his diſcretion. 

Dem, Notlo my Lord: for his valor cannot carry 
his diſcretion, and the Fox carrics the Goole. 

Ds. His diſcretion I am ture cannot carry his valor : 
for the Gouſe carries not the Fox, Ir is well; leave 1t to 
hisdiſcrerion, and let us hearken tothe Moone. 

Meen. This Lanthornedoth the horned Moone pre- 
lent. 

De. He ſhould have worne the hornes on his head. 

Ds. He isno creſcent, and his hones are invilible, 
within the circumference. 

Moen. This lanthorne doth the horned Moone pre- 
ſent : My {clte, the mani'th Moone doth ſeeme to be. 

Ds. This isthe greatcit error of all the reft ; rhe man 
ſhould be put into the Lanthorne. How is it clic the man 
ith Moone ? 

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle. 

For you ſee, it isalready in ſauffe. 

Dur. Tam weary of this Muone; would he would 
| change. 

Ds, It appeares by his ſmall light of diſcretion, that 
he1s inthe wane : but yet in courtclic, in all reaſoo, we 
mult itay the time. 
| Lyſ. Proceed Moone. 
> Aeon. Allthat I have toſay, is to tell you, that the 
Lanthorne is the Moone ; 1, the man in the Moone; this 
thorne buſh, my thorne buth ; and this dog, my dog. 

Dem, Why all theſe ſhould bein the Lanthorne : for 
they arcin the Moonc. Bur filence, beere comes Thicby, 


Enter Thuby, 
Thiſ. This is old Nizmees rombe ; where is my love ? 
Lym. Oh. 
The Lin roares, Thiaby runnes of. 
Dem, Well roar'd Liog. _ F 


Ds#. Well run Thasy. 
Dus. Well ſhone Moone. 

Truly the Moone ſhines with a good grace; 
D#. Well mouz'd Lion. 
Dem. And then came Paramus. 
Lyſ. And focthe Lion vaniſhr. 


Enter Pramwe. 

Pyr. Sweet Moone, | thanke thice tor thy funny beames, | 
I thankethee Moone, for thing now fobright : 
For by thy gracious, gclden,gl:tecring [treames, 
[ truſt to ralte of tructt 7 hwbves light, 
Bur ſtay ; O ſpight ! bur marke, poore Knight, 
W har dreadtull dole is hcere ? 
Eyes doe you ſee ! How cau itbe ! 
O dainty Ducke : O Deere ! 
Thy mantle good ; what ſtaind with blood ! 
Approch you Furics fell : 
O Fatcs | come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 
Quaale, cruſh, conclude; and quell. 

Ds. This pallion, and the death of adearetriend, 
Would goe neexe to make a manlooke fad. 

Dot, Beſhrew my heart, but I pitty the man, 

Pw. O wherefore Nature, did'{tchou Lions frame ? 
Since Lion vild hath hecre deflour'd my dcere : 
Which is; no, no, which was the faireſt Dame 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd with cheere. 
Come teares, confound : Out ſword, and wound 
The pap of Pram : 
I, that left pap, where heart doth hop ; 
Thus dye 1, thas, thus, thus. 
Now am Idead, now am I fled, my ſoule is in the sky, 
Tongue loſe thy light, Moone take thy tiight, 
Now, dyc, dye, dyc, dye, dye. 

Dem. No dyc, butan ace for him * for he is but one. 
R. Leffe then an ace man. For he is dead, he is no- | 
thing. 

Ds. With the helpe of a Surgeon, he might yer reco- 
ver, and provean Aſle, 

Dur. How chance Moone-ſhine is gone before ? 
Thuby comes backe, and finds her Lover. 


Enter Thaby. 


Duk. She will find him by ſtarre-light. 
Heere ſhe comes, and her pailion ends the play. 
Dur. Me thinkes ſhe ſhould not uſe a long 
fuch a Pramus : I hope ſhe will be briefe. 
Dem, A Moth will turne the ballance, which Firamw, 
which Thuby is the better. (eyes. 
Lyſ. She hath ſpyed him already, with thoſe tweet | 
Dem. And thus ſhe meanes, videlicer. 
Thu. Aſleepe my Love? What, dead wy Dove? 
O Firamus arilc : 
Speake ,ſpeake. Quite dumbe? Dead, dead Þ A tombe 
Mult cover thy {ſweet eyes. 
Thelc Lilly Lips, this cherry noſe, 
Theſe yellow Cow ſlip cherkes 
Are gone, are gone : Lovers make mone : 
Hiscyes were greene as Leckes. 
O ſiſters three, come, come to mee, 
With hands as pale as Milke, 
them in gore, ſince you have ſhore 
ith um yes filke. FRI 
Tongue not a : Come trulty {word : 
Come blade; my breſt —_ : 
$ 
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And farewell friends, thus Thwby ends ; 
Adicu, adicu, adicu. 

Dnuk, Moon-ſhine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 

Deme. 1, and Wall too. 

Bot. No, I afſure you, the wall is downe, that parted 
their Fathers. Will it pleaſe you to ſee the Epilogue, or 
to heare a Bcrgomaske dance, betweene two of our com- 
pany ? | 

Dsk, No Epilegue, I pray you ; for your play needs | 
no excuſe, Never excuſe ; for when the players arc all | 
dead, there need none to be blamed. , if he that | 
writ it had plaid Pwramw, and hung himſelte in Tubes 
garter, it would have beene a fine Tragedy : and fo it is | 
truely, and very notably diſcharg'd. But come, your | 
Burgomaske ; let your Epil alone. 

he iron tongue of mid niphe bach told twelve. 


Lovers to bed, 'tisalmolt Fairy time. 

I feare we ſh4!] out-flcepe the comming morne, 
As much as we this night have over-waccht. 
This palpable grofſe play bath well beguil'd 
The heavy gate of night. Sweet friends to bed, 
A fortnight hoid we this {olemnity, 

In nightly Revels ; and new 10llity, 


Enter Pucke, 
Puck, Now the hungry Lyons rores, 

And the Wolte beholds the Moone : 
W hileſt the heavy ploughman ſnores, 
All with weary taske forc-done. 
Now the waſted brands doe glow, 
Whil'ſt the ſcrirch-owle, ſcritching loud, 
Puts the wretch that lyes in woe, 
In remembrance of a fhrowd, 
Now it is the time of night, 
That the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his ſpright, 
Inthe Church-way paths to glide, 
And we Fairies, that doe runne, 
By the triple Hecates reame, 
From the preſence of the Sunne, 
Foliowing darkeneſle like adreame, 
Now are ollicke ; not a Mouſe 
Shall diſturbe this hallowed houſe, 
I am ſent with broome before, 
Tolweep the duſt behind the doore. 


Enter King and Ducene of Fairies, with their trazne. 
Ob. Through the houſe give glimmering light, | 


By the dead and drowſic hier, 


| Every Elte and Fairy (pright, 


Hop as lighe as bird from brier, 

And this Ditty after me, fing and dance it trippinglye. 
Tite. Firſt rehearſe this ſong by roate, 

To cach word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace, 

Will we fing and blefle this place, 


The Song. 
of 4g, 
Threngh thus hoſe each Fairy ftray. 


To the beſt Bride-bed will ne, 
Which by us ſpall bleſſed be : 

eAnd the iſſne there create, 

Ever (hall be fertunate : 

So ſhall all the comples three, 
Ever true in loving be 

eAnd the blots of N atares haid, 
Sh all not «n their iſſue Hand, 
Never mole, harclip, nor ſcarre, 
Nor marke prodigions, ſuch as ar: 
Leſpiſed in N ativity, 
_—_ children be. 

With this field dew conſecrate, 
Every Fairy taks bu gate, 
eAndeach {9.4 2a bleſſe, 
Through this Pallace with ſweet peace, 
Ever ſhall m ſafety ret, 

eAnd — it bl-ſt. 

Trip away, make no ſtay ; 

Met me all by breake of day. 


Robin, Tf we ſhadowes have offended, 
Thinke but this (and all is mendcd) 
Thar you have but flumbred here, 
While theſe viſions did appeare. 
And this weake and idle theame, 

No more yce lding but a dreame, 
Gentles, doc not reprchend. 

It you pardon, we will mend. 
And as I am an honeſt Fucke, 

If we have unearred lucke, 

Now to ſcape the Serpents rongue, 
We will make amends erclong : 
Elſe the > alzar _ 

$0 night unto you all. 
_ your hands, if we be friends, 
And Robin ſhall reſtore amends, 
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Atlus Primus, 


Enter « Anthonis, Salarine, and Salanio. 
A uthonio, 


N ſooth I know not why I amſo fa, 
It wearies me : you ſay it wearies you 3 
But how I caught it, found ir, or came by it, 
W hat ſtuffe 'us made of, whereof it is borne, 
I am tolcarne : and ſuch a Want-wit ſadnefſe makes of 


mc, 

That I have much adoe to know my ſelfe. 

Sal, Your mindis toſſing on the Occan, 
There where your Argolies with portly ſaile 
Like Signiorsand rich Burgers on the flood, 
Oras1t were the Pageants of the ſea, 
Doe over-pccre the petty Traihquers 
Thar curtlic to them, doe them reverence 
As they five by them with cheir woven wings. 

Sala. Bclceve me fir, had I ſuch venture torth, 
The better part of my affetions, would 
Be with wy hopes abroad. I ſhould be ſtill. 
Plucking the grafſe to know were (its the winde, 
Pcering m Maps for ports, and peers, and rodes : 
And every objec that might make me fearc 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me fad. 

Sal. My winde cooling my broth, 
Would blow ms to an Ague, when [thoughe 
What harme a wind treo great might doe ar ſc, 
I ſhould not ſee the ſandic houre-glaſle runne, 
But I ſhould thinke of ſhallowes, and of flats, 
And ſee my wealthy Andrew docks in ſand, 
Vailing her high top lower then her rits 
To kifle her buriail ; ſhould I goe to Church 
And (ce the holy edifice of ſtone, 
And not bethinke ime (traight of dangerous rocker, 
W hichtouching but my gentic V cſlels (ide 
Would ſcatter all her ſpiceson the {treame, 
Enrobe the roring waters with my filkes, 
And inaword, but even now worth ths, 
And now worth nothing. Shall I have the rhought 
Tothinke on this, and (hall I lacke the thought 
Tharſucha thing bechanc'd would make me 1ad ? 
But tell not me, I know Anthonis 
| Isfad tothinke upon his merchandize. 

eAnth. Beleeve meno, Ithanke my fortune for it, 
My vcntures are not 1n one bottome truſted, 
Norto one place ; nor is my whole cſtate 
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yu fortune of this preſent yeere : 
Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad ; 
Sola. Why then you arc in love. 
Anth. Fie, fic. 
Sola. Not in ove neither | then let us ſay you are fad 
Becauſe youu are not merry ; and 'twere ascaſic 
For you to laugh and leape, and fay youare merry 
Becauſe you are not ſad. Now by two-hcaded {anwe, 
- Nature hath fram'd firavge fc llowes in her time : 
Some that will evermore pecpe through their eyes, 
And laugh like Parrats at a bag-pipcr. 
And other of ſuch vinegar aſpect, 
That they'ill not ſhew their teeth in way of ſmile, 
Though Ne#tor ſweare the jelt be laughable. 
Enter Baſſamso ,Lorenſo, and Gratiano. 
Sola, Heere comes baſanzo, 
Your moſt noolc Kinſman, 
Gratiano, and Lorenſo, Farycwedll, 
We leave you now with bctier company. 
Sales. 1 would have ſtaid till 1 had made you merry, 
If worthier triends had not prevented mc, 
Anth, Your worth is very deere ia my regud. 
I rake it your owne bulines calls on you, 
And you embrace th'occaſion to depai t. 


CR 


OC ——— 
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Sal. Good morrow my good Lords. (when? 
Baſſ. Good figniors both, when (ha'l we laugh? tay, 
You grow exceeding (trange : mult it be fo ? 
Sal. Wee'il make our leytures to artend on yours. 
E xcunt Salarme, ard Solano, 
Lord. My Lord Baſſanio, ſince you have tound Anthonie 
Werwo will leave you, but at dinner time 
| pray you have inmind where we mult mecte, 
Baſſ. 1 will not faile you. 
Grat. You looke not well fignior Anth-nio, 
You have too muchreſpect uponthe world : 
They lcofe itthat doe buy it with much care, 
Beleceve me you are marvellouſly chang'd. 
Anth. I hold the world burtas the world, Gratizno, 
A ſtage, where every man mult play a part, 
And mine a fad one. 
Grats, Let me play the foole, 
With mirth and laughter : let oid wrinckles come, 
And let my Liver rather heate with wine, 
Then my heat coole with mortifying grones, 
Why ſhould a man whoſe bloud is warine within , 
Sitlike his Grandfire, cutin Alablaſter ? 
Sleepe when be wakes ? and creepe into the Taundies 
By 
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By being peeviſh ? I rell thee what Anthoni, 
I love thee, and it is my love — : 
Therearea ſort of men, whole vilages 
Doe creame and mantle like a ſtanding pond, 
And doe a willtull filneſle entertaine, 
With purpole robe dreſt in an opinion 
Ot wiſedome, gravity, protound concert, 
As who ſhould fay, I am (tr an Oracle, 
And when I ope my lips, let no dogge barke- 
O my Anthomo, 1 doc know of theic 
That therefere oncly are reputed wiſe, 
For ſaying nothing ; when | am very ſure 
If they ſhould ſpcake, would almoſt damme thoſe cares 
W hich hcaring them would call their brothers tooles ; 
He tell thee more of this another time. 
But fiſh not witk this malancholly baite 
For this foole Gudgion, this opinien : 
Come good Lorenz2, faryewcll a while, 
Ile end my exhortation after dinner. 
Ler. Well,we will lea ve you thentill dinner tine. 
I muſt be one of theſe ſame tumbe wile men, 
For Gratiazo never lct's mcipeake. 
Gra. Well, keepe me company but two ycares Moy 
Thou ſhalt not know the ſound cf thine owne tongue. 
eAnt. Farc you well, llc grow atalker for this geare- 
Gra. Thankes ifaith, for tilence is onely commendabic 
In a neatstongne dri'd, and a maid not vendible. Exe. 
ent. It is that any thingnow - 
Baſ. Gratiano ſpxakes an infinite deale of nothing, more 
then any man in all Venice, his reaſons arc two graines 
of wheatc hid intwo buſhels of chafte : = ſhall ſceke 
all day ere you find them, and when you have them they 
are not worth the ſcarch. 
Ant. Well: tell me now, what Lady is the ſame 
To whom you ſwore a ſecret Pilgrimage 
That you to day promis'd totell me of ? 
Baſ. Tis not unknowne to you Anthonio 
How much I have diſabled mine eſtate, 
By ſomething ſhewing a more {welling port 
Then my faint incancs would granr continuance ; 
Nor doe I now make mone to be abridg'd 
From ſuch a noble rate, but my cheifecare 
Isto come faircly off trem the great debrs 
Whercin my time ſomething too prodigall 
Hath left me gag'd : to you eAnrhomo 
I owethe mott in inony, and 1a love, 
And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots and purpoſes, 
How to get clecre of all the debts I owe. 
Aw. | pray you good Bafſanwolet me know it, 
And tf it {tandas you your lelfe ſtill doe, 
Withinthe eye of honour, be affur'd 
My purſe, my perſon, my extreameſt meanes 
Lye all unlock'd to your occaſions. 
Baſſ. In my ſchoole dayes, when had loſt one ſhaft 
[ (hot his fellow of the {elfrſamec flight 
The ſelfcfame wav, with more aduited watch 
To tind the other forth, and by adventuring both, 
I oft found both. I urge this child-hood proofe, 
Becauſc whar followes is pure innocence. 
1 owe you much, and like a willfull youth, 
That which I owe is loſt : but if you pleaſe 
To thoore anotherarrow tha: ſelfe way 
Which you did ſhoot the firſt, I doe not doubr, 
As 1 will watch the ayme : Or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard backe againe, 


_ 


| Andthankfully reſt debter for the firſt. 
Ant. You know me well, and bcrein ſperd but time 

To wind about my love withcircumſtance, 
And out of doubt you doe to me more wrong 
In making queſtion uf my uttermolt, # 
Than if you had made waſlc of all 1 have : 
Then doc but ſay to me w hat I ſhou'd 6oe 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am preſt unto it ; therefore ſpeake. 

Baſſ. In Belment is a | ady richly left, 
And ſhe 1s faire, and fairer then that word, 
Ot wondrous vertues : ſcmetimes ficm her eyes, 
I did receive faire ſpeechlefle meſſages : 
Her name is Porrsa, nothing undery allewd 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus Portia, 
| Nor is the wice world ignorant of her worth, 
' For the toure windes blow in frem every coaſt 
| Reno wned ſutors, and her ſunny lockes 

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 
Which makes her ſcat of Be/mont {holchos ſtrond,” 
And many /aſons come in queſt of her. 
O my A»thovio, had I but the mcarcs 
To hold a rivall place with one of them, 
I have a rhihd prefages me ſuch thrift, 
That I ſhould queſtionleſſe be fortunate. 

Ant. Thou know that all my tortunesare at (ca, 
Neither have I mony, nor commdity 
To raiſe a preſent ſurme, theretore goe forth 
Try what my credit can in Vemicedoe, 
That ſhall be rackt even ro the uttermoſt, 
To turniſh thee to Be/ment to faire Portia, 
Goe preſently enquire, and ſo will I 
W here money is, and Ino queſtion make 
To lave it of my truſt, or for my ſake. 


Emer Portia with ber waiting woman' Neriſſa, 


ry of this great world. 


longer. 
Por. Good ſemtences, and well pronounc'd. 
Ner, They would be better if well followed. 


to doe, Chappels had beene Churches, and 


| lowes his owne inſtructions ;; 1 can eaficr teach ewen- 
[ 


lawes for the blood, but a hot temper leapes ore a cold 
decree, ſuch a hare is mzdncfle the youth, to skip ore 
the methes of good counſaile the cripple ; but this rea- 
{on 1s not in faſhion to chooſe me a husband : O me, the 
word chooſe, 1 may neither chooſe whom I would, nor 
retuſe whom I diſlike, ſo isthe will of aliving daughter 


curb'd by the will of a dead father . is it not hard N#- 
riſa, that I canvort chooſe one, nor refuſe none ? 

Ner, Your tather was ever vertuous, and holy men 
at their death have good inſpir ations, therefore the lot- 
tery that he hath deviſed in theſe three cheſts of Gold, 
Silver, and Lead , whereof who chooſes his meaning, 


chooles 


— 


EF xemnt, 


Porti, By my troth N err5ſa, my little body is a wea- 


Nr. You would be ſweet Madam, if your miſcries 
were in the fame abundance as your gocd fortunes are : 
and yet for ought I ſee, they are as {icke that ſurſet with 
too much, as they that flarve with nothingyzit isno ſmall 
happineſle therefore to be ſeated inthe meane, ſuperflui- 
ty comes ſooner by white haires, bur competency lives 


Por.lt todoe were as calic asto know what were good 
| re mens 
cottages Princes Pallaces : it is a good Divine that fol- 


ty what were good to be done, then be one of the twen- 
| tyro follow mice owne teaching : the braine may deviſe 
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chooſes will no doubt never bechoſen by any right- 

ly ds (hall rightly love: ——_ warmth 

is therein your affeRtion towards any of theſe Princely 
tha are already come ? 

Rs I pra thee over-name thern, and as thou nameft 

them, I will deſcribe them,and according to my delcrip- 


Por, Ithat's 8 cole infook for he doth nothing but 
his horle, es1t a great (OPTIAtION 
| r— parts that becanfico him himſelfe: l 
1m much afraid my Lady his mother plaid falſe with « 
h, q X 
m_ Then is there the County Palentige, 

Por. He doth nothing but frowne (as who ſhould (ay, 
and you will not have me,choole : he heares merry tales 
ind ſiles not, 1 feare he willprovethe weeping Philo- 
{opher when he growes old, being ſo full of uumannerly 
adnefſe in his youth-) I had rather to be married to a 
deaths head with abone in his mouth, then to cither of 
theſe: God defend me from theſe two. | 

N#. How fay youby the French Lord, Mounſier 
Lo Bowe? _ 

Pro, God made him, and therefore let him paſſe for a 
man, in truth I know ir is ſinne to be a mocker, bne he ! 
why he bath a borſe better then the Neapolitans, a bet- 
ter puny arte, 4 ner ee he 
is every manin no man, ita Tarſlcll ſing, he tals ſtraighr 
my es T ould ami age: if be 

im, 1 marry l : 
would delpiſe me, I would forgive bum, for if he love me 
to , I ſhould never requite him. 

Ner. W hat ſay you then to Pavcenbridge, the yong Ba- 
ron of England . 

Por, You kyow I ſay nothing t6 him, for he under- 
fandsnot me, nor | him : he hath neither Late, French, 
hor /talies, and you will come into the Court and ſwear 
that I have a poore penny-worth in the Engliſh : he is a 
proper mans picture, butalas who can converle with a 
dumbe ſhow ? how odly he is ſuited, Ithinke hebought 
his doublet in /raly, his round hole in Frexce, his bonnet 
in Gerwaxy, and bis behaviour every where. 

Nay W hac thinke you of the other Lord his neigh- 
? , 

Por, That he hatha 
he borcowed a boxe of the care of the Eng/s/bmaen, and 
{worne he would pay him againe when he was able. 1 
thinke the Frenchmen became his ſurety, and ſcald under 
tor another. : 

Ner. Haw like you the ermaine, the Duke of 
Saxenicy Nephew? youg =” 

Por, Very vildelyin the morning when he is ſober, 
and moſt vildely inthe afternoone when he is drunke : 
when he is beſt, he is alittle worſe then a man,and when 
heis worſt, he is little better thena beaſt : and the worſt 
ikntover fell,I hope 1 ſhall make ſhift ro goe withour 


Ner. If he Chould offer to chooſe, and choole the right 
Casket, you ſhould refuſe to performe ſur Fathers will, 
if you ſhould refuſe to accept him. 

Por. Therefore for feare of the worſt, I pray thee (ct 
a deepe glaſſe of Reiniſh-wine on the contrary Caaker, 
- the wo be within, and ok jon without, 

now he willchooſc it. 1 wilt doe any thi rife 
ce 1 will be marncd to a > FOEY 

Ner. You need not feare the having any of theſ: 


Do ET 


neighbourl charity in him, for | 


Lords, they have acquainted me with their determinati- 
ons, Which is indeed to returne totheir home,and totrou- 
ble you with ne more ſuites anleſſe you may be wone by 
lome vther ſort thew you Fathers impoſition, depending 
on the Caskets, WS 
Por. If Ilive to be as old as Sibila, I will dye as 
chaſte as Diane: unlefle 1 be obtained by the manner 
ot my Fathers will: 1am glad this parcell of wooers 
are ſoreaſonable, for there is not one among them but 
I doate on his very abſence: and I wiſhthem a fairede- 
parture. 
Ner. Doe you not remember Lady in your Fa- 
thers time, a Venetian, 2 Scholler and a Souldicx that 
| came hither in company of the Marqueſſe of CMowntfor- 
par ? | 
= Yes, yes, it was Baſſas, as Tthinke, ſo was hee 
call'd. | 
Ner, True Madam, he of all the men that ever my 
_— eyes look'd upon, wasthe beſt deterving a faire 
Ye 
Por. I remember him will, and I remember him wor- 
thy of thy praile. 


Enter 4Serving-mas. 


Ser.The foure ſtrangers ſeeke you Madam to take their 
leave : and there is a fore-runner come froma fift, 
the Prince of CAorece, who-brings word the Prince his 
Mafter will be here eo night, 

Fer. If I could bid the tift welcome with ſo good heart 
as Ican bid the other foure farewell, I ſhould be glad of 
his ach : if he have the condition of a Saint, andthe 
complexion ofadivell, I had rather he ſhould ſhrive me 
then wive me. Come Nerriſfs, lirra goe before ; whiles 
| we ſhutthe gate upon one wooer, another knocksat the 
doore. Exenn, 


Enter Faſſenio with Shylocks the Tow. 


Shy. Three thouſand ducates, well: 
Baſ.. I fir, for three months, 
Shy. Ferthree mouths, well. 
Baſ]. For thewhich, as 1 told you, 
| eAntbomis ſhall be bound. 
Shy. Anthenis ſhall become bound, well. 

Zaſſ. May you fted me ? Will you pleaſure me ? 
Shall 1 know your anſwer. 

Shy. Threethouſand ducars for three moneths, 
And eAnthenio bound, 

Baſſ. Your anſwer to that. 

Shy. Amhorid is a gu man. 
Baſſ, Have you d any imputation to the con- 
trary, *' 4 
Shy, No, no, no, no, no: my meaning in ſaying he is a 
good man, 15 to have you underſtand me rhat he 18 ſuit. 
cicat, yet his meanes are in ſuppoſition: he hath an Argo» 
fie bound to Tripolis, another ro-the Indies, I under» 
ſtand morcover upen the Ryalto, he hatha third at Mexi- 
co,a fourth for England, and other ventures hee hath 
{quandred abroad, but ſhips are bur boords, Saylers but 
, men, there be-landsrats, and water rats, water theeves, 
and land theeves, I meane Pyrats ; and then there is the 
perrill of waters,windes,and rocks : the man is notwith- 
ſtanding ſufficient, three thoutand ducates, I thinke I 
may take his bond. 

Baſ. Bc aſſured you may. 
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That all the canclings which were ſtreakt and pied 
Should fill as /acob5hier, the Ewes being rancke, 
In end of Autumne turned to the Rammes, 


The $ki!full ſhepheard pil'd me certaine wands, 
Andin the dooing of the deed of kind, 
He ſtucke them up before the fulſome Ewes, 


Fall carty-.o!our'd lambs, and thoſe were [acob-. 


{ This wasa way to thrive, and he wasbleſt ; 
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lew. 1 willbe affured I may : and (that I may bee afſu- 
red, I will bethiake mce, may I ſpeake with eAnbo- 


0- 
Baſ. If it pleaſe youto dine with us. try 
lew. Yes, to ſme'l porke, to cate of the habitation 
which your Prophet the Nazar ite conjured the divell in- 
to : 1 will buy withyou, ſell with you, 'talke with you, 
walke with you, and 10 following : but I will not cate 
with you, drinke with you, nor pray with you. 
W hat nerves 0n the Ryalto, who 1s he comes here ? 


Emer «Ant honto. 


Baſ. This is fgnior Anthenrs. 

lew. How like a fawning publican he lookes. 
I hate him for he is a Chriltian : 
But more, for that in low ſimplicity 
He lends out money gratis, ans brings downe 
The ratc of uſancc here with us in Vemce, 
If 1 cancatch kim once upon the hip, 
L will feede fat the ancient grudge 1 beare him. 
He hates our ſacred Nation, and he railes 
Ever there were Merchants mott doe congregate 
On me, my bu gaines, and my well-worne thrift, 
Which he calls uncrreft : Curicd be my Trybe 
ItI forgive him. 

Baſ Shylocke, dot you hcare. 

Shy. lam devaring of my preſent ſtore, 
Ard by the neere gciſe of my memory 
I canto zn(tancly 1aite up the groſle 
Of tuli chi ex thouſand ducats : what of that ? 
Tabsk a weathy Hebrew of my Tribe 
W ill furni({h ame ; bur loft, how many months 
Doe you detire? Relt you faire good fignior, 
Y our worthip was the laſt azan 11 our mouthes. 

Amb, Shy/oche, albcic I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking, nor by giving of cxcelle, 

Yet totupply the ripe wants of mytriend, 
ile breakc a cuſtome : is he yet poſleſt 
How owcl he v ouid? 

Shy. I, 1,thrce thouſand ducats. 

Ant. Ad tor thres months. 

Shy. i had forgot, three months, you cold me fo, 
W-<ll theo, your b-md : ard let me (ee, but heare you, 
Mc thougits you taid, you acither lend nor borrow 
Vpon ad;zancges or 

Anth.. i cocnever vic it. 

Sky. Vhen Jacob graz'd his Vncle Labans ſheepe, 
This /aceb trom out huly Abram was 
(As his wife mother wrought in hisbehalfe) 

The third poſi« fler , I, he was the third. 

Art. And wha:r ct him, did he take interreſt? 

$ky. No, not:ake intere't, not as you would ſay 
Dire iy wtereſt, marke what /acob did, 

When Laban and himſclte were comprimyz'd 


And wheo the worke of generation was 
Betweenc theſe woolly breeders in the aF, 


Who then conceaving, did incaning time 


| And thrift 1s bleſlivgif men ſtcale it nor. 
Anth. This was a vcntute fir that Jacobſerv's for, 

A thing not in his pcwerto bring to paſſe, 
But iway'd and faſhicn'd by the of 1 caven. 
Was this inſerted ro make interreſt good ? 
Or is your Gold ard Silver Ewes and Rams ? 

Shy. I cannot tell, I make it breeds as taſt, 
Butnote me ſigntor. 

Ant. Marke youthis B-ſſavio, 
The diveil can cite Scripture tor his purpoſe, 
An evill foule producing holy witneſle, 
Islike a villaine withafmiling checke, 
A goodly applc rottenarthe heart. 
O what a goodly outſide falſchaod hath, 


Three months from twelve, then let me tec the 1 atc, 
eAnt. Well Shylocke, ſhall we be beholdingto yu ? 
Shy. Signior Amthomo, many a time and oft 

Inihe Ryalco you have rated me 

About my monyes and my ufances : 

Still have I borne it with a patient ſhrug, 

(tor ſuffrance is the badge of all our Tribe. 

You call me mi:belecvcr,cut-throate dog, 


And ſpet upon my lew ith gabetdire, 
And all for uſe of that which is mine owne. 
Wellthen, it now appeates you need my helpe ; 
Goe to then, you come to me, and you lay, 
Sh; locke, we would have moneyes, ycu {aylſo: 
You that did voide your 1 hcume upon wy beard, 
And toote me as you {purnea ltranger cutre 
OQver your threſhold, monceyes 15 your ſuite, 
W hat ſhould I ſay to you 2 Should I not fay, 
Hatha dog money ? 15 it poſlib'e 
A curre ſhould lend three thoutand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, and ins bond-mans key 
With bated breath, and w hiſpring humbleneſſe, 
Say this : Faire fir, you ſpet on me on Wednelday laſt ; 
Your ipurn'd me ſuch aday ; another time 
You cald me dog : and for theſe curtches 
lie lend you thus onich moncyes. 
Ant. | amas like to call thee ſoagaine, 
Toſpet on thee againe, to {piurne thee too. 
It thou wiltlenc this money, lend it not 
As tothy friend, for when did fricncſhiptake 
A breed of barraine metrail of lus friend? 
But lend it rathcr to thine cnc inye, 
Who it be breake, thou mailt with better face 
Exatthe pcnalcs. 
Shy. Why looke you how you ſtorme, 
I would be friends with you, aid have your love, 
Forget the ſhaazes that you have Nained me with, 
Supplic your prefent wants, and take no doite 
Ot ufance for mny monycs, and yeulc not keare me, 
This is kind I cffer, 
Baſ. This were kindneſſe. 
Shy. This kindnefle will I howe, 
Goe with mc to a Nctary, ſcale me there 
Your ſingle bond, aud 1a a merry ſport | 
[f you r« py ime not ou fucha day, 
Inſucha p'-cc, fuch ſum or ſums as are 
Expreſt in the condition, l«t the forteite 
Be nominated for an equa!l pound 
Ot your faire ficſh, tobe cut cff and taken 
In what part of your body it pleaſeth me. 
Ant. Content infaith, Ilc ſcale to ſucha bond, 
Aud fay there is much kindnefle in the Iev. 


Shy. Three thouſand ducts, 'tis a good round ſurnme. 


Baſ. You! 


| ef 
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Ba. You ſhall not ſeale to ſuch a bond for me, 
lle rather dwell in my neceffity. = <a 
eAnt. Why feare not man, I willnot forteite it, 
Within theſe ewo months, that's a month betore 


This bond expires, [ doe mon returne 
ew 


Of chrice three times the va 


of this bond. 


Shy. O father Abram, what theſe Chriſtians are, 
Whole owne hard dealing teaches them 0” ray 
The thoughts of others : Pray yoatell methis, 

If he ſhould breake his day, what ſhould I gaine 
By the exaftion of the fortciture ? 


A pound 


of mans ficſh taken trom a man, 


1s not ſo eſtimable, profitable neuher 
As ficth of Muttons, Beefes, or Guates. I fay 
To buy his favour, I extendthis friendſhip, 
Ifhe will take it, {0 if not adiew, 
for my love 1 pray you wrong me not. 
Ant. Yes Shbocke, I vl ſcale unto this bond. 
Shy. Then mcete me forthwith arthe Notarics, 
Give him diceion for this merry bond, 
And I will goc and purſe the ducats ſtraite : 
Seeto my houle left in the fearefull guard 


Ofanunthrifty knave : and preſently 


lie be with you. 


Ext. 


eAnt. Hye thee gentle Tew. This Hebrew will tur 


Chriſtian, he growes kind. PE 
Baſ. 1 like not faire tearmes and a villaines mind. 
eAnt. Come on, inthis there can be no diſmay, 


My Shippescome homea month before the day. 


———  —_ —c — — _ —— _—_ 


Aus Secundus, 


= — —  ———  -- — 


— 


Exennt. 


nn 


OOO————C— 


Enter Morachius a tawny Moore all white, and three or 


foure fellowers acerr dingly, with Portsa, 
F Nerriſſa, and their traine, 


Flo. Cornets. 


Mor. Miſlike me not for my complexion, 
The ſhadowed liverie of the burnitht ſunne, 
To whom I am a neighbour , and necre bred. 
Bring me the fairelt creature Northward borne, 
Where Phabwe hire ſcarce thawesthe ylicles, 
And let us make incition tor your love, 
Toprove whoſe blood is reddeſt, his or mine. 
I tell thee Lady this aſpeR of mine 
Hath feard the valiant, (by my love Ifiwearc) 
The beſt regarded Virgins of our Clyme 
Have lov'd ittoo:; I would not change this hae, 
bxcepttoſteale your thoughts my gentle Queene, 

Por. In tearmes of choice 1 am not ſoly led 
By nice direQtion of a maidens eyes : 
Beſides, the lottry of my deſteny 
Bars me the right of voluntary chooſing : 
But it my father had not ſcanted me, 
And bedg'd me by his witto yecld my ſclfe 
His wife, who wins me by that means I told you, 
Your (elfe (renowned _ then itood as faire 
As any commer I havelook'd on yet 


For my aftectiof. 


Oler, Even for that Ithanke you, 
Therefore 1 pray you leade me tothe Caskets 
Totry my fortune : By this Symitar 


— 


Thar ſlew the Sophy, and a Perſian Prince, 
That won three fields of Sultan S 
I would ore-(tare the ſterneſt eyes that iooke 2 
Our-brave the heart moſt daring on the carth : 
Plucke the yong ſucking Cubs trom the ſhe Beare, 
Yea, mocke the Lion when he rores tor prey 
To winthe Lady, Bur alas the whilc, 
It Herenlesand Lychas play at dice 
Which isthe better man, the greater throw 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand 2 
50 15 2Alcider beaten by his rage, 
And fo may I, blind tortune leading me, 
Mile that which one unworthier may attaine, 
And dye with grieving. 
Port. You mult take your chance, 
And cither not attemptto choole atall, 
Or {iveare before you choole, it you choole wrong 
Never to ſpeake to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage, therefor be advis'd. 
for. Nor will not, come bring me unto my chance. 
Por. Firit forward to the temple, afcer dinner 


Your hazard ſhall be made. 
Afor. Good tcrtune then, Cornets. 
To make me bleit or curſed'ſt among men. Exeun, 
E mtey the C lowne 4/one. 


(es. Certainely, my conſcience will ſerve me to runne 
from this lew my Matter : the fiend is at mine eibow, 
and tempts me, ſaying to me, /obb+, Lawnceler lobbe,nood 
Lawncelet, or good obbe, or good Leunceles lobbe, ule 
your legs,take the ſtart, runne away: my conicicnce tayes 
no; take heed honeit Lawnceler, take heed honeſt Jobbe, 
or as afore-{aid honeſt Lawnceler lobbr, doc not runne, 
{corne running with thy heeles ; well, the moſt couragi- 
ous fend bids me packe, fie fayes the tiend, away ayes 
the fiend, for the heavens route upa brave minde ſayes 
the fiend, and runne ; well, my conſctence hanging about 
thenecke of my heart, layes very wiſely rome : my ho- 
nelt friend Lawncelet, being an hone(t mans ſonne, or ra- 
ther an honeſt womans ſonne, tor indeed my father did 
lometing ſmacke, ſoaxething grow to0 ; he had a kind of 
raite; wel,my conſcience ſay cs Laxnceler bouge not,bouge 
layesthe fiend, bouge 
fay I youcounſaile well, fiend fay 1 you counfaile weli, 
to berul'd by my conſcience I ſhould ftay with the Tew 
my Maſter, who (God blefſe the marke) isa kind of di- 
vell; androrunne away from the Icw I thould be ruled by 
the fiend, who ſaving your reverence is the diveli hia- 
ſelfe : certaincly the Izwis the very diveli incarnation, 
and in my conſcience, wy conſcience is a kind of hard 
conſcience, to offer to counſaile me to tay with the Tew; 
the fiend givesthe more friendly counſalle : | will runne 
hend, my hecles are at your commandement , I yyuil 
runne. 


Enter old Gobbo with a Baſket. 


Go5. Maſter yong-man, you I pray you, which is the 
way to Maſter lewes? 

Laux. O heavens, this is my true begotten father, who 
being more then ſand-blind, high gravell blind, knowes 
me not, I will try confuſions with him. 

Geb. Maiſter yong Gentleman, I pray you which is 
the way to Maſter Iewes. 


| 

Lawn, Turne upon your right hand at the gext tur- | 
ning 

—_ — \ 


 ———— — 


nt 


not fayes my conlcience,Contcience | 
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em. 


ning, but at the next turning of all on your left; marry 
atthe very next turning, turne of no hand, but turne 
downe indirealy to the /ewes houſe. ; 

Geb. Be Gods ſonties*rwill be a hard way to bit, can 
you tell me whether one Lawnceler that dwells with him, 
dwell with him or no. 

Lawn. Talke you of yong Maſter Lawncelet, marke me 
now, now will 1 raiſe the waters; talke you ot yong 
Maſter Lawncelet ? 

Geb. No Maſter ſir, but a poore mans fonne, his Fa- 
ther though I ſay't is an honeſt exceeding poore man, 
and God be thanked well to live. 

Laws, Well, lct his Father be whata will, wetalke of 
yong Maſter Lawncelct. = 

Gob, Your worſhips fricnd and Lawnceler, 

Lawn, But I pray you ergo old man, ergol beſccch you, 
ralke you of yong Maſter 1awxceler. 

Gob, Of Laxncelet, ant picaſc your maſterſhip, 

Laun. ErgoMaſter Lawnceler, ralke not of maſter Lawn- 
celet Farher,tor the yong gentleman according to fates ard 
deſtinics, and ſuchodde fayings,the ſiſters three,and fuch 
branches of learning, in indeed deceaſed , or as you 
would {ay in plaine tearmes, gone to heaven. : 

Gob. Marry God forbid, the boy was the very ſtatic 
of my age, my very prop. 


GE IE 
——  — 


—— 


Laws.Doel looke like a cndgell or a hovell-poſt,a ſtate | 


or aprop : doe you know me Father. 


Gob, Alacke the day, I know you not yong Gentlc- | 
man, but I pray you tell me, is my boy God ret his tou!c *| 


alive or dead. 

Lawn, Doe you not know me Father, 

Gob, Alackefir I am ſand blind, I know you not. 

Lax. Nay, indeed if you had your cyes you might 
faile of the knowing me : it 18 a wile Father that knowes 
his owne child. Well,old man,I wil tcil you news of your 
ſonne, give me your bleſſing, truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long, a mans ſopne may, but inthe 
end truth will not. 

Gob, Pray you (ir ſtand up, I am ſure youare not Lawn- 
celet my boy. 

Laxn. Pray you let's l1avc no more foolingabout it,but 
give me your blciJing : 1 am Lazxceler your boy that was 
your ſonne that is, your cluld that ſhall be. 

Gob, 1 cannot thinke youere my ſonne. 

Lawn. 1 know not what I ſhall thinke ofrhat : but I am 
Laxncelet the lewes man, and I am ture CIargery your 
watc 1s my mother. 


Goeb. Her name is Zargery indeed, Ile be ſworne if 


thou be Lewnceler, rhou art mine owne ficth and blood: 
Lord worſhipt might he be, what a beard haſt thou gor; 
thou haſt got more hairc on thy chin, then Dobbin my 


| philhorſe has on his taile. 


Lann, It ſhould feemethcn that Dobbias taile growes 
backeward. I am fſurc he had more haire of his taile then 
I have of my face when 1 lait ſaw him. 

Goh. Lord how art thou chang'd : how dooſt thou and 
thy Maſter 2gree, I have brougut him a preſent ; how 
gee you now 2? 

Lawn, Well, well, but for mine owne part, as I have 
{ct vp my reſtto run away,1o I wil not reſt tiil I have run 
ſome gronnd ; my Maſltcr'sa very Jew, give him a pre- 
ſent, give incite, | am taouſht in his ſervice. You 
may tell every tinger I have with my nts : father I 2m 
glad you are come, give me your preſent to Gne Maſter 
baſſavio, who ieecd gives rare new Liveries, ifI ſerve 
not him, I will runne as farreasGod has any ground. © 


A 


| rare forture, here comes the man, to him Father, for 1 


am a lew it I fervethe lew any longer. 


Enter 'Faſſanio with a follower or two, 


Baſſa. You way doe ſo, but let it be ſo haſted that ſup- 
per be ready at the fartheſt by five of the clocke : {ce theſe 
Letters delivered, putthe Liveries to making, and de- 
{re Grat44no to come anone tomy lodging. 

Lawn. To him Father. 

Geb God blefſe your worſhip. 

Baſſ. Gramercy, would'ft thou onghe with me. 

Gob, Here's my ſonne fr, a poore boy. 

Lawn. Not apoore boy fir, but the rich Tewe's manthat 
would fir as my Father ſhall ſpecific. 

Geb. He hath a great infection fir, as one would ſay to 
crve. 

Lam, Indeed the ſhort and the long is, I ſerve the 
Iew, ard have accfire as my Fathe1 ſhall ſpecihie, 

Geb, His Maſter and he (favirg your warſhips reve- 
rence ) are ſcarce catcrcoſins. 

Law. Tobe brictc, the very truth is, that the Iew 
havirg done me wreng, doth cauſc we as my Father be- 
1g TI hepe an old man ſhz1] frutific vnto 1 ou. 

Geb, 1 have bere adiſh of Doves that 1 would beltow 
rpen your worſnip, and my ſuite 1F. 

Lawn. In very brictes the ſuite is impertinent to my 
(citC,as your worſhip ſhall know by this honeſt old man, 
-— 4 I fay it, though old man, yerpoore man my 

ther. 

Baſſ. One ſprake for both, what would you? 

Lan. Serve you lir. 

Geb. That is the very defe of the matter fir. 


| 


Baſſ. 1 know thee well, thou haſt obtain'd thy ſuite, 
Shylecke thy Maſter ſpoke with me this day, 


| And bathpcrfer'd thee, if ir be preferment 


Toleave arich Iewes ſervice, to become 
The tollower of lo poorea Gentleman. 

Cle. The old proverbe is very well parted betweene | 
my Maſter Slyleckeand you fir, you have the grace of 
God fir, and he hath cnovgh-. 

Baſſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt it well; ge Father with thy ſonne, 
Tzkelcave of thy eld Maſter, and enquire 
My lodging out, give hima Livery 
More garded then his fellowes : {cc it done. 

Clo. Father in, I cannot geta ſervice, no, 1 have nere 
a tongue in my head well: if any man in /raly have 2 
fairer table which doth cffer to {weareupon a booke, I | 
ſhall have good fortune ; goetoo, here's aſimple line of | 
lite, here's a {m2ll trifle of wives, alas, fifreene wives 1s | 
nothing, a leven widdowes ard nine maides is a ſimple 
comming in for one man, and then to {cape drowning | 
thrice, ant! to be inperillof my lite with the edge of a fea- | 
therbed, here are mple ſcapes: well, if Fortune be a| 
woman, ſhe's a good wench for this gere : Father come, 
Letake my leave of the Jew in thetwinkling. 

E xut Clowne, 

Baſſ. I pray thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 
Theſe things being bought and orderly beſtowed 
Returne in haſte, tor 1 doe tcaſt to night 
My belt eſteemd acquaintance, hic thee gon. 


Leon, My beſt cndeyours fhall be dong herein. 
Exut Leonats 


Enter Gratiano . 
Gra. Where's your Maſter. 
Look 
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Lew. Yonder fir he walkes. 
Gra. Fignior Baſſane. 

Ral. Gratiane- : 

Gra.l have a ſuiteto you, 
Bal. Y ou have obtain'd its 


Gra. You mult not denic me, I muſt go with you to 


Belmont. : 
Baſ. Why then you muſt : but heare thee Gratiens, 


Thou art too wilde,tov rude,and bold of voice, 
Parts that become thee happily —_ 
And in ſuch eyes as ours appeare not ; 
But where they are not knowne,why there they ſhow 
Something roo — thee take paine 
Toaliay with ſome s of modeſtic 
Thy skipping ſpirit , leait h thy wilde behaujour 
[ be ra ren in the place 1 goto, 
And looſe my hopes- 
re. Signior Baſſanis, heare me, 

If do not put on a ſober habite, 
Talke with reſpeQ, and ſweare but new and then, 
W eare prayer es in my pocket, looke demurcly, 
Nay more,While grace is pon mine cycs 
Thus with my hat,and ſigh and fay Amen: 
Vſeall the obſervance of civility 
Like one well ſtudicd in a ſad oſtent 
To picaſc his Grandam, never truſt me more. 

Bal. Well, we ſhall ſee your bearing. 

Gra. Nay but 1 barre to night , you ſhall not gage me 
By what we do ro night, 

Baſ. No chat were pitty, 
I would intreate puu rather to put on 
Your boldcſt ſuite of nurth, for we have friends 
That purpoſe merriment : but fare you well, 
I have ſome bufineſſe. 

Gra. And I muſt to Lorenzo and the reſt, 
But we will viſe you at ſupper tune, 


Emer heſſica and the C lowne. 


leſ. I am ſorry thou wilt leave my Father ſo, 
Our houſe is hell,and thou a merry divell 
Did'ſt rob it of ſome taſte of tedioulſneſle; 
But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee, 
And Laxceler,ſoone at ſupper ſhalt thou ce 
Leenzo, who is thy new Mailters gueſt, 
Give him this Letter, do it ſecretly, 
And (o farewell: l wouid not have my Father 
See mee tal\ e with thee. 

Cle. Adue, teares exhibit my tongue, moſt beautifull 
Pagan , moſt {weete Iew , if a Chriſtian did not play the 
knaveand get thee, I am much deceived ; but adue,theſe 
fooliſh drops do ſomewhat drowne my manly ſpirit: 
adue. Exit, 

leſ. Farewell good Lanceler. 
Alacke, what hainous finne is it in me 
To be aſhamed tobe my Fathers childe, 
But though | ama daughter to his blood, 
I am not to his manners : O Lerenzs, 
If thou keepe promile 1 ſhall cnd this ſtrife, 
Become a Chrittian,and thy loving wife. 


Emer Gratiano Lorenzo ,Salarino and Solania 
Ze. Nay,we will ſlinke away in ſupper time, 
Diſguiſe us at my lodging,and returne all in an houre- 
Gra. We have not made Ion. 
Sal. We have not ſpoke us yer of Torch-bearers. 


O——_—. 


Exennm 


Sol, "Tis vile vnlcſſe it may be quaintly ordered, . 
And better in my minde not vndertooke. 
Lox. 'Tis now but foure of clock,we have two houres 
To furniſh us ; fricnd Lavceler what's the newes? 
Enter Lancelet with a Letter. 
Lau. And it ſhall plcale you ro breake up this , it ſhall 
ſceme to ſignitic. 
Ze.l know the hand, ia faith 'ris a faire hand, 
And whither then the paper it writ on, 
I the faire hand that writ- 
Gra. Love-newes in faith, 
La. By your leave fir- 
Lor. Whither goeſt thou? 
Za. Marry fir to bid my old Maiſter the Jew to ſup to 
night with my new Maiſter the Chriſtian. 
Lor. Hold here, take this,teil gentle /«ſſic4 
I will not faile her, ſpeas © it privatcly: 
Go Gentlemen , will you prepare you for this Maske to 
ni 


I am provided of a Torch-bearer. 

Sel. I marry, ile be gone about it ſtrait. 

$s. And io will I. | 
| Lor.Mccte me and Gratiano at Gratianes lodging 

Some houre hence. 

Sat. Tis good wee do ſo. | 

Gre. Was not that Letrer from faire lefſica? 

Lo. 1 muſt needs tell thee all, ſhe hath directed 
How I ſhall take herfrom her Fathers houſe, 
What gold and ic«cls ſhe is furniſhe with, 
W hat Pages ſuite ſhe hath in readineſſe; 
If ere the /ew her Father come to heaven, 
Ie will be for his gentle daughters ſake; 

never dare misfortune crofle her foote. 

Valeſle ſhe do it vnder this excuſe, 
That ſhe is iflye to a faithleſſe /ew: | 
Come go with me, peruſe this as thou goeſt, 
Faire Jefſics ſhall be my Torch-bearer. 


Enter Irw, and his man that was the (Towne, 


low. Well,thou ſhall ſce,thy cyes ſhall be thy judge, 
The difference of old Shylocke and Zaſſanzo; 
W hat Jeſfice, thou ſhalt not gurmandize 
As thou haſt done with me: what /eſfica? 
And ſleepe and inore,and rend apparrell out. 
Why leſfical fay. 
| Clo. Why leſfca. 
|} Shy. Who bids thee call?I do not bid thee call, 
® Clo. Your worſhip was wont to tell me 
I could donothing withour bidding. 

| Emer leſſica. 

tf: Call you ? what is your will? 

Sby. I am bid torth to ſupper Teſſa, | 
There are my Keyes : but whercfore ſhould I go? 
I am not bid for love,they flatter me, 

Bur yer lle go in hate,to feede upon 

The prodigall Chriſtian. /eſfica my girle, 

Looke to my houſe,I amrightloath to go, 

There is ſome ill a bruing towards my reſt, 

For I did dreame of money bagsto night. 
(to. I beſeech you fir go,my yong Mailter 


Ex. Clowne. | 


Exit. 


Ex. 


| 


by 
Cle. And they have conſpired together, I will not ſay 
you ſhall en IRE 
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laſt, at fix a clocke ith morning, falling out that yeere on 
aſhwenſday was foure yeere in th'afterneone. 

Shy. What are their maskes?heare you me [eſfca, 
Lock up my doores, and when you heare the drum 
And the vile ſquealing of the wry-neckt Fife, 
Clamber not you up to the caſements then, 

Nor thruſt your head into the publicke ſtreete 
Togaze on Chriſtian fooles with varniſhe faces: , 
But ſtop my houlcs cares,I meane my caſcments, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow fopperic enter 
My ſober houſe. By Jacobs (taffe I iweare, 
T have no minde of feaſting forthto night; | 
But Iwillgo; go you before me lirra, 
Say I will come. 

(ew. 1 will go before fir. | 
Miſtris looke out at window for all this; 
There will come a Chriſtian by, 
Will be wortha Iewes eye, 
Shy. = hat ſaics that foole of Hagers off » ſpring? 


"I_ 


Tef. His words were farewell miſtris,nothing elſe. 
Shy. The patch is kinde nongRnd a huge feedert 
Snaiic-Now 1n profit, butſleepes by day 
More then the wilde-cat : drones hive not with me, 
Therefore T pu with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him helpe to waſte 
His borrowed purſe. Well /e/aicego in, 

Perhaps I will returne ummediately; | 
Doe as I bid you , ſhut dores after you, faſt binde , faſt 


finde, 


A proverbe never ſtale in thrifty minde. Exit. 
/4/. Farewell, and if my fortune be not croſt, 
I have a Father, you a daughter loſt, Exit, 


Enter the Markers, Gratiano and Saline, 
oo. This is the penthouſe under which Lorenzo 
De 


ired us to make a ſtand. 
Sal. His houre isalmolt paſt. 
Gra. And it is me 'vailc he out-dwels his houre, 
For lovers cver run before the clocke. 
Sal. O ten times faſter Yemes Pidgions flye 
To ſtcale loves bonds new made,then they are wont 
To kcepe obliged faith unforfaitcd. 
Gra. That ever holds,who rifeth from a feaſt? 
With that keene appetite that he fits downe? 
W here is the huric thattoth untread againe 
His tedious mea{lures with the a. 
That hedid pace them fir{t:all things thatare, 
f.re with more ſpirit chaſed thenenjoy'd. 
How like a yonger Or a 
The skarfed barke puts from her native bay, 
Hug'd and embraced by the (trumper winde: 
How like a prodigall doth ſhe returne 
With over-wither'd ribs and ragged failes, 
Leane,rent,and begger'd by thc itrumper winde? 


Emer Lorenes. 


Saline. Heere comes Lorenzo, more of this here» 
after. 
__ Sweete friends, your patience for my long a- 
2) 
Not I, but my affaires have made you wait: 
When you ſhall pleaſe to play the theeves for wives 


| Ile watchas long for yoa then:approach 


| | 


Here dwels my father Iew. Hoa,who's withia? 
leſtica aboxe. 


teſ. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit Ile ſweare that I do know your tongue. 

Lov. Lorenzo, and thy Love. 

Jef. Lorents certdine,and my love indeed, 
For who love I ſo much?and now who knowes 
But you Lorenzo, whether 1 am yours? 


tef. Heere,carch this caskct,it is worth the paines, 
T am glad 'tis night,you do not looke on me, 
For I am much aſham'd of my exchange: 
But love is blinde, and lovers cannot ſee 
The pretty tollics that themſelves commit, 
For if they could, Cupid himſcite would bluſh 
To ſee me thus transtormed to a boy. 
Ler. Deſcend, for you muſt be my torch-bearer, 
lef. What,muſt I hold a Candic to my ſhame? 
They in themſelves goodiooth arc too too light, 
Why, 'tis an ofhice of diſcovery Love, 
And I ſhould be obſcur'd. 
Loer. So you are ſweet, 
Even inthe lovely garniſh of a boy: but comeat once, 
For the cloſe « ht doth play the run-away, 
And weare ſtaid for at B.ſſavzo's feaſt. 
Hef. 1 will make faſt the doores and gui!d my ſelfe 
With ſome more ducats, and be with you ſtraight, 
Gra. Now by my hood, a gentile, and no0lew. 
Lor. Beſhrew me but 1 love her heartily, 
For ſhe is wiſe, if I can judge of her, 
And faire the is, if that mine eyes be true, 
And rrue ſhe is,as ſhe hath prov'd her ſelfe: 
And therefore like her ſelfe, wile,faire, and true, 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant ſoule. 


Emer leſricas 


What,art thou come?on gentlemen, away, 
Our masking mates by this time for us ſtay, Exit. 
Emer eAnthenis, 


Ant, Who's there? 

Gra. Signior «-7 nthonss. 

eAnt. Fic,he,Gratsave, where are all the reſt? 
'T is ninea clocke, ow friends all ſtay for you, 
No maske to night, the wv inde 15 Come about, 
Baſſanio preſently will go adoord, 

I have ſent ewenty out to {eeke for you. 

Gra. Iam glad on't, I defire no more delight 
Thea tb be under faile,and gone tonight. Exenn. 


Enter portia with Morrocho,and both their traine!. 


Por. Go, draw aſide the curtaines,and diſcover 
The ſeverall Caskers tothis noble Prince: 

Now make your choyſe. 

Ator. The firlt of gold, who this inſcription bearts, 
Who chooſeth me,tſhall gaine what men deſire. 

The ſecond filver,which this promile carries, 

W ho chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves- 
Tmisthird, dull lead, with warning all as blunt, 

Who chooſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath- 


How ſhall I know 1f I dochooſe the right? 
Po. The 


Lo.Hcaven and thy thoughts are witneſs that thou art, 


ls 
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The Merchant of Venice, 


How (hall I know if do chooſe the right. 
Por. The one of them containes my picture Prince, 
If you chooſe.that,then I am yours withall. 
CAtor, Some God direct my judgement, let .ne ice, 
I will ſurvay the inlcripti agunc; 
W hat ſayes this leaden casket? 
W ho chooſeth me, mult give and hazard all he hath, 
Muſt give,for what? for lead, bazard for lead? 
This casket threatens men that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of faire advantages; : 
A golden minde ſtoopes not to thowes of drofle, 
Ile then nor give nor hazard ought for lead. 
Whar (aies the Silver with her vargin huc? 
Who chooſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſcrycs. 
As much as he deſerves; pauſe there Meorocho, 
And weigh thy value withan even hand, 
If thou beeſt rated by thy eſtimation 
Thou doolt deſerve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Lady: 
And yet to be afcard of my deſerving, 
Were but a weake dilabling of my ſcife. 
As much as I deſerve, why that's the Lady- 
L do in birth deſerve her, and in fortunes, 
In g:aces,and in qualities of breeding; 
But more then theſe, in love I do deſerve. 
Whar if 1 trai'd ns farther, but chole here? 
Let's ſee once more this ſaying grav'd in gold. 
Whochooſeth me ſhall gaine what many men deſire: 
Why that's the Lady, all the world delires her: 
From the foure corners of the carth they come 
To kifſe this ſhrine, this mortall breathing Saint. 
The Hircanian deſerts, and the valtc wiides 
Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now 
For Princes to come view faire Portia. 
The waterie Kingdome,whoſe ambitious head 
Spers in the face of heaven, is no barre 
loitop the fortaine ſpirits,but they come 
As ore a brooke to {ce faire Portia. 
One of thete three containes her heavenly picture. 
Is'clike that Lead containcs her? twere damnation 
Tothinke to baſca thoughc,it were too groſle 
To rib her {earecloath in the obſcure grave: 
Or ſhall Ithinke in Silver ſhe's 1mmur'd 
Being ten times vndervalued to tride gold; 
O fintull thought,never ſorich a lem 
Was {et in worſe then gold | They have in England 
A coyne that beares the figure of an Angell 
Stampt in gold,bur that's in{culpt upon: 
Buthere an Angell ina golden bed 
Lies all within. Deliver me the key; 
Here do I chooſe,and thrive I as I may- 
Por. There take it Prince, and ifmy formelye there 
Then I am yours. 
Mer.O hell ! what have we here, a carrion death, 
Within whoſe empty eye there is a written ſcroule; 


_—_— 


| Afr. Cold indeede, and labour loſt, 
Then farewell hcate, and welcome f. oft: 
Portia adew, 1 have too griev'd a heart 
To take a tedious leave:thus looters patt- 
Per. A gentle riddance:draw the curtaines,g0: 
Let all of his complexion choolc me {v. 
Enter Saarimo and Solano. 
Flo. Cones. 
Sel. Why man 1 ſaw &aſſanjo yuder ſayle, 
Wirth him is Grarsno gone along; 
And in their ſhip I am ſure Lerenzo is not. 
Sel, The villaine /ew with outcrics rail'd the Duke, 
Who wene with him to ſcarch Baſſane: ſhips 
Sal. He comes too late, the thip was vnderſaile; 
But therethe Duke was given to underſtand 
That in a Gondilo were teenc together 
Lorenzo and his amorous leſſica. 
Belides, Azthomio certified the Duke 
They were not with Baſſamoin his (hi p-+ 
Sod. 1 never heard a paſſion {0 contus'd, 
So [trange,outragious,and fo variable, 
As the dogge /ew did utter in the (treets; 
My daughter, O my dueats, O my daughter, 
| Fled with a Chriſtian, O my Chriſtian ducars! 
Tuſtice,the law,my ducats,and my davghter; 
A {calcd bag, tivo ſealed bags of ducats, 
Ot double ducats,ſtolne from me by my daughter, 
| And jewels,ewo rich and precious itoncs, 
Stoine by my daughter : juſtice, finde the girle, 
She hath the ttones upon her, and the ducats. 
Sat, Why alithe boyes in Venice follow him, 
Crying his ſtones, his daughter,and his ducats, 
Sol. Let good Anthonio looke he keepe his day 
Or he ſhal! pay for this. 
Sal. Marry well remembred, 
I reafon'd witha Frenchman yeſterday, 
Who told me, in the narrow ſeas that part 
| The French and Engliſh,there miſcaricd 
A veflcll of our countrey richly fraught: 
I thought upon Azthonro when he told me, 
And wiſhe 1n ſilence that it were not his. 
Sol. You were belt to tell Anthoxzo what you heare, 
Yer do not tuddainely, for it may grieve him. 
Sat. A kinder Gentlemaa treads not the earth, 
I fawy Baſſevio and Anibomo part, 
Baſſawo told him he wouid make ſome ſpeede 
Of his returne:he anſwered, do not fo, 
Slubber not buſineſſe for my take Baſſanio, 
Bur ſtay the very riping of the time, 
And for the ewes bond which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your minde of love: 
Be merry,and imploy your chicfeſt thoughts 
Tocourtſhip,aad tuch fairc oitents of love 
As ſhall conveniently become you there; 
Andeven there his eye being big with tcares, 
Turning his face, he pur his hand behinde him, 
And with affeAtion wondrous fencibic 


Exit. 


E xennt. 


All that gliſters #1 wot gold, He wrung Baſſanior hand,and fo they parted, 

Often have you beard that told; Sal. I thinke he onely loves the world for him, 

Many a man his life bath ſold . _I pray thee let vs go and finde him out 

But mwy out /ide to beho(d; | And quicken his embraced heauineſle 

Gilded tomber do wor mes infold: With ſome delight or other- 

Fad you beene 4s wiſe as Sal. Do we 10. Excunt. 

Tong in limbs, tn j old, 

Tour enſwere bad not beene 1n(crald Enter N grviſſa and « Serviture, 

Fareouwel,, your ſuite # cold, Ner, Quick,quick I pray __ the curtain ſtraje, 
TE 3 ' The 
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The Merchant of Uenice. 


» 


The Prince of Arragon hath rane his cath, 
And comes to his cleion preſently. 


Enter eArragon,fus traine, and Portia. 
Flor. ( ornet 1. 

Per. Bchold, there ſtand the caskets noble Prince, 
If you chooſe that wherein 1 am contain'd, 
Straight ſhall our nupriall rights be ſolemniz'd: 
But it thou faile,without more ſpeech my Lord, 
You muſt be gone from hence immediately. _ 

eAr. Tam enzoynd by oath to obſerve three things; 
Firſt, never to vnfold to any one 
W hich casket 'twas I chole;next,if I faile 
Of the right casket,never in my lite 
To wooe a maide in way of marriage: 
Laſtly,if1 do faile in fortune of iny choyſe, 
Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 

Por. To thcſe injunXions every one doth ſweare 
That comes to hazard for my woithleſle ſelfe. 

Ar. And ſo have I addreſt me,tortune now 
To my hcarts hope : gold, ſilver, and baſc lead. 
Who chooleth me mult give and hazardall he hath, 
You ſhall looke fairer ere | give or hazard. 
What ſaves the golden chcit,ha,'cr me ſee: 

Vhochooſeth me, ſhall gaine what many men deſire: 


| What many mca defire,that many may be meant 


By the foole multitude that chooie by ſhow, 

Not learning more then the fond eyc doth teach, 
Which pries not toth'tnterior,bur like the Martlct 
Builds in the weather on th: outward wall, 

Even in the force and rode of caſualty. 

I will not chooſe what many men deſire, 

Becauſe I will not jJumpe with common ſpirits, 
And rauke me with the barbacous multitudes. 
Why then to thee thou Silver treaſure houſe, 

Tell me once more, what title thou dooſt beare 

W hochooſeth me ſhall get as much as hedeſerves: 
And well ſaid tov; for who ſhall go about 

Tocoſen Fortunc, and be honourable 

Without the ſtampe of merit, let none preſume 

To wecarean undeterved dignity: 

O that eſtates, degrees, and o1Nces, 

Were not deriv'd corruptly, and that cleare honour 
Were purchalt by the merrit of the wearer; 

How many then ſhuuld cover that ſtand bare? 
How many be commanded that command? 

How much iow plcaſantry would then be gleaned 
From the truc ſecde oft honor ? And how much honor 
Pickt from the chaffe and ruine of the times, 

To be new varniſht;:Well,bur to = choiſe. 

Who chooſeth me ſhall g-c as muchas h: deſerves. 
I wili aſſume detcrt;give me a key forthis, 

And inſtantly valocke my tortunes here. 


Por. Too long a pauſe tor that which you finde there. 


Ar. W hat's hecte, the portrait of a blinking idiot 

Preſenting me a ſcedyle, I will reade it: 
How much vnlike art thou to Porta? 
How much vnlike my hopes and my deſervings? 
W ho chooſeth me, ſha'l have as muchas he deſerves. 
Did 1 deicrve 10 more then a fooles head, 
Is that m: prize,are my deſerts oo betrer? 

Pe. To offend and judge are diſtin ouhices, 
And of oppoled natures. 

eAr, \V hat is here? 


The fier ſeaven twmcs tried this, 


« ow 


Seaven time: tried that judgement 11, 
T bat did never chooſe anus, 

Some there be that ſhadewer kifſe, 
Such bave but a ſnadewer bliſſe: 
There be for(es alove Iwis 

Silver'd 6're and ſo was this: 

T ake what wiſe yow will to bed, 

1 will ever be your bead: 

Ss be gone ſir,you ave ſped. 


er. Still more foole I ſhall appeare 
By the time 1 linger here, 
With one fooles head I came to woo, 
But 1 goaway with two. 
$Swect adue, Ile keepe my oath, 
Patiently to beare my wroath. 

Por. Thus hath the candle ſing,d the moath: 

O theſe deliberate fooles when they do chooſe, 
They have the wiſdome by their wit to looſe, 

Ner. The ancient ſaying is no hereſie, 
Hanging and w iving goes by deſtiny. 

Por. Come draw the curtaine IX erriſſa 


Enter Meſſenger. 

Aﬀeſ. Whereis my Lady? 

Por. Here,what would my Lord? 

CMeſ. Madam,there is a-l:ght ed at your gate 
A yong Venetian,one that comes before 
To ſignihe th'approaching of his Lord, 
From whom he bringeth ſenſible regreets; 
To wit{beſides commends and curteous breath) 
Gifes of rich vatue;yet I have not ſcene 
Solikely an Embaſſador of love, 
A day in Aprill never came ſo fyweete 
To ſhow how coſtly Sommer was at hand, 
As this fore-ſpurrer comes before his Lord, 

Per. No more I pray thee,1 am halfe a-feard 
Thou wilt ay anone he is ſome kin tothee, 
Thoy ſpend'it ſuch high-day wir in praiſing him: 
Come-come _ I long toſce 
Quicke Cupid: Polt, that comes ſo mannerly. 

Ner. Baſſanis Lord,love if thy will it be. 


Exenm. 


EIS OY 


eAlus Tertins. 


Enter Solario and Salars10, 


Sel. Now,what newes on the Ryalto? 

Sai. Why yer it lives there uncheckt , that Anthows 
hath a ſhip of rich lading wrackt on the narrow Seas;the 
Goodwins I thinke they call the place,a very dangerous 
Rat,and farall, where the carcaſles of many a tall ſhip,ye 
buried,as they ſay , if my goſlips report be an hoaſt wo- 
man of her w hes | 

Sol. I would ſhe were as lying a gollip in that, as cvcr 
knapt Ginger, or made her neighbours beleeve the wept 
for the death of a third husband:bur it is true , without 
any lips of prolixity, oc croſſing the plaine high-way of 
= that t Li «Antbemo,the honelt Anths. 1O = 
I had a title g hro k his name company 

full top. ccpe _ 


Sal. Come,the 
Sel. Ha, what ſayeſt thou, why the cnd is, he hath oli 
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a I would it might prove the end of his loles, 
- L:t me lay Amen betimes , leaſt the divell crolle 
my prayer , tor here he comes inthelikeneſlc of a ew. 
How now Shylzcky , what newes among the Merchants? 


Enter Shylecke. 


heers flight _ : 

Sal. Thar's —_— tor ny part knew the Tailor that 
made the wings ſhe flew withall. 

Sol, And Shylocke for his owne part knew the bird was 
fledg'd,& thenir is the complexion of them all to leave 
the dam. | og ts 

Shy. She 15 damn'd tor it* 

Sel. That's certaine,if the divell may be her Tadge- 

Shy. My owne fleſh and blood to rebell. 

Sol. Out upon it old carcion, rebglsir at theſe yeeres. 

Shy. 1 ſay my daughter is my fleſh and bloud. 

$41. There is more difference betweene thy ficth and 
hers,then berweene Ter and luorie , more beriweenc your 
bloods, then there is berweene red wine and renniſh:out 
tell us, doc you heare whether eAnthonis have had any 
loſle at tea or no? 

Shy, There 1 have another bad match , a bankrout , a 
prodigall , who dare ſcarce ſhew his head on the Ryalta, 
abegger that was vid rocome ſo inug upon the Mart: 
lc: him look ro his bond, he was wont to call me Vurer, 
let him looke to his bond , he was wontrto lend money 
for a Chriſtian curthie,let him looke to his bond. 

Sal. Why 1am ſure if he forfaite, thou wilt not take 
his fleſh, what's that good for? 

Shy. To baite fiſh withall , if it will feede nothing elſe, 
it will feede my revenge; he hath diſgrac'd me , and hin- 
dred me halfe a million, laught at my lofles, mockt at my 
gaines, {corned my Nation,thwarted my bargaines, co0- 
led my friends, heated mine enemics,and what's the rea- 
ſor?1 am a /ew:Hath nota /ew eye&hath nota /ew hands, 
organs,dimentions, ſences, aftetions, pailions, fed with 
the ſame foode, hurt with the ſame weapons, tubjeRt to 
the ſame diſcaſcs , healed by the ſame meanes, warmed 
and cooled by the fame Winter and Sommer as a Chri- 
ſtjan if you pricke us, do wenot bleede ? if you. tickle 
us, do we not laugh? it you poiſon us,do we not die ?and 
it you wrong us ſhall we nor revenge? if we are like you 
inthe reſt, we will reſemble you in that. If a /ew w 
a Chriſtian, what is his humubty , revenge? If a (briftian 
wrong alew what ſhould his ſuffcrance be by Chriſtian 
example? why revenge. The villany you teach mel will 
exccute , and it ſhall go hard but 1 will better the in- 
{truion, 


* You knew,none ſo well , none ſo well as you , of 
my 


Emer a man from Anthonio, 


Gentlemen, my maiſter Anthoms is at his houſe, and 
deſires to ſpeake with you both. 
Sal. We have beene up and downeto lecke him. 
Enter Tuball. . 
S#l. Here comes another of the Tribe, a third cannot 
be matcht,vnleſſe the divell himlclfe turne Jew. 
Exemnt Gentlemen. 
Shy. How now Tubal, what newes from Genowa? halt 
thou found my daughter? 
Tab. 1 often came where I did heare of her,but cannot 
hnde her. 


Shy. Why there, there, there, there , a diamond gone | Let fortune goto hell for it,not 1. - 
colt me wo thouſand ducars in Franckford,thc curtenc- | 1 {pcake too long, bur 'ris to peizethe time, 
ver fell upon our Nation till now, I never felt it tillnow, | To ich it, and draw ir out in many 
Wwothouland ducars in that, aad other precious , preci- | Tg ſtay you from cleFion. 
P 3 


———— 


| 


— 


ous jewels: 1 wou'd my daughter were dead at my foot, 
and the jewels in her care : wou!d fhe were hearſt at my 
toore, and the Juckets in her cortin : no newes of them, 
why to?& I know not how much is (pent in the ſearch: 
hs then lofle upon lofle,the theete gone with ſo much, | 


and fo much to tinde the theete, and no fatisfation , no 
revenge, nor no ull lucke ftirring bur what lights a my | 


ſhoulders, no ſfighes buta my bi caching, no teares bur a 
my thedding. 


Twb. es, other men have i!l lncke too , Aurbonio as 1 | 
heardjinGenowa, 

Shy, W hat, what, hat,ill lucke,ill luck e. 

_ Hath an Argvlic caſt away comming from Tri- 
polis. 

Shy. 1 tchanke God, I thanke God, is it true,is it true? 

Tw.1 ipoke with tome of the Saylers that eſcaped the 
wracke. | 

Shy. Ithanke thee good Tubal, good newes, 2004 | 
newes: ha,ha,bere in Genowa. 

T#. Your daughter ſpent in Genowa, as IT heard , ons 
night foureſcore ducats. 

Shy. Thou (tick'{t adagger in me, I ſhall never fee my 
gold 2yaine, foureſcore ducats at a ſitting,fouretcore du- 
Cats. 

Tu. There came divers of «A nthonies creditors in my 
company to Venice, that {weare he cannot chooſe but 
breake, 

S$by. Tam very glad of it , ile plaguehim, ile torture 
him,lam glad of it. | 

Tab. One of them ſhewed mea ring that hee had of 
your daughter for a Monkie., 


Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureſt me Twbal, it was 
my Turkis , 1 had it of Leah when I was a Batcheler: 1 f 
would not have given 1t tor a wildernefle of Monkies. {| 

Tub. But Anthonis is certainely undone | 

Shy. Nay,that's true,that's very true, 80 Tuba, fee me 
an Orhicer, beipeake him a fortnight before; 1 will have ; 
the heart of him if he forteir, tor were he out of Venice, | 
I can make what merchandizel will:go Twball; and meet 
me at our Sinagogue , $v good T «hall, at Our Sinugogue 
Txball. | Ecceunt* | 

Enter Baſſanio, Portia,Gratiano,and all their trains. 

Por. 1 pray you tarric, pauſe a day or two 
Betore you hazard, for in chooſing wrong 


| 


I lofe your company; thercetore torbeare a while, 


There's ſomethiag tels me(but it is not love) 


I would not loſe you, and you knoiv your tclfe, | 


Hate counſailes not in fucha quallity; 

But leaſt you ſhould notunderitand me well, 
And yet a maiden hathno tongue,but thought, 
I would detaine you here ſome mon:hor two 


Before you venture for me. I couldteach you | 


How to chooſe right, but then 1am forfſworne: 

So will I never be, ſo may you miſle me, 

But if you dv, youle make me wiſh a finne, 

That I had beene forſworne: Beſhrow your eyes, 
They have ore-looke meand devided me, 

One halfte of me is yours, the other haife 

Mine ownel would fay : but firſt mine,then yorrs, 
And ſoall yours;O theſe naughty times 
Put barsbetweene the owners and their rights. 
And fo though yours,not yours( prove it to) | 


y 
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Baſ. Let me chooic, 
For asI am, I live upon the racke. 
Por. Vpon the racke Baſſanso,then confeſle 
W hattreafon there is minglcd with your love. 
Baſ. None but that uglic treaſon of miſtruſt, 
Which makes me feare the enjoying of my love: 
There may as well be amitic and lite, 
"Tweene ſnow and fire, as treaſon and my leve, 
Per. I, but I feare you ſpeake vpon the racke, 
W here men entorced doe (pcake any thing. 
Baſ. Promiſe me life,and ile confeſſe the truth. 
Por. Well then,confelic and lives 
Baſ. Confteflc and love 
Had beene the very ſum of my confeſſion: 
O happy torment, whcn my torturer 
Doth teach me anſwers tor deliverance: 
Bur let me to my fortune and the caskets. 
Por. Away then, I am lockt in one of them, 
If you do love me,you will tinde me out, 
Nerrsſſa and the reſt,ſtand all aloofe, | 
Let muſicke ſound while he doth make his choiſe, 
Then if helooſe he makes a Swar-like end, 
Fading in muſique. That the compariton 
May ſtand more proper,my eye ſhall be the ſtreame 
And watric death-bed for him:he may win, 
And what is muſique then? Then muſique 15 
Even as thc fouriſh, when true ſubjzets bowe 
To a new crowned Monarch:Such it is, 
As are tholc dulcet ſounds in breake of day, 
That creepe ito the dreaming bride-groomes care, 
And ſu:amon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With no leſſe preſence, but with much more love 
Then yong Alcider, when he did redeeme 
The virginetributce,paied by howling Trey 
To the Scea-monſter:I ſtand for ſacrifice, 
The re{taloofe are the Dardanian wives: 
With bleared vidages come forth to view 
The iſſue of th'exploit : Goe Hercules, = 
Live thou,[ live with much much more diſmay 
I view the fight, then thau that mak'ſt the fray. 
Here mujcke. 


A Song the whi(ft Baſſanio comments ou the 
Cackets to hiwſclfe. 


Tell me where is fancie bred, 
Or s the brart,or in the heag: 
How begot, bow nowrehed. 
It ir engenared w the eyes, 
With gazing fed,and Farcie det , 
In the «rad/e where ut lies; 
Lit ws all ring Fancies krell, 
Hebegin it. 
Ding dong,bel, 

All, Ding,dong, bel. 


The world is ſtill deceiv'd with ornament. 
In Law,what Plea fo tainted and corrupt, 
But being (caſon'd with a gracious voice, 
Obſcures the ſhow of evill ? In Religion, 

VW hat damned error,but ſome ſober brow 
Will bleſle it, and approve it with atext, 
Hiding the groſinefſc with faire ornament: 
iTherc 1s no vice {0 ſimple,bur aſſumes 
Some marke of vertuc on his outward parrsz 


Replie yeplie. 


Baſſ.So may the outward ſhowes beleaſt themſelves, 


How many cowards,whoſe hearts arc all as falſe 
As ſtayres of (and, weare yet upon their chins 
The beards of Herewlerand frowning Hearn? 
Whoiaward ſcarcht,havelyvers white as milke, 
And theſe alſume bur valors excrement, 

To render them redoubted. Looke on beavty, 
And you ſhall ſee 'tis purchaſt by the weight, 
Which therin workesa miracle 1n nature, 
Making them lighteſt that weare moſt of it: 

So are thole criiped ſnakie golden locks 


Vpon ſuppoſed fairenciic, often knowne 
Tov be the dowrie of atecond head; 
| The ſcull that bred them in the Sepulcher. 
Thusornameat is but the guiided ſhore 
| To a moſt dangerous fea : the beautious ſcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beauty; In a word, 
The ſeeming truch which cunning times put on 
Tointrap the wileſt.Theretore thou gaudy gold, 
Hard tood for Aides, I will none of thee, 
Nor none ot thee thou pa'e and common drudge 
'T weeac man and man:but thou,thou meager lead 
Which rather threat: :e(t than dolt promiſe ought, 
Thy palencſle moves me mote than eloquence, 
And here choole 1,joy be the conſequence. 

Por. Hoy all the other paſlionsficcr toayre, 


O lovebe moderate, allay thy extalic, 
In meaſure raine thy joy,ſcantthis exceſſe, 
I feele roo much thy bleiſing,make it leſle, 
For fearc I ſurfeit, 

Ba. \V hat finde I here? 


| Faire Portias counterfeit. What demie god 


Hath come ſo neere creation? move theſe cies? 

| Or whether riding on the balsof mine 

| Seeme they in motion?Hereare ſever'd lips 
Parted with ſuger breath,ſo ſweet abarre 

Should ſunder {uch ſweer triends:here in her haires 
The Painter plaics the Spider and hath woven 

A = meſh t'intrap the hearts of men 

Faſter then gnats in cobwebs:hut her eyes, 

How could he ce ro do them ? having made one, 
Methinkes it ſhould have power to {tcale both his 
Andicave it ſelfe vnturniſht: Yer looke how farre 


In vnderpriſing it, fo farre this ſhadow 
The continent, and (ummary of my fortune. 


Tom that chooſe not by the view, 
Chance as fare, and chooſe a; true, 
Sunce this fortune [als to you, 
PBecontent,aud ſerke no new, 

If you be well pleaſed with this, 

end bold your fortune for your bliſſe, 

Turne you where your L ady it, 

e114 clarne ber with a lromghiſſe. 


Bf. A gentle ſcroule;Faire Lady,by your leave, 
I come by note to give, and toreceive, 

Like one of two contending inaprize 

That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes: 
Hearing applauſe and univerſall ſhout, 

Giddy in {pirit, ſill gazing in a doubr 

Whether thoſe pealcs of praiſe be his or no, 


Which makes ſuch wanton gambols with the winde 


As doubtfull thoughts, and raſh imbrac'd deſpaire: 
| Aad —— tcare,and greene-eyed jealoufic. 


The ſubſtance of my praiſe doth wrong this ſhadow 
Doth limpe behinde the tubſtance. Here's the ſcroule, 


: 
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Por. You fee my Lord Baſſiano where I ftand, 
Such as I amzthough for my ieite alone 
1 would not be ambitious in my wiſh, 

To with my ſelfe much betrer,yer for you, 

I would be trebled ewenty times my lelte, 

A thouſand times more taire,ten thouſand tunes 
More rich,that to ſtand hughin your account, 

I might in vertues,beauties,hiv ings,triends, 
Exceed account:but the tull ſumme ot me 

Is ſum of nothing:which to terme in groſle, 

Is an yaleſſoacd girle, vnſchoul'd,vnpradtiz'd, 
Happy in this,ſhe is not yet ſo old 

But ſhe may learne: happier then 1n this 

Shee is not bred fo dull bur ſhe can learne; 
Happicſt of all,is that her gentle ſpirit 

Commits it (cife to yours to be directed, 

As from her Lord, her Governour, her King- 

My felte,and what is mine,to you and yours 

Is now converted. But now I was the Lord 

Ot this fairc manſion,maiſter of my ſervants, 
Queene ore my ſclfe: and even now,but now- 
This houſe,theſe ſcryants, and this ſame my lcltc 
Are yours,my Lord, I give them with this ring, 
Which when you part from, looſe,or give away, 
Let itpreſage the ruine of your love, 

And be my vantage toexclaime on you- 

Baſ. Maddamn,you have bereft me of all words, 
Oacly my bloud ſpeakes to you in my veines, 
And there is ſuch confuſion in ay powers, 

As after ſome oration fairely (| 

By a beloved Prince,there appeare 

Among the buzzing pleaſed mulygtude, 

W here every ſomerhing being blent rogether, 
Turnes to a wilde of nothing, fave of joy 
Expreſt, and not expreſt:bur when this ring 
Parts from this finger,then parts life trom hence. 
O then be buld to lay Baſſarrw's dead. 

Ner. My Lord and Lady, itis now our time 
That have itood by and {cence our wiſhes proſper, 
To cry good joy, good joy my Lord and Lady. 

Gra. My Lord #«ſſaaw, and my gentle Lady, 

I wiſh you all the joy that you can wiſh: 
For I am ſure you can with none trom mes 
| And when your Honours meane to {olemnize 
The bargaine of your faith:1 do beleech you 
{ Even at that tune I may be marricd t00. 
Baſ. With all my heart,fo thou canſt get a wife. 
Gre. I thanke your Lord(hip,you hauc got me one. 
My eyes my Lord can looke as {witt as yours: 
You faw the miſtres,] behcld the maid: 
You lov'd,I lov'd fos intermitllion, 
No more pertaines tome my Lord than you; 
Yeur tortune ſtood upon the caskets there, 
Andfodid mine too, as the matter falls: 
For wooing heere vartill 1 twet againe, 
And (wearing till my very rough was dry 
Withaathes of love,at laſt if promilc laſt, 
I got a promiſe of this faire one heere 
To have her love: provided that your fortunc 
' Atchiev'd her miltreſſc. 
| Por. 1s thistruc Norifa. 
Ner. Madam it is lo,ſo you ſtand pleas'd withall, 
$4. And do you Gratiane mcanc good faith? 


— 
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cothrice faire Lady itand [ even fo, Gre. es faith my Lord. | 
As doubtfull whether whar I {ce de true, | Baf. Our feaſt ſhall be much honored in your mar- 
Yntill confirm'd, /ign'd, ratified by you. riage. 


Grs. Weele play with them the firſt boy for a thou» 
{and ducats. 
Ver. \W hat and ſtake downe? 
Gra. No, we ſhall nc're win at that ſport,and ſtake 
downe. 
But who comes heere?Lorenzo and his Infidell? 
\W hat and my old Venetian friend Salerse? 


Enter Lorenzo, lefſica, and Salerio 


Baſ. Lorenz.s and Salerio, welcome hither, 
[t that the youth of my new intereſt heere 
Have power to bid you welcome: by your |cave 
I bid my very triends and Countrimen 
5 cct Porue welcome. 
Por, So do 1 my Lord,they arc intirely welcome. 
Ler. thanke your honor; for my part my Loco, 
My purpoſe was not to have feenc you heere, 
But meeting with Selerio by the way, 
He did 1ntreate mee palt all ſaying pay 
Tocome with kim along. 
Sal. ididmy Lord, 
And have reaſon for it, Signior eAnthonio 
Commends him to you. 
Baſ. Ere I ope his Letter 
1 pray yourteli me how my good friend doth. 
Sat. Not ficke my Lord,vnlefic ir be in minde, 
Nor well, valeſſe in minde:his Letter there 
Will ſhew you his ſtate. 


Opens the Letter. 
Gra. Nerriſſa, cheere youd ſtranger,bid her welcome. 
Your hand Salcrio, what's the newes trom Venice? 
How doth that royall Merchant good «Anthowo; 
I know he will be glad of our ſuccele, 
We are the /aſen;,we have won the ficc ce. 
Sal. I would you had won the flecce that he hath loft. 
Por. There are tome ſhrewd coments in youd faine 
Paper, 
That ſteales the colour from Buſſimror cheeke, 
Some decre friend dead, elic nothing in the world 
Could turne fo much the conſtitution 
Ofany conſtant man. W hat,worte and worſe? 
With leave Beſſemol am halte your (cite, 
And mult freely have the halte of any thing 
T hat this ſame paper brings you. 
Baſ. O {weet Portia, 
Heere are a few of the vnpleaſant'} words 
That ever blotted paper. Gentie Lady 
When I did firſt impart my love to you, 
[ freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ranin my veines : I wasa Gentleman, 
And then I told you true:and yet deere T.ady, 
| Rating my ſelf at nothing, you ſhall (ee 
How much I wasa Braggart, when 1 told you 
My ſtate was nething, I ſhould then have ru!d you 
That I was worſe than nothing: for indecde 
I have ingag'd my ſelfe to a deere friend, 
Ingag'd my Friend to his meere enemy 
To feede my meanes. Heere isa Letter Lady, 
The paper as the body of my friend, 
And every word in ita gaping wound 
[faing life 
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Hath all his ventures faild! what not one hit! This isthe foole that lends out money gratss- 
From Tripolis,from Mexico and England, | laylor, looke to him. 
From Lisbon, Barbary ,and India, eAzt. Heare me yet good Shylok, 
And not one veilell icape the dreadtull rouch lew. Ile have my bond, ſpeake not againit my bong, 
Of Merchant-marring rocks? I have {worne an oath that I will have my bond: 
Sal. Not one ny Lord. Thou call'ſt me dog betore thou hadit a caulc, 
Beſides,it ſhould appeare, that if he had But fince I am adog, beware my phangs, 
The pretent money to diſcharge the lew, The Duke ſhall grant me juſtice: | do wonder 
He would not take it:never did I know Thou naughty laylor,that thou art ſo fond 
A creature that did beare the ſhape of man To come abroad with him at his requeſt. 
So keene and greedy to contound a man» Ant. I pray thee heare ie ipeake. 
He plyes the Duke at morning and at night, ley, lic have my bond,! will not hearethee ſpeake, 
. | Anddoth impeach the treedome of the ttate He have my bond, and therefore ſpeake no more. 
If they deny him juſtice. Twenty Merchants, Ile not be made a fott and dull-ey'd foole, 
The Duke himſcltc, and the Magnificocs To ihake the head,relent,and (igh, and yecld 
Of greateſt port have all perſwaded with him, ToChriltian interceſlors: tollow not, 
4 . But none can drive him from the envyous plea Ile have no ſpeaking,I will have my bond. Exit Jew, 
| Of forteiture,of jultice,and his bond. Se. It is the moſt impenetrable curre 
Jef. When I was with him,I have heard him ſweare { That ever kept withmen. 
To Tw«ball and to (bus, his Countri-men, Am. Let ham alone, 
That he would rather have Azthomo's fleſh, Ile follow him no more with bootleſle prayers: 
Theo twenty times the value of the ſumme Heſeckes my Iffe,his rcaton well I know; 
That he did owe him:and I know my Lord, I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures 
If law, authority, and power deny nor, Many that have at times made mone tome, 
It will go hard with poore Amthoxse. Therefore he hates me. 
Por. Is it your deere friend that is thus in trouble? Sel. Iam ſure the Duke will never grant this forfei- 
Baſ. The deereſt friend to rethe kindeſt man, | furc to hold. 
| The beſt condition'dzand vnwearicd {pirit An, The Duke cannot deny the courſe of law; 
In doing curtcfies 1and one in whom For the commodity that ſtrangers have 
| The ancient Romance honour more appeares | With us in Venice,if it be denied, 


Then any that drawes breath in Italy, Will much impeach the juſtice of the State, 
Por. What ſumme owcs he the lew? | Sincethat the rrade and profit of the citty 
Baſ, For me three thouſand Yucats., Conſiſteth of all Nations. Theretore go, 
Por. \W hat, no more? Theſe greetes and lofles have fo bated mee; 
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Pay him fixethouſand,and dcface the bond: ' ThatT thall hardly fparca pound of fleſh 
| Double ſixethouſand, and then treble thar, | To morrow,to my bloudy Creditor. 
| Before a friendof this deſcription | Well laylor,on,pray God Faſavio come | 
Shall lofe a haire through my Zaſſanio's faulr. { To fee mepay his debt, and then I care not. Exton. 
| Firſt go with meto Church, andcall me wife 
{ And then away to Venice to your friend: | Enter Portia, Nerriſſa, Lorenzo, leſſica, and a man of 
For never ſhall you lic by Por:44s (ide | Portias. 
Withan vnquiet ſoule. You ſhall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over . Loy. Madam, although 1 ſpeake it in you preſence. 
When it is payd,bring your true friend along, | You havc a noble anda true conceit 
My maid Nerrsſſa, and my ſelte meanc time Of god-like amity, which appeares moſt ſtrongly 
Will live as maids and widdowes;come away, In bearing thusthe abſence of your Lord. 
For you ſhall hence upon your wedding day: Bur it you knew to whom you ſhew this honour, 
Bid your friends welcome,ſhow a merry cheere, How truca Gentleman you ſend releefe, 
Since you are deere bought, I will love you deere. How deerea lover of my Lord your husband, 
But let mc hearc the letter of your friend. I know you would be prouder of the worke 
Then cuſtomary bounty can enforce you. 
Sweet Baſſanio , my ſhips have all miſcarried my Credi- Por. | never did repent for doing good, 
tors grow crwellyny eſtate very low, my band tothe lewis for- | Nor ſhall not now :for in companions 


fert,and fmce in paying tit 6s 1peſſible [ ſhonld liveall debts 
are cleerd hetweene you and 1 , if [ mught ſee you at my death: 


That do converſe and waſte the time together, 
\W hoſe {oulesdo beare an egal yoke of love, 


netwithit anding ,o ſe your pleaſare, if your lowe de not perſwade | There mult be needs a like proportion 
you to come, let mot my letter. Of lyniamenes,of manners andof ſpirit, 
: Which makes methinke that this Anibowio 
Pox. O love/diſpatch all buſines and be gone. Being the bolome lover of my Lord, 
Baſ Since I have your good leave to go away, Muſt needs be like my Lord. If it be ſo, 
v1 I will make haſt; bur rill | come againe, How little is the coſt I have beſtowed 
No bed ſhall erebe guilty of my ſtay, In purchaling the ſemblance of my ſoule, 
| Nor reſt be interpoſer twixt us twaine, Exexm, | From our the tare of helliſh cruelty. 
| Emter the Tew,and Solano, and Anthenis, | This comesto0 neere the praiſing of my ſelfe, 
| and the Tayler. | Therefore no more of it:heere other things 


Jer. Taylor, looketo him, tell not me of mercy, | Lorenzo I commit into your hands, 
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The husbandry and mannage of my houle, 
Vnrill my Lords returne;for mine owne part 
I have toward heaven breath'd a ſecret vouy, 
To livein prayer and contemplation, 
Onely attended by Nerriſſ« heere, 
Vntill her husband and my Lords returne: 
There is a monaſtery too miles off, 
And there we will abide. I do defire you 
| Not to deniethis impoſition, 
The which my love and ſome neceſſity 
Non laycs upon you» 
Ler. Madame, with ail my heart, 
I ſhall obey you in all faire commands. 
Por, My pcople doaircady know my minde, 
And will acknowledge you and /efſica 
In place of Lord Baſſawo and my ieite. 
So tare = well till we ſhall mcere againe. 
Lov. F 


lef. I wiſh your Ladiſhip all hearts content. 
To wiſk it backe on you:faryouwell /eſſion. 


Solet me finde rhce ſtill:rake this ſame letter, 
And uſe thou all the indcavor of a man, 

In ſpeed to Mantua,ſce thou render this 

Into my coſins hand, Doctor Bellario, 


Bring them I pray thee with imagin'd ſpeed 

Ynto the Trance, tothe common Ferric 

W hichtradcs to V enice;walt no time in words, 

But get hee gone, I ſhall be there before thee. 
Bal. , I go withall convenient ſpeed. 
Pe. Come on Nerriſſe, I have worke in hand 


Bafore they thinke of us? 
Ner. Shal they ſee us? 

Por. They ſhall Nerrsſſa : but in ſuch a habit, 
That they ſhall thinke we are accompliſhed 
With that we lacke;lle ho!d thee any wager 
When we arc both accoutered like yong men, 
Ile prove the pretticr teliow of the two, 

An d weare my dagger with the braver grace, 


With a reede voyce,and turge rwo mining ſtcp 
Into a manly ſtride;and ſpcake of frayes 

Like a fine bragging yourth:and tell quaint lyes 

| How honourable Lakies fought my love, 
Which I denying,they fell ticke and died, 

I could not do withali: then Ile repent, 

And with for all that,that | had nor kil'd them; 
And twenty of theſe puny lies lle tell 


Above a twelve moncth:1 have within my mind 
A thouſand raw tricks of theic bragging lacks, 
Which 1 will pra*tiſe. 

Ner, Why - ſhall wee turne ro men? 

Per, Fic, what a queſtions that, 
If thou wert nere a lewd interpreter? 
But come, Ile tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which ſtayes for us 
Atthe Parke gate; and therefore haſte away, 
For we muſt mcaſure twenty miles to day. 


Enter Clowne and leſſica. 


_— 


aire thoughts & happy houres aztend on youz 
Por. I thanke you for vour wiſh,and aim well pleas'd 


Excunt. 


Now Balthazar,as 1 have ever found thee honelt true, 


And looke what notes and garm<nts he doth givethee, 


That you yet know not of;wwce'll fee our husbands 


And ſpeake betweene the change of man and boy, 


That men ſhall ſiveare | have diſcontinued ſchoole 


c 


Exean. 


| Clone. Yes truly ; for looke you,the ſinnes of the Fa. 


ther are to be laid upon the children,theretore 1 promiſe 
you, | teare you , { was alwaies plaine with you, and {0 
now I ſpeuke my agitation of the matter:therefore be of 
good checre,for truly Ithinke you ace damn'd , there is 
but one hope in it that can do you any good , and thatis 
but a kinde of baſtard hope neither. 

leſ. And what hope is that 1 pray thee? 

C low. Marry you may partly hope that your father got 
you not,that you are not the Iewes daughter. 

leſ. That were a kinde of baltard hope indeed , forthe 
fins of my mother ſhould be viſited upon-me. 

Claw. Truly then 1 teate you are damned both by fa- 
ther and mother , thus when 1 thun S«4e your father, I 
tall into Charsbdis your mpther ; well, you are gone both 
Waics. 

lef. | ſhall be ſav'd by my husband, he hath made me a 
Chriſtian. | 

(ow. Truly the moreto blame he , we were Chriſti- 
ans enow betore , e'neas many as could welt live one by 
another:this making of Chrittians will raifethe price of 
Hogs; if wez grow all tobe porke-caters , wee thailuot 
ſhortly have a raſher on the coales tor money. 


Enter Lorrenzo. 


tef. Ile te!] my husband Laexceler what you ſay, heere he 
comes. 

Lor.I ſhall grow jealous of you ſhortly Lancelet,if you 
thus get ny wife intocorners? 

leſ. Nay, you need not feare us Lorenzo, Lancelet and 
I are our, he tells me flatly there is no mercy for mee in 
hcaven,becauſe I am a TJewes daughter:and hee tales you 
are 10 good member of the common wealth, tor in con- 
verting Tcerves to Chriſtians, you railc the price of Pork. 

Lor. | (hall anſ\pere that better tothe Commonwealth 
than you can the getting up of the Negroes belly : the 
Moore ts with chide by you Lawaceler. 

Clow. It is much that the Moore ſhould be more then 
reaſon:bur if ſhe beieſſethen an honeſt woman, ſhe 1s in- 
deed more then I tooke her tor. 

Lor. How every toole can play upon the word, I think 
the beſt grace of witte will ſhortly cucne anco filenceand 
diſcourte grow commendable in none.onely but Parrats: 
g0 in (irra,bid them prepare tor dinnei? 

Cow. That is done tir, they have ail tomacks? * 

Lor. Goodly Lord, what a wi:te-ſnapper are you,then 
bid them prepare dinner. 

Claw. Thac is done to0 (ir, onely cover is the word. 

Lor. Will you cover than fir ? 

Clow. Not {0 (ir neither, | know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occaſion , wilt thou 
ſhew the whole wealth of thy wit in 2n inſtant ; I pray 
thee vnderſtand a plaine man 1n his piaine meaning : goe 
ro thy tcllowes , bid them cover the table , terve in the 
neat, and we will come in to dinner - 

(ow. For the table (ir, it ſhall be terv'd wo, for the meat 
fir,it ſhall be covered, for your comming in todinner fir, 
why let it be as humors and conceits ſhall governe» 

Exit ( lowne. 

Loy. O deare diſcretion, how his words are ſuted, 
The foole hath planted in his memory 
An Army of good words, and 1 do know 
A many tooles that ftand in better place, 

Garniftht like him, that for a tri word 
Detic the matter: how cheer ſt thou /eſſica, 
And now good ſweet ſay thy opinion, 
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How doſt thou like the Lord Baſſiews's wile? 
Jef. Palt all expceſſing,it is very mecte 
The Lond Be liver pright life 
For having ſuch a bleſſing in his Lady, 
He findes the joyes of heaven heere on earth, 
And if on carth he do not mcane 1t,it 
Is reaſon he ſhould never come to heaven? 
Why, if two gods ſhould play ſome heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two carthly women, 


And Portia one:there muſt be ing clſc 
Paund with the other,for the poore world 
Hathnot her fellow. 

Ls. Even ſuch a husband 


Haſt thou of me, as ſhe is for a wife. 
tf. Nay, but aske my opiniontoo of that? 
Lor. 1 will anone,firlt let|us go todinner? 
lef. Nay, let me praiſe you while I have a ſtomacke? 
Lov. No pray thee, let it ſcrue for table talke, 

Then how ſom ere thou ſpcakſt 'mong other things, 

I ſhall digeſt ir? 
lef. Well, Ile ſet you forth. 
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Enter the Duke,the Megnificees, Antbonio,Baſſavio, 
and Gratiano 


Dxk:. W hat, is eAnthonis beere? 
eAmn. Ready,ſo pleaſe your grace? 
Ds. 1 am ſorry hgh art come to anſwere 
A ſtony adverſary, an inhumane wretch, 
Vncapable of pitty,voyd, and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 
Am. I have heard | 
Your grace hath tane great paines to qualifre 
His rigorous courſe:but ſince he ſtands obdurate, 
And that no lawfull mcanes can carry me 
Our of his envies reach, I do oppoſe 
My patience to his tury,and am arm'd 
Toluffer with aquictneffe of ſpirit, 
The very tranny and rage of his. 
Ds. Go one and call the lew into the Court. 
$4. He is ready at the doore,he comes my Lord. 


Snter Shbyl othe., 

Ds. Make roome,and let him ſtand before our face. 
Shbylecke,the world thinkes, and I thinke fo too 
That thou bur lcadfſt this taſhion of thy mallice 
To the laſt houre of aR, and then 'tisthought 
Thou'lt ſhew thy mercy and remorſe more ſtrange, 
Than is thy ſtrange apparant cruelty, 

And where thou now exact'!t the penalty, 

W hich is a poundof this poore Merchants fleſh, 
Thou wilt nor onely looſe the forfeiture, 

But rouch'd with humane gentleneſſc and love, 
Forgive 2 moyty of the principall, 


| Glancing an eic of pitty on his loſſes 


That have of late ſo budled on his backe, 

Enow to _ a royall Merchant downe; 

And piucke commiſeration of his ſtate 

From braſlie boſomes,and rough hearts of flint, 
From {tubborne Turkes and Tarters never traind 


ll ee 


Exenmn. 


—— xc 


To othices of tender curteſic, 
Weall expect agentle anſwer lew? 
lev. I have polleit your grace of what I purpoſe, 
And by our holy h have 1 ſworne 
- _ the = and _ _ bond. 
It you deny it,ket the er lig 
V Low your Charter,and your Cities freedome. 
You'l aske me why I rather chooſe to have 
A weight of carrion ficth, then to receive 
Threethouſand Ducats ? Ile not anſwer that: 
But fay it 1s my humor ; Is it anſwered? 
W hat if my houſe be troubled with a Rar, 
And I be plicas'd to give ten thouſand Ducates 
To have it bain'd? W hat,are you an{wer'd yet? 
Some men thereare love not a gaping Pigge: 
Some that are madde,it they behold a Cat: 
And others, when the bag-pipe ſings ith noſe, 
Cannot containe their Vrine for affection. 
Maiſters of pallion ſwayes it to the moode 
Of what it Kkes or loaths,now tor your anſwer: 
As therc is nv firme rea(oa to be rendred 
Why he cannot abide a gaping Pigge? 
W hy he a harmleſle neceflary Cat? 
Why he a woollen bag-pipe:but of force 
Malt yeeld to ſuch inevitable ſhame, 
As to offend himſelfe being offended: 
Socan I give noreaſon, nor I will not, 
More then a lodg'd hate, and a certaine loathing 
I beare Ambome,that I follow thus 
A looſing ſuite againſt him?Are you anſwered? 
Baſ. T his is no aniwer thou vnfccling man, 
To excule the currant of thy cruelty. 
Jew. I am not bound to pleaſe thee with my anſwer. 
Baſ. Do all men kil the thing they do not love? 
Jew. Hates an y man the thing he would not kill? 
Baſ. Every offence is nota hate at firſt. 
 tew. What wouldſt thou have q Serpent ſting thee 
ewaice? 
ene. I pray you thinke you queſtion with the lew: 
You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, 
And bid the maine floed bate his viuall height, 
Or evenas well vie queſtion withthe Wolte, 
The Ewe bleare for the Lambe : when you beho'd, 
You may as well forbid the Mountaine Pines 
To wagge their bigh tops,and romake nonoiſc 
When they are fretted with the guſts of heaven: 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard, 


{ Asſ{cceketo ſoften that,than which what harder? 


His Iewiſh heart. Thereforc I do beſeech you 
Make no more offers,vic no farther meanes, 
Bur with all bricfe and plaine conveniency 
Let me have judgement, and the Iew his will, 
Baſ. For thy three thouſand Ducates heere is (ix- 
lew. It every Ducat in fixe thouſand Ducates 
Were in fixe parts, and every part a Ducate, 
I would not draw them, I would have my bond? 
Dx. How ſhalt thou hope for mercy,rendring none? 
lew. W hat judgement ſhall I dread doing no wrong? 
You have among you many a purchaſt ſlaue, 
W hich like you Aﬀes,and your Dcgs and Mules, 
cs as wan nel Tf 
e your t them. Shall I ſay to you, 
Letthem be free,marry them to your heires? 
Why ſweare they under burthens? Let their beds 
Be made as ſoft as yours: and let their pallats 
Be ſcaſon'd with ſuch Viands : you will anſwer 
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The flaves are ours. So dol anſwer you 
Tac pound of ficſh which I d.mand of him 
Is decrely bought, 'ris mine,and I will have 1t- 
If you deny me, he upon your Law, _ 
There is 20 force in t 0. army = _ : 
ſtand for judgement,anſwer,S ve it 
Ds. ory power I may diſmiſſe this Court, 
Vnleſle Bellarioa learned Doctor, 
Whom I have ſent for to determine this, 
Come hcere to day- | 
$4. My Lord, heere ſtayes without 
A Meſſenger with Letters trom the Door, 
New come from Padua. 
Ds. Bring us the Letters, Call the Meſſengers- 
By. Good. cheere Anthonio. W hat man , corage yet: 
The lew ſhall have my ficſh, blood,bones,and all, 
Ere thou ſhalt looſe for me one drop of blood. 
Ant. | am a tainted Weather of the flocke, 
Mectelt for death, the weakeſt kinde of fruite 
Drops eariielt ro the ground, ſo lt me; 
You cannot better be cempioy d Baſſanio, 
Then to live {till and write mine Epitaph. 


Enter N grriſſe. 
Ds#.Came you from Padua trom Bellario? 
Ne. From both. 
My Lord Belario greets your Grace. 
Baſ. \W hy doſt thou whet thy knife ſo carneſtly? 
lew. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrour there. 
Gra, Not on thy ſoale : but on thy foule harſh Iew 
Thou mak'(t thy knife keene : but no mettall can, 
No, not the hangmans Axe beare halfe the keepneſſe 
Of thy ſharpe enuy. Can no prayers pierce thee? 
lw, No,none that thou hoalt wit cnough to make, 
Gra. O be thou damn'd,inexecrable dogge, 
And tor thy life let juſtice be accu&d: 
Thou almolt mak'ſt me waver in my faith; 
To hod opinion with Prthegores, 
That ſoules of animals infuſe themſelves = 
Iatothe trunkes of men. Thy curriſh ſpirit 
Govern'd a Wolte, who hang'd for humane Nlaughter, 
Even from the galiowes did his fell toule ficet; 
And whii'ſt thou layeſt in thy unhallowed dam, 
Infus'd ir felfe in thee : For thy defires 
Are Wolviſh,bloody, terv'd,and ravenous. 
lew. Till thou canſt raile the ſcale from off my bond 
Thou but offend'ſt thy Lungs to ſpcale ſoloud: 
Repaire thy wit poke | youth,or it will fall 
To endlefſe ruine. I ſtand hcere tor Law. 
Ds, This Letter from Bellariodoth commend 
A yong and Learned Doftor inour Court; 
Where is he? 
Ner. He attendeth heere hard by 
To know your an{wer,wherher you'l admit him- 
Ds. With all my heart. Somethree or tour of you 
Go give him curteous condudt to this place, 
Meane time the Court ſhall hearc Bellarioes Letter. 


yo eo a the receite of your Let- 
tare, in viſitation , was with me @ 


Rome , bis name is Balthaſar : 1 acquainted bim with the cauſe 
is Contreverſfie, betweene the [ew and Anthonio the Mey - 


chant: We twrn'd ore many Bookes together : bee 1: furm/hed 
with my opmnon, which bettred wth his owne learns great- 
neſſe whereof | cannot enough commend, comes with him az my 


ter | am very ficks : but in the inſtant that your meſſenger | 


you , let hu: lacks be no impediment ts (et him lacks 4 
reverend nr orikek.} = I never knewe ſo youg 4 body with jo 
old 4 bead. 1 leave bins to your gr<cions acceptance whoſe trial 
ſhall berter publiſh has jou, 


Emer Portia for Balthazar. 


Ds. Y ou heare the learn'd Fellario what he writes, 
And heere( I rake it)is the Door come. 
Give me your hand : Came you trom old Bellario? 
Por. | did my Lord. 
Ds. You are welcome:take your place; 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this preſent queſtion inthe Court. 
For. 1 am enformed throughiy of the caule. 
Which 1s the Merchant heere?and which the Iew? 
Ds. Anthome and old Shylocke,borh ſtand forth. 
Por. Is your name Shylocks. 
. Jew. Shylocke is my nainc. 
Por. Of a ſtrange nature is the ſute you follow, 
Yet inſuch rule,that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impugae youas you do proceed. 
You ltand within his danger,do younor? 
ent. I, (0 he faves. 
Ps. Do you confeilc the bond? 
An. I do. 
Por. Then muſt the Iew be merciful. 
ew. On what compullivn muſt I? Te!l me that. 
Por. The quality of mercy isnot ſtrain'd, 
It droppeth as the gentic raine from heaven 
Vpon the pinor beneath. It is twice bleſt, 
It olefleth him that gives,and him that takes, 


'Tis mightieſt in the mighticſt, it becomes 
The throned Monarch better then his Crowne. 
His Scepter ſhewes the force of temporall power, 
The attribute toawe and Majeſty, 
W herein doth ſitthe dread and fteare of Kings: 
But inercy is aboue this {ceptred ſway, 
It is enthroned inthe hearts cf Kings, 
It is an attribute to God himſclte; 
And carthly power doth then ſhew likeſt Gods 
W hen mercy ſcaſoas Luſticc. Therefore lew, 
Though lultice be thy pica, conſider this, 
That in the courle of Iuſtice, none of us 
Should fee falvation:iye do pray tor mcerey, 
And chat ſame prayer,doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. 1 have ſpoke thus much 
To mittigare the juſtice of thy plea: 
W hich it thou follo:v, this (trict courſe of Venice 
Muſt needes give fentence gainſt the Merchant there. 
Shy. My deeds upon my head, crave the Law, 
The penalty and forfeite of my bond. 
Por. Is henotable to diſcharge the money? 
Baſ: Yes,hcere I tender it tor hi n in the Court, 
Yea,twice the ſumme,it that will nor ſuſfice, 
I will be bound to pay it tentimes gre, 
On forfeit of my hands,my head,my heart: 
Ifthis will not ſwhceit muſt c 
That malice beares downe truth. And [ beſcech you 
Wreit once the Law to your authority. 
Todo a great right, do little wrong. 
And pou! 4 ccuell divell of his will, 
For. It muſt notbe,there is no power in Venice 
Can altera decree eſtabliſhed: 


"Twill be recorded for a Preſiden 
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imporewnuty, to fill your Graces requeſt in my fead. { beſecch | 
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And many anerror by the ſame example; 
Will ruſh into the ſtate:It cannot be. 
lew. A Damel come to judgement,yea a Daniel. 
O wiſe young Iudge, how do I honour thee. 
Por. I pray you let me looke upon the bond. 
lew. Heere *tis molt reverend Door, heere it is. 
Por. Shylecke, there's thrice thy mony offered thee. 
Sby. Ar oath,an oath, I have an vath 1n heaven: 
Shall I lay perjury upon my toulc? 
No not tor Venice. 
Por. W hy this bond is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the lew may claime 
A pound of fleſh, tobe by him cur off 
Necrelt the Merchants heart ; be mercitull, 
Take thrice thy money, bid me teare the bond. 
ew, When it is paid according to the tenure. 
It doth appcare you are a worthy Iudge: 
You know the Law, your expoſition 
Hath becne moſt ſound. 1 charge you by the Law, 
W hereof you arc a weil-deferving pillar, 
Proccede to judgement : By my ſoule I fweare, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
Toalter mc:I ſtay hcere on my bond. 
em. Moſt hcartily I do beſeech the Court 
To givethe judgement. 
Po. Why then thus it 15: | 
You muft prepare your boſome for his knife. 
lew. O ar als, O excellent yong man. 
Por. For the intent and purpoſe of che Law 
Hath full relation to the peralty, 
W hich heere appearcth due upon the bond. 
ew.” Tis very true: O wile and upright ludge, 
How much moreelder artthou then thy lookes? 
Por. Theretorelay bare your boſom. 
Tew. 1, his breſt, 
So ſayes the bond, doth it not noble Tudge? 
Neereſt his hcart, thoſe are the very words. 
Por. It is {o : Arc there ballance heere to weigh the 
fleſh? 
lew.T have them ready. 
Per. Have by ſome Surgeon Shylock on your charge 
To ſtop his wounds, leaſt he ſhould bleede to death. 
Iew. It is not nominated in the bond? 
Por. It 1s not {© exprelt;bur what of that?; 
| *T were good youdo to much for charity. 
tew. 1 canuot finde it, 'tis notin the bond. 
Por. Come Mcrchant, have youany thing to ſay? 
eFrt. Burt litle : I amarin'cd and well prepar” 
Give me your hand Baſſamo, tare you well. 
Greevenort that I a faine to this for you: 
For hcercin fortune ſhewes her ſelfe more kinde 
Then is his cuſtome. Iris {till her uſe 
Tolet the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye , and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty. From which lingring penance 
Of ſuch a miſery, doth ſhe cut me off: 
Commend me to your honourable Wife, 
Tell her the proceſle of eAntbowms's end: 
Say how I lov'd you ; ſpeake me faire in death: 
And when the ale 1s toid, bid her be judge, 
Whether ÞBaſſanze had not oncea Love: 
Repent not you that you ſhall looſe your friend, 
And he repents not that he payes your debt. 
For if the Iew do cut but deepeenough, 
le pay it inſtantly, withallmy heart. 
Baſ. Amhemo,) am marricdtoa wife, 


Which isas deereto me as lite itſelfe, 
Bur life ir ſelfe,my wife and all the world, 
Arc not with me eſtcem'd above thy life. 
1 would loole all, I facrifice them all 
Heere to this devill , ro deliver you. 
Per. Your wife would give you little thanks for thar, 
If ſhe were by to heare you make the offer. 
Gre. | have «a wite whom 1 proteſt T love, 
I would ſhe were in heaven,ſo ſhe could 
Int: eat lome power to change this curriſh Tew- 
Ner.” Tis well you offer ir Pehinde her backe, 
The wiſh would make elſe an vnquict houte. (rer 
lew. Theſe be the Chriſtian husbands:1 havea daugh- 
W ould any of the ſtocke of Barrabes 
Had beene her husband,rather thena Chriſtian. 
| Werrifletime, | pray thee purſac ſentence. 
| Por, A pound of that ſame merchants fleſh is thine, 
| The Court awards it,und the law doth give it. 
| Zew. Moſt rightfull Iudge. 
; Poy. And you muſt cut this ficſh from off his breaſt, 
The Law allowes it, and the Court awards it. 
lew, Moſt learned ludge, afentence, come prepare, 
F &r. Tarry alittle, there is ſomething clic, 
This bond doth give thee heere no jor of bloud, 
The wards expreſly are a of flicſh: 
Then take thy bond,take thou thy pound of fleſh, 
| But1n the cutting it;it thou doſt ſhed 
One drop of Chriſtian bloud,thy lands and goods 
Ate by the Lawes of Venice confiſcate 
Vntothe ſtate of Venice. 
Gra. O upright Iudge, 
Marke Iew, O learned ludge. 
Shy. Isthat the law? 
Por. Thy (cite ſhalt ſee rhe Aﬀt: 
For as thou urgeſt juſtice, beaſſur'd 
Thou ſhalt have juſtice more then thou defireſt. 


Gra. O learned ludge,marke lew,a learned ludge. 
lew. I rake this offer then,pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Chriſtian go. 
Zaſ. Heere 1s the mony. 
For. Sott,thc lew ſhall —_ all juſtice,ſott,nohaſte, 
He ſhall have nothing but the penalty. 
Gra, O Ilew, an upright ludge, a lcarned Iudge. 
Por. 1 herefore prepare thee to cur off the fleſh, 
Shed thou no bloud,nor cutthou leſlc nor more 
But juſt a pound of ficth : it thou tak'it more 
Or leſſe then a juſt pound,be it fo much 
As makes itlight or heavy in the ſubſtance, 
Or the deviſion of the twentieth part 
Of one poore ſcruple, nay if the icale do turne 
But in the c{timation of a hayre, 
Thou dicſt,and all thy goods are confiſcate, 
Gras, A {ccond Danie/, a Daniel lew, 
Nov infidell I have thee on the hip. 
Por. Why doth the Iew pauſe,take thy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my principall,and let me go. 
Baſ. I have it ready for hrokene It 18. 
Por. He hath retus'd it in the open Court, 
He ſhall have meerly juſtice and his bond. 
Gra, A Deel{Hhill ſay I, a ſecond Damed, 
I thanke thee lew for teaching me that word. 
Shy. Shall I not have barely my principall? 
Por. T hou ſhalt have nothing but the forteiture, 
Tobe taken ſoar thy perill Jew. 
Shy. W hy then the Devill give him good of it: 
Ile ſtay nolonger queſtion, 0 
a. 
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Por. Tarry lew, 
The Law hath yer another hold en you. 
Itis enattcd in the Lawesof Venice, 
If it be proved againlt an Ahen, 
That by dire, or indireR attempts 
He ſecke che hfe of any Citizen, | 
The party 'gain(t che which he doth contrive, 
Shall ſcaze one halte his goods, the ether halfe 
Comes to the privy coffer of the State, 
And the offenders lite lyes inthe mercy 
Of the Duke onely, 'gainit all other voyce. 
[a which predicament I ſay thou tandlt : 
For it appeares by maniteſt proceeding, 
That indirectly , and direRtly too 
Thou had coneriv'd againſt the very life 
Ot the defendant : and chou haſt incur'd 
The danger formerly by we rehearlt. 
Downe therctore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 

Gra. Begchat thou maiit have leaveto hang thy ſelke, 

And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the ſtate, 
Thou haſt not ltr the value of acord, 
Ther: fore chou muſt be hang'd atthe ſtatescharge « 

D#%. That thou ſhalc fee the difference of our ſpirit, 
[ pardonchee thy life before thou aske it : 

For halte thy wealth, it 1s Anthonio's, 
The other balfc comes tothe generall ſtate, 
Which humbleneſſe may drive uhtoa fine. 

Por. I for the (tate, not for «Anthous. 

Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that, 
Youtake my houſe, when youdoe takethe prop 
That doth fuſtaine my houſe : youtake my lite 
When you doe take the meanes whereby I live. 

Por, What mercy can yourender him Anthome? 

Gra, A halter Gratis, nothing elſe for Gods fake. 

Ant. So plcaſt my Lord the Duke, and all the Court 
Toquite the fine for one halte of his goods, 

I 2 con.ent : fo he willlet me have 

The 0:her halfe in uſe, to render it 

Vpoi his de ith, uno the Gentleman 

Tha iately ſtole his daughter. 

Twothing . pros ided more, that for this favour 
He niefune,y become a Chriltian : 

The ov her,th-t he doe record a gift 

He ereinthe Court of ail he dyes poſſe? 

Vino his foane Lorenzs, his daughter. 

Dx. He ſhall doe this, or elſe I doe recant 
The par don that I late pronounced heere. 

Por, Art thou contented Iew 2 what Coſt thou ſay ? 


w— 


Por. Clatke, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray yougive me leave to goe from hence, 
I am 10t well, ſend ube deed aficr mc, 

And | will ſigne its 

Du+, Ger thee gone, but doe it. 

Gra In chriſtning thou ſhalt have twogodfathers, 
Had | beene judge, thou ſhould(t have had tenmore, 
Tobring thee to the gallowes, notto the font. Exit. 

Dunk, Sir | int1cat you with me home to dinner. 

Per. I hamoly doe defire your Grace of pardon, 

I muſt away this night toward Padua, 
And it is mecte I preſently ſer forth. 

Duk, I am ſorry that 1 our leytureſerves younot : 

Anthoms grextific this gentleman, 
Forin my miod, you are much bound to him. 
Exit Duke and bu trame. 


Baſſ.Moſt worthy gentleman, 1 and my freind 


Shy. 1 am coment, | 


| 


ee memos... 
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Have by your witcdome beene this day acquitted 
Of greevous penalties, in licu whereof, 
Three thouſand Ducats due untothe lew 
We freely cope your curteous paines withall, 
er. And (tand indebred over and above 
In love and fervice to you evermorce. 
Por. He is well paid that 1s well fatisfied, 
And [ delivering you, am la'isficd, 
And therein doc account my fcitec well paid, 
My mind was gever yet more Mercinary« 
Ipray you know me when ve acete againe, 
I wiſh you well, and fo I take my leave. — 
Baſſ. Deare (ir, of furce | mult attempt you further, 
Take ſome remembrance of us as airibure, 
Not as a fee : grant me two things, | pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardun me 
Por. You preſſe me farre, and cberefore I will veeld, 
Give me your gloves, Ile weare them tor your take, 
And for your love Ile cake this r1ng from you, 
Doe not draw backe your hand, ile take no more, 
And yeu inlove (hill noc deny metbis? 
Baſſ. This ring good (ir, alas it is atrifie, 
I will not ſhame ay felfero give you this. 
Por. I will have nothing cl(c but onely this, 
Andnow mcthink es I have a mind tO 1t. 
Baſ. There's more depends on this thenon the valew, 
The deareſt ring in Venice will 1 give you, 
And hind it out by proclama:iun, 
Onely for this I pray you pardon me. 
Por, I (ee (ir you are hiberall in offers, 
Youraught me tirlt tobeg, and now me thinkes 
Youreach me hoiw a begger ſhould be anſwer'd. 
Baſ. Good lir, this ring was given me by my wile, 
And when (hc put it on, the made me vow 
Thar I ſhould nexther fell, nor give, nor loſe it. 
Por. Thaclcuſc ſerves many aca to fave their gitts, 
And if your wite be not a mad woman, 
And know how well | have deſerv'd this ring, 
Shee would not hold out enemy for ever 
For giving it to me : well, peace be with you, Exennt. 
Ant. My Lord B:ſſano, Ict him havethe rivg, 
Let his defcrvings arid my Love withall 
valued again!t your wives commandement. 
Baſ. Goe Gratians, run and over-t'ke hiany | 
Give himthc ring, and bring him if thoucanſt; 


Vato Anthems houle, away, make haſte. Exit Grats, 
Come, you and | will thither preſently, 
And in the morning early will we Loth 

F xennt. 


Flye roward Belmont, come Antonio. 


Enter Portia, and Nerria. 
Por. Enquire the Iewes houte out, give him this dced, 
And let him figne it, we'll away to night, 
And be a day before our husbands hone : 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 
Enter Gratians. 
Gra. Faire fir, you are well ore-tane : 
My L. Baſavve upon more advice, 
Hath ſent you heere this ring, and doth intreat 
Your company at dinncr, 
Por. Thatcannot be ; 
His ring I doeaccept moſt thanketully, 
And {o | pray you tell him : furthermore, 
I pray you ſhew my youth otd Sbylockes houlte. 
Grats. That will 1 doc. : 
Ner. Sir, I would ſpeake withyou : 
. 


_—— 


—_— 


——— 
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Tle ſee if I can get my busbands ring 

Which I did make him {weareto keepe for ever. _ 
Por. Thou maiſt I warrant,we ſhall have old {wearing 

That they did give the rings away to men ; 

But weele out-facethem, and out-ſweare them too : 

Away, make haſte, thou know'ſt where I will tarry- 


l fir, will you ſhew me to this houſe. 
Ner. Come good fir, will you _ 


— — — 


— 
__ —— 


Adus Quintus. 


— — — — —— — 


Enter Lorenzo and Tefſics, ] 
Lor. The moone ſhines bright. in ſuch a night as this, 
When the ſweet winde did gently kifſe the trees, 
And they did make no noyic, in ſuch a night 
Troplm me thinkes mountcd the Trotan wall, 
And ligh'd his ſoule roward the Grecian tents 
Where Creſſed lay that night. 
Hef. Tatach anight. 
Did Thi%by fearefully vre-trip the dewe, 
And ſaw the Lyons ſhadow cre humſclte, 
And ranne dif nayed away. 
Loren, In ſuchamghr 
Srood Dide with a Willow in her hand 
V ponthe wilde ca bankes, and waft her Love 
To come againe to Carthage. " 
Hef. In {ach anight 
Medea gathered the inchanted hearbs 
That tid renew old Eſon. 
Lowes, In fucha night 
Did /e/ſica ſteale from the wealthy Tewe, ; 
And with an Vnthri:t Love did runne from Venice, 
As farre as Belmont, 
leſ. And in ſuch a night. 
Did young Lorenzo (wearc he lov'd her well, | 
Stealing her ſoule with mzany vowes of faith, 
And nec':c a true one. 
Loren. And in ſocha night 
Didpretty /efſica (itke alittle throw) 
Slander her Love, and he torgave it her, 
Ieſ. I would out-night you did no body come : 
But harke, I hcarethe tooting of a matt» 


_— _—— — 


Enter \ Meſſenger. 
or. Who comes fo faſt in filence of the night ? 
Ceſc Atriend. (friend ? 
Loven. Afﬀricnd, what friend? your name pray you 
AMeſ. Stephano is my-name, and I bring word 
My Miſtreſſe will bctore the breake of day 
Be heere at Belmont, ſhe doth ſtray about 
By holy crofles where ſhe knecles and prayes 
For happy wedlocke houres. 
Loren. Who comes with her ? 
Acſ; None buta holy Hermit and her maid : 
I pray you is my Maſter yet rezurn'd ? 
Lerex. He isnot, nor we have not heard from him, 
Butgo wein I pray thee Jeſſica, 
Andceremoniouſly lct us prepare 


Some welcome for the Miltreſle ofthe houſe. 


Enter C lowne. 


Cle. Sola, ſola : wo ha ho, ſola, ſola- 


I — 


Ler:n, Who calls? 

('te.So/a,did you ſee M-Loenze, and M.Lerenza,ſola, 

Ler. Leave hcllowing man, here. (fola, 

Cle. Sola, where, where ? | 

Lor. Hecre? 

Clo. Tell him ther's a Poſt come frommy Maſter,with 
his horne full of good newes, wy Maſter will be here cre 
moruing {weet love. 

Loren, Let's in, and there expe their comming» 
And yetno matter : why ſhould we goc in? 
My friend Srephano ſignitie pray vou 
W it hin th: houſe, your Miſtreſſe 1sat hand, 
And bring your mutique forth into theayre. 
How tweet the moone-light ſlcepes upon thisbanke, 
Heere will we fit, and let the ſcunds of Muſicke 
Cicepe in our cares ; ſoft ſtilnes, and the night 
Become the rutches of ſweet harmony : 
Sit Jeſſica, looke how the fiooze of heaven 
Is thicke mlayed «ich patterns of bright gold, 
There's not the ſmalleſt orbe which thou bcholdft 
But 11 his motion like an Angell ings, 
Still quiring to the ycung eyed Cherutins; 
Such harmony iS in immertall ſoules, 
But whiiſt this muddy veſture of Accay 
Doth groſly cloſe 1n1r, we cannot hearc it : 
Come hoe, and wake Diana with a hymne, 
With ſweereſt rurches pearce your Maſtreſſe care, 
And draw her home with mulicke. 
lei. Tam never werry wv hen 1 heare ſweet muſique- 
Play menſicke. 
Ler. The reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive: 
For doe but note a wilde and wanton heard 
Or race of youthfi{l and unhandled colts, 
Ferching mad bounds, bellowing ard neighing loud, 
W ich 1s the hot condition of heir bloud, 
It chey but heare perchance a trumpet ſound, 
Or any ayre of mulicke touch their cares, 
You thall perceive them make a mutuall ſtand, 
T heir ſavage cyesturn'droa modelt gaze, 
By the ſweet power of muliche : theretore the Poet 
Did faine that Orphews drew teares, flones, and floods. 
SINCe naught fo ſtockiſh, hard, and full of rage, 
But muſicke for the time doth change his nature, 
The manthat hath no muſicke in himlclfe, 
Nor 15not moved withconcord of ſweet founds, 
Is fic for treaſons, (tratagems, and (poles, 
The motjors of his fpiritate dull as night, 
And his aF&Qions dark e as Erebus, 
Let no tuch man be truſtcd ; marke the muſicke. 


Emer Portia and Nerriſa. 


For, That light we ſce is burning in my hall t 

How farre thatlittle ca-dellthrowes hisbeames, 

So ſhines a gvoddeed in a naughty world, (dle? 
Ner. W hen the moone ſhoge we did not ſee the caty 
Por. Sodoth the greater glory ditn the lefle, 

A ſu>{tirure ſhines brightly as a Kin 

Vncilla King be by, and then his tate | 

Emprics it felfe, as dothan inland brooke 

Into the maine of waters : mulique, harke. Aluſichs. 
Ner. It is your muficke Madam of the houſe, 

Por- Nothung is good 1 fee without reſpeR, 

Merthinkes jt ſounds much tweeter then by day ? 

Ner. Silence beſtowes that vertne on it Madam, 
Fer. The Crow doth ing as ſweetly as the Larke U 
wW 
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When neither is attended : and I thinke 
The Nightingale if ſhe ſhould ſing by day 
When every cis cackling, would be thought 
No better a _— then m—— - 
How thiags oy ſeaton, on arc 
To their righe praiſe, and true perfeQion}: - 
Peace, how the Moone fleepes with Endimion, 
And would not be awak'd 
Muſicke ceaſe 1s 
Lor. That is the voyce 
Or I am muchdecciu'd of Portia. 
Por. He knowes measthe blind man knowes the Cuc- 
kow by the bad voyce ? 
Lor. Deere Lady welcome home ? 
Por. We have beene praying tor our husbands weltarc 
Which ſpeed we hopethe berrer tor our words, 
Arcthey return'd? 
Lor. Madam, they are not yet : 
But there is come a Meſſenger before 
To figutie rheir comming, 
Por. Goc in Nerriſſa, 
Give order to my {cxvants,that they take 


Nonote at all of our being abfent hence, 
Nor you Lorenzo, leſſica nor you. 
: A Tucket ſounds. 


Lor. Your husband is at band, I heare his Trumpet, 
We arc no teil-tales Madam, feare you not, 

Por. This night me thinkes is but the daylight ficke, 
 Irlookes a lirtlc paler, tis aday: 
Such as the day is, whenthe Sun is hid. 


Enter Baſſanio, «Anthonio, Gratiane, and their 


Followers. 


Baſ. We ſhould hold day withthe Antipodes, 
If you would walke inabſence of the ſunne. 

Por. Let me givelight, but let me not delight, 
For alight wite doth make a heavy husband, 
And never be Baſſaxio ſo from me, 

But God ſort all : you are welcome home my Lord. 

Bf. I thanke you Madam, give welcome to my friend 
Thus is the man, this is Anthowio, 
Towhom I am fo infinitely bound. | 

Per. You ſhouldin all ſence be much bound to him, 
For as I heare he was much bound for you. 

Ant. No more then I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our houte : 

[t muſt appeare in other waycs then words, 
Therefore | ſcant this breathing curteſic. 
Gra. By yonder Moone I {weare you doe me wrong, 
Intaich I gaveitto the Tadges Clearke, 
Would he were gel: that had it for my part, 
Since youdoe take it Love ſo muchat heart. 
—_ A quarreli hoc already; what's the matter ? 
+» Abouta hoope of Gold, a 
Thar ſlie did give me, whoſe Poelic was wn 
For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Vpon a knife ; Love me, and leave me not. | 

Nyr. Whattalke you of the Poelic or the valew : 

You twore to me when I did give it you, 

That you would weare it till the houre of death, 

And that it ſhould lye with you in your grave, 

Though not tor me, yer for your vehemene oaths, 

You ſhould have beene reſpeRtive and have kept it. 

Gavc it a Iudges Clearke ; but well I know 

The Clearke will ne're weare haire en'sface that had it. * 


—————_— 


; 


| 


| 


Gre, He will, and if he live tobe a man. 
Nev. It, ita Womanlive tobe a man. 
Gra. Now by thishand I gave it to a youth, 
A kind of boy, a little ſcrubbed boy, 
No bigher then thy ſelfe, the ludges Clearve, 


; A prating boy that degg'd it as a Fee, 


| could not tor my heart deny it him. 
Pax, You were too blame, I mult beptaine with you, 
To aw {o ſlightly with your wives firlt gitr, 
A thing ſtucke on with oathes upon your finger, 
And {oriveted with faith unto your fleſh. 
I gave my Lovea Ring, and made him fweare 
Never topart with it, and hcere he ſtands: 
I dare be tworne for him, he would not leave it, 
Nar plucke it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world maſters. Now in faith Gratians, 
You give your wife too unkind acaule of griete, 
And twere to me I ſhould be mad ar it. 
Baſ. Why 1 were beſt to cut myleft hand off, 
And f\yeare | loſt the Ring defending it. 
Gra. My Lord Baſſamogave his Ringaway 
Vntothe ludge that begg'd it, and indeed 
Deſerv'd ittoo : and then the Boy hisClearke | 
That tooke ſome paines in writing, he begg'd mine, 
And neither man nor maſter v__ take ought 
Bur the two Rings. 
Por. What Ring gave you my Lord ? 
Notthat I hope which you receiv'd of me. 
Baſ: It T could adde a lye unto a faule, 
I would deny it : but you {ce my finger 
Hath notthe Ringupon it, it is gone. 
Per, Andeven fo voidc is your falſe heart of truthy 
By heavenT will ne'recome 1n your bed 
VniillIfce the Ring, : 
Ner. Nor 1 1a yours, till I againe ſce mine. 
Baſ. Sweet Porna, 
If you did know to whom I gave the Ring, 
If youdid know for whom I gavethe Ring, 
And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 
And how unwillingly L lett the Ring, 
\W hen nought would be cd bur the Ring, 


| You would abate the ſtrength of your diſpleaſure ? 


Por. If you had knowne the yertue otthe Ring, 
Or halfe her worthineſſe that gave the Ring, ” 
Or your owne honour tocontaine the Ring, 
Your would not then have parted withthe Ring ; 
VW hat man is there ſo much unreaſonable, 

If you had pleas'd to have defended it 

With any termes of Zeale : wanted the modeſty 
Tourge the thing held asaceremony : 

N err4ſſa teaches me whatto belceve, 

le dye for't, bue fome Woman had the Ring ? 

Baſ. Noby mine honor Madam, by my foule 
No Woman had it, but a civill Doctor, 

W hich did refuſe three thouſand Ducates of me, 

And begg'd the Ring ; the which I did deny him, 

And ſuffer'd him to goedifpleas'd away : 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my deere friend. What [ ſay ſweet Lady? 

I was inforc'd to ſend it after him, 

I was beſet with ſhame and curtcſic, 

My honor would not let in gratitude 

So much beſmeare it. Pardon me good Lady, 

And by theſe bleſſed Candles of the night, 

Had you beecne there, I thinke you would have begg'd 

The Ring of me, to give thee worthy Doctor, 
2 


| 


Fo 
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Poy. Litno: that Dotor ere comencere my houſe, 
Since he hath gotrhe jewell that I loved, 
And that which youd:d {weare :o keepe tor me, 
I will become as liberall as you, 
le nor deny him any thing | have, 
No, not my body, nor my husbands bed ; 
Know hiar 1 (hall, I am well ture of ir. 
Lye not a night from home. Watch me like Argus, 
It you docnor, if I belett alcne, 
Now by mine honor which 1s yet mine owne, 
Ie have the Do.tor tor my bedtellow. 
Ner. And I his Clarke : therefore be well advis'd 
How you do: leave me to mine owne protection. 
Gra. Weil, doe youlſo : let not me take him then, 
For it 1 doe, 1c marthe yong Clarkes pen. 


[ 


Heere 1s a letter, reade it at your leytue, 
It comes from Padua trom Zelario. 


Por. Spcake not ſo groſſely, you aredll amaz'd; 


There you ſhall find that Portis was the Door, 


| Nerriſſa there hes Clarke. Lorenzo heere 


| Shall witncſlc 1 fer foithas ſoone as you, 
| And bur cy*n now return'd: I have nor yet 


| Butred my houfe. eAstberss you are welcome, 


| And 1 have better newes in ſtore for you 

| Thanyou expect : unſcalc this letter foone, 

| Therc you (all find chice of your Argolics 

| Arerichly cometo hart aur todainly. 

; You ſhallnor know by what thange accident 
| I chanced onthis letter, 

Amh, 1am dumbe. 


Ant. | amrhb'unhappy ſ{ubjeR of thete quarrels. Baſ. Were you the Door, and I knew you not ? 


Por. Sir, grieve not you, 


You are welcome notwithſtanding. 

Baſ. Portaa, forgive me this cntorced wrong, 
And 1n the hearing of theſe many friends 
i ſwcaretothee, even by thine owne faireeyes 
Wherein I {ce my felte. ——— 

Por, Marke you bur that ? 

In both mine cyes he doubly ſecs himlelte : 
In exch cye one tiFearc by your double lelte, 
And there's an oath of credit. 

Baſ. Nay, but hearc me. 

Pardon thisfault, and by my ſoule I ſweare 
I never more will breake an oath withthee. 

Anth. 1 once did lend my body for thy wealth, 
Which but for him that had your husbands ring 
Hadquite miſcarricd. I dare be bound againe, 

My ſoule upon the forfeir, that your Lord 
Wi'lncver more breake faith advilcdly, 

Per. Then you (hail be his (urety : give himthis, 
And bid him keepe ir better then & other, 

» At. Hcere Lord Baſſamo, (wear to keepe this ring. 

Zaſſ. By hcaven it is the tame T gave the DoRtor, 

Por. | had it of him : pardon Haſſan, 
| For by this ring the DoRor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me my geutle Gratiano, 

For rhat fame icrubbed boy the DoRors Clarke 
In liew of this, laſt night did lye with me. 

Grs. Why this is like the mending of high wayes 
In Soinmer, where the wayes are faire Cnough ; 
What, are we Cuckolds ere we have deſery'd it? 


i 


. 


— ——— _ _— 


Gra. Were you the Clarke that isro make me cuckc)! ? 
Ner. 1, but thc Clarke that never mcancs to doe it, 


| Valeſſc hc live untill be be a man. 


Baſe. (Sweet DoRor) you ſhall be my bedfellow, 


When I am abſent, thenlye with my wife. 


Ant. (Sweet Lad) ) you have given me life and living; 


| For heere I reade for certaine that my ſhips 

; Are lately come to Rodes, 

| Por. How now Lorena? 

My Clarke hath ſome good comforts too for 
Ner, I, and ile give them him without a 

Theredoe I give to you and /eſſica 

From the rich |ew, a ſpeciall deed of gitr 

After his death, of all he dyes poſſeſi'd of. 


Ot ſtarved people, 
Por. It13 almoſt morning, 
And ctI am ſure you arc not ſatisfied 
Of thelc cventsat full, Let us goe in, 
And charge us there upon intergatories, 
' And wc will anfwerall things faithfully. 
Gra. Let it be fo, the firſt intergatory 
That my Nerrsſa ſhall be ſworne on, is, 


+ 


Or goeto bed, now being two houres roday 


Till I were couc 
Well, while live, Ile teare noother thing 


So lore, as keeping ſafe Nyrriſe ring, 


he, 


Loren, Faire Ladics you drop Mannainthe way 


Whether till the next night ſhe had rather ſtay, 


Burt were the Gay COM, : _—_ wiſh it darke, 
ing with the DoRors Clarke, 


F xe, 
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Asyou likeit, 


pw” tus Pihins,: Scena Prima. 


——— — 
Fater Orlando and Adam, of my father in me; as you, albeit I conteſſe your com- 
1ag before me.is necrer to his reverence. 
Orlande. | Oh. What Boy. (this- 


WWOR S | remember Adew, it was upon this Faſhion 
(AVE bequeatbed me by will, but a poore thouſand 
Ag Crownes, and as thou failt, gd | bro» 

bleffing ro breed me 


b and 


there begins my ladneſſe : My brother Jaques he keepes 


denly of his profit : 


ſtalling ofan Oxe ? his horſes are bred 


bexter, for beſides that they are faire with their feeding, 


they are taught their 


, and to that end Riders 


decrely hir'd : bar 1 (his brother) gaine nothing under 
him but growth , for the which his Animals on his 

hils are as much boundto him as I: beſides this no- 
thing that he ſo plenrifully gives me, the ſomething that 
nature gave me, his countenance ſeemey to take from 
me : he lets me feede with his Hindes , barres me the 


place of a brother, and as much as in him lyes,mires my 


gentility with my <dacation. This is it Adews that grieves 
me, and the ſpirit of my Father, which I thinke 15 with- 
in me, begins to mutiny againſt this ſervitude. I will 
no longer endure it, though yet 1 know no wiſc remedy 
how to avoid it. 


Enter Oliver. 


Adam. Yonder come 8 my Maſter, your brother. 
Orlen. Goc apart eAdem, and thou ſhalt hcare how 
he will ſhake meup. 


Oli, Now Sir, what make you heare ? 


Orla. Nothing : 1am nor taught to make any thing. 

Oh, What marre youthen fir ? 

Orle. Marry fir, | am helping youto marre that which 

wn made, a poore unworthy brother of yours with idic- 
J | 


Oh. Marry fir be better employed, and be naught a 


whue, 


Orla, Shall T keepe your bogs, and cat haskes with 
them? what prodigall portion have I ſpent, that 1 ſhould 
come to ſuch penury ? 
Oh. Know you where you are fir ? 
Orts, O fir, very well ; heere in your Orchard. 


Oh. Know you 


before whom fir ? 


Orla. I, better then bim 1 am before, knowes me : 1 
know you are my eldeſt brother, and in the gentle con- 


dition of bloud you ſhould 


nations allowes-you my better, in that you are the firſt 
borne, but the ſametradition takes not away my bloud, | newes: that is, the old Duke is baniſhed by his yon- 


yr EE 


, 


| 


—_— 


; 


Orla. Come, come elder brother, you are too yong in 

Oh. Wilt thou lay hands on ae villazne ? 

Orla. I aim no villaine :t Iam the yongeſt ſonne of fir 
Rowland de Eojes, he was my father, and he is thrice a 
villaine that ſayesſucha father begor v1/laines; wert thou 
not my brother, 1 would not take this hand from thy 
throat, till this other had puld cut thy rongue, for ſaying 
ſo, thou haſt raild on thy lelfe, F 

Adam, Sweer Malter be paticnt, tor your Fathers re- 
membrance, beat accord. 

Ol. Let me goe I lay. 


Orla. I will not till I pleaſe * you ſhall heare me : my }. 


farher charg'd youin his will to give me good cducatt- 
on : you kave train'd me like a pezant, obſcuring and 
hiding from meall gentleman-like qualities : the fpirir 
of my father growes ſtrong in me, and I will no | 

endure it : therefore allow me _ exerciles as may be- 
comea gentleman, or give me the poore allottery my 
father Meme by teſtament, with that I will goe buy my 


Oti. And what wilt thou doe ? beg when that is ſpent ? 
Well fir, get you in. I will not long be troubl:d_with 
you : you ſhall have ſome part of your will, 1 pray you 
leave me. 

Orla, I will no further offend you, then becomes me 
for my good. X 

Oli. Get you with him, you old dogge. 

eAdam, Is old dogge my reward: molt true, I have 
loſt my teeth in your tervice : God be with my old ma- 
ſter, he would not have ſpoke ſuch a word. Ex. Ort. Ad. 

Oh, Is iteven lo, begin you ro grow upon me? I will 
phylicke your ranckeneſſe , and yet give no thouſand 
crownes neither : holla Dennes. 

Enter Dewnis. 

Den. Calls your worſhip. 

Ots. Was not Charlesthr Dukes Wraltle heere to ſpeake 
with me ? 

Den. $0 pleaſe you, he is heereat the doore, and im- 

acceſſe to you. 
0k. Call him in :*twill be a good way : andto morrow 


| thewraſtling is. 


Emer (barles. 
Char, Good morrow to your worſhip. 
Oli, Good Mounſicur Charles : what's the new newes 


ſo know me : the courteſie of | at thenew Court 2 


Char. There's no newes atthe Court fir, but the old 


were there twenty brothers betwixt us : I have as much | ger bruther the new Duke, and three or ftoure loving 
| Lords. 


—.. 
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As youlike it, 


Lords have put themſelves into voluntary exile with 
him, whoſelands and revenues enrich the new Duke, 
therefore he gives them good leave to wander. 

Oli. Can you tell if Koſahnd the Dukes daughter be 
baniſhed with her Father ? 

Cha. © no; for the Dukes daughter her Coſen {o 
loves her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, 
that he would have followed her exile, or have died to 
ſtay behin4 her ; ſhe is at the Court,and no leſſe beloved 
of her Vncle, then his owac daughtcr, and never two 
Ladies loved as they doe. 

Ol; Where wiil the old Duke live ? 

Cha. They ſay he is already in the Forreſt of Arden, 
anda many men with him ; and there they hve 
like the old Robin Hoodof England : they ſay many yong 
Gentlemen focke to him every day, and fleet the tune 
careleſiy as they did in the golden world. 

Ols, What, you wraſtle to morrow before the new 
Duke? ; 

Charl. Marry doel fir : and 1 came to nt you 
with a matter : I am given fir ſecretly tounderſtand, that 
your yonger brother Orlando hath a diſpoſition ro come 
in diſguis'd againſt me to try a fall: to morrow fir 1 
wraltle for my credit, and he that eſcapes me without 
ſome broken limbe, ſhall acquit him : your trothcr 
is but young and tender, and for yourlove 1 would bee 
lothto foyle him, as I muſt tor my owne honour if ke 
come in : therefore out of my love to you, I came hither 
to acquaint you witha!l, thar either you might ſtay him 
from his intendment, or brooke ſuch dilgrace well as he 
ſhall ranne jato, in that it 15a thing of is owne ſearch, 
and altogether againſt my will, 

Oli. Charles, | thanke thee for thy love to me, which 
chou ſhalt find I will moſt Kindly requite: 1 had my 
{elfe notice of my Brothers purpoſe heerein, and have by 
under-hand mcanes labourcd co diflwade him from it ; 
but he is reſolute. 1le tel] thee Charles, it is the Aubbor- 
neſt yong fellow of France, full of ambicion, anenvious 
emulator of every mans good parts,a ſecret and villanous 
centriver againſt me his naturall brother: therefore uſe 
thy diſcretion, I had as liefc thoudidlt breake his necke 
as his finger. And thou wert beſt looke to't ; for if thou 
doſt him any light ditgrace, or if he doe not mightily 
grace himſcite on thee, he will praiſe agent thee by 
poylon, entrap thee by ſome treacherous deviſe, and ne- 
ver leave thee till be hath rane thy bfe by ſome indireR 
meanes or other: for I aſſure thee, (and almoſt with 
teares I {peake it) there is uot one fo y and fo vil- 
lanous this day living. 1 fpeake but brotherly of him, 
but ſhould 1 anathomize him to thee, as he 1s, I muſt 
bluſh, and weepe, and thou mult looke pale and won- 
dcr. 

Cha. 1 am heartily glad I came hicher to you : if hee 
come to morrow, Ile give him his payment: if ever he 
gocalenc againc, le never wraſtle for prize more : and 
{o God kcepe your worllup. Exit, 

Oh. Farewell good Charles. Now will I filirre this 
Gameſter : I hope I ſhall ſerancnd of him, for my ſoule 
(ycrt1 know not why) hates nothing more then he : yer 
he's gentle, never ſchool'd, and yet learned, full ofnoble 
deviic, of all ſorts enchantingly beloved], and indeed 
ſomuchin the heart of the world, and eſpecially of my 
owne people, who beſt know him, that I am altogether 
miſpriſed : but it ſhall not be ſolong, this wraſtler ſhall 

Cleare all : nothing remaines, bur that I kindle the boy 
thither, which now Ile goc about. Exit. 


— 


| nor come off againe. 


Scena Secunda. 


Cr mn o_— COOGEE: = —— — OO — 


Enter Roſalind, and Cilia, 


_ Cel. 1 pray thee Roſalind, ſweet my Cor, be merry. 

Ref, Deere (cha ; 1 ſhow more mirth then 1 am mi- 
ſtrefle of, and would you yet were merrier ; you 
could teach me to forgera baniſhed father, you mult not 
learne mee how to remember any extraordinary plea 
lure. 

(el. Heerein I feethou lov'ſt mee not with the Full 
waight that I loye thee ; if my Vncle thy baniſhed father 
had baniſhed thy Vncle the Duke my Father, ſo theu 
ladſt beene ftill with me, 1 could have taught my love 
co take thy father for mine ; ſo wouldftthon, if the truth 
ot thy love to me were1o righteouſly temper'd, as mine 
1s rothee, 

Ref. Well, I will forget the condition of my eſtate, to 
rejoyce in yours. 

Cel. You know my Father hath no child, but 1, ner 
none 1Sliketo have; and trucly when he dics, thou ſhalt 
be his heire? for” what he hath taken away from thy fa- 
ther perforce, I will iender thee againe in atfeRion : by 
mine honour 1 will, and when I breake that oath, let me 
_ monſter : therefore my ſweet Roſe, my deare Roſe, 

merry. 

Rof. From henceforth I will Coz, and deviſe ſports: 
let me ſee, what thinke you of falling in Love? 

Cel. Marry Iprethce doc, to make ſport withall ; bur 
love no man in good carneſt, nor no turther in ſport ney- 
ther, then with ſafety of a purcbluſh, thou maiſt in ho- 


Reſ. What ſhall be or ſport then? 

(#. Letus fitand mocke the good houſwife Fortwne 
_ her wheele,that her gitcs may henceforth be beſtow- 

equall '* 

Rof. EE we could doe fo : for ber benefits are | 
mightily miſplaced, andthe bountifull blind woman doth 
moſt miſtake in her gitts ro women. 

Cel, "Tis true, tor thoſe that ſhe makes faire, ſhe ſcarce 
makes honeſt,and thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt, he makes 
very ill tavouredly, 

Ref. Nay now thou goeſt from Fortunes office to Na- 
tures : Fortune reignes in gifts of the world, not in the 
lineaments of Nature. 


 Emer("owne. 

(*/. No; when Nature hath madea faire 
ſhe not by Fortune fall into the firc ? though nature 
given us wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune ſentin 
this foole tocut off the argument ? | 

Roſ. Indeed there is fortunetoo hard for nature, when 
fortune makes naturesnaturall, the cutter off of natures 
wit, 

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortunes worke ncither, 
bur Natures, who perceiving our naturall wits too dull 


to reaſon of ſuch goddeſſes, hath ſeat this Naturall for 
our whetſtone: for alwayes the dulneſſe of the foole, is 
the whetſtone of the wits. How now Witte, whither 
wander you? 


Clow, Miſtreſſe, you muſt come away to your father, 
Cel. Were you madethe meficnger ? 
Ci. No by mine honour,but I was bid toceme for you 


Bol. | 
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Ref. Where learned you that oath foole? 

Clo. Ofa certaine Knight, that ſwore by his Honour 
they were good Pancakes, and ſwore by his Honour the 
Muſtard was naught ; Now lle ftandeo it, the Pancakes 
were naught, and the Muſtard was 'good, and yet was 
notthe Knight forſworne. 

ED! youthat in the great heape of your 
e 
Ref, 1 marry ,now unmuzzle you wiſedome. _ 

Clo. Stand you both forth now : ſtroke your chinnes, 
and ſ\veare by your beards that 1 ama knave. 

Cel. By qur beards (if we had them) thou art. ; 

Clo, By my _— [ hadit) then I were: butif 
you ſiycare by that thar is not, you are not for{worne:no 
more was this "_— by his Honour, fos he nc- 
ver had any ; or it he had, he had ſworne it away before 
ever he ſaw thoſe Pancakes, or that Muſtard. 

Cel. Prethee, who is'tthat thou means't ? 

Clos. One that old Ferdericks your Father loves. 

Reſ. My Fathers love is enough to honor him enough ; 
ſpcake no more of him, you'll be whipt for taxation, one 
of theſe dayes. | 

Ct. The more pitty that fooles may not ſpeake wile» 
ly, whae Wiſemen doe fooliſhly. | 

Cel. By my troth thou aieſt true : For, ſince the little | 
wit that fooles have was filenced, the little foolery that | 
wiſe men have makesa great ſhew ; Here comes Moun- 
heur Ls Ben, 


Enter Le Bow. 


Reſ. With his mourh fall of newes, 
Cel. Which he will put on us, as Pigeons feed their 


young. 

Ro. Then ſhall we be newes-cram'd. 

Cel. Allthe berter : we ſhallbethe more markerable, 
Zom-jour Mounſier le Bew, what the newes ? 

Le Kew. Faire Princeſle, 
You have loſt much good ſport. 

Cel. Sport : of what colour ? 

Le Bew. What colour Madam ? How ſhall 1 anſwer 
you ? 

Ro. As wit and fortune will. 

{, Orasthe deſtinies decrees. 

(+1. Well faidgthat was laid on with a trowell, 

Ch. Nay, it i keepe not my ranke, 

Koſ. Thou looleſt thy old imell. 

Le Bex, You amaze me Ladies : I would-have told ' 
you of good wraftling, which you have loſt the ſight of. | 

Ref. et tell us the manner of the —_— | 

Le ben. 1 will rell you the beginning : and it it ſpleaſe 
your Ladiſhips, you may ſee the end, for the beſt is yer 
todoe, and heere where youare, they are comming to 
pertorme it. 

Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 

Lt Ben. There comesan old man, and his three ſons. 

Cel. | could matchthis beginning with an old tale. 

Le Beu. Three proper yorg men, of excellent growth 
and preſcnce. 

Rof. With bils on their neckes : Be itknowne unto all 
men by theſc preſents. 
. Le Brx. The eldeſt of the three, wraſtled with (hers 
the Dukes Wraltler, which Cherlerin 2 moment threw 
him, and broke three of his ribbes, that there is little 
hope of life in him : Sohe erv'd the ſecond, and fo the 
third : yonder they lye, the poore old man their Father, 


; 


making ſuch pitrifulldole over them, that all the behol- 


derstake his part with weeping, 

Rof. Alas. £6 4H | 

(.. But what is the ſport Mounfieur, that the Ladics 
have loſt 2 

Le Bew. Why this that I ſpeake of, . | 

Clo. Thus men may grow wiſer every day. It-is the 
firſt rime that ever | heard breaking of ribbes was ſport 
for Ladies. 

Cel. Or1, 1 promile thee. 

Ref. Butis there any clic longsto ſeethis broken Mu- 
ſicke in his ſides ? Is there yet another doates rib- 
breaking? Shall we ſce this wraftling Coſia? 

Ze Bew. You mult if you ſtay heere, for heere is the 
qr tor wraſtling, and they are rcady to per- 

n. 

Cel, Yonder ſurethey are comming. Let us now 

and (cc it. F 'N ay 


Plourifh. Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando, ( harles 
and eAttendants. 


Dwk, Come on, ſince the youth will notbe intreated, 
His owne perill on his forwardneſle. ; 
Roſ. Is yonder the man? | 
Le Ben. Even he, Madam. - _- | 
Cel. Alas, he is too yoog : yet he lookes ſucceſſcfully. 
Ds. How now daughter,and Cofino 
Are you crept hither co ſce the wraltling ? _0 
Ref. I my Licdge, fo pleaſe you give us leave, / -- 
Ds. You will take little delight in it, I can ell you, 
there is ſuch oddes in the man : 1n pitty of the challengers 
youth, I would faine difſwade him, but he will not be 
-— Speake to him Ladies, ſee if-you can move 
m. * 9% > | " 
C*1. Call him bicher Mounficur Ls Bew. 
Dw#k. Doe {0 : Ile not be by. = 
LeBew. Mounlicur the Challenger, the Princeſle calls 


Qu 
Orla. T attend them with all reſpeR and duty. 
Ref. Young man , have you challeng'd Charles the 
Wraltler ? 
Orl. No faire Princeſle; he is the generall challenger 


I come but as others doe, to try with him the ftrength of 


my youth. 

Cel. Yong Gentleman, | your ſpirits are too bold tor 

your yeares : you have fecne cruell proofe of this mans 

th, if you ſaw your {elfe with your eyes, or knew 
your iclfe with your judgement, the feare of your adven- 
ture would counſell you to a more <quall enterpriſe. We 
pray you for your owne ſake to embrace your owne ſafe- 
ty, and give over thisattempt. 

Roſ. Doe yong Sir, your reputation ſhall not therefore 
be miſpriſed ; we will make1t our ſuite tothe Dake,that 
raſtling might not goe forward. 

Orl. | beleech you, puniſh me not with your harde 
thoughts, wherein I confefſe ine much guilty ra deny fo 
fairc and excellent Ladies any thing. But let your faire 
eyes, and gentle wiſhes goe with me to my triall; where- 
inif I befoil'd, there 1s but one ſham'd that was never 

ious : if ki'd, but one dead that is willing tobe fo: I 
ſhall doe friends no- wrong, for I have none to la- 
ment me ; the world no injury, forin it 1 bave nothing; 
inthe world I fill upaplace, which may be better 
yed, when | have made ur empty, ' 
Rof: The little ſtrength that I have, I would it were 
with you. % 


| 
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Cel. And mineto ecke out hers.- 461 

Rf. Fare you —_— heaven I be decciy'd 1h yOus 

Cel. Your hearts deliresbe with you. 

Char. Come, where is this yong gallant, that is fo 
defirous to lye with his mother carth ? 

Orla. Ready (ir, but his will hath in it a more modeſt 
working. 

D#k. You ſhall try but one fall. 

Cha. No, I warrant your Grace you ſhall not entreat 
him to aſecond, that have ſo aughtily perſwaded him 
from a fir(t, 

Orls. You mcane tomocke me after : you ſhould not 
have mockt me betore : but come your wayCes- 

Ref. Now Hercwles, bethy ipeede yong wan, ' 

Cel, 1 would 1 were inviliblc ,to catchthe ſtrong te!- 
low by the legge. Wratitle. 

Roſ. Oh exccllent yong man. 

Cel. If L had athunderbolt in mine eye, I cantell who 
ſhould downc. Shout. 

Dunk. No more, no more. 
| Orla. Yes I beſeech your Grace, I am not yet well 

breath'd. 

Dk, Hoy do'lt thou Charles? 

Le Bew. He cannot ſpcake my Lord. 

Dwak. Beare him away : 
What is thy name. yong man? | 
y Orls. Orlands.my Licge, the yongeſt ſonne of Sir Kow- 
land d: Boyes,” 

Dk. 1 wouldchou badſt becne ſonne to ſome man clic, 
The \warld eſtrem'dthy tatker hopourable, 

But i did find him fall aune cnemy :; 
Thou. ſhould” have berrer pleas'd me with this deed, 
| Hadft thou,deſcynded from another houſe: 
| But fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 
I would thou had/(t cold me ot another Father, 
| Exit. Dwh; 

Cel, Werel my Father (Coze) would Idoe this ? 

Orl. Tam more proud to be Sir Kowlands ſonne, , 
His yorgeſt ſonne, and would not change that calling 
To be adoptcd heize to Frearicke, 

Ref. My Fathcr lou'd Sir Rowland as his ſoule, 
Apdall the world was of my Fathers mind, 

Had I betore knowne this yong man his fonne, 

I ſhould have given him teares untoentreatics, 
Ere be ſhould thys have ventur'd, 

(#. Gentle Colen, 

Let us goc thanke him, and encourage him : 

My Fathers rough and cnvious dilpolition 
Stickes me athcart : Sir, you have well deſery'd, 
If you doe kecpe your promites in love, 

But j.{Uy as yoa have excceded alin promiſe; 
Your Miſtris ſhall ve happy. 

Koſ. Gentleman, 

Weare this tor me 5; one out of (uites witn for rune 

That could give more, but that her hand lackes mcane, 
Shall we goe Core ? 

(el. 1 : fare you well faire Gentleman, 

Orla. Can T nct lay, 1 thanke you? My better parts 
Are all throwne downe, and that which here lands up 
Is but a quintine, a mcere hyeleſle blocke. 

Ref. Hecalls us backe : my pride fell with my fortunes 
He aske him what he would : Did you call Sir ? 

Sir, you have wraſtled well, and overthrowne 
Morethen your enemies. 

Cel. Will yougoe Coze? 

Rof. Have with you ; fare you well, Exit. 


Om— 


I. 


Cel. T hey a: c 22t burs, Coſcn, throwne upon thee in 
holiday too!. y;, 1 WE wa'ke rot in the rrodden paths, 

| our Very pert .- "1 citch them. 

Rof. 1 could (:.%4 then off my coatetheſe burs are in 
: my hcart. 

(el. Hemthoo 

Rof, I would : 10144 cry hem, and have him. 

Cel. Come, co: tile with rhy affefions. 
| 5 Rof. O they take * of a bcrier wraitler then ay 
' (cle. 
| Cel. O, a good wilt L 13 VOO aw1ll fry 1 r1me 
/ 


| Or. W hat paſſion h: hangs theſe waights upon my tongue ? 
I cannot ſpeaks to licr, yet ſhe urg d con terence, 


Emer Le Bew. 
O poore Orlands | thou art overthrowne 
Or Charlcs, or ſ@mething weaker maſters thee. 

Le Ben. Good fir, I doc infriendſhip counſaile you 
To leave this place ; Albeit you have deſerv'd 
High commendation, truc applaulc, and love ; 
Yetluchis now the Dukes condition, 

That he miſconſters all that you have dones 
The Duke is humorous, what be is indeed 
More ſuites you toconceive, then tto ſpeake of. = 

Orls. I thanke you kir ; and pray you tell me this, 
W hich of the two was daughtcr of the Dake, 
Tha heere was atthe Wraltling ? 

Le Bex. Neithes bis daughter, if we judge by manners, 
Bur yet indced the taller is his daughter, 

The other is daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, 
And beere detaiv'd by her uſurping Vncle 

To keepe his daughter company, wholeloves 
Are decrer then thenaturall bond of Siſters : 
But I cantell you, that of late this Duke 

Hath rane diſpleaſure 'gainſt his gentle Neece, 
Grounded upon no other argument, 

But that the people praiſe her for vertues, 
| Audpirty her, tor ker goed fathers fake ; 
| And on my litc biswalice 'gainſt the Lady 
| Will ſodainely breake forth : Sir, fare you well, 
Hcereafter in a better world then this, 
| ſhell defire more love and knowkdge of you. 

Orl. 1 re{t much boundento you : tareyouwell, 
Thus muſt I from the ſmoake into the ſmother, 
From tyrant Duke, untoatyrant Brother, 

But heavenly Koſalwme. Exit. 


—— 
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Scana T ertta, 


Enter Celia, and lioſaline. 
Cel. Why Coſn, why Roſaline ; Cupid have mercy, 


| Nota word 2 

' - Ref. Notone to throw at adog. 

| (#4. No, thy words arc too precious to be caſt away 
| Uponcurs, throw ome of them at me ; come, lame mc 
with rca{ons. 


Roſ. Then there were two Coſens laid up, whenthe 
| onc thould be lam'd with rexions, and the other aud | 


WIchO. an? 
Cel, Bu: 5s a lthisfor your Father ? 
Ref. No, ' 777% ©1715 for my childes Father ; Oh how 
full of brisrs is this working day world. | 
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in deſpighe ofa fall : but rarning theſe jeſtsour of ſervice, 
[ct us tal xe in good carne{tr Is it poiltible onfuch a 1o- 
daine, you (hou.d fall into ſoitrong a liking with old S2r 
Rewards yongeit lonne ? | 

Ref. The Duke my Father lov 4 his Father deerely. 

Cel. Dath it cheretore enſuc that you ſhould love his 
Sonne deerely ? By this kind of chaſe, 1 ſhould hate him, 
for my father harcd his (rather deerely ; yer 1 hate uor Or- 
laras 


Roſ: Nofaich, hate him nor for my ſake. 
{. Why ſhould T not ?doth he not deſerve well ? 


Enter Duke with Lords. 

Roſ. Lt me love him For that, and doe you love htm 
Becauſe i doe. Looke, here comes the Duke. 

Cel. With bis eyes tu!l ob anger. 

Dk, Miitris, diſpatch you with your (afeſt haſte, 
And get yo., from our Court. 

Raj, Mie Vnckle ! 

, You Coltn, 

Witiuachcle tendayes if that thou beeſt found 
So necre our publike Court as twenty mules, 
Thouduelt tor ir. 

Ref. 1 doe beſcech your Grace 
Ler methe knowlc.ge of my taulebeare with me: Þ» 
If with my felfe 1 hold intelligence, 
Or have acquaintance with mine owne deſires, 
If that I doe not dreame, or benor franticke, 
(As Idcetruſt I amror)then deere Vncle, 
Never ſo much as inathoughrunborne, 
Did | oft 11d your highnefle, 

Duke. Thus 40: ol Trators, 
If their purgar ionic confitt in words, 
Toney are as 1umocent as grace ir ic te; 
Let ut fume thee that | truſt thee not+ 

Kot. Yer your wiitru:t cannot make mea Traitor ; 
Tci- me whucon the likelihood depends? 


| 


Gem 
—_—— W—— —_— — 


If you out-ſtay the time, upon mine honor, 


| Andinthe geeatuefſe of wy word you dye. 
Exu Dnke, cc, 
Ce!. O my poore Reſaliae, whither wil: thou goe ? 


Duk, thou artthy Fachers daughter, there's enovgh, 
Kof $0 was 1 when your highnetlc rooke his Dukdome, | 
So vas | when your highnefle Laniſnt hin ; 
Treaton isnot inherited my Lord, 
Or if we did derive from our friends, 
What's tha: to mc, my Facher was no Traitor ; © 
Then good my Leige, miſtake me nor fo much, 
Tothwke my poverty is treacherous. 
Cel, Deere Soveraigne heare me {peake. 
Dak. I Ceha, we ſtard ber tor your lake, 
Elſe had ſhe wich her Father rang'd along. 
Cel, Idid notthen mrieat to have her ſtay. 
It was your jplealure, and your owne remorie, 
I wastoo yorg that time to value her, 
But no v | knew her : if the be a Traitor, 
Why foam I; we till have ſlept together, 
Rotc ar an inſtant, learn'd, plaid, cate (02ether, - 
And whereſoere we wen, Ike Innes Swans, 
Sull we wont counicd and infeprrable. 
Dk, Shee 45 too {ubrile tor thee, and her ſmoorhnes 
Her very wlence, ard her puicnce, 
Speake tothe pc op'c, ard they pitty her : 
Thouart a for c, Fi robs thee cf thy name, 
And thou v it ſhow more bright, and ſeeme more vertu- 
When the 15 gone : #hen opca ot thy lips, (ous 
Firme, and irevocabic is my Coombe, 
Which I have palt upon he r, ſhe isbariſh'd., 
Cel. Pronounce that ſentence then on me my Leige, ' 
I cannot 111 © OUT of ber COMPany . | 


— —- ———— — — ww 
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Wiit thou change tather ? I will 2tve thee mine : 
I charge thee be noc theu wore giicu'd then lam. 

Roy. I have more cante. 

C*1. Thou haſt not Colſen, 

Prethee be cheercfull ; know'lt thou notthe Duke 
Rath baniſ}'d me his daughter ? 

he/, That hehath nor. 

Cef. No, hath not? Reſalirelackes thenthe love 
W h'chteacheth thee that thou and I an one, 
Shall we be ſundred ? ſhall we part f\vect girle ? 
No, let my Father feekeanoth-r heire : 

Therefore deviſe with me how we may flyc 
Whitherto goe, and what tobeare with us, 

And doe not tecke totake your charge upon you, 
Tobcare your griefes your ſelte, and lcave me out : 
For by this heaven (now at our forzowes pale ;} 
Say what thoucanſt, Ile gocalong with thee. 

Rof. Why, whither ſha!l we goe ? 

Cel. Toſceke my Vacle in che Forreſt of Arden. 

Rof. Alas, whatdanger will it beto us, 
(Maides as weare) totravell for farre ? 

Beauty provoketh theeves ſooner then gold. 

(1. Ile put my felfe inpoore and mcane attire, 
And with a Kind of vmber {mitchmy face, 
Thelikedoe you, fo ſhall we paſle along, 
And never ſhir aſſailants. 

Roſ. Were itnot better, 
Becavte that I am more then commonrall, 
That I'did fuire me all points likea man, 
A gallant curtelax upon my thigh, 
A bore-ſpeare in my hand, and 1 my heart 
Lye there what hidden womans tcare there will, 
Weele have a ſiwaſhing and a marſhall outtide, 
As many other mamih cowards have, 
That doe outface it with their ſembvlauces. 
Cel. What ſhall I call thee when thouarta man ? 


Dk, You area foole : you Neice provide yourſelte, 


Ref. Te have no wortea name then Foves owne Page, 


And therefore looke you ca'l me Ganmed, 
But what will you be cali'd ? 

Cel. Something thar hath a reference to my ſtate 
No longer (ha, but Aliens, 

Roſ. But Cofen, what if we 3flaid to ſteale 
The clowniſh Foole out of your Fathers Court : 
Weuld he not be a comfort to ou; travaile? 


Cel. Heele goe alorg ore the wide world with me, 


Leaue ine aloneto wooe him; Let'saway 

And get our Tewels and our wealthrogether, 
Devite the fitreſt time, and ſafeſt way 
Tohideus from purſuite that will be made 
After my flight : now goe we in content 
Toliverty,and not to baniſhment. 


— 


E xennt. 


AtuSecundus. Scena Prima. 


—_— 


_ 


Enter Duke Senior : »Amyens, aud two or three Lords 


like F orreſters, 


Dk. Sen. Now my Coe-mates, and brother incxile : 


Hath not old cuſtome madc this life more {iveet 


Then 


— 


ii. 


——_—_—_— — 


ES eAxgoulike it. 
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Then that of painted pompe ? Are nottheſe woods 
More free from perillthen the envious Court ? 
Heere feele we not the penalty 0! Adam, 
The ſeaſons difference, asthe Icie phange 
And churltth chiding of the winters winde, 
Which v-hen it bites and blowes upon my body 
Eyen till I hrinke with cold, I ſale, and fay 
This is no lattery : theſe are counſellors 
[ var teclingly perſ\vade me what I am: : 
Sweet are the vics of adverſity 
Which ul.c the toad, ougiy and venemous, 
Weares vet a precious lewellin his head : 
And this our life exempt from publike haunt, 
FinCcs tongues 11 trees, bookes 1a the running brookes, 
$6 ons in itones, and good in every thing. 
n:/-n. 1 would not change it, happy is your Grace 

That cxntranſlate the tubbornneile of fortune 
Into {o quct and [o {weet a flile, 

Dk. Sen. Come, ſhall we goc and kill us veniſon? 
And yet it irkes me the poore daplcd tovics 
Being native Burgers this dcſcrt City, 
Should in their owne confines with forked heads 
Have thcir round hanches goard. 

I. Lord, Indecd my Lord 

The mclancholy laqzes grieves atthat, 
And in thatkind ſweares you doe more ulurpe 
Then doth your brother that hath baniſh'd you : 
Today my Lord of Amiens, and my iclte, 
Did ſcale behind him as he lay along 
Vnder an oake, whole anticke roope pecpcs out 
Vpon the brooke that brawles along this wood, - 
To the which place a poore ſcqueſtred Stag 
That from the Hunters ayme had tanc a hurt, 
Did come to languiſh ; and indeed my Lord 
The wre:ched aninall heav'd forth ſuch groanes 
That their e1{charge did {irctch his leatherne coat 
Almoſt ro burſting, and the big round teares 
Cours'd one another downe his innccent noſe 

In pictcous chate : and thus the hairy foole, 
Much marked of the melancholly laques, 
Stood on th'extremeſt verge of the {1yvate brooke, 
Augmenting it with tcares. 

Dwk, Sen. But what faid [aques ? 
Did hc not moralize this ſpectacle ? 
| 1-Lord. O yes, into a thouſand (unilies. 
Firſt, for his weeping into the needlefle ſtreame ; 
Poore Deere quoth he, thou mak'it a teſtament 
As worldlingsdoe, giving thy ſum of more 
> To that wluch had too much : then being alone, 
Left and abandoned of his velvet friend ; 
Tis right quoth he, thus miſery doth part 
The Fluxe of company : anona carclcflc Heard 
Full of the paſture, jumps along by him 
And never {tayes to grect him : 1 quoth /aques, 
Swecepe on you fat and greazy Citizens, 
'Tis juſtthe faſhion ; wherctore doc you looke 
Vpon that pooreand broken bankrupt there ? 
Thus moft invectively be pierceth through 
The body ofthe Country ,City,Courts 
Yea, and of this our life, ſwearingthat we 
Are meerc uſurpers, tyrants,and whats worſe 
To fright the Animals, and to kill them up 
In their afſizn'd and native dwelling places 
Da. Sen, And did you lcave himnthis contemplation? 
2. Lord, Wedid my Lord, weeping and commenting 
Vponthe ſobbing Deere, 


P——_ 


a 


| 
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Dwk. Ses. Show me the place, 
I love to cope him in thele ſullen kts, 
Forthen he's full of mater. 

I. Zor. Ile bring you to him ſtrait. 


Scena Secunda. 


E xevun, 


—_—  —_— 
NI SECCCIISTTING — 


Enter Duks, with Lords. 


D#k, Can it be poſlible that no man ſaw them 
It cannot be, ſome villaincsof my Court 
Are of conſcnt and ſufferance in this. 


The Ladies her attendants of her chamber 
Saw hera bed, and in the morning early, 
They found the bed untreaſur'd their Miſtris. 


\ Your Grace was wont tolaugh,is allo milling: 
Hifperia the Princeſle re w 
Conteſles that ſhe ſecretly ore-heard 

Your daughter and her Coſen much commend 
The parts and graces of the W raſtler 


| That did bur latcly foilethe ſynowy (herler, 


And ſhe beleeves where ever they are gone 
Thar youth is ſurcly in their company. 


It he beabſent, bring his Brothertome, 
lic make him find him : doe this ſocainely ; 


And let not ſearch and inquiſition quaile, 


| To bring againe theſe fooliſh runawayes. 


? 


I. Lord, 1 cannot heare ot any that did fee hers 


2, Lord. My Lord,the royniſh Clowne,at whom @ oft, 


y 
Dwk, Sendto his brother, tetchthat gallant hither, 


S—— 


Scena Tertia. 


—- - _ - 


Emer Orlando, and eAdahn, 
Orl. Who'stherec ? ; 


Oh my ſweet maſter, O you memory 
Of old Sir Kowland? why, what make you here ? 


Why would you be fo fond to overcome 
The bouny prilcr of the humorous Duke? 


Know you not Maſter, to ſome kind of men, 
Their graccs ſerve them butas enemies, 
No more doe yours : your vertues gentle Maſter 
Arc lanified and holy traitorsto you ; 
Oh what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoims him that beares it ? 

Ori. Why, what's the mattcr ? 

Ad. O unhappy youth, 
Come nor withthele doorcs : within this roote 
The enemy of all your graces lives 
Your brother, no, no brother, yetthe ſonne 
( Yet notthe ſon, { will not call him ſon) 
Of him 1 was about tocall his Father, 


To burne the lodging where you ule to lye, 
And you within 1t : at he faile of that 


Ad. W hat my yeng maſter, oh my gentle maſter, 


Why are you vertuous > Why doe people love you? 
And wherctore are you gentle, ſtrong, and valiant ? 


Your praulc is come too {wiftly home before you. 


Hath heard your praiſes, and this night he meancs, 
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He willhave other meanes to cut you off ; 
[overheard him : and his prattites : 
This isno place,this houſe 1s buta butchery ; 
Abhorre it, tcare it, doe nor enter it- 
Orl. W hy.whither 44am would'ſt thou have me goe? 
Ada. No matter whither, for you come not here. 
Orl. What, would'itthoa have me goc and beg my 
Or with a baſe and boiſtrous Sword enforce ( tood, 
A thceviſh living oa the common rode ? 
This I muſt doe, or know not what to doe : 
Yetthis 1 will not doe, doc how I can, 
I rather will lubje& me tothe malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloudy bother. 
«Ada. Burt doc notſo: Ihave five hundred Crownes, 
The thrifty hire 1 ſaved under you father, 
Which I did tore to be my folter Nurſe, 
When ſervice (hould in my old limbes lye lame, 
And unregarded age 1n carners throwne, 
Take that, and he thar doth the Ravens feede, 
Yea providently caters tor the Sparrow, 
Be comfort to wy age : here is the gold, 
All this I give you, let me be your ſcrvant, 
Thoagh I looke old, yet 1 am ſtrong and luſty ; 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot, and rebellious liquors in my bloud, 
Nor did not with unbafhfull forchead wo xe, 
The mcanes of weakeneſle and debiliry, 
Therctorc my age 1s a$a lulty winter, 
Froſty, but kindly ; ler me goe withyou, 
[le doe the fervice of a younger man 
In all your buſineſle and neceſſities. 
Orl. Oh good old gan, how well in thee appeares 
The conſtant ſervice of the antique world, 
\W hen ſervice ſweate for duty, not for meede : 
Thou art nor tor the faſhion of theſe tires, 
Where none will {weate, but for promotion, 
And having that doe choake their {crviceup, 
Even with the having, it15notiſo with thee ; 
But poore old man, thou prun'ſt arotren tree, 
That cannot {o muchasa blofſome yeeld, 
In licu of all cy paines and husbandry, 
Bur come thy wayes, weele goe along together, 
And cre we have thy youthtull wages ſpent, 
Weele light upon ſome letled low content. 
eAda. Maſter goe on, and | will tollow thee 
To the laſt gafipe with truth and loyalty, 
From leventy yecres, till now almolt toureſcore 
Here lived I, but now live hexe nomore. 
At leventeene yeeres, many their fortunes ſerke 
Bur at foureſcore, it istoo late a weeke, 
Yet fortune camiot recompence me better 
Then to dye well, and not my Maſters debrer . &xemrt, 


__—_—_ _— —— Dy ——_ _ -—_— — — mmm i i ll mms *S  <— 
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Scena Ouarta, 


_ -  — - — — _— 


Emur Roſaline for Ganimad, Celia for Aliena, and 
Clowne, alas T onchſtone. 


*s/. O I»puter, how merry are my ſpirits ? 

(%. Icarcnot for my ſpirits, ifmy legges were not 
weary, 

Ref. I could find in my heart , ro diſgrace my mans 
apprrell, andto cry likea woman ; but I muſt comfort 


ET 


—_ 


—— 


— 


the weaket veſleIl, as doubtl:tand hoſe oughtto ſhow it 
(cite coragiousto petty-coate ; therefore courage, wood 
Alena, 

| Cel. 1 pray you beare with me, Icangoe no fur- 
ther. 

C/o. For my part, I had rather beare with you, then 
beare you :yet | ſhould beare nocrofle if I did beare you, | 
for I thinke you have no money in your puric. 

Rof. Well, this is the Forreſt of yrs tr 

Cle. I, now am I in Arden, the more foole 1, when 1 | 
was at home I was in a better place, but Travellers muſt 
De content. 


Enter Cain, and Silvia, 


Rs/. 1, be ſo good Toxchfone : looke you, who comes 
here, a yong man and an old infolemnetalke. 
Cor. That is the way to take her {corne you ſtill. 
Si. Oh ( orin, that thou knew'tt how I doe love her. 
( «r. I partly gueſle : for 1 have lov'd cre now. 
Si. No Corm, being old, thou canſt not gueſle, 
Though in thy bo walt as truea lover, 
Asever ſigh'd upon a midnight pillow : 
But if thy love wereere like to mine, 
As ſureIthinke did never manlove fo : 
How many ations moſt ridicnlous, 
Haſt thou beene drawne to by thy tantafie ? 
{ #7. Intoa thouſand that I have forgotten. 
$s/, Ohthoudidſt then never love 16 haxtily, 
If thou remembreſt not the ſlighteſt folly, 
That ever love did make thee runne into, 
Thou haſt not lov'd. 
Or if thou haſt nottate as I doe now, 


Wearying thy hearcrin thy Miſtris praiſe, 
Thou ball not loy'd. 


Or if theu haſt not broke trom company, 

Abruptly as my paſſion now makes we, 

Thou halt not lov'd. 
O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Exennt, 

Ref. Alas poore Shepheard! ſearchung of their wound, 
I have by hard adventure found mine owne. 

Cle. And I mine : I remember when I was in love, 1 
broke my {word upon ſtone, and bid him take that tor 
comming a nights to /ave Smile, and I remember the ki(- 
ling of her batler, and the 'Cowes dugs that her pretty 
chopt hands had milk'd ; and 1 remember the wooing 
of a pealcod inſtead of her, from whom | tooke two 
cods, and giving ber them againe, faid! with weeping 
tcaresweare thele for my ſake : we thatare true Lovers, | 
ranne into ſtrange capers ; but asall is morrtall in nature, 
{0 is all nature in love, merrtall 1n folly, | 

Roſ. Thou {peak'ſt wiſer then thou art ware of. 

Clo. Nay, I ſhall ne're be ware of mine owne wit, till | 
I breake my ſhins againſt it. | 

Rof. Iove, Tove, his Shepheards paſſion, 

Is much npon my faſhion. 

{ is. And mine, but it growes'ſometing "ale with | 
me. 

(1. I pray you, oneof you queſtion yon'd man, 
If he for gold will giveus any foode, | 
1 faint almoſt todeath. ' 

Clo. Holla ; you Clowne. 

Rof; Peace foole, he's not thy kinfman- 

( or. Who cals? 7 | 

Clo. Your betters Sir. 

Cor. Elſe are they very wretched. 
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Rof. Peace I ſay ; good even to you friend. 
Cor. And to you gentle Sir, andto you all. 
Rof. I prethee Shepheard, if that love or gold 
Can in this deſert place buy entertainment, 
Bring us where we may reſt our ſelves, and feed : 
Here's a yong maid with travaile much oppreficd, 
Andfaints for ſuccour, 
Cor. Faire Sir, I pitty her, 
And wiſh tor her ſake more then for raine owne, 
My fortancs were more able to relceve her : 
But I am ſhepheard to another man, 
And doe not ſheere the Fleeces that I graze : 
My maſter is of churliſh diſpolition, 
And little wreakesto find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hoſpitality. 
Beſides his Coate, his Flockes, and bounds of feede 
Are now on {2le, andat our ſhcep-coat now 
By reaſon of bis abſence there is nething 
That you will feed on : but what is, come tee, 
And in my voyce molt welcome ſhall you be, 
Ref. What 1s be that hall buy his flocke and paſture ? 
Cor. That yong Swaine that you ſaw hcere but crc- 
while. 
Thartlittle cares for buying any thing, 
Rof. I pray thee, if it ſtand wich honeſty, 
Buy thou the Cottage, paltufe, and the flocke, 
And thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us. 
Cel. And we will mend thy wages : 
T like this place, and willingly could 
Waſlte my time 11 1t. 
Cer. Afſurcdly the thing isto be ſold: 
Goe with me, if you like upon report, 
The ſoilc, the profit, and this kind of life, 
I will your very faithfull Feeder be, 
And buy it with your gold right ſodainely. Exewnt, 


Scena Quinta, 


Enter, Amyens, Taques, ard others, 
yONgs 
Fnder the greene wood tree, 
who loves to lye with me, 
And turne by merry Note, 
unto the ſweet Bards thr ote : 
Come hither, come hither, come hither : 
Heere ſhall he ſee no enemy, 
But Winter and rough Weather, 


lag. More, more, I prethee more. 

Amy. It will make you mclanchoily Mounſicur Jaques 

Taq. 1 thanke it : More, I prethee more, 

I can {vcke melanchoully out of a ſong, 

As a Weazel ſuckescgges : More, I prethee more. 
eAmy. My voyce is ragged, I know I cannot pleaſe 

_—_y 

Tag. T doe not deſire you to plcaſe me, 

I doe defire you to ing : 

Come, more, another ſtanzo : Call you'em ſtanzo's? 

Amy. What you will Mounſicur Jaqnes. 

lag. Nay, I carenort for their names, they owne mc 

nothing. Wull you ſing. 

eAym. More at your requeſt, then to pleaſe my ſelfe. 


| 


- 


lag. Well then, it ever 1 thanke any man, le thanke 


z you : butt atthey call complementis like th'encounter 
oftwo —_—_— when a man thankes me hartily | 
methinkcs I have given hima peny, and he renders me 
the beggerly thankes. Come fing ;and you that will noe, 
hold your tongues. 
eAmy. Well, Ile cnd the ſong. Sirs, cover the white, 
the Duke will drinke under this tree ; he hath becne al 
this day tolooke you. 
1aq. And Thave beeneal! this day toavoyd him ; 
He is toodifſputeable for my company : 
I thinke of as many mattersas he, but I give 
Hcaven thankes, and make no boaſt of them. 
Come, warble, come. 


Song. Altogether heere. 
Who doth ambition ſhunne, 
and loves to lrves'th Sunn, 
Seeking the food he eates, 
and pleas d with what be gets : 
Come hither, come hnther, come hither, 
Heere ſhall he ſee,*c. 


Tag. lle give youa verſe tothis note, 
That I made yeſterday io deſpight of my invention. 
Aym. And ile {ing,it. 
lag. Thus it goes. 
If it doe come to paſſe that any man twrue A+ : 
Leaving huwealth and eaſe, 
A itubborne will to pleaſe, 
Ducdame, ducdame, dncdame : 
Heere (hall he ſee, groſſe fooles as be, 
eAnd if he will come to me. 
eAym, WW hat's that Ducdame ? 
lag. 'Tisa Greeke mvocation, to call fgoles intoacir- 
cle. Ile goe fleepe if Ican : if I cannot, Ile raile againſtall 
the firſt berne of Egypt. 
Am. And lle gee ſccke the Duke, 
His banket is prepar'd. Exeunt, 


_—— — -  - — 


Scena Sexta, 


_— - _ oe —— — —— 


Emer Orlando, and «Adam, 


eAdaw. Deere Maſter, I can goe no further : 
Ol dye for food. Heere lye I downe, 


And meaſure out my grave. Farwell kind maſter. 
Or. Why how now Adam? No greater heart inthe! | 

Live alittle, comfort alittie, cheere thy ſelfe alittle, 

If this uncouth Forreſt yeeld any thing ſavage, 

I will either be food for it, or bring it for foode tothee: 


I  —— 


Thy conceite is neerer death, thenthy powers. 

For my ſake be comtortable, hold death a while 
Atthe armes cnd ; 1 will heerc be withthce preſently, 
And if I bring thee not ſomething to cate, 

I will give thee leave to dye ; but if thou dieſt 

Before I come, thou art a mocker of my labour. 

Well faid, thou look'ſt cheerely, 

And lle be with thee quickly : yet thou lieſt 

Inthe bleake ayre, Come, 1 will bearethee 

To ſome ſhelter , and thou ſhalt not dye 

Fer lacke of a dinner, 

If there live any thing in thls Deſert. | 
Cheerely good 4daw, EF xeunt' 


eA. om like i 


Scena S eptima. 


— — —— 


Enter Duke Sen. & Lord, luke ont-lawer. 
Ds. Sen. I thinke he be transform'd intoa beaſt, 

For I can no where finde him, like a man, 

1. Lord. My Lord, heis but even now gone hence, 
Heere was he merry, heating ofa Song. 

Ds, Sen, If he compa of iarres, grow Muſicall, 
We ſhall have ſhortly diſcord in the Spheares : 
| Goſecke him, toll him] would ſpeake with him. 


Enter laques, 
1. Lord. Heſaves my labor by his owne approach. 
| Ds, Sex. Why how now Monlicur, what a life is this 
That your poore friends maſt wooe your Companic, 
What, you looke merrily. 
[aq. A Foole,a foole : I met a foole i'th Forreſt, 
A motley Foole (a miſerable world: ) 
As I dolive by food, 1 met a foole, 
Wholaid him downe, and bask'sd him inthe Sun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune ia good termcs, 
In good ſet rermes, and yer a motley toole. 
Good morrow foole (quoth 1: ) no Sir,quoth he, 
Call me not foole,rill heaven hath ſent me tortune, 
And then he drew a diall from his poake, 
And looking on it, with lacke-luſtre eye, 
Sayes, very wilcly, itistena clocke :; 
Thus we may fee (quoth he) how the world wagges: 
'Tis but an hourc agoe, ſince it was nine, 
And after one houre more,'twill beeleven, 
Aud totrom houre to houre, we ripe, and ripe, 
Ard then from houre to houre, we rot, and rot, 
And thereby hangsa tale. When did heare 
The motley Foole, thus morall on the time, 
lang began rocrow like Chanticleere, 
That Fooles thould be ſo deepe contemplative : 
And Idid laugh, fans intermiſffion 
An houre by his diall, Oh noble foole, 
A worthy foole : Motley'sthe onely weare. 
Ds, Sex. What foole isthis ? ; 
laq. O worthic foole : One that hath bin a Courtier 
And layes, if Ladies be but young, and faire, 
They have the gift ro know it : and in his braine, 
Which 1sas dry asthe remainder bisket 
After a voyage : He hath ſtrange places cram'd 
With obſervation, the which he vents 
In mangled formes. O that I were a foole, 
I am ambitious for a motley coat. 
Ds, S:n. Thou ſhalt have once. 
lag. It is my onely ſuite, 
Provided that you weed your better judgements 
Of all opinion that growesranke m then, 
That1amwiſe. 1 maſt have liberty 
Withall, as large a Charter as the winde, 
To blow on whom [ pleaſe, for ſo fooles have : 
And they that are moſt gauled with my folly, 
They mot muſt laugh : And why fir maſt they (f 
| The why is plaine, as way to Pariſh Church : 
He, thata foole doth very wiſely hit, 
Doth very fooliſhly, although he ſmart 
Seme ſcnſeleſſe ef the bob, If not, 
| The Wiſc-mans fotly is anathomiz'd 
| Evenby the ſquandring glances of the foole. 


Inveſt me in my motley : Give me leave 
Toſpeake my minde, and I will through and through 
Clcauſerhe foule body of th' infeted world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 
Ds. Sen, Fie onthee. I can tell what thoa wouldit do, 
laq, What, tor a Counter, would I do,but good? 
Ds. Sen. Moſt miſchecuous foule fin, in chiding fin ; 
For thou thy ſelte haſt bena Libertine, 
As {enſuall as the brutiſh Ning it ſelfe, 
Andallth'imboſſed ſores, and headed evils, 
Thatthou with licente of free foot haſt caught, 
Would { thou diſgorge into the generall world. 
lag. Why who crics out on pride, 
That can therein taxeany private partic : 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 
Till that the wearie verie meanes do ebbe. 
W hat woman in the Citie dol name, 
When that I fay the Cirtic woman beares 
The coſt of Princes on unworthie ſhoulders ? 
Whocan come in, and fay that I meane her, 
When ſucha one as ſhe, ſuch is her neighbour ? 
Or what is he of baſeſt funQion, 
That fayes his braverie is not on my coſt, 
Thinking that I meane him, but therein ſuites 
Histolly to the mettle of my ſpeech, 
_ 0 nes — hn, ler a ſce wherein 
y tongue hat _— im : if it do himright, 
Then he hath wrong'd himfelfe : if he be rg 
Why then my taxivg like a wild-coofe flies 
Vaclaim'd of any man. Eut who comes here? 


Enter Orlando. 

Orl, Forbeare, and cateno more. 

lag. Why I havecate none yet. 

Orl. Nor ſhalt not, tillneceſſitic be ſcru'd. 

lag. Of what kinde ſhould this Cocke come of ? 

Ds. Sen, Artthou thus.bolden'd man by thy diltres? 
Or elſc a rule deſpiſer of good manners, 
Thar in ciuility thou ſeem'ſt ſoempric? 

Orl. Youtouch'd my veineat firſt, the thornie point 
Of bare diſtrefſe, that hath tane from me the ſhe 
Or ſmooth civilitie : vetam I in-land bred, 
And know ſome nourture : Bnt forbeare, I (ay, 
He dies tlat touches any of this fruite, 
Till 1, and my affaires are anſwered. 

lag. And you will not be anſwer'd with reaſon, 
I muſt dye. 

Dx. Sen. What would you have ? 
Your gentlenefſe ſhall force, more then your force 
Moveusto neſle. 

Orl. I almeſt dic for food, and let me have it. 

Dm. Ses. Sit downe and feed, & welcome to our table 

Orl. Speake you ſo gently? Pardon me I pray you, 


| Ithought that all chings had beene {avage heere, 


And therefore put I on the countenance 

Of ſterne command'ment. But what cre you are 
That in this deſert inacceſſible, 

Vnder the ſhade of melancolly boughes, 
Looſe, and negleR the ing houres of time: 
If ever you have look'd on dayes : 

fever where bels have knoll'd to Church : 
If ever ſate at any good mans feaſt : 

Ifever from your eye-lids wip'd a teare, 

And know what 'tis to pittie, and be pittied : 
LO TY enforcement be, 

Inthe which bope, I EY Sword, 


\ 


—_—_ OY i. Mt. 


| 


| 
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| Ds. Sen, Truc is it, that we have ſcene better dayes, 


| And give it food. There isan old poore man, 


; eAsyoutke it, 


And have with holy bell bin knowld co Church, 
And fat at good mens feaſts,and wip'd our eyes 
Ofdrops, that lacredpitty hath cngendred ; 
And therctore fit you downe 1m gentleneſle, 
And take upon command, what helpe we have 
That to your wanting may be miniſtred, 

Orl. Then but forbeare your food alittle whilc : 
Whiles (like a Doe) I goto finde my Fawne, 


Who atter me, hath many a wearic ſteppe 

Limpt in pure love : till hc be firſt ſutic'd, 

Opprelt with two weake evils, age, and hunger, 

I will not touch a bit. 

Ds, Sev, Go finde him our, 
And we will nothing waſte till you returne, | 
Orl. Ithanke ye, and be bleit for your good comfort. 
| Dw. Sen. Thou ſceſt ,weare not all alone anhappic ; | 
This wide and vniverſall Theater | 
Preſents more wotu!l Pageants then the Sceane | 
Wherein we play in. 
la, Allche world'sa ſtage, 

And all the men and women, meerely Players; 

| They have their Exirs and their Eatrances, 

And one man in his time plaics many parts, 

His As being ſeven ages. At firſt the Infant, | 

Mewling, and puking in the Nurſes armes : | 

Then, the whining Schoole-boy with his Satchel! | 
| 
| 


And ſhining morning face, creeping like ſnaile 
Vnwillingly to ſchoole. And then the Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, with a wofull ballad | 
Madeto his Miſtreſlc cye-brow. Then a Soldier, 

Full of ſtrange oathes, and bearded like the Pard, | 
Ielous in honor, ſodaine, and quicke in quarrell, 
Secking the bubble Reputation 

Even in the Canons mouth : And then, the Iuſtice 
In faire round belly, with good Capon lin'd, | 
With eyes ſevere,and beard of formall cut, 
Fall of wiſe ſawes, and moderne inſtances, 
And lo he playes tus part. The xt age ſhifts | 
Into the leane and ſlipper'd Pantaloone, 

With ſpeRacles on noſc, and pouch on fide, 

His youthfull hoſe well ſav'd, a world too wide, 
For his ſhrunke ſhanke, and his bigge manly voyce, 
Turning againe toward childiſh trebble pl 
And whilties in his ſound. Laſt Scene © * hg 
That ends this ſtrange eventfull hiſtoric, 

Is ſecond childiſhneſle, and meere oblivion, 

Sans teeth, ſans eyes, {ans taſte, ſans every thing. 


k Enter Orlando with Adam. 
D#.Sev. Welcome :ſ{ct downe your venerable burthen, 
and let him feed. 
Orl. 1 thanke you moſt for him. 
Ad. So had you neede, 
I ſcarce can {peake to tharike you for my ſelfe. 
Ds, Sem, Welcome, fall too : I will not trouble you, 
As yetto queilion you about your fortunes : 
| Give us ſome muſicke, and good Coren, (ing. 


Song. 


Blow, blow, thou winter winds, 
Thou art wit ſo u hinde, as mans vngratituds 
Thy rooth or no! ſokeene, becanſe thow art ”r ſeens, 

4l:howrh thy breath be rude. | 


| 


And thou thrice crowned 


Thy Huntrefle name, that my tull life doth ſway 
O Roſalind, theſe Trees ſhall be my Bockes, 

And in their barkes my thoughts lle charracter, 
That ev 
Shall ſce thy vertue witneſt every where 
Run,run Orlands, carve on every Tree, 
The faire,the chaſte, and unexpreſlive ſhe. 


Heigh ho, ſing heigh be, unto the greene holy, 

loſt friend/bip ju ſayning; moſt Loving,meere folly: 
The bergh ho, the holly, | 
This Life 4s moſt tolly, 


Freize, freize, thow bitter rhie that deft not bight ſo nigh 
as benefits for got : 
Thowgh thou the waters waype, thy ſling 11 not ſo ſharye, 
4: friend remenebred nots 
H eugh bo, mg OF. 


Dake Sen. If that you were the good Sir Rowland: (6h, 
As = have whiſper'd taithtully you were, 
And as mine eye doth his chgics wityeſle, 
Moſt rruely limn'd, and living in your tace, 
Be truely welcome hither : I am the Duke 
Thatlov'd your Father: the reſidue of your fortune, 
Go tomy Cave, and tell me. Good old man, 
Thouart right welcome, as thy Maſter is ; 
_— him by the arme : give me your hand, 
Andle 


tmeall your fortunes underſtand. E xenn, 


*A us Tertins. Scena Prima. 


—_— — 


— —_ ——— ——— — 


Enter Duke, Lords, & Oltver. 
Ds. Not ſce him ſince? Sir , ſir, that cannot be : 

Bur were 1 not the better part made mercie, 
I ſhould not ſee an ablentargumenc 
Ot my revenge,thou preſent : butlooketo it, 
Finde out thy brother whereſoerc he is, 
Secke him with Candle : bring him dead, or living 
Within this tweluemoneth, or turne thou no more 
To ſceke aliving inour Territoric. 
Thy Lands and all things that thou doſt call thine, 
Worth ſeizure, do we {c1ze into our 
Till thou canſt quit thee by thy brothers mouth, 
Of what we thinke againſt thee. 

Of. Ohthat your Highneiie knew my heart inthis: 
I neverlov'd my brother in my lite. 

Dake. More villaine thou. W<ll, puſh him out of dores 
Andlct my officers of ſuch a neture 
Make an extent upon his Foutc and Lands: 
Do this expedicntly, and turie him going, 


F xeon, 


 Oo—_ 


Scaena Seemachs, 


—_— 


Emer Orlando. 
Orl. Hang there my verſc, in witneſſe of my love, 
of night ſurvey 
With thy chaſte eye, from thy pale ſpheare above 


eye, which in this Forreſt lookes, 


ful. 


Emer Corin & Clowne. 
Co.And how like youthis ſhepherds life My Tewoife 
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Claw. Trucly Shephard , in reſpect of it ſelfe, it 152 
good life ; but 19 ceipeRt that it is rdslife, 1t 1 
Inreſpe& thar it is ſolitary, Tlke it very well: 
but in reſpe<t that it is private,it ia very vild life. Now 
in reſpe& ic is in the ticlds, it plealerh me well: bur in 
reſpe& itis not inthe Court, it 13 tedious, As itis aſpare 
life (looke you) it fits my humor well : but asthere 15nO 
more plentic init, it goes much againſt my ſtomacke. 
Has't any Philoſophie mn thee ſhepheard? 

Car, No more, but that I know the more one fickens, 
the worſeat caſe heis : and that hee that wants monys 
meancs,and content, 1s without three friends. That 

ie of raine is to wet,, and fhre to burne ; That 

makes fat ſheepe : and that a 

night, islacke ofthe Sunne : That hee that hath lear- 

ned no wit by Nature, nor Art, may complaine of good 
breeding, or comes of a very dull kindred. 

Cle. Such a one is a naturall Philoſopher : 

Was'ever in Court, Shepheard ? 

Cor. Notraly. 

Clo, Then thouartdamn'd. 

Cor. Nay, I bope. | ; 

{. Truly thou artdamn'd; like an ill roaſted Egge, all 
on one lide. 

(er. For not being at Court ? your reaſon. 

Cel. Why, if thon never was'tat Court, thou never 
ſaw'ſt good manners: if thou never ſaw'ſt good manners, 
then thy manners muſt be wicked, and wickednes) is fin, 
1 Ig Thouart inaparlous ſtate ſhep- 
hear 

Cor. Not a whit Touchftone,thoſe that are good maners 
at the Court, are as ridiculous in the Countrey, as the be- 
haviour of the Countrie 1s moſt mockcable at rhe Court. 
You told me, you ſalute not atthe Court , but you kiſſe 
your hands; that courteſic would be uncleanly it Courti- 
ers were ſhepheards. 

Ch. Inſtance, briefly: come, inſtance. 

Cor. Why we are ſhll handkng onr Ewes, and their 
Fels you know are greakic. 

Clo. Why doe not your Courtiers hands ſweate ? and 
1s not the of Matton, as wholeſome as the ſweat of 
Ln Shallow, ſhallow : A better inſtance I fay :; 


(or. Beſides, our handsare hard. 

(. Your lips will feele them the ſooner. Shallow agen: 
amore ſounder inſtance, come. 

Cor, And they are often tarr'd over, with the ſurgery 
of our ſheepe : and wonld you bave us kifſe Tarre ? The 
Countiers hands are perfumed with Civert. 

Clo, Moſt ſhallow man : Thou wormes meate in re» 
ſpect of a good peece of ficſh ndeed : learne of the wiſe 
and perpend : Civer isof a baſer birththen Tarre , the 
_ uncleanly fluxe of a Cat. Mend the inftance Shep- 


Cor. You have too Courtly a wit, for me, Ile reft. 

('e. Wiltthou reſt damn'd? God belpe thre ſhallow 
man: God make inciſion inthee, thou art raw. 

Ce, Sir, I amarruc Labourer, I carne thar I cate ; 

| weare ; owe no man hate, cnvic odrerr hear es 

glad of other mens good,content with my harme : and the 
On pgety is toſce my Ewes graze, and my 
= 54 
| Ch. Thatis another ſimple finne in you, to bring the 
Ewes andthe Ranunes together, and to offer to get your 
owls, by the copulation of Cattle, to be bawd to a Bel- 


» nd to betray a ſhee-Lambe ofa twelvemonch 


(cs Brother. 


cauſe of 


to acrooked-pated olde Cuckoldly Ramme , our of all 
reaſonable match. 1fthou bee'ſt noedamn'd tor this, the 
divell himſelfe will have no ſhepherds, I canuot ſee clſc 
how thou ſhouldit ſcape. , 
(or. Heere comes young M. Ganimed, my new Miſtril- 


Emer Roſalind. 

Roſ. From the ea#? to weſterne Indt, 

| 0 jewel u like Koſalnds, 

Hir worth being mount ed on the winde, 
through all the World beares Roſalinde. 

All the pittures fav eſt Linde, 

| are but blacke to Roſalinde : 

Lat no face be hept in minds, 

but the ſaire of Roſalinde. 


(; Ile rime you fo, eight yecarzs together ; dinners , 
and ſuppers, and lceping hoursexcepted : itis the right } 
Burter-womens ranke to Market. 
Rof. Our Foole. 
Clos. Foratalte. 
If a Hart doe lacke a Hinde. 
Let him ſecke out Roſalinds : 
If the Cat will after kinde, 
ſo be ſure will Ro/alunde: 
Wuintred 


Sweeteſt nut, bak amr rinde, 
ſuch anut is Roſalinde, 
He thas ſweeteft roſe will finde, 
muſt fiade Loves pricke,& Reſalmde. 


This is the very falſe gallopof Verſes, why doe in- 
tet yourſeife wichthem ? PETER 

Rof. Peace you dull foole, I found them ona tree. 

(te. Trucly the tree yeelds bad fruite. 

Rof. lie it with you , and then I ſhall it 
with a ; then it will be the carheſt fruiti'th coun» 
try : for you'l be rotten ere you be halfe ripe , and that's 
the right vertue of the Medler. | 

Clo. You have faid : but whether wiſcly or no, let the 
Forreſt judge. 
Enter Celia with a writing. 
Rof. Peace, here comes my filter reading, ſand aſide, * 
Cel. Why ſhenld this Deſert bee, 
for it is unpeopled ? Noe : 
T onges le hang on every tree, 
that [bell civill ſayings ſhoe. 


_ wo ſentence end ; 
Will I Roſatinds write, 
- teaching all that read: to know 
7 be gs of every ſprice, 
gs nes > of 
T berefore heaven Nature chang'd, 
that one body be fil d 
With all Grace r wi 4, 
nature preſently deſtsll"d 
R 2 


Helen 


= _— 
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Helens cheeks, but not —_ 
Cleopatra $ Majeſtre : 
Attalanta's bettey part, 
ſad Lucrecia's AMode ie. 
Thus Rolalinde of many parts, 
by Heavenly Synode was devis'd, 
Of manie faces, eyes, and hearts, 
to have the tonches deereſt pris'd. 
Heaven would that ſhe theſe fe ſbonld have, 
and ] to lrve and ave ber ſlave. 

Roſ. O moſt gentle Iupiter , what tedious hemilie of 
Love have you wearicd your pariſhioners withall,and nc- 
ver cride, have your pariſhiones withallzand never cri'de, 
have patience good people. 

Cel. How now ! backe friends: Shepheard go off a lit. 
tle : go with him firrah. 

Cle. Come ſhepheard , let us make an honourable re- 
treit, chough not with bagge and baggage , yet with ſcrip 
and (crippage- Exit. 

Cel. Did{tthou heare theſe verſcs ? 

Roj. O yes, I heard themall, and moretoo , for ſome 
ofthem had inthem more feerte then the Verſes would 
beare. 

{cl That's no matter: the feet might beare the Verſes. 

Rof. 1, but the feet were lame, ard could not bearc 
th-mſclves without the verſc, and therefore ſtood lamely 
inthe verlc. 

Cel. Bur didſtthou heare without wondring, how thy 
name (thou'd be hang'd and carved upon theſe trees ? 

Rof. 1 was icaven of the nine daycs outof wonder, be- 
fore yon came : for looke hecre what I found on a Paline 
trec ; I wasnever lo berim'd ſince Pythegoras time that I 
was an Iriſh Rat, which I can hardly remember. 

Cel. Troyou, who hath dove this? 

Ref. Is ut aman? 

Cel. And achaine that you once wore,about hisneck : 
change you colour ? 

Roſ. I pre'thee who? 

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it isa hard marter for friends to 
mcere; but Mountaincs may be remooy'd with Earth- 
quakes, and {0 encounter. 

Rof: Nay,but who 151t? 

Cel, Isir poſlibie ? 

Koſ. Nay, I pre'chee now , with moſt petitiorary ve- 
hemence, till me whoit 1s. 

Cel. O wonderfall, wonderfull, and moſt wonderfull 
wonderfull, and yet againe wonderfull, and after that our 
of all hooping. 

Roſ. Good my completion, doſt thou thinke though 
i am capariſon'd like a man, have adoublet and a hoſe in 
my difpofition? One inch of delay more, isa South-ſca 
of diſcoverie. I pre'thee tell me, who isit quickely, and 
ſpeake apace : I would thou couldit ſtammer , that thou 
might'ſt powre this conceal'd man out of thy mouth, as 
Wine comes our of a narrow-mouth'd bottle : cither roo 
much at once, or none at all, I pre'thee takethe Corke 
out of thy mouth, that Imay drinke thy tydings, 

{«l. So you may puta man in your belly. 

Ref. Is heof Gods making > What manner of man ? 
Is his head worth a hat? Or his chin wortha beard ? 

Cel. Nay, he hath but alittle beard. 

Roſ. Why God will ſend more, if the man will bee 
thankefull; lerme ſtay the growth of his beard , if thou 
delay me not the knowledge of his chin. 

Cel. 1tis young Orlando , that tript upthe Wraſtlers 
heeles, and your heart, both inan 1n 


| Rof. Nay, but the divell take mocking : ſpeake ſadde 
brow, and true maid: 

Cel. I'taith (Coz) tis he, 

Roſe Orlando? 

Cel, Orlando. 

Ref. Alasthe day, what ſhall I do with my doublet and 
hoſe ? What did he when thou faw'it him 2 What layde 
he? How louk'd he? Wherein went he? What makes he 
heere ? Did he aske for me? W here remaines he ? How 
parted me with thee ? And when ſhalt thou fee him a- 
gaine? Anlwer me in one word. 

Ce/, You muſt borrow me Gargantuas mouth firlt ; 
tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages lize,to 
ſay I and no, to theſe particulars, is more then to aalwer 
in a Catechiſme. 

Ref, But doth he know that I am in this Forreſt , and 
| in mans apparrell? Looks he as treſhly, as he did the day 
he Wraltcd ? 

Cel. Itis ascalie tocournt Aromics as to reſolve the 
propoſitions of a Lover : bur take a talie of my finding 
him, and relliſh it with good obſcrvaice. Itound him 
under atree like a drop'd Acorne. 

Koſ. It may well be cal'd Iovestree, when itdroppes 

forth ſuch fruite. 
( #1. Give me audience, good Madam. 

Ro). Proceed. 

_ There lay hee firerch'd along like a Wounded 
ight. 

Roſ. Though it be pittie to ſce ſuch aſight ; it well be 
| comesthe ground. 

Cel. Cry holla, tothe tonene, I prethee : it curyettes 
unſcalonably. He was furnith's like a Hunter, 

Roſ. O ominous, he comes:o kill my Hart. | 
| C#4. 1 would ſing my ſong without a burthen, thou 
bring'ſt me out of rune. 

Ref. Do you not know Iam a weman, when I thinke, ' 


: 


I mult ſpcake: ſweer, ſay on- | 


Enter Orlando & [aques. | 
) Cel. You bring me out. Sott, comes henotneere > | 
Ref. *Tis be, ſlizke by, and note him. | 

[ag. Ithanke you tor your companic, but good fauh] 
had as licte have beene my ſelfe alone» 
Orl. And fo had | : bur yer for taſhiou lake 
I thanke you too, for your {ocictic. 
Tag. God bay you, let's meet as little as we Can» 
Orl. Idodelre we may be berrer (trangers. % 
lag. Ipray you marre no more trees with VWritung | 
Love-ſ{ongs inthcir barkes, | | 
Orl. 1 pray you marre nomore of my verſes with rea- 
ding them il!-tavouredly. 
lag. Reſalinde is your loves name? Orl, Yegluſt. | 
14g. Idonotlike her name. . | 
Orl. There was notthought of pleaſing you when (he | 
| 
| 


was chrilten'd. 
Tag. W har itatnre is ſhe of ? 
Orl. luſt as highas my heart. 
lag. You arc tu'l of prety anſwers: have you not ban ac 
quainted with gold{miths wives,& cond the out of rings- 
Orl. Not fo: but Ianſwer you right paintedcloath, 
from whence you have ſtudied you queſtions. 

Jag. You haveanimble witz I thinke 'twas made of 
Artalanta's beeles. Will you fitre downe with me, ad 
wee two will raile againſt our Miſtris the world, and 
our miſeric. 


: 


| 
Ort. I will chide no bteather in the world but my («fc | 
agun!t | 


As you like it, 9 7 | 
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againſt whom I know no faults. that he laid ro the charge of women? 
. The worſt fault yon have, is to be in love. Koſ. There were none principall, they were ;all like 
of 'Tisa fault I will not change, for your beſt vertue:1 | one another, achaife pence are, every ove fav: {ceming 
am wearie of you, x | monſtrous, till his fellow-fault came to marchir. 
lag. By my troth, 1 was ſeeking for a Foole, whenl | O»4. Iprethee recount fome of them. 
you. Rof. No: I will nor calt away my phyſic\. but on thoſe 
Ort. He is drown'd in the brooke, looke but in,and you | thatare ſicke, There is aman hauncs the Forreſt, that a- 
(hall ſee him. butes our yorg plants with carving Roſalind on their 
Jaq. There I ſhall ſce mine owne figure, | borkes; hargs Odesupon Hanthornes, and Elegieson 
Orl, Which I take to be cither a toole,or a Cipher. | brambles; ali (forſooth) deifying the name of Keſalind. * 
lag. Ile tarrie no longer with yo, farewell good tigni- | It I could meer that Fancie-morger, I would give him 
—— lome gooe countell, tor he ſeemesto have the Q 1ptidian 
Orl. 1 am glad of your departure: Adieu good Monſicur | of Love upon him. 
Melanchollic- Orl.lam he thatis ſo Love-ſhak'd, I pray youtellme 
Ref. 1 wil ſpeake to hum like a ſawcie Lackie, and nn- | your remedie. 
der that habic play the knave with him; do you heare Fer- | Ref. There is none of my Vnckles markes upon you: 
Orl. Verie wel, what would you ? (relter. | he taughtme how ro know a man in love : in which cage 
Ref. 1 pray you, what {taclocke? — + otrulhes, I amſute you are tio? prifoner, 
Orl. You ſhould aske me what time o'day : ther sno | Orl. What were his markes ? 
clocke in the Forrelt. | Rof. Alcanechiccke, which you have not : a blew eye 
Roſ.. Then there is no true Lover in the Forreſt , clic | and funken, which you have not : an unqueltionable {pi- 
Gghing every minute, and groamng every hourc wou's | rit, which you have nat: a beard neg'cted, which you 
dere he lazie toote of time , as wel as a clocke. | havenor : (but I pardonyou for that, for fimply vor ha- 
Orl. And why not the ſwift foore of time? Had not | ving no beard, isa younger brothers revennew ) then your 
that bin as proper ? ; ; boſe ſhould be ungarter'd, your bonnet unbanded , your 
Roſ. By no mcanesſir; Time travels indiverspaces, | ſleeve unburton'd, your ſhove unti'de, and every ching 
with drverſe perſons; Ietell you who Time amblcs with- ; about you, demonſtrating a careleſie defolation : but you 
all, who Time trots withall, who time gullops withall,and | are no fuch man ; you are rather point device in your ac- 
who he ſtands (till withall, coultrements, asloving your ſcltc, than ſceming the Lo- | 
Ort. Iprethce, whom doth he trot withall? \ ver ofany other. (1 Love. 
Roſ. Marry he trots hard with a young maid, between | Ort. Faire youth, 1 would I could make thee belceve 
the contra&t of her marriage,and the dayit is folemnizd:it ' Ref. Me beleeveit? You may aſſoone make her that 
the interim be but a ſennight, Times pace is{0 hard, that | you Love beleeve ir, which 1 warrant ſhe is aprer to do, 
it ſcemesthe length of leaven yeare. | than to confeiſe ſhe do's: that is one cf the points, in the 
Orl. Who ambles time withall ? | which women ſtill give thy lietotheir conſciences. Bur 
Ref. With a PricK that lackes Latine, and a richman | in good footh, are you he that hangs the verſes on the 
that hathnot the Gowr : for the one leepes cafily be» | Trees, wherein Reſalindis fo admired? | 
cauſe he cannot fludy,and the other lives merrily,becavtc Orl. I ſweare to thee youth , bythe white hand of Ko- 
he feeles nopaine : the one lacking the burthen of leanc | ſ4:»»d, I am that he, that unfortunate he. 
and waſtefull Learning; the other knowing no bur- } of. Butare you ſomuch in love,as your rimes ſpeake? 
then of heavie tedious penuric, Theſe time ambles | Ori. Neither rime nor reaſon can cxprefſe how auch. 
withall, | Rof. Loveis meerely a madnefic, and Itell you , de- 
Orl. Whom doth he gallop withall ? | fervesaswell a darke houſe, and a whip, as madamendo: 
Ref. Withathecfe tothe gallowes : for though hee | and the reatou why they arc net fo punith'd and cured, is 
gocasfaftly as foot can tall, he thinkes humifclte roo loone | thatthe Lunacie is ſo ordinarie, thatthe whippers arc in 
there: | lovetoa: yet | profefle curing it by countcll. 
Orl. Whom ſtaics it (ill withall? | Orl. Did youever Cureany to? 
Ref. Witch Lawicrs inthe vacation : for they ſicepe be- | Rof. Yes one, and in this manner. He was to imagine 
eweene Terme and Terme, and then they perceive not | me his Loue, his Miltris : and 1 fer him every day to 
how time moves. | wooe me. At whichtime would 1, being buta mooniſh 


em m—————_—_ 


Orl. Where dwell you pretty youth? ; youth, greeve, beefferginare, changeable, longing, and li- 
Ro. With this Shepheardefſe my fifter : heere inthe | king, proud, fantaſticall, apiſh, (hatiow, inconttant, full 
$irts of the forreſt,like tringe upon a pecticoar. of teares, full of ſmiles ; for cvery pailion tomerhing, and 
Orl. Are you native of this place ? for nopallion truly = thing,as boyes and womenare for 

r 


Rof. As the Connic tizat you fee dwell where ſheeis | the molt part, cattle of this colovr ; would now like him, 
led. now loath him: thcn entertains bim, then forſwearec him; 
Ort. Your acc*ntis ſomething fincr , than you could | naw weepe tor him, then ſpitar hio ; that I drave my 
purchaſe in foremoved a dwelling, Suter from his mad humor of love, to a living humor of 
_ Ref. 1 have bintold foof many: but indeed, an old re- | madnes, which wasto forſweare the fall ſtreame of the 
lgious Vnckle of mince taught me toſpeake, who was in | world, andto live ina nooke mcerly Monaltick: and thus 
his youth an inland man, one that knew Courthip too | I cur'd him, and this way will Itike upon meto waſh 
well: for there he fell inlove, Ihavc heard him read ma- | your Liver as cleare asa found ſheeps heart that there ſhal 
ny Lecturs againſt it, and Ithanke God, Iam nota Wo- | not be one {pot of lovein't. 

manto be touch'd with ſo many giddic offences 4s be hath | Or4. 1 would not becured, youth. 
generally tax'd their whole ſex withall, Ref. 1 would cure you, if you wonld but call me Roſa- | 
Orl. Can you remember any of the principall evils, land, and come cuery day _ Coar, and wooe me. 

3 
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Orlan, Now by the faith of my love, I will; Tell mee 
where it is. 

Ref. Go with meto it, and Ic ſhew it you: and bythe 
way, v0 ſhall tellme,where un the Forrelt you ve: Wu 
you goe e 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. : 

Reſ. Nay, you mult cali me Koſalmnd : Come lifter will 

you goc ? ; Exennt. 


Ce ee ee ee en i 


Sena T ertia. 
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Emer Clowne, Attarey, & laques. 


Clos. Come apace good eAxarie, I will ferch up your | 


Goates, Axare): and how Awdrieam I theman yet? Doth 
my &mple feature coner:r you ? 

And. Your teatures, Loid warrant us : what features? 

(7%. Iam heere withthkce,and thy Goates,asthe molt 
capricious Poct honett Ora was among the Gothes. 

/aq. O knowledge Ul uhabited , worſe then Love in a 
thatci'd houſc. 

{. Whcena mans verſes cannot be underſtood , nor a 


mans good wit ſeconded with the torward childe,under- | 


ſtanding : it ſtrikes a man more dead then a great reckon» 
ing in a little roome : truly, I would the Gods had madc 
thee pocticall. 

Axu4.l do not know what Pocticall i5:is it honeſtin deed 
and word ; is ita true thing ? 

(te. Notruly: tor the trucit poctric is the moſt faining, 
and Loyersarc given to Pectric: and what they fiweare in 
Poctric, may be ſaid as Lovers, they do feigne. 

end. Do you with then that the Gods had made mee 
Poericall ? 

(7x. 1 dotruly : for thou ſwear't ro me thou art ho- 
neſt : Now it chou werta Pect, | might have ſome hope 
thou didlt tc1gne. 

Aud. \W ould you not have me honeſt ? 

Clos. Notruly, uiiciic thou wert hard favour'd : for 
honeltic coupled to Feautic, 15 to have Honic aſawceto 
Sugar. 

laq. A materiall toole. 

Azd. We'l,1 am not faire,and therefore I pray the Gods 
make ic honc!t. 

Clo. Traly,and to cafic away honeftie apona foule ſlut, 
were toput good meate 114to an uncleane diſh. 

Ard. 1 am nota flat, though I thanke the Goddes I am 
foulc. 

Clo. Well, praiſed bethe Gods, for thy fouleneſſe;lut- 
tiſhneſle may come hereatter. Bur be ir, as it may bee, 1 
will marricth:e: and to that end, | have beene with Sir 


Olrver Mar-text, the Vicar of che next village , who hath | 


promis'dto mccte me inthisplace of the Forreſt , and to 


couple us. 
Jag. 1 would faine fee this mectings 
Aud. Well, the Gods give us joy. 


Clo. Amen. A mai may it he weare of a fearfull heart, : 


ſtagger in this atterpt : for hcere wee have no Temple 
but the wood, no aſſembly Bur horne-beaſts. Bur what 
though? Courage. As hornesare odious, they are necel- 
farie. Itis laid, many a man knowes no end of his goods; 
right: Many a man has good Hornes, and knowesnoend 
of them. Well, that 1s the dowrie of his wife, 'tisnone 


| of his owne getting; hornes, even ſo poore men alone : 


li 


_ — Hs yet gs ” 


ons bill, fo wv edlocke wou!d be mibing., 


' 


— 
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teares do not become a 127. 


Theretorc weepc. 
Is otthe diflembling colour. 


Marric his kiſſcsarc Iucaſles orwne ck: cn. 


Your Cheſicnut was ever the oncly colour : 


As thetcuch of holy bicad, 


No, ro, thenoblett Decrc hath them as huge as the Raſ- 
cali; Is the lingle man rhe1ctorce bleficed? No, aSa wali'd 
Towne is more worthicr then a village,to isthe torchead 
of a married man , more henourabic then the bare brow 
ofa Barchclicr: and by how each defence 1s better then 
10 Skill, by fo muchisa hotne more Precrous then to 


Want. 


Enter Sw Oliver AMar-texte 
Heere comes Sir Olrwrr; bu Girver /Mar-text you are well 
mct. Will ycu ciipatch ws hecre i 1ccrthis tree, or ſhall 
Wwe goe with youto your Ulutj ol * 

OL. lis ehcrc none here tG give il 4 woman? 

C/o. I wiil nottake her 0!) £,.ite 3! any man. 

Of. Trucly the walt bee g.v+ +, or the marriage 18 not 
lawtull. 

[aq Proceed; procecde : I:c IVE Iicr. 

Clos. Guo even good M. what ye cait: how doe you 
Sir, you are veric We met: godild you tor your laſt com- 
panic, I an veric glad to ſec you, ever. a toy in hand heere 
Mr : Nay, pray be cover'd. 

lag. W11l you be marricd, Motley ? 

Clo. Asthe Oxc hath bis bow firgthe horſe his curb,and 
the Falken ber bets, to man hath his dclires, and as Pige- 


iag. And will you (being aman of your breeding) bee 
married under a bulhlike a begger? Get youto Church, 
aud have a good Piiclt that can tell y ou what marriage 15; 
this fellow w ul but joyrre you together, as they joyrc 
Wainſcot, then one of you wiii prove a {hruuke panteil, 
and ike greens tigber, warpe,vvarpe. | 

(6. I ain not in the minge, but | were better to be mar- 
ried of him then of another,for he is nor i1ke ro marric me 
well : and not being well mar1 ics, it will be a go&d excule 


for me hereafter, to leave my wite., | 

[aq. Goe thou with me. | 
And let me council thce. 

Cls.Come {weerte Andrer, | 
We muſt be marricd, or we muſt live in baugrey: | 
Farewell good M. Oliver: NotO tweet Ofhever, O brave | 
Oliver \cave mc not behind thee: Luc vnde away ve gone 
[ fay, I wilinot to wedging with : lice, 

Ol. *'Tisno matter; Ne'rea fa'ta{iicall knave of them 
all ſhail out mc our of my calling. Exeunt, 


[ 


_ — 


FCcrna Onarta, 
—— 


Þ niter Roſa s nd "On Celia. | 
Ref. Never talke to wc, I wil weepe. 
Cel.Do I prethee, but yet kauc the grace toconſider,that 


Roſ. But havcl not cauleto weepe ? 
{el. As good cauſe as one would dclirc, 


Roſe. His very haire 


Cel. Something browncr then Iudaſles ; 


Ref. I taith his haire 1s of a good colour. 
Cel. An cxccllent colour ; 


Rof, And his kilhig 1s as tull of fanchirie, 


Cel. | 


——  — 


C: 


= 


——_—_— 


Nun of winters ſiſterhood kiſſes not more 1cligioutlic , 
the vety yce of chattitie 1s inthem. | 

Roſa. But wy did he ſweare be would come this mor» 
ning, and comes not ? 7” 

Cel. Nay certainly,there isno truth in him, 

Roſ. Doe yo! thinke fo ? ; 

Cel. Yes, I thinke heis notapicke purſe, nor a horfe- 
ſealer, bur tor his verity in love, I dothinke him as cott- 
cave as a covered goblcr, or a Worme-catCn nuts 

Roſ. Not true u1 love ? : 

Cel. Yes, when be is in, bur I thinke he 15s not in. 

Ref. You have heard him {wearedo wneright he was. 

Cel. Was, isnot is : befides,the oath ofa Lover 1510 
ſtronger then the word of a Tapfler , they arc hoth the 
contirmer of falſe reckonings, he attends here in the tor- 
re(t on the Duke your father, : 

Roſ. I met the Duke yeiterday, and had much queſti- 
on with kia: he askt me of what parentage I was; I to'd 
him of as good as he, ſo he laugh'd and let mee goe. But 
what talke we of Fathers, when there is fuch aman as 
Orlands ? <n 

Cel.O that's a brave man, he writes brave verſes, ſpeakes 
brave words, {weares brave oathes, and breakes them 
bravely, quite travers athwart the heart ct his lover, as a 

uiſny Tilter, that ſpurres his horſe buton one {1G , 
ner = his {taffe likea noble gooſe; bart ali's brave that 
| youth mounts, and folly guides: whocomes heetc? 


Enter Corvn. 

(orin. Miſtrefſe and Malter, you have oft enquired 
Afterthe Shephard that complain'd of love, 
Whom you faww fitting by me on the Turtte, 
Prayſing the proud difdainefull Shepherdeile 
That was his Miltreſle, 

{*L. Well : and what of him ? 

Cor,!f you will ſee a pageant truely plaid 
Betweene the pale comp!ection of true Love, 
And the rd glow of fcorne and prowd difdaine, 
Goe hence a little and i (hall conduct you 
If you will marke it. 

Ref. O come, let us remove, 

Thelight of Lovers (cedeth tho'e inlove : 
Bring usto this fight, and you ſhall ſay 


lle prove a bulic actor ia their play. E xennt. 
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Scena Quinta. 
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Exter Silvins and Phebe. 


Sil. Sweet Phrbe doe not fcorne me, do not Phebe 
Say that you love me not, but ſay not ſo 
In bitternefſe ; the common exccutioner 
Whoſe heartth'accuſtom'd fight of death makes hard 
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck, 
Bur firſt begs pardon : will you ſterner be 
Then he that dies and lives by bloody drops? 


Enter Roſalind, Celia, and Corm, 
Phe. 1 would not be thy executioner, 
i fliethee, for I would not injure thee : 
| Thou cliſt me there is murther in mine cye, 
| Tispretty ſure, and very probable, 


” Oe 


ee. 


eAs you like tt. 


' 


— 


{+l. Hee hath bought a paire of chalt lips of Diana: a | T hat eyes that are the frailli, and loficht things, 
| Whojhut ther coward gatcs on atom!'ts, 
; Should be called tyrants, butchers, murtherers. 


Now I do frowne onthee with all my heart, 
And if mine eyes can woand, now let them kill the ez 
Now countertcit toſwound, why now tall cowne, 
Or it thou canſt nor, oh for ſhame, tor ſhame, 
Lye nor, to ſay mine cyes are murtherers : 
Now ſhew the wound mine eye hath made in thee, 
Scratch thee but witha pin, and there remaines 
Some {carre of it : Leane bur vponaruth, 
The Cicatriceand capable impreiſure 
Thy Plc fome moment keepes ; but now mine eyes 
Which I have darccd at thee, hiurcthee nor, 
Norl amfure there is no force in eycs 
That can doc hurt. 
$:t, O deere Thele, 
It ever(as that ever may be neere) 
You wet in fome treth checke the power of tancic, 
Then ſhall you knoys the wounds 1nvilible 
That Loves keencarrowes make. 
Phe. Burtiil thac time 
Come not thou neere me : and when that tune comes, 
Atflit me with thy mockcs, picty me nor, 
As till that time | (hail cot putry thee. 
Ref. And why 1 pray your wac might bee your mother 
That you imfulc, exulc, and a{l at once 
Over the wretched ? what though you haveno beauty 
As5 by my faith, I ſee nomore in you 
Then without Candle may goe darketo bed: 
Mult you be theretore proud and pittileſſe? 
Why what meancs this? why do you looke on me ? 
[ {ce no more in you then inthe ordinarie 
Ot natures fale«wyorke? 'ods my littlc life, 
I thinke ſhe meanes to tangle mine eyes too : 
No taith proud miſtrelle, hope not after it, 
'Tisnot your inkie browes, your blacke filke haire, 
Your bug'e cye-balls, nor your checke of creame 
Tharcan entamewy ſpirits to your worſhip z 
You tooliſh Shephcard, wheretfore do you tollow her 
Like foggy South, puhng with winde and raine, 
You arcathouland times a propercr may 
Then ſhe a woman. *Tis tuch tocles as you 
That makes the world tull of ill-tfavourd children: 
'Tis not her glafle, but you that Faricrs her, 
And out of ou the tees her felt; more TOPC 
Then any of her lynczments can how ker : 
But Miſtris, know your {cf c, dowoe on your knees 
And thanke heaven, fafting tor a g00 mans love ; 
For I mult reil you triendly in your care, 
Scll wherr you can, you arenot for all markets : 
Cry the man merci, love him, taxe bis offer, 
Foule is moſt foule, being twulcro be 2 ſcofter. 
So take her to thee Shepheard, fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet youth, 1 pray you chidea yeere together, 
I had rather heare you chide, then this man wooe. 
Rof.Hees falne in love with your foulencſſe,& heel 
Fall in love with my anger. It itbe fo, as (aſt 
As(heanſweres thee with trowning lookes, ile ſauce 
Her with bitter words : why looke you foupon me ? 
Phe. For no ill will I beare you. 
Rof. I pray you do nat fall in love with me, 
For I am falicr then vowes made in wine ; 
Beſides, I like younot : if you will know my houle, 
'Tis atthe tuffc of Olives, bere hard by: 
Will you goe Siſter ? Shephcard ply her hard: 


— —— 


Come 
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Come Siſter : Shepheardeſſc, looke on kim better 
And be not proud, thoughall the world could ſer, 
None beſo abus'd 1n ſight as he. | 
Come, to our flocke, Es, 
Phe. Decd Shepheard, now I find thy ſaw of might, 
Whoever lov'd, that lov's nor at fir{t fight ? 
Sl. Sweet Phebe. 
Phe. Hah : what ſayſt thou $5/viae? 
- Sul. Sweet Phebeputy me. 
Phe. Why I am forry for thee gentle Sifvms. 
$s/. Where ever ſorrow is,relicte would be : 
If you doc ſorrow at my gri:fcinlove , 
By giving love your ſorrow, and my griefe 
Were bothextermin'd. 
Phe. Thou haſt my love, is not that neighborly ? 
Ss. I would have you. 
Phe. \Vhy that were covetouſneſle : 
Silvmes; the time was, that | hated thee; 
And yet it 15 not, that I berrethee love, 
But fince that thon canſt taike of love to well, 
Thy company, which carſt was irkcforac to me 
I will endure; and lic employ thce too : 
But doe not looke tor turthcr 1 ecompence 
Then thine owne giadneſle, that rhou art employd. 
Si. So holy, and fo perteR 15 my love, 
And in ſuch a poverty of grace, 
That I ſhall thinke it a moſt plentious crop 
Togicane the broken cares atcer the man 
That the maine harveſt reapes: looſe now and then _ 
A ſcattered 1mile, and that Ile live upon. (while? 
Phe, Knowſt thon the youth that fpoketo mee yerc- 
$:/. Not very well, but I have met him oft, 
And he hath bought the Cottage and the buund s 
Thatthe old Carit once was Maſter of. 
Phe. Thinke not 1 love bim, though I a ske for him, 
'Tis but apceviſh boy, yet hec talkes well, 
But what care I for words? yet words do well 
When he that ſpeakes them pleaſes thoſe that heare : 
It is apretty youth, not very pretty, 
Burt ſure hee's proud, and yet hispride becomes him; 
Hee'll make a proper man: the beſt thing in him 
Is his complexion : and falter then histongue 
Did make offence, his eve did healc it up : 
He is not very tall, yet tor his yearcs hee'stal!; 
His leg 1s but fo fo, and yet 'tis well ; 
There was a pretty redacfle in his lip, 
A little riper, and more luſtic red 
Then that mixt in his che:ke : 'twas juſt the difference 
Berwixt the conttant red, and mingled Damaske. 
There be ſome women $s/vmer, had they markt him 
Inparcelis as I did, would have gonencere 
To fall in love with him : but for my part 
I love him not,nor hate him not : and yet 
I have more caule to hate him then to love him, 
For what had he todocto chideat me ? 
He ſaid minecyecs were blacke aud my haire blacke, 
And now I am remembred, {corn'd at me : 
| I marvell why I an{werd nor againe, 
But that's all one : omitrance is no quiitance z 
le write to him a very tanting Lertter, 
And thou ſhalt beare 1t, wilt thou Ss/[vas ? 
Ss. Phebe, with all my heart. 
Phe. lic write it {trait : 
The martter's in my head, and in my heart, 
[ will be bitter with him, and paſſing ſhort; 


Go: with me Sure. E xennt., 


F'Y 


tune, and prevents the flander of his wike. 


Adus Ouartus, Scana Prima, 
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Enter Roſalind, and Celia, and [aquer, 


| 
Jag. 1 prethee,pretty youth, let me be better acquainted 

| with thee, 
| Roſ. T hey ſay you are a melarcholly fellow, 
| Jag. lam 0: Idoc love itberter then laughing, 
| Ref. Thoſe that are in extremity of cither, are abhogdi. 
| rable fellowes, and betray theraſclves to every moderne 
cenſure, worſe then drunkards. 

Jag. Why, 'tis good to be ſadand ſay nothing. 

Roſ. Why then tis good to be a poſte. 

lag. 1 have neither the Schollers melancholy , which 
is emulation : nor the Muſitians , which is fantaſticall; 
nor the Courtiers , which isproud : nor the Souldiers, 
which is ambitious: nor the Lawiers, which is politicke; 
' nor the Ladies , which is nice : nor the Lovers, which 
 1salltcheſe : but it is a melancholy of mine owne , com- 
| pounded of many fimples, extrated from many objeds, 
| and indeed the fundrie contemplation of my travells, in 
| which my often rumination , wraps me ina moſt humo- 
; rous ſadneſſe, 
| KReoſ. A Traveller : by my faith you have great reaſon 
| tobetad : I feare you have ſold your owne Lands , toſce 
; other mens;then to have ſcene much,andto have nothing, 

ist0 have richeyes and poore hands. 

laq. Yes, 1 have gain d my experience. 


— — —  — 


Enter Orlando. 

Rof. And your experience makes you fad: I had rather 
have a toole to make me merric, then experience to make 
meſad; and to travaile for :t too. 

Orl. Good day, and happineſle, deere Roſalind. 

Orl. Nay then God buy you, and you talke in blanke 
veric. Exu, 

Roj. Farewell Mounſier Travellor : looke you liſpe, 
and weare ſtrange ſuites; diſable all che benefits oft your 
own Countric:be out of love with your nativity,& almoſt 
chide God for making you that countenance you are; 
or I will ſcarce thinke you have {wam in a Gundello. Why 
how now Orlando, here have you bin all this while? you 
a lover? andyou ſerve me fuch another tricke , never 
come in my ſight more. 

Orl. My faire Roſalmad, I come within an houre of my 
{ promile. 

Ref. Breakean houres promiſe inlove ? he that will 
divide a minute into a thouſand parts, and breake buta 
part of the thouſand part of a minute iv theaftairsoflove, 
It cnay be {aid of him that Cpid hath clapt him oth” (houl. 
der, but lle warrant him heart bole. 

Orl. Pardon me deere Koſalind. 

Ref. Nay,and yoube ſo tardy, come no more in my 
ſight, I had as leife be woo'd of a Sraile. 

Orl, Ot a Snaile? 

Ref. I, of a Saaile : for though he comes ſlowly , hee | 
carrics his houſe on his head; a better joynture I chinke | 
| then you make a woman : betides , hee brings his deftiaie | 

with him. | 

Orl. What's that ? 

Ref. W hy hornes: which ſuch as youare faine tobe b&- 
holding to your wives for:but he come armcd in his for- 


Orl. V ertue | 


a; 
— —_—— 
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eAsyoulke it. 


Orl. Vertue is no horne-maker : aud my Roſalind is | 


Roſ. And1 am Roſalind 

x1 ſepleaſes imo call you ſo: but he hath a Roſa- 
hind of a better leere then you. | 

Reſ. Come, wooe me, wooe mee : for now lamina 


holy-day humor , and like enough to conſent : har 


would you ſay to me now , and I were your very, veric | 


ML mould ki before I ſpok 
0rl.l w e. 
Ort. Nay, you were better ſpeake firſt, and when you 
were 'd, for lacke of matter , you might take OC- 
caſion to kifle z veric good Orators when they arc out , 
they will ſpit , and for lovers , lacking (God warneus) 
matter, the cleanlicſt (hiſt is to kiſle. 

Orl. How if the kifle bedenide > ; 

Ref. Then ſhe puts you to cutreatie , and there begins 
new matter. | 

Orl. Who could bee out, being before his beloved 

iſtris ? : 
sf Marric that ſhould youif I were your Miſtris, or 
I ſhould thinke my boneſtic ranker then my wit. 

Orl. What, of my ſuite ? 

Ref. Not out of your apparrell , and yet out of your 
ſuite, 
Am not I your Roſalinde ? 

Orl, take fame jo to ſay younre, becauſe I would be 

r. 
- Well, in her perſon, I ſay I will not have you. 

Orl, COL— on, 1 pag ah 

Roſ. No faith, dic by Attorney : the poore world 18 
rn F rr joke. Fr andinall this time there 
was notany mandyed in his owne perſon ( v1delicer ) 1n 
a love cauſe: Troi/xs had his braine daſh'd out witha 
Grecianclub, yer hee did what hee could to die before, 
made iocnc of chepmrecrnes af ern Leander, he would 
have liv'd many a faire yeere though Hero had turn'd 
Nun; ifit bad not beene for a hot Midſomer-night, for 
(good youth ) hee went bur forth to waſh in the Hel- 
leſpont,and being taken with the crampe,was droun'd,and 
the fooliſh Chroniclers of thatage, found it was Hero of 
Seſtos. Bur theſe are all lies, men have dyed fromtime to 
time, and wormes have catcn them, butnot for love. 

Orl.1 would not have my right Roſe/md of this mind,for 
I proteſt ber frowne might K1l me. 


Ref. Bythis hand, it will not kill a flie: but come, now | 


[ wilibe your Reſalindin a more comming-on dilpolition: 
and aske me what you will, 1 will grant it. 

Orl. Then love me Roſalind. 
"op Yes faith will 1, Fridayes and Saterdayes, 


Orl. And wilt thou have me? 

Ref.I, and twentic ſuch. 

Orl. What ſaye(t thou? 

Ref. Are younot good ? 

Orl.1 {o. 

Reſalind, Why then , canone deſire too much of a 
good thing : Come ſiſter, you ſhall bee the Prieſt , and 
marrie us : 
fay "er ? 

Y Pray thee marry us. 
Cel. I cannot ſay the words. 
Ref. You mult begin, will you Orlends, 


Fe Goe too; will you Orlands, have to witethis Re- 


| Ort Iwill. 


A———C. 


give me your hand Orlands : What doe you 


Kof I,but when ? 

Orl. W hy now,asfaſt as ſhe can marrie os. 
Ref. Then you mult fay , 1take thee Roſalind tor 
"ite, 

Orl. I takethee Roſalind for wite. 

Rof. 1 miightaske you for your Commillion, 

Bur 1 doe take thee Orlende for my husbard : there's a 
girle goes beforethe Priclt, and certainely a Womans 
thought runnes betore her 2tions, 

Orl. Sodo all thoughes;rhey are wing'd, 

Koſ. Now teil mc how long you would have her,atter 
you bave poſleſt her? 

Ort. Forever,and a day. 

Rof. Say aday, without the ever : No, no Orlando,men 
are Aprill whenthey woce, Lecewber when they wed : 
Maidesare May when they are maides, but the sky chan- 
ges when they are wives : 1 will be more jealous of thee, 
thena Barbary cocke-pidgeon over his hen , more cla- 
morous then a Parrat againſt raine, more new-fangled 
thenan ape, more giddy uw my detires, thena menkey: 1 
will weepe tor nothing, like Diana in the Founratne, and 
I will doe that when yuu are ciſpos'd tobee merry: ! 
m laugh like a Hycu , and that when thou art incl.n'd 
to 

Orl. But will my Roſalind doe fo ? 
Rof. By my lite, ſhe will doe as 1 doe. 
Orl. O but (ke is wile. 


Rof. Or elſe (Lc could not have the wit to doe this: the 


witcr, the waywarder : make the doores upon a womans 
wit, and it will out at the caſement : ſhut that, and 'ewill 
out at the key-hole : ſtop that, 'twill flic with the imoake 
Our at the chimney, 

Orl, A man that hada wife with ſucha wit, he might 
ſay, wit whither wil't? 

Rof. Nay, you might keepe that checke fur it,till you 
met your WIVES Wit going to yourneighLours bed, 

Orl. And what wit covid wit have, ro excuſe that ? 

Koſ. Marry to lay, ſhe cameto teeke you there:you ſhall 
never takeber without her anſwer , unkfle you take her 
without her tongue : O that woman that cannot make ber 
fault her husbanges occafion, ict her nev cr nurtt her childe 
her felte, for ſhe will brecd it like a foole. 

Ort. Fox thele two houres Koſalmnd | willleave thee. 

Rof. Alas deere love, 1 cannor lacke thee two boures. 

Orl.I muſt attend the Duke at dinucr, by rtvoa clocke 
[ will be with thee againe. 

Rſo. 1, goe your wayes,goe your wayes : I knew what 
you would prove, my freinds told me as much, and 1 
thoughe no lefſe: that flatrering tongue of yours wonne 
mee: *risbut one caſt away, and 10 come death : two 0' 
cleckeis your howre. 

Orl. 1 (weet Roſalind. 

Rof. By my troth,, and in good carreſt, and ſo God 
mend mee , and by all pretty oathes rhatarc not dange- 
rous, if you breake one jor of your promiſe,or come one 
minute behinde your houre, I will thinke you the moſt 
pathericall. breake-promile, and the moſt hollow lover , 


and the moſt unworthy ofher you call- 7oſalinde, that | 


n— choſen. out of the grofle band of the unfaith- 
fi 


: therefore beware my cenlure , and keepe your pro- 


mule. . 
Orl. With no leſſercligion, then if thou wert indeed 
my Roſalind: ſoadicu. 


Ref: Well, Time is the olde Juſtice that examines all ſuch 
offenders, and let time try : adieu. Exit, 
{el. You have ſimply miſus'd our ſexe in your love- 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


prate : | 
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te 2 we muſt have your doublet and hoſe pluckt over 
Ck and ſhew the world what the bird hath done 
to ber owne neſt. 

Roſ. Ocoz, coz,coz : my pretty littlle coz, that thou 
didft know how many farhome deepe I amin love: but 
it cannot be ſounded : my affeRtion hath an unknowne 
borrome, like the Bay of Portugall. 

Cel. Or rather bottomlcſle , that asfaſt as you poure 
affeRion in, It runs our. 

Roſ. No, that ſame wicked Baſtard of Yewws , that was 
begot of thought, conceiv'd of {| , «nd borne of 
madneſſe, that blinde raſcally boy, that abuſes every ones 
eyes, becauſe his owne are out, let him be jury» how 

I aminlove: ilctellthee «Ahens, 1 cannot be out of 
—. Lle goc finde a ſthaddow, and figh till 
Come, 


(el. Andlle ſicepe. 


OOO Tn nn 


Exeant. 


N_ —_— 
oo — _— 
—_— _— — — 


Scaena Secunda. 


Ot A A AAA, 
—_— 


” 


Emer Iaques and Lords, F orretters. 


Jaq. W hich is he that killed the Deare ? 

Lord. Sir, it was I. 

leq. Let's preſent him tothe Duke like a Romane Con- 
querour,and it would do wellto ſerthe Deares hornes up- 
on his head, for a branch of vicoric; have you no ſong 
Forreſter for this purpoſc ? 

Lord. Yes Sir. 

lag. Singit : 'tis nomatrer how it be in tune , ſoit 
make noyle cnough, 


Muſicke, Song. 
What ſhalt he bave that ksld the Deare ?! 
His Leather thin, and bornes to wears : 
Then feng him bome the reſt (ballbeare this burthen; 
T ake thou ne [corne to weare the borwe, 
It was acreit ere thon waſt borne, 
Thy fathers father wore it, 
And thy father bore it, 
T he borne, the horne,the luſth herne, 
1: not a thing to laugh to ſcorne, 


— — 


— 


ts, nn _— _— — —_ 


Exennt. 


— > — — uu — 


Seana Tertia, 


— — —— 


Enter Roſ4/ind and Celia. 

Reſ. Wow ſay you now, is it not paſt twoa clocke? 
Aud heere much Orlands. 

Cel, I warrant you with pure love, & troubled braine, 

Enter Sulvime. 
He hath t'ane his bow and arrowes, and is gone forth 
To flcepe : looke whocomes here. 
Si. My errand is to you, faire youth, 

My gentle Phebe, bid me give youthis : 
I knew not thecontents, but as 1 
By thefterne brow,and waſpiſh aRion 
Which ſhe did uſc, as ſhe was writing of it, 
It beares an angry tenure ; pardon me, 
I am but as a guilcleſſe meſlenger. 

Roſ.Patience her {clfe would ſtartle at this letter, 


| truclover hence, and not a word ; for here comes more 


And play the fi , beare this, beare all : 

Shee faijes I am not taire, that 1 lacke manners, 

She calls mc proud,& that ſhe could not love me 

Were man as rare as Phenix : 'od's my will, 
Her love is notthe Hare that Idid bunt, 

Why writes ſhe ſoto me? well Shepheard, well, 

This is a Letter of your ownedevice. 

$i. No,lI proteſt, I know not the contents, 
PheSedid write it. 

Roſ: Come, come, you area foole, 

And turn'd intotheextremitie of love. 
I faw her hand, (he hasa leatherne hand, 
A freeſtone coloured hand : 1 verily did thinke 
That her old gloves were one, but twas her hands : 
She basa huſwites hand, but that's no matter: 
I ay the gever did invent this letter, 
This 1sa mans invention, and his hand, 
S. Sure itis hers. 
Roſ. Why,tisa boyſterousand a cruell ſtile, 
A ſtile for chal $: why,the dehies me, 
Like Turketo Chriftian : womens gentle braine 
Could not drop forth ſuch giant rucs invention, 
Such Erthiop words, blacker 1 their effect 
Then in their countenance : will you heare theletter ? 
Sil. Sopleaſe you, for I never heard it yer : 
Yet heard too much of Pbebescrucltie. 
Rvſ. She Phebes me; marke how the ryrant writes. 
Read. Art thow god, te trrn'd? 
T hat a maidens heart hath burn'd? 
Can a woman raile thus. | 

Roſ. Read. Whythy godhead laid apart, 

War'ft thow with a womans hear: ? 
Did youever heare fuch railing ? 
Whiles the eye of man did wooe me, 
T hat conld do no vengance to me. 
Meaning me a bealt. 

If the ſcorne of your bright eine 
Have power to raiſe ſuch love m one, 
Alacke , ns me, what ſtrange effet? 
Would they worke in mulde aſpeil? 
Whales yow chid me, I did lows, 
How then might your pr ayer: move? 
He that brings this love to thee, 
Little knowes this love wm nee : 

eAnd by bm ſea'e wp thy mmde, 
Whether that thy your h andbkinde 
Will the f aithfwll »ffer rake 

Of me, and all that I can make, 

Oy elſe by him my love denve, 

And then Ile ſide bow to die. 

$/. Call youthis cluding? 

Cel. Alas poore Shephcard, 

Rof. Doe you pitty him ? No, he deſerves no pitty: 
wilt thou love ſuch a woman > what to make thee an 1n- 
ſtrument, and play falſc {trings upon thee ? net to be cn- 
dur'd. Well, goe your way to her; (tor 1 ſee Love hath 
made thee a tame ſnake) and fay this ro her ; That if ſhe 
love me, 7 charge her to love thee : if ſhe will not, 1 will 
never have her, unleflc thou iotreat for her ; if youbee a | 


cm——_ Exie. Sil 
| Emer Oliver. know) 

Ohv. Good morrow, faire ones : you, ( it you 
Where in the Purlews of this Forreſt, fands: R 


©}©'C 


——_— 


_— At 


—_— PE = IIS —_— 


As you likeit. | 


Dn ——— 


ſhcep-coar, fenc'd about with Olive-trecs- 

A iLWeſt of this place,downe in the neighbor bortome 
The rake of Oziers, by the murmuring uircame 
Left on your right hand, bring yourothe place ; 
But at chis houre'rhe houle doth keepe it (elte, 
There's none within: 

Oh, If that an cye may profit by a tongue, 

Then ſhould 1 know you by deicripmion, _ 
Such garments, and ſuch yeeres : the boy 18 faire, 
Ot femall favour, and beſtowes himſelte 

Like a ripe (ſtr : Bur the woman low 

And browner then her brother : arenot you 

The owner of the houſe | did enquire for ? 

(el. It is no boalt, being a$k'd,to fay weare. 

Orl. Orlando doth commend him to you both, 
Andtothat youth he calls his Reſalond, 

He ſends this bloudy napkin ;are you he? _ 

Ref. lam: what muſt we underſtand by this ? 

Orl. Some of my ſhame;if you will know ot me 
What man 1 am, and how, and why, and where 
This handkercher was ſtain'd. 

Cel, 1 pray youte!l it. 

045. When laſt the young Orlends parted from you, 
He lefta promuſe to returne ageine 
Within an houre, and pacing through the Forreſt, 
Chewing the food of {weet and bitter fancac, 

Loe what betell ; he threw his cycaſide, 

And marke what objetdid preſent it felfe 
Vnder an old Oake,whoſe bows were mols'd with age, 
And bighrop bald with drieantiquine: =» 

A wretched ragged man,ore-growne with haire 
Lay ſleeping on his backe; about his necke 

A greene and guilded ſnake had wreath'd it felte, 
Who wich her head, nimble in threatesapproach'd 
The opening of his mouth; but ſodainely 

Sering Orlando, it unlink'd it (cite, 

And with indented glides, did ſlip away 

Intoa buſh, under aboſe buſhes ſhade 

A Lyonneſle, with adders all drawne dric, 

Lay cowching head on ground, with catlike watch 
Whenthatthe ſleeping man Chould ftirre; for 'tis 
The roya'l diſpoſition of that beaſt 

Toprey on nothing, that doth ſecme as dead : 

This ſeene, Orlando did approach the man, 

And found it was his brother, his cider brother. 

Cel. OT have heard him ſpeake of that ſame brother, 
Ard hedid render him the moſt unnaturali 
Thatliv'd amongſt men. 

04, And well he might ſo doe, 

For well I know he was unnatural, 

Rof. But to Orlando; did he leave him there 
Food tothe ſuck'd and Lyonneſle ? 

Ok. Twice did he turne his backe and purpos'd ſo : 


{ But kindneſſe, nobler ever then revenge 


And Nature ſtronger then his juſt occaſic 
Made him give battle tothe Lyonneſle : "_ 
Whoquickely tell before him, in which hurtling 
From miſerable ſnmber 1 awaked. 
Cel. Are you his brother ? 
Ref. Was't you he reſcu'd? 
(*. Was'tyouthat did fo oft contrive to kill him ? 
0G. Twas : but "tisnot 1 ; I doe not ſhame 
Totell you what I was, fince-my converſion 


When from the firſt to laſt betwixt us two, 
Teares our recomitments had mult kindely bath'd, 
As how I came into that Deſert place. 
In briete, he led me tothe gentle Duke, 
Whogave me freſh array, and encertainement, 
Commutting me unto my brothers love. 
Who led me inſtantly unto his Cave, 
There ſtript hunſelfc, and here upon his arme 
The Lyonneſlc had torne ſome ficth away, 
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted, | 
And cridein fainting upon Re/alinde, 
Breetc, I recoyer'd him, ound up his wound, 
And after fome ſmall ſpace, being ſtzong at heart, 
He ſent me hither, ſtranger as | am 
Totellthis ſtorie, that you might exculc 
His vroken promite, andto give this napkin 
Dicd in his blood, unto the Shepheard youth, 
That he in ſport dothcal: his Roſalind. | 
Cel. Why how now Gazimed, {cet Ganimed. 
Oli. Many will twoon when they do looke on bloud. 
Cel Therets more in it ; Coſen Ganimed. 
Oh. Looke, he recovers, 
Rof. I would I wereat home. 
{el. Wecr'll leade youthither: | 
I pray you will you take him by the arme. | 
Oli. Be of good cheere youth : you a man 3 
You lacke a mans heart. 
Ref. 1doe fo, I confeſſe it : | 
Ah, firra, a body wouldthinke this was well counterfei- 
wy pray youtell your brother how well I counterfeited; 


-—_— 


Oh. This was not counterfeic, there is tos great te- 
ſtimony in your complexion, that it was paſtion of car- 


Rof. Counterfeir, I aſſure you. 
> Welithen, take agood heart , and counterfeit to } 

a man. 

Ref. Sol doe: bur ytaith, I ſhould have beene a woman 


by _ 
Cel. Come, youlooke paler and paler : ou draw 
homewards : good fir, goe with <4 wifi 
Ols, ThatwillI: for 1 muſt bcare anſwere backe 
How you excuſe my brother, Roſalind. 
Ro(. | ſhall devile ſomething: but 1 pray you commend 
my countertcting to him : will you goe ? 


Exemnnt. 


Aus Ouintns. Scena Prima, 


bo — 
— 


— 


Enter Clowne and Awdvric, 
(is. We ſhall finde a times Awarie , patience gentle 


be, 
Awd. Faith the Prieſt was good enough , for all the 
| old ns laying. | 
Clow. A molt wicked Sir Olwer, Awdrie., 2 moſt vile 
Mear-text. Burt «Awarie,there is a youth beere in the For» 
relt layes claime to you. 
| e-fwd. I, know who'tis: he bathno intereſt in me in 
the world : here comes the manyou meane. | 


Emer Wilov, 
(%. It is meatanddrinke to metro ſee a Clowne, by 


; 
neſt. | 


my | 


Ru 
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| my troth, we that have good wits, have much to anſwer | And loving wco? and wooing, ſhe ſhould graunt ? Arg 4 
for : we ſhall be flouring * Ke cannot hold. wall you periever to eroy her ? 21 
01. Neither call the giddineſle of it inqueſtion; the po. 


_ Will. Goodeu'n Andrey, 
| eAud. God ye good cu'n William. 


vertzct her, the ſmall acquaintance, my fodaine wooing, 


Will. eu'n to you Sir. nor ſodaine conſenting : but ſay with me, I love Ahern; | I1 
Ce. Good eu'n gentle fricnd, Cover thy head, cover | fay with her, that ſhe loves me ; conſent with both, that | ah 
thy head : Nay prethee be coucr'd. How olde are you | we may enjoy cachother : it ſhall be ro your good : far _ 
Friend? my fathers houſe, andall the revennew, that was old Sir | 
Will. Fiveand twenty Sir. Kowlanar,w!ll 1 citate upon you, and herre live and dieq £ Lc 
Clo. Aripe age : 1s thy name William? Shephard. 4 
Wil. William, (\t- 1 
(7. Afairename- Was't borne i'th Forre!t heere? Enter Koſalind, 
Will. I fir, I thanke God. 
Ch, Thanke God : A good anſwer: Ort. You have my conſent. 
Art rich ? Let your wedding beto morrouww : thither will I 
Will. * Faith fir, fo, {0. Invite the Duke, and all's contented followers : 


Cle. So,ſo, is good, very good, very excellent good: | Go you, and prepare Aliens ; for looke you, | 
and yet 1tisnot, 1t 15 but 1o, 10? Hcere comes my Roſalinde. 
Art thou wilc ? Rof. God favcyou brother. 

#1. T ffr, 1 have aprettic wit. Ot, And you faire ſiltcr. 

Ch. Why, thou ſayeſt well. I do now rememberaſay- | Ref. Oh my deere Orlande, how it greeves mceto ſee 
ing : The foole doth thinke he is wiſe , but the wiſeman | the weare thy heart ina ſcarte. 
knowes himſclfe to be a Foole. The Heathen Philoſo- Orl. Itis my arme. 
'pher, when he hada defire to catea Grape, would open Roſ. I thought thy heart had beene wounded with the 
helps when beputit into his mouth , meaning there- | clawes ofa Lion. 
by, that Grapes were made tocate, and lippes to open. | Orl. Wounded it is, but witk the eyes of a Lady. 
Ycudo love this maid ? Roſ. Lid your brother tell you how I counterfeyred to 

Will. 1 do fir. {ound, when he ſhew'd me your handkercher? 

Cle. Give me your band : Art thou Learned? Orl. 1, and greater wonders then that. 

Will, No fir. Rof. O, I know where you are : nay, tis true; there 
# Col Thenlearne thisof mc, To have, 1s to have, For | wasnever any thing ſo ſocaine , but the fight of two 
it is a figure in Rhetoricke, that drinke being powr'd out | Rammes, and {e/ars Thrafonicall br-gge, of, I came, law, 
of a cup 1ntoa glaſk., by hilling the one, doth empty the | and overcame. For your brother, and my ſiſter, no ſ00- 
other. For all your Writers do conſcnt , that#ſeis hee : | ner met , but they look'd: no focner look'd, but they 
{ now youare not ipſe tor I am he. lov'd ; noſooner lov'd, but they ſigh?d : no ſooner ſigh'd 

will, Which he fir? butthey ask'd one another the reafon : no ſooner knew 

Col. He fir, that muſt marrie this woman : Therefore | the reaſon, but they ſought the remedie : and in theſe } 
you Clovwne, abandon : which isin the vulgar, leave the | degrees, have they made a paire of (taires to marriage, | 
ſocictic : which in the booriſh, iscompane, of thisfe- | which they will climbe incontinent , or elſe be inconti- 
male : which in the common , is woman : which roge- | nent before marriage ; they are in the verie wrath of 
ther, is, abandonthe ſociety of this Female, or Clowne | love, and they will rogether. Clubbes cannot part 
| thou pcritheſt : orto thy berter underſtanding, dyeſt ;or | them. 
(towit) I killthee, make thee away,tranſlaterhy lite In-  Orl. They ſhall be marricd ro morrow : and I will 
| to death, thy liberty into bondage : 1 willdeale in poy- | bid the Duke ro the Nuprtiall, Bur O, how bitter a thing 

ſon with thee, or in baſtinado, or inſtcele : I will bandy | it is,to looke into happines through another mans eyes : 
| with thee in fation, 1 will orc-run thee with policy: I | byſo much the more ſhall l ro morrow be atthe beight 
will kill thee a hundred and fitty wayes, therefore trem- | of heart heavineſſe, by how much 1 ſhall thinke my bro« 
ther happie, in having what he withes for. 


—— 


ble and depart. 


Aud, Dogood Wilkam. Roſ. Why then tomorrow, I cannot ſerve your turne 
4. God reſt yov merry {:r. Exit. | for Reſalind ? | 
Orl. Icanliveno longer by thinking, | 
Enter Corm. Rof, I will wearte you then no longer with idle tal- 
| ; king. Know of me then (for now I ſpeake to ſome pur- | 
Cor. Our Maſltcr and Miſtreſſe ſcekes you : come away, | poſe) that I know you are a Gentlemen of good conceit: 
away” | I ſpeakenotthis, that you ſhould bearea good opinion | 
Cle. Trip eAndry,trip Auary, I attend, of my knowledge : infomuch (1 ay) Iknow youare: ne] WW | —— 
I attend. Exewnt. | ther doelT labor fora greater eſteeme then may in ſome | Bf 
CS INIPIEHAPR = 42 little meaſure draw a beleefe from you, to doe your (elf | 
| " | good,and = grace me. Beleeve then , if you pn 5 7 ag 
| thatI can co2 ſtrange things : I have fince I was t | 
Sena Secunda. yeare old converſt Sh apfogitia , moſt profound in| 
- his Art, and yet not damnable. If you dolove Roſalind | 
= {oneerc the heart, as your cries 1: out: when your 
Enter Orlando (> Oltver. brother ana: ries Aliens, you marrie her. I know it 
Orl. Ist poſſible, that on fo little acquaintance you | to whar ſtraights of fortune ſhe isdriven, and it 15 not 


Nhould like her? that, but ſeeing, you ſhould love her? impoſlible to me, if itappeare not inconvenient toyou, 
to 


—_— 
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Aryoulikeit. 


20 ſet her before your eyes tomorrow, humane as ſhes, 

eee T honloahermendege 

Orl. ; in 

Ref, By my life I we which | cader deerly _ 

1 am a Magitian : herefore put you in your beſt a- 

Ne pid your frends - - - = <0" qatrend | 
ſhall : and to Roſatad it you will, 

Ac ereFake,catetorerefin 
here comes a Lover of mine a lover $. 

Phe. Youth,you haue done me much vngentlenefle, 

To ſhew the letter that I writ to yOu. 

OO 9 rc rs 

Toſeeme delpig vng to you: 

wane wa. followed by a faithfull ſhepheard, 


Looke vpon him,love him:he worſhips you. | 
Phe. Good ſhepheared,tell this youth what 'tis to love 
$ Itis to be all made of ſighes and teares, 
And ſo am T for Phebe. 
Phe. And | for Ganemed, 
Or. And | for Reſ«lind. 


Rof. And | for no woman- 

$4, It is to be all made of faith and ſervice, 
And ſoam | for Ph:be. 

Phe. And | for Canimed, 

Or. And | for Roſalind. 

Ref. And I tor no woman. 

Sw. It is to be all - - _—_ _ 
All made of paſtion,and all made of wiſhes, 
All kde and obſc1 bance, 
All humbleneſſe all patience, and impatience, 
All purity, all rriall,all obſervance: 
And (o am I for bebe, 

Phe. And ſoam 1 for Garimed, 

Or. And (0 am I for Reſalord. 

Roſ. And ſo am Ifor no woman. 

Phe. If this be ſo,why blame you me to love you? 

Sl. Tf this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 

Or. If this be (0, why blame you me to love you? 

Rof. Why do you ſpeake too, Why blame you mee to 
love you. 

Orl. To her,that is not heere,nor doth not heare. 

Ref. Pray you no more of this , 'tis like the howling of 
Iriſh Wo'ves again(t the Meone:T will helpe you if 1 can: 
[ would love you if 1 could: To morrow meet me alto- 
gether : I will marry you , if ever I marry Woman , and 
lie be married ro morrow : I will fatisfie you , if ever 1 
fatish'd man,and you ſhall be marricd to morrovw. I will 
content you, if what pleaſes you contents you , and you 
ſhall be married ro morrow : As you love Koſahnd meet, 
as you love Phebemect,and as I love no woman, Ile meet: 
{0 fare you well : I have left you commands 

$s. Ile not faile,if I live. 

Phe. Norl. 

Or. Nor I. 


Scena T ertis. 


- —— 
OO — 4 


CO On EEE 


Emer (lowne and «Audrey. 


Cla.To morrow is the jovfull da «drey,to moro 
will we be married. WP __ F - 


. 48. 1dodeſire it withall my heart:and I hope it is no 


Ye eee 


Uſhoneſt deſire, to defireto be a woman of the world} 


Heere come two of the baniſh'd Dukes Pages, 
Enter rwo Pages. | 

1- #4. Wel met honeſt Gentleman. ' 

(te. By my troth well met:come, ſit, fit,and a ſong. 

2. Pa. Weare tor you,fit i'th middle. 

1. Pa. Shal we clap iato't roundly, without hauking, 
or ſpitting,or ſaying we are hoarſe , which are the onely 
prologues © a VOICE» 


2. Ps. | faith, y'faith,and both in atune like two gip- 
fies on a horſe. 


ht was — 

Wuh a bey and a he, and a hey nonino, 
That o're the greene corne ferld did paſſe, 

1n the ſpring time , the onely p* ett y rang time, 
When Bur ds ds fang ey ding « aang aug. 
Sweet Lovers love the ſpring, 
end therefore take the preſent treze, 
With a hey, 4 bo, and a h:y nonins, 
For love crowned with the prime. 

In ſpring tune, oc. 


Betweene the acres of the Ric, 

Wiuha bey,and a ho, a hey nowins: 

Theſe pretty Connery folks wenld ty. 
In ſpring time, c*c. 


This ('arroll they began that honre, 

With a boy and @ bo, a hey nonmo, 

How that a life was but @ F loweny 
In ſpring time, Ce. 


Cts.Truly youg Gentlemen,thou*h there was nogreat 
matter inthe ditry,yet the note was very vnturable, 

1. Pa. you arc deceive'd Sir,we kept time , we loſt not 
our time. 

Cle. By my troth yes : I count itbur time loft to heare 
ſuch a fooliſh ſong. God buy you , and God mend your 
voices. Cue eAwdrie. E xexant. 


—__ 


Scena (Quarta, . 


— _—— 
——_ — —__— 


— => >, - - —— 


Enter Dake Senior, Amyens, Jaques, Orlands, 
Cisver, Cole, 

Ds.Sex, Doſt thou bele: ve Orlende, that the boy 
Can doall this that he hath promiſed? 

Or. I ſometimes do belceve,and tumetimes do not, 
As thoſe that feare they hope,ind know they teare. 

Emer Roſulinade,Silvins, Phebe. 

Rof. Patience once more,whiles vur compatt is vrg'd: 
Youfſay,if I bring in your Roſalinde, 
You will beſtow her on Or/ands heere? Chir. 

Ds. Se. That would [, had 1 kingdomes to give with 

Rof: And you fay you will have her, w hen I bring hir? 

Or. That I, were | of all kingdoines King. 

Ref. You ſay,you'l marry me, if 1 be willing. 

Phe. That will I, ſhould 1 dy the houre after. | 

Ro; But if you do refuſe to me, 

You'l give your ſelfe rothis moſt fait hfull Shepheard. 
Phe. So is the bargaine. 

Rof. You (; you'l have Phebe if he will. 

Sil. Though to have her and death , were both one | 


thing 


 ——————— 


_ 
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Ref. I have promis'd to make all this matter even: 
Keepe you your word,O Duke, to give your daughter, 
You yours Orlando, to receive his þ aw nn 
Keepe you your word Fhebe,that you'l marry 
Or elſe refuſing me,to wed this ſhepheard: 

Keepe your word S*wiuw,that you'l marry her 
If ſhe refuſe me, and trom hence I go | 
To make theſe doubrs all even. Exit Roſ.and Celia 
Ds. Se. I do remember in this ſhepheard boy, 
Some lively touches of my daughters favour. 
Or. My Lord,the firſt time that I ever ſaw him, 
Me thought he was a brother to your daughter: 
But my good Lord,this Boy is Forreſt borne, 
And hath bin tutor'd inthe rudiments 
Of many deſperate ſtudies,by his vnckle, 
W hum he reports to be a great Magitian. 
Enter Clowne and Audrey. 
Obſcured in the circle of this Forreſt. 

[a9. There is ſure another flood toward,and theſe cou- 
ples are comming to the Arke. Here comes a payre of 
very ſtrange beaſts, which in all tongues, are call'd 
Fooles. 

Clo. Salutation and greeting to you all. 

[aq.Good my Lord,bid him welcome: This is the Mot- 
ley-minded Gentleman , that I have ſo often met in the 
Forreſt:he hath bin a Courtier he (weares. 

(te. If any man doubt that, let him put mee to _ 
gation , I have troda mecafure , I have flattreda Lady , 1 
have bin politicke with my friend, ſmooth with mine 
encmic , I have vndone three Tailors , 1 have had fourc 
quarrels, and like to have fought one. 

lag. And how was that tane up? 

Cle. Faith we mct, and found the quarrel was upon 
the ſeventh cauſe. _ 

Jag. How ſeventh cauſe ? Good my Lord , like this 
fellow. 

Ds. Se. I like him very well. 

Cho. God'ild you fir, I deſire you of the like: I prefle in 
here ſir,amongſt the reſt of the Country copulatives to 
ſweare , andto forſweare , accordingas marriage binds 
and blood breakes : a poore virgin fir,an il faver'd thing 
fir, bur mine owne, a poore humour of mine fir, to take 
that that no man elſe will : rich honeſty dwelslikea mi- 
- fir, in a poore houſe, as your Pearle in your foule oy- 

cr. 

Ds. Sen. By my taithyhe is very ſwift,and ſententicus 

Cl. According to the Galea fir,and ſuch du'cer 
diſcaſcs. : 

[aq But for the ſevcuth cauſe. How did you finde the 
quarrell on the {evycnth caulc? 

{'e. V pon a lye , teven times removed : ( beare your 
body more ſeeming «4#avy )as thus fir: I did diſlike the 
cut of a certaine Courtiers beard : he ſent me word,if 1 
ſaid his beard wasnot cut well, hee was in the minde it 
was : this 1s call'd the retort courteous. IF I ſent him 


} word againe,it was not well cut, he wold ſend me word 


he cut it to pleaſe himſclte:this'iscall'd the quip modeſt. 
If againe, it was not well cut, he diſabled my judgment: 
this is called,the reply chucliſh: If agai ne it was not wel 
cut , he would an{wer I ſpake not true : this is call'd the 
reproofe valiant. If againe, it was not wellcut , he wold 
ſay, I lie : this is call'd the counter-checke quarrelſome: 
and ſo to the lie circumſtantiall,and the lie dire. 
_ And how oft did you fay his beard was not well 
cut? 
Cl. T durſt go no further then the lye circumſtantiall: 


| 


nor he durſt not give me the lie dire : and ſo wee mea- 
fur'd ſwords, and parted. 

has Can you nominate in order now , the degrees of 
the he. 

(. O fir, we quarrell in print , by the booke : as you 
have bookes for good manners : I will name you the de- 
grees. The firſt , the Retort courteous : the iecond , the 
Quip-modelt : the third , the reply Churliſh:the fourth, 
the Reproofe valiant:the fift , the Counterchecke quar- 
relſome : the fixt, the Lyc with circumſtance : the ſea 
venth, the Lye dircR : all theſe you may avoyd, bur the 
Lye dire : and you may avoide that too, with an It. 1 
knew when {cven Iuſtices could not take upa Quarrell, 
but when the parties were met themſelves , one of them 
thought but of an IF; as it you ſaide ſo, chen Ifaide (0: 
and they ſhooke hands, and ſwore brothers. Your If , is 
the onely peace-maker : much vertue inif. 

[ag. Is not this a rare fellow my Lord ? He'sas good 
at any thing, and yer afoole. 

Ds. Se. He uſes his folly like a ſtalking-horſe , and un. 
der the pceſentation of that he ſhoots his wit. 


Enter Hymen, Roſalind, and ( elia 
Still Mmuſicke. 
Hymen, They 4s there mirth in beaven, 
When carthly thing « made eaven 
atone together. 
Good Duke receive thy danghter, 
Hymen from Heaven bt her, 
Tea brought her hether. 
That thow mightit joyne bis hand with bug, 
Wheoſe heart wathin bss boſome 65. 
Ro/. To you l give my ſelte, for I am yours. 
To you I give my ſclte,for I am yours- 
Dau. Se. It there be truth in ſight,you are my daughter, 
Or. It there be truth in ſfight,you are my Roſa 
Phe. If light & ſhape be true, why then my loveadicy, 
Ref. lic have no Father,if you be not he: 
Ile have no Husband, it you be not he: 
Nor ne're wed woman, if you be not ſhe. 
Hy. Peace hoa:I barre confuſion, 
'Tis 1 muſt make concluſion 
Of theſe moſt ſtrange events: 
Here's eight that muſt take hands, 
To joyne 1n Hymens bands, 
IF truth holds true contents, 
You and you,nocroſle ſhall part; 
You and you, are heart in heart; 
You,to his love muſt accord, 
Or have a Woman to your Lord. 
You and you,are ſure together, 
As the Winter to fowle Weather: 
Whiles a Wedlocke Hymne we Gng, 
Feede your ſelves with queſtioning: 
That reaſon, wonder may diminiſh 
How thus we mert,and thele things finiſh. 
SOng. 
Wedding & great [nor erowne 
O bleſſed bond of boordand bed: 
Tis Hymen peoples every towne, 
High wedlocke then be honored: 
Homer high honor and renowne 
To Hymen, God of every Towne. 


* Ds. Se. O my deere Neece, welcome thou artt0 ie, 


Even daughter welcome, in no lefſe degree. "Y 
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| Phe. | will not cate ——— thou art mine, 
Thy faith,my fancie co thee doth combine. 


Emer ſecond Brother. 

2. Fro. Let me have audicnce for a word or two: 
Lam the iecond fonne of old Sw Rowland, 
That bring theſe ridings to this faire aſſembly. 
Dake Frederiche hearing how that every Cay, 
Mcn of great worth relorted to this torreſt, 
Addreſt a mighty power,which were on foote 
In his owne conduct, purpoſely torake 
His brother heere,and pur him to the ſword: 
Andtothe skirts of this wilde Wood he came; 
Where,mecting withan old Religious man, 
After tome qucettion with him, was converted 
Both from his cnterprize, and from the worid: 
His crowne bequeathing to his baniſh'd Brother, 
And all their Lands reſtor'd to hun againe 
Thaf were with him cxil'd.Thus to be true, 
| do engage my life, 

Ds#.Se. Welcome yong man: 
Thou offer'it fairely tothy brothers wedding: 
To one his lands with-held, and tothe other 
A land it (clfe at large,a potent Dukedome. 
Firſt, in this Forreſt, let us do thoſe ends 
That heere were weil begun, and well begot: 
And after, every of this happic number 
That have cndur'd ſhrew'd ,and nights with us, 
Shal ſhare the good of our returned fortune, 


1] According to the meaſure of their ſtates. 


Meane time this new-faine dignity, 
Andfall into our Rufticke Revelry: 
Play Muſicke, and you Brides and Bride-groomes all, 
With meaſure heap'd in joy,to th' Meaſures fall. 

lag. Sir, by your patience : if I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a Religious life, 
And throwne into neglet the pompous Court. 


2. yz. He hath. 
lag. To him will l : out of thele convertites, 
There is much matter to be hcard, and learn'd: 
You to your former Honor, I bequeath; 
Your patience, and your vertue, weil deſcrves it. 
Yon toa love, that your true taith doth merit: 
You to your land, and love, and great alitcs: 
You to along,and well-deterved bed: 
And you to wrangiing,tor thy lovins voyage 
Is but for two monerhs vi-tuall'd:So to your picaſures, 
1 am for other,then tor dancing mcazures. 
Ds. Se. Stay, laques, (tay. 
lag. To fee no paltime, |: what you would have, 
He ſtay ro know, at your abandon'd cave. Exit. 
Ds. Se. Procced, proceed, we will begia theſe rights, 
 Aswedorrult, rthey'l ead un true delights. 
Ref. \t 13 not the faſhion to tce the Lady the Epilogue: 
but it 15 no more unhandiome , then to {ce the Lord the 
Prologue. If it be true, that goood wine needs no buſh, 
"tis true , that a good play needes no Epilogue. Yer to 
| good wine they do uſe good buſhes: & good piaics prove 
| the better by the helpe of good Epilogues : Whatacaſc 
am I in then, that am neither a good Epilogue , nor can- 
not inſinuate \vith you in the be tfeof a good play?I am 
not furniſh'd like a Begger , therefore to begge will not 
| becom: uince. My way 1s to conjure you , and Ile begin 
; with the Women. Icharge you(O women)for the love 
; Yo beare to men, tol:ke as much of this Play , as pleaſe 
; you : AndI charge you ( O men) for the love you beare 
' to women(as I perceive by your fimpring , none of you 
| hates them that berweene you, and > women, the play 
may pleaſe. If I were a Woman, I would kiffe as many 
of you as had beards that pleas'd me, complexions that 
lik d me, and breaths that I defi'de not : And Iam ſure, 
as many as have good beards, or good faces , or ſweet 
| breaths, will for my kind offer, whea 1 make curt'fie,bid 
| me farewell. Exeunt, 
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Enter Beg ger and Hoſte ſe, Chriſtopher S!y. 


Begger-. 
Le phecze you ntaith, | 
Hof. A pairc ot {tokes you rogue. 
Beg. Y are a baggage , the Sherare no 
Rogucs. Looke in the Chronicles, we caine 


. in with Kichard Congquerer : theretore Pan- | 


cas pallabris, let the world flide:Scila. 

Heft. You will not pay for the glaſſes you haue burit? 

Beg. No, not a deniere:$0 by S. leronimy, goc to thy 
cold bed, and warme thee. 

Hoſt. 1 know my remedy , I muſt go fetch the Hrad- 
borough. 

Beg. Third, or fourth , or fft Borough , Jlc an{were 
hun by Law. llc not budge an ich boy:Let him come, 
and kindly. Falles aſleepe. 


Winde hoynes. Enter a Loyd from huntwig with bys traine. 
Le. Huntiman 1 charge thee, tender wel my hounds, 
Brach CAlerrmangthe poore Curie 1s unbolt, 
And couple (Yewder with the deepe-mouth'd brach, 
Saw'it thou not boy how S{ver made 1t good 
Atthe hcdge corncr,in the couldeit fault, 
[ would nor loſe the dogge tor twenty pound. 
Han. Why Belwanis as good as he my Lord, 
He cricd upon itatthe mcereſt lolle, 
And-twice to day pick'd out thedulleſt ſent, 
Trult ine, I rake him tor the better dogge. 
Lord. Thou art a too'c, it Eceho were as fieete, 
I wouid cſtecme him worth a dozen ſuch: 
But ſup them well, and looke unto them all, 
To morrouw I intend to hu nt againe. 
Hun. I wiil my Lord. ; 
Lord. W hat's heere? One dead, or drunke?Sec doth he 
breathc? 
2, Hu. He breath's my Lord. Were he not warm 
with Ale, this were a bed but cold to ſleep ſoſfoundiy. 
Lord. Oh monſtrous bea(t,how like a twane helyes. 
Grim death, how foule and loathſozae 1s thine umage! 
Sirs,I will practiſe on this drunken man. 
W hat thinke you,ifhe were convey'd to bed, 
Wrap'd in ſweet cloathes;Rings = upon his fingers: 
A moſt delicious banquet by his bed 
And brave attendants necrc him when he wakes, 
Would not the begger then forget himlelte? 
1. Hun. Bcleeve me Lord, I thinke he cannot choote. 


2. .It would ſeem {crange unto him when he wak'd | 
Lord. Even as a f|att'ring dreame, or worthles tancic. | 


—_ —— _— 


Then take him up, and manage wellthe jeſt: 
Carry him gently to my fairett Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures: 
Balme his foule head in warme diſtilled waters, 
And burne 1\veet Wood to make the Lodging ſweete: 
Procure me Mulicke ready when he wakes, 
To make a dulcet and a hcavenly tound; 
And it he chance to ſpeake,be ready {traight 
| (And with a low ſubmillivereverence) 
Say, what is it your Honor will command: 


Let one attend him with a filver Baton 
Full ot Roſe-water, and beltrew'd with Flowers, 


——— _—_____ 


How now?who 15 1t/ 


Ser. An't picaie your Honor, Players 
That ofter icrv.cc to your Lordſhip, 


Euter Payer FP 


| LZ£or. Bid them conic nccrc: 


Pla. We rthanke your Honor. 


0 oy. \\ i 


——_ 
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| Now feliowes,y0u arc welconc. 


p oy n : a F = a 
Zer. Do you uitend 0 ftay will fin 
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Since once he ptaide 2 Farmers cldel? to! 
L was where vou wou'd tlic Gentieworr: 
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| Another bearethe Ewer : the third a Diaper, 
| And ſay wilr pleaſe your Lordſhip coole your hands. 
Some one be ready witha coſtly tuire, 
Andaske him what apparel he will wcare: 
Another tell him of his Hounds and Horſe, 
And that his Lady mournes art his dilcalc, 
Perſwade him that he hath bin Lunaticke, 
And when he ſaycs he is,fay that he dreames, 
For he 1s nothing but a mighty Lord: 
This do, and do it kindly,gentle firs, 
[r wil be paſtime palſling excellent, 
If it be husbanded with modeſty, 
1. F/aun, My Lord I warrant you we wil play our part 
As he ſhall chinke by our truc diligence 
He 1$no leſlie then what we (ay he is. 
Lor. Take hum up gently, and to bed with him, 
And cach oneto his orice when he wakes. | 
Sound trumpeti, 
Sirrah, go tce what Trumper'tis that ſounds, 
Belike (ome Noble Gentleman that meanes 
(1 rcaveliung fomc journey )torepole him heere. 
Fuer Servingman, 
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was aptly fitred,and naturally perform'd. 
$4. I thigke *rwas Sets that your honor meanes. 
Lord. ' Tis very true,thuu didſt it excellent: 
Well you are come to me in happy time, 
The rather for I have ſome ſport 1n hand, 


W herein your cunning can ailiſt me much. | 


There is a Lord will heare you play to night; 
Buc I am doubrfull of your modelttes, 
Leaſt(over=cying of his odde behauiour, 
For yet his honor never heard a play ) 
You breake into fone merry pallion, 
And fo offend him:tor I tell you firs, 
It you ſhould ſmile,he growes 1umparient. : 
Plai. Feare not my Lord, we can contain our {clves, 
Were hethe vericlt antickein the world. 
Lord. Go ſirra,take them to the Burtery, 
And give them triendly welcome every one, 
Let them want nothwg that my houlſc affoords. 
E xit one with the Players. 
Sirrago you to Bartholmew my Page, 
And ice him dreſt in all tuites like a Lady: : 
That done, condut him to the drunkatds chamber; 
And call um Madam, do him obeitance: 
Tell him from me(as he will win my love) 
He beare himfclte with honourable ation 
Suchas he hath obſcrv'd in noble Ladies 
Vntotheir Lords, by them accompliſhed, 
Such duty to the drunkard let him do: 
With fott low tongue, and lowly curteſie, 
And ſay: What is't your Honor will command; 
W hercin your Lady,and your humble wife, 
May ſhew her duty,and make knowne her love. 
Andthen with kinde embracements, tempting kiſſes 
And with declining head into his boſome 
Bid him ſhcd teares,as being over-joyed 
To ſee her noble Lord reſtor'd to health, 
\ ho for this ſeven yeares hath cſtermed him 
No better then a poore and loathiome begper: | 
And if the boy have not a woans guift 
Torainc a ſhower of commanded tcares, 
An Onion will do well for ſucha ſhift, | 
Which ina Napkin(deing cloſe conver'd) 
Shall in de{ſpight catorce a watery eye: 
Seethis diſpatch'd with all the haſt thou canſt, © 
Anon llc give thee more initrutions- | 
Exu a ſervingman. 
I know the boy will well uſurpe the grace, 
Voice,g4te,and a Hon of a Genutlewoman. 
I long to hcare him call the drunkard husband, 
And how tmy men wiil ſtay themſelves from laughter, 
When they do homage to this ſimple peaſant, 
llemto counſell them : haply my preſence 
May well abate the over-merry tpleenc, 
Which otherwiſe would grow into extreames- | 


Enter aloft the d11nhard with attendants , ſome with apparel, 
Bafon and Emer, & other appurtenances, Lord. 

Beg. For Guds ſake a pot of imall Ale. 

1. Jer. Wilt pleaſe your Lordſhip drink a cup of ſack? 
| 2. Ser, Wilt pleate your Honor talte of theſe Con- 
ſerves] : 

3- Ser. Whatraiment will your honor weare today. 

Beg. I am Clriſtophers Sly , call not mce Honour nor 
Lordihip: I ne're dranke facke in my life:and if you giue 
me any Conlerves, give me conſerves of Beefe: ne're ask 
me w hat raiment Ile weare, for I have no more doub- 


| 


And once againe a pot oth ſmallclt Alc, 
| 


_ ——— 


lets then backes : no more ſtockings then legges: nor no 
more ſhooes then feer , nay ſounetiune more teete then 
ihooes, or ſuch ſhooes as my toeslooke through the 0- 
ver-lcather. 
Lor. Heaven ceaſe this idle humor in your Honor, 

Oh thata mighty man of tuch deic« nt, 
Of fuch poſicilions, and fo high ciiceme 
Should be infutcd with ſo touic a 1pirit. 

Beg. What would you make me mad? Am not I Chri- 
f*apher Sly, 01d Slics tonne of Burton-heath, by byrth a 
Pedler , by education a Cardmaker , by rranſinutation a 
Beare-heard , and now by preſent protetiion a Tinker. 
ASke Marrien Hacket the tat Alewite of Wincot, if ſhee 
know me nor:if the {ay 1 am not xiiti.d.on the {core tor 
iheere Ale,ſcore me up for the lyingit knave in Chriſten 
dome. What I am nor beſtraught: here's —— 

3+ Man. Oh thts it is that makes your Lady mourne. 

2. Man, Ohthis is it that makes your ſeruants droop. 

Lord. Hence comes i:,that your kindred ſhuns your 
As beaten hence by yuur {trange Lunacy. (houſe 
Oh Novle Lord,bethinke thee of thy birth, ; 
Cal: home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 
And baniſh hence thelc abject lowly dreames: 
Looke how thy tervants do attend 0n thee, 
Each in his c1hice ready at thy becke, * | 


Wilt thou have Muſick e?Harke Apollo plaies, 32{nſick, 


And twenty caged Nighringales do fing. 
Or wilt thou fl-epc? Wee't have thee toa Couch, 
Softer and {weeter then the luſtfull bed 
On purpote trim'd up tor Semiramis. 
Say thou wilt walke:we will beſtrow the ground. 
Or wilt thouride? Thy horſes ſhall bet:ap'd, 
Their harnefle {tudded all with Goid and Pearle. 
Doſt thou love hawking? Thou haſt hawkes will ſoare 
Above the morning Larke. Or wile thou bunt, 
Thy hounds ſhall makethe Welkin anfwer them 
And fetch ſhrill ecchocs from the hoilow earth. 
I» Man. Say thou wilt courte, thy gray-hounds are as 
As breathed Stags:I flecter then the Roe. (\witr 
2 44.Dolt thou love pictures ? we will ferch thee ſtrait 
Adonts patnted by a ruuning brooke, 
And Citherea all in ſedg.s hid, 
Which ſeeme to moveand wanton with her breath, 
Evenas the waving fedges play with winde. 
Lerd, Wee'l ihew thee /o, as the was a Maid, 
And how ſhe was beguiled and turpriz'd, 
As lively painted, as the deed was 5 ra 
3- an. Or Daphne roming through a thorny wood, 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwcare ſhe bleeds, 
And at that fight thal fad Apollo weeps, . 
So workmanly the blood and tcarcs are drawne. 
Lard. Thou arta Lord,and nothing buta Lord: 
Thou baſt a Lady farre more Bcaurtitull, 
Then any woman in this waining age. 
1: Man. And till the teares that ſhe hath ſhed tor thee, 
Like envious flonds ore-run her lovely tacc, 
She wasthe fairelt creature in the world, 
And yer ſhe is inferiour tonone- 
Beg. Amla Lordand have I tucha Lady? 
Or do | dreame?Or have I dream'd til now? 
I donot {leepe:1 fee, I heare, | ſpeake: 
I ſmel ſweet ſavours,andIT fecle foft things; þ 
Vpon mylife | ama Lord indcede, 
And nota Tinker, nor Chriſtophero Sly. 
Well, bring our Lady hither to our fight, 
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2. AMar. Wilt pleaſe your mightineſſe to wafh your 
hands: 
Oh how we joy to {ce your wit reſtor'd, 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are: 
Thete hiſtecne yceres you have bin in a dreamey 
Or when you wak'd,{o wak'd as if you ſlept. 
Beg. T helc fifteene yecres, by my fay, a goodly nap, 
Burdid I never ſpeake of all that time? 
1- Man. Oh yes my Lord, but very idle words, 
For though you lay heere in this goodly chamber, 
Yet would you ſay, ye were beaten our of doore, 
And raile uponthe Hoſteſſe of the houle, 
Andiay you would preſent her at the Leere, 
Becauic ſhe brought ſtone-Iugs,and no ſeal'd quarts: 
Sometimes you would call out tor Cicely Hacket. 
Beg. I, the womans maide of the houte. 
3+Ma. Why fir you know no houſe,nor no ſuch maid 
Nor noſuch men as you have reckon'd up, 
As Stephen Sly,and oid lohn N aps of Greece, 
And Peter Twrph and Herry Pampernell, 
And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 
W hich never were, nor no man ever {aw-. 
Beg. Now Lord be thanked tor my good amends, 
eAl. Amen, 


Enter Lady with «Attendonts. 

Beg. I thanke thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by it» 

Lady. How fares my noble Lord? 

Beg. MarryJfare well, for heere is cheere cnoughe 
Where is my witc? 

La. Heere noble Lord, what is thy will with her? 

Beg. Are you my wifc,and will not cal me husband? 
My men ſhould call me Lord, I am your good-man. 

La. My husband and my Lord , my Lord and husband 
I am your wife 11 all obedicnce. 

Beg. I kr.ow it well, what muſt I call her? 

Lora. Madam , 

Beg. eAlce Madam,or lone Madam? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing clſ{c,{o Lords call Ladies. 

Beg. Madame wite,they {ay that I kavedream'd, 
And ilept above {ome fittecne yeare or more. 

Laaj. I, and the time ſcem's thirty vntome, 
Bcing all this time abandon'd fram your bed. 

Beg.'Tis much, ſervants leave me and her alone: 
Madam undrefſe you, and come nowto bed. 

La. Thrice noble Lord,!et me intreat of you 
Topardon me yet tor an:ght or two: 
Or if nor fo, untill the Sun be ſct. 
For your Phyfitians have expreſſcly chargd, 
In peril! to incurre your former malady, * 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your bed: 
I hope this reaſon ſtands tor my exculc. 

Beg. 1, it ſtands ſo that I may hardly tarry ſo long; 
Bur 1 would be loth to fall intro my dreamesagaine:[ wil 
therefore tarric in deſpighr of the fleſh and the blood. 


A Enter a Meſſenger. 

MWeſ.Your Honors Players hearing your amendment, 
Are come to play a plealant Comedy, 
For {o your doctors hold it very mecte, 
Seeing too much iadnefle hath congeal'd your blood, 
And melancholly is the Nurſe of frenzic, 
T-1erefore they thought it good you hcare a play, 
And frame your minde to mirth and merrimenr, 
Which barres a thouſand harmes,and lengrhens life. 


Beg. Marry 1 will let them play , it is not a Comon- 


| 


| 
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ty,a Chriſtmas gambold, or a tumbling tricke? 
Lady. No my good Lord, it is more plcaſing ſtuffe. 
Beg. W hat, houſhold ſtufte? 
Lady. It is a kinde of hiſtory. 
Beg. Wcll,we'l (ee't: 
Come Madame wite fit by my ſide, 
Andict the world lip, we ſhall ne're,be yonger. 


F lourtf;. Emer Lacentio, and his man Trans. 
Luc. Traxio, ſince tor the great deſire 1had 
Tolce faire Padue,nurſery of Arts, 
T am arriv'd for truitfull Lambardy, 
T he pleaſant garden of great /raly, 
And by my fathers love and leave am arn.'d 
With his good will, and thy good company. 
My truſty tervant well approv'd in all, 
Heere let us breath, and happly inſtitute 
A courſe of Learning, and ingenious ſtudies. 
Piſa renowned for grave Citizens 
Gave me my bcing,and my father firſt 
A Merchant of great Traihcke through the world: 
V/sncentio's co ne of the Bentwools), 
Uincemso's {onne, brought up in Florence, 
It ſhall become to ſerve ail hopes conceiv'd 
Todecke his fortune with his vertuous deedes? 
And therctore Tram, for the time I ſtudy, 
Vertue and that part of Philoſophy 
Will Iapply,that treats of happineſle, 
By vertue {pecially to be atchicv'd, 
Tell me thy mindc, for I have Psſalctt, 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
A ſhallow plaſh, to plunge him in thedcepe, 
And with taciety ſeckes ro quench his thirſt. 
Tra. Me Pardonato,gentle maiſter mine: 
T am inall affected as your (clfe, 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
Toſucke the {weets of {weere Philotophy., 
Onely(good maiſter)while we do admire 
This vertue,and this morall diſcipline 
Let's be no Stoickes,nor no ſtockes I pray, 
Oro devote to Ariftetter checkes 
As Ownd;be an out-calt quite abjur'd; 
Balke Lodgicke with acquaintance that you have, 
And praQuic Rhetoricke in your common talke, 
Muſicke and Pochie uſe, to quicken you, 
The mathematickes,and the Metaphyſickes 
Fall tochem as you tinde your ſtomacke ſerves you: 
No profit growes, where 1s nopleaſure tane: 
In bricte far, ſtudy what you moſt affect, 
Lac. Gramercies Tramo,uycll doſt thou advile, 
If Biondells thou wert come aſhore, 
We could at once put us in rcadineſle, 
And takea Lodging fit toentertaine 
Such frieads(as time) in Padva ſhall beget., 
Bur ſtay a while, what company is this? 
Tre. Maiſter ſome ſhew to welcome us to Towne. 


Enter Baptiſta with bis two dewghters, K atherina & Bianca, 
Grenio a P amtalowne, Hortenſio a Shuiter to Bianca, 
Lacen, Tranio, fand by. 


Bep. Gentlemen, imporrune me 6 farther, 
For bow I firmly am refolv'd you know: 
Thartis, not ro beſtow my yongeſt daughter, 
Before 1 have a husband for the elder: 


It either of you both love Katherine, 
Becauſe | 
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Becauſe I know you well, and love you we!, 
Leave ſhall you have to court her ar your pleaturc. 
| Gre. To cart her rather. She's too rough tor mc, 
There,there Horren/io, will you any W itc? 
Kaz. I pray you fir,is tt your will 
To make a ſtale of me amongl!t thele mares? 
Her. Mates maid, how wmeanc you that? 
No mates for you, | 
Vuleſſe you were of gentler milder mould. 
K#. I'faith fir, you ſhall never needs to trare, 
[-wis it is not halfe way to her heart: 
But if it were, doubt not, her care ſhould be, 
To combe your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtole, 
And paint your f:cc,and uſe you like a foole. 
Her. From all fuch divels,good Lord deliver us. 
Gre. And mee t00,g00d Lord. 
Tra. Huſht maiſter, heres ſome good paſtime toward, 
That wench is ſtarke mad, or wonderfull troward- 
Lac. But in the others lilence dol tee, 
Maids mildz bchautour and fobricty. 
Peace Trans. 
ſrs. Well faid Maiſter, mum , and gaze your £1; 
Bag. Gentlemen, that 1 may toone make good 
What 1 have faid, fiance ger you in, 
And let it not dilplcatc thee good Bianca, 
For I will lovethee nc're the lefle my girie. 
Ke. A pretty peate, it is beſt put tinger in the eye, 
and ſhe knew why. 
Bia. Siſter content you, in my diſcontent, 
Sir, to your pleaſure humbly I fubicribe: 
My bookes and inſtruments ſhall be my company, 
On them r9looke, and pra.tite by my icife. 


Luc. Hearke Trane, thou mailt hcare Minervs (| peak, | Bur ſee, while idely 1 Roud looking on, 


Hor. Signior Bapts//@, will you be 10 ſtrange, 
Sorry am I that our good will cffets 
Bianca's grec te. 

Gre, W hy w:ll you mew her up 


(Signior Bap:a/ta)tor this fiend of hell, 


And make her beare the pennance of her rongue? 
Zap. Gentlemen content ye : 1am rctoly's: 

Go in Bianca. 

And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight 

In Mulicke, \n{truments,and Poctry, 

Schoolemaiſters will I kcepe within my houte, 

Fit to inſtrut her youth. It you Hortenjio, 

Or ſignior Grew you know any fuch, 

Preferre thein hither:tor to cunning men, 

I will be very kind: 2ad librrall, 

To mine owne childcen,in good bringing np, 

And (0 farewel!: Katherma you may ſtay, 

For I have more to commune with 5axce. Exit, 

» Kat. Why, and Itruit I may go too, mav I not? 

What ſhall 1 be appouted houres,as though 

(Belike)I knew not whatto take, 

And what to leave?Ha. Exit. 
Gre. You may goto the divels dam:your guifcs are 

{o good hcere's none will ho!de you : Their love is not 

{0 grent Hertenſi#, but we may blow ournails together, 

andfalt it fairely out , Our cakes dough on both fides. 

Farewell : yet tor the love 1 beare my ſweet Fines, if 

I 9b) any meanes light on a fit man to teach her that 


| wherein ſhe delights, 1 will wiſh him to her tather. 
Hor. Sq will 1 Signior Gremue: but a wor@1 pray: | Herelder isfocurſtand ſhrewd, 

Though the nature of our quarre!l yet never brook'd ? Thar till the father rid his hands of ker, 

paric, know now upon aduice, ittoucheth us both : that | Maſter, your love muſt live a miideat home, 


we may yet 4gune have acceſſe toour faire Miſtris, and 


| if I atchievenotthis young modeſt evrlc 


| be happic rivals in Bianca siove, to labour and ctf:ct one 
thing ſpecially. 

Gre. What's that [ pray ? 

Hor. Marrie firto geta busband for her Siſter, 

Gre. Ahusband : adivell, 

Hor. 1 fay a husband, 

Gre. I fay,adivell : Think'ſt thou Hortenfio, though 
her father be very rich, any a manis1o veric a toole to be 
married to hell? | 

Hor. Tulh Gremis : though it paſſe your patience and | 
mince to endure her lewd alarums, why man there bee 
good tellowes inthe world,and 2 man could lightonthem, | 
would take her withall faults, aud inony cnuugh. 

Gre. | cannot tell:bue I had- as life rake her dowric 
withthis.ondition;To be whipt at the hie cole, every 
morning. 

For. Faith (as you fay) there's ſmall choife in rotten 
apples : come, {ince this bar 1n law makes us friends, it 
ſhall be fo far forth friendly main:ain'd, till by helping 
Baptiſts eldeſt daughter to a husband, we ſer his youngett 
tree tor a husband , and then have too't afreſh 5 Sweet 
Zranca, happy man be hisdole : he that runnesfaſtelt , 
gersthe Ring : How fay you ſigntor Grems ? 

Grem, 1 am agreed, and would [ had given him the beſt 
horſe in Pedveto begin his woomg that would chrough- 
ly wooe her; wed her , and cd her, and ridde the houſe 
/ of her. Come on. | 

Exennt amb, NMmnet Tranio aud Lucentio. 
| Tra. I pray firtcl me, isit poſſivle 
That love ſhould of a ſodaine take ſuch hold. 

Luce. Oh Trans, till T found it to be truc, 

| I never thought ir poſſible or likely. 


—— —— R—— 


| I touudthe effe of Love in idicncile, 
| And now inplainneſſedo confeſle to thee | 
| Thatartto meas ſecret andas deerc 
| As Azaatothe Queene of Carthige was: | 
' Tr4-40 | burne, I pine, I periſh Tram, 
Counſaile me Trane, tor 1 know tica canſtt 
Athiſt me Treno, tor | know thou wilt, 
Tra. Maſter, it is notime tochide you now, 
Aﬀection is no” rated from the heart : [ 


: 
j 


| 


If love touch'd you, nought remaines butfſo, 
Redume te CAPIm Juan queds mms. 
Le, Gramercies Lad : gotorward, this contents, 
The reſt will comfort, tor thy counſel's tound . 
Tra. Maſter, youlook'd to longly on the maide 
Perhaps youmark'd not what's the pithof all, 
Lac. Oh yes, | ſaw ſweet beautic in her tace, 
| Such as the daughter of Agenor had, | 
Thar made great /overo humble him to her hand, | 
When with his knees he kitt the Cretan ftrond, | 
Tre. Saw you no more? Mark'd yoynot how her fiſter, 
Beganto ſcold, and raiſe up fucha (torm? 
That mortall cares might hardly eadure the din, 
Luc. Tran, | (aw her corrall lips to move; 
And with her breath (hedid pertume the ayre, 
Sacred and ſweet was all I faw mn her. 
Tra. Nay,then 'tistime to ſtirre him from his trance; | 
I pray awake fir ; if you love the Maide; 


| Bendthoughtsand wits toatcheeve her. Thus it ſtands: 


| Andthbereforc has he cloſely meu'd her up, 
| Beowwle 
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Becauſc ſhe will not be annoy'd with ſuters. 
Lneee Ah Tame, what a cruell Fathers he: 
But art thou not advis'd,he tooke ſome care 
Together cunning Schoolemaſters to inſtru her. 
Tra. I marry am I fir, and now 'tis plotted. 
Le. | have it Trane. 

Tra. Maiſter,for my hand, 

Both our inventions meet and jumpe in one. 

Lec. Tellme thine firſt. 

Tra. You will be ſchoole-maiſter, 

And undertake the tcaching of the maid: 
That's your device. 

Lxc. [tis:May it be done? 

Tra. Not pollible : tor who ſhall beare your part, 
And be in Padea hcere Uscentrw's fonne, 
Keepe houſe,and ply his booke, welcome his friends, 
Viht his Countrimen, and banquet them? 

Luc. Faitas,content thee: for I have it full. 
We have not yet bin ſcene in any houſe, 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our faces, 
For man or maiſter:then it followes thus; 
Thou ſhalt be mailter, Tram in my ſted: 
Keepe houſe, and port,and ſervants, as | ſhould, 
i will ſome other belome Froreneme, 
Some XN eaprirten,or meaner man of Piſa, 
' Trs hatch'd,and ihall be 10: Trans at once 
Vncatlc thee:take my Coulord hat and cloake, 
When Z:ondells comes, he waitcs on thee, 
But I will charme him tirit ro keepe his rongue. 
Tra. $0 had you necde: 
In brecte Sir,fith it your pleature 1s, 
And I am tycd ro be obedicnr, 


| For fo your father charg'd mear our parting: 


| 


« - 


Re ferviccable to my fonne(quorth he) 
Alchough | rhinke 'twas in another ſence, 
[ 2m content to be Lacentss, 
Becautc fo well Llove Lacentio. 
Luc Trans be 10, brcauſe Lacentso loves, 
And Iict me be a lave,t'atchieve that maide. 
Whoſe ſodaine ſight hath thrai'd my wounded eye. 


Enter Buondello. 


Heere comes the rogue. S:rr2,where have you bin? 

Brow. Where have [ beenc? Nay how now, where arc 

you? Maiiter,ha's my fellow Treme itolne your cloathes, 
or ya ftolne his,or both? Pray what's the newes? 

Lac. Sirracome hither, 'tis notumeto zeſt, 

And thereforetrame your manners to the tume. 
Your fellow Trame hcere to fave my lite, 

Purs my apparrell, and my count'nance on, 

And I for myeſcape have pur on his: 

For in 2quarrell fince I camea ſhore, 

I Kid 2 man,and tcare } was deicricd: 

Waite you on him, 1 charge you, as becomes: 
While 1 make way from hence tolave my lite; 
You vnderitand mc? 

Zn. | fit, ne're 2 whit. 

Exc. And nota jor of Tramse in your mouth, 
Trax 15 ching'd into Lacentso. 

Bien. The better tor him, would I wereſo too. 

Tra. So could I'taith boy , to have the next wiſh af. 
ter , that Lacentzs 1nd: cde had Bapeuta yongelt daugh- 
cer. But firra, not tor my take, bur your maſters, I ad. 
v:iicyou ulc your manners difcreetly ina'l kind of com- 


| panics : When I am alone , why then Iam Trene:but in 


Fn Cee Cn 


— _ 


| 
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all places elſe, your maifter Lacentio. 

Luc. Trans let's go: 
One thing more reſts,that thy ſelfe execute, 
To make one 'mong theſe wooers : if thou aske me why, 
Suificeth my reaſons are both good and waighty-. 

Exeunt. T he Preſenters above mos > 
I. AMHan, My Lord younod , you do not minde the 
lays 

: Beg. Yes by Saint Anne do I, a good matter ſurely: 

mes there any more of it? 

Lad. My Lord, 'tis but begun. 

Beg. 'Tisa very excellent peece of worke, Madame 
Lady: would *twere done- T bey fit and marke 


Enter Petrwchio,and h1; man Grums, 

Pet. Verona, tor a while I take my leave, 
To ſee my tricnds in Padxa;burt of all 
My beſt beloued and approved friend 
Hortenſio:& I trow this is his houle: 
Heere firra Gram, knocke I lay. 

Grw, Knocke fir? whom ſhould I knocke ? Is there any 
man ha's rebus'd your worſhip? 

Pet. Villainel ſay, knocke me heere ſoundly. 

Gru. Knocke you heere fir? Why fir, what am I fir, 


 thatI ſhould knocke you heere fr? 


Pet. Viilaine I ſay, knocke me at this gate, 


' Andrap me well,or lle knocke your knaves pate. 


OY 


| 


' 
: 


W hy this a heavy chancetwixt him and you, 
Your ancient truſty pleaſant ſervant Gramss: | 
And tell me now({weet friend) what happy gale | 
Blowes you to Padse heere,trom old Verous? 


Gr#. My Maiſter is growne quarreliome: 

I ſhould knocke you firſt, 
And then I know after who comes by the worlt. 

Pee, Will it not be? 
Faith firrah, and you'l not knocke,lle ring it, 
He tric how you can So/,Faand (ing it. 

He rings hum by the cares, 
Gra. Helpe miſtris helpe,my maiſter is mad. 
Fer. Now knocke when | bid you:firrah villaine. 
Emter Hor ten (0, 


| Her. How now, what's the matter?My olde friend 


Grumio , and my good triend Ferruchuo ? How do you all 
at Verona? 
Pet. Signior Hortenſio,come you to part the fray? Con- 
twtts le core bene trovatto, may I (ay. 
Hor. Alla woftra caſa ben venuto mutto honorats ſegnior nu 
Ferracheo, 
Riſc Gramzorite, we will compound this quarrell, 
Gre, Nay tis no matter fir, what he leges in Latine. 
If this be not a lawfull cauſc for me to leave his ſervice, 
looke you fir : He bid me knocke him,& rap him ſound- 
ly fir. Well, was it fit for a ſervant ro uſe his mailterſo, 
bei haps(tor ought I (ce )two and thirty , a 
pn Ss God I had well ing Ley 
then had not Gramze come by the worit, 
Per. A encelcle villaine:good Hortenſio, 
I bad the raſcail knocke upon your gate , | 
And conld not get him for iy heart ro do it. 


| 


Grs. Knockeart the gate? O heavens:ſpake you n0t 
theſe words plaine? Sirra, Knocke me heere : rappe me | 


come you now with knocking at the gate? 
Per. Sirra be gone,or ta!ke not I adviſe you. 
Her. Petruchio paticnce, 1 am Grams pledge: k 


' 


' 
: 


| 


Pet.Such windas ſcatters yongmen throughthe world, 
To | 


— g—_—_—— 


——_— 


heere : knockeme well , and knocke me ſoundly ? And [ 
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Toſccke their fortunes farther than at home, 
Where ſmall experience growes but ina few. 
Signior Horten/ao, thus 1t {tands with me, 
eAmonio my father is deccalt, 
And I haycthrult my ſelfe into this maze, 
Happily to wive andthrive,as belt I may: 
Crownesin my purſe I have,and goods at home, 
And (o am come abroad ro ice the world, 
Hor. Perrachio. (hall I then come roundly tothee; 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrew'd ill-fayour'd witc? 
Thou'dit thanke me bur alittle tor my countell; 
And yet Lie promiſe thee ſhe (hall be rich > 
And very rich:but th'art roo much mny triend, 
And Ile not with thee to her. 
Pet. Signior Hortenſio, 'twixt ſuch friends as wee, 
Few words {whice:and theretore,it thou know 
One rich'enough tobe Petruchiw's wite: 
(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance) 
Be ſhe as foule as was Floremines Love, 
As old as S1bel,, and as curſt and ſhrow'd 
As Secrates Z antippe,or a worle: 
She moves me not,or not removes at lealt 
Aﬀetions edge in time. Were ſhe as rough 
As are the (welling eAdriaticke leas- 
| come to wive it wealrhily in Padxa: 
[f wealthily, then happily un Padve, | 
Gru. Nay looke you fir, hee tels you flatly what hus 
minde is : why give him Gold enqugh , and marric him 
to a Puppct or an Aglet babie, or an oldtrot with ne're'a 
tooth in her head , though ſhe have as many diteales as 
ewo and fifty horſes, W by nothing comes amille,1o mo- 
ny comes withall, "Wl; 
Her. Petruchwo, ſince we are {tcpt thus farre in, 
I will continue that | broach'd in jeſt, 
[ can Perrwcbuo helpe thee to a wite | 
With wealth enough, and yong and beautious, 
Brought up as beſt becomes a Gentlewoman. 
Her onely tault,and that is tault enough, 
Is, that the is intollerable curit, 
And ſhrew'd,and froward,io beyond all micature, 
That were my ſtate farre worter then it 15, 
I would not wed her fora mine of Gold, 
Pet, Hortenſio peace:thou knowlt not golds eftet, 
Tell me her fathcrs name, and tis enough: 
For 1 will boord her, though ſhe chide as loud 
Ast ,when the clouds in Autumne cracke- 
Hor. Her tather is Baptiſts Mmnmola, 
An affable and courteous Gentleman, 
Her name 1s K atherme Manols, 
Renown'd in Padua tor her icoldingrongue. 
Per. | know her tather,though I know not hcr, 
And h: knew my decealcd tather well: 
[ will not fleepe Hortenſio til I ec her, 
And theretorc let mc be thus bold with you, 
Togive you over at this firſt encounter, 
Vnletic you will accompany me thither. 
Grs. | pray you Sir let him go while the humor laſts. 
A n,y word,and the kyew him as wel as I do,ſhe would 
tkinke (colding would do little good upon him. Shee 
may perhaps call him halte a ſcore Knaves, or ſo: Why 
that's nothing ; and he begin once , hee'l raile in his rope 
| __— Hetell you what fir , and ſhe ſtand him but a li- 
, he wil throw a figure in her face,and ſo distigure hir 
with it , that ſhee ſhall have no more eycs to (ec withall 
then 2 Cat : you Kkaow him not (ir. 
Hor, Tacry Petrachio, I inuſt go with thee, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


NO —— 


For in Bapriitas keepe my treaſure is: 
He hath the lewell ot my lifc in hold, 
His yongelt daughter, beautitull Bianca, 
And her with-holds hee from me. Other more 
Surers to her,and rivals in my Lovc: 
Suppoting it a thing impollible, 
Far thote defects 1 have before rcheacſt, 
| hat ever Katherine will be woou'd: 
Therefore this order hath Bapriita tane, 
That none (hal haveaceetle vnto Bianca, 
Till Katherine the Curit, have got 4 husband. 
Gre. Katherine the cult, 
A title for a maide, of all titles the worlt. 
Hor. Now (hail my tricnd Petruchio do me grace, 
And offer me ditguis'd in fober robes, 
Toold Bapriſta 25 a ichoole-marſter 
Well feenc in Mulicke,to inttrat Biencs, 
Thatto 1 may by thus deviceat leaſt 
Have leaveand leiſure to make love to her, 


And vnſuſpected court her by her ſelfe. 
Enter Gremo and Licentio ds(gwſed 


grs. Heere's no knavery.See, tobeguile the old folles 
how the young folkes lay theirs head together. Mai- 


ter, maiſter,looke about you : Who goes thera. 

Hor. Peace Grumio, it is the rivall of my Love«| 
Perrachso ſtand by a whilt. 

Gr#. A proper ſtripling,and an amourous. 

Gre, O very well, I have perus'd the note, 
Hearke you fir, Ile have them very fairely bound, 
All bookes of Love, ſce that at any hand, 
Aud ſee you reade no other Lenres to her: 
You underitand me. Over and beſide 
S1gnior Bapriftas liberality 
Ile mend it with a Largefic. Take your pa 
And let me have then very wel pertum'd, 

For the 1s {weeter then perfume it (elfe 

Il o whoin they go to; what will you readeto her? 
£xe. \W hart ere | reade to her, Ile pleade for you, 

As tor my patron, ſtand you to afſur'd; 

As tirmely as your iclte were-{till in place, 

Yea and perhaps with more ſucceilctuli words 

1hen you;valeſſe you were a i(choller fir. 

Gre, Ohthis learning, what a thing it 18 

Gr#. Oh this Woodcocke,what an Afle it is- 

Pet. Peace (irra. 

Her. Grs. mum:God fave you tgmor Grew, 

Gre. And you are well met,Signior Hortenfte, 
Trow you whither lam going? 1 o Baptiſts Mines, 
I promilt coenquire caretully 

ta (choolemaſter for the faire Bianca, 

And by good fortune I have lighted wel 
On this yong manzFor learning and behauiour 
Fit for her turne, well read in Poctric 
Andether boookes, good ones, | warrant ye. 

Her. Tis well:and | have met a Gentleman 
Hath promiſft me to helpe one to another, 
A fine Muſitianto ini{trut our Miſtris, 
So (hal I no whitbe behinde in duty 
Tofure B5axca, (0 beloved of me. 

Gre. Beloved of meand that my,deeds (hal prove. 

Grs, Andthat his bags ſhal prove. 

Her. Gremo, tis now no tiuie ro vent Our love, 
Liſten tome, and if yuu ſpeake mefaire, 

[le tell you newes indifferent good for either. 
Heere isa Gentle nan whom by chance I met 
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V pon agreement from us to his liking, 
Wall undertake to woocur!t Kathermne, 
Yea,and to marry her, if her dowrie pleaſe, 
Gye. So {atd, fo done,is well: 
Hortenjo, have you told him all her faults? 
Per. | know ſheis an ukeſome brawling (cold: 
It that be all Maiſters, I hearc no harme. 
Gre. No, ſayit me 10, friend > What Countreyman? 
Pet. Borne in Verona,old Butomos {onne: 
My tather dead, my tortune lives tor me, 
And I do hope, good dayes and long, to ice. 


But if you have a ſtomacke, roo'ta Gods name, 
You (hall haue me alſilting you in all. 
But will you woo this Wilde-cat? 

Petr. Will I live? 

Gre. Will he woo her?I:or Ile hang hcr, 

Fer. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 
Thinke you, a httle dinne can daunt mine cares? 
Have I not in my time heard Lions rore? 

Have I not heard the ſca, puft vp with windes, 
Rage like an angry Boare, chatcd with (weat? 
Have I not heard great Ordnance n the held? 
And heavens Artilleric thundicr 11 the skies? 
Have I not in a pitched battcll heard 
Loud larums,neighing iteeds, & trumpets clangu*? 
And dv you tell me of a womans tongue? 
That gives not halte fo great a blow to hearc, 
As wiila Cheſle-nut in a Farmers fire. 
Tuſh, ruth, tcare boyes with bugs. 

Gr#. For he fcare's none. 

Gre. Hortenſio heackc: 
This Gentleman 1s happily arriv'd, 
My iinde preſumes tor his owne good, and yours. 

Hor. | promitt we would be Contributors, 
And beaze his charge of wooing whatlocre. 

Gre. And {o we will,provided that he win hcr. 

Gre. I would I were as (urc uf a good diuncr. 


PI EE 
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Enter Trans brave, and Brondello. 
Tra.Gentl.menGod fave you-If I may be bold, 
Te!! me I beſcech you, which1s the readteſtway 
| Tothe houſe of Signior Baptiſts Mmola? 
| Bru. He that ha's the two tate daughters:iſt he you 
mcamc? 
Tra, Evcn hc Biondelle. 
Gre. Hcarke you fir, you mcane not her tom— 
Tra. Perhaps him nd her fir, what have you to do? 
Per. Not her that chides fir, atany hand I pray. 
Tra, I love nochiders ſir: Bzondeko,let's away. 
Luc, Well begun Tramo. 
Hor. Sir,a word ere you go: 
Arc you a ſutor tothe Maid you talke of, yea or no? 
Tra. And it I be fir, 1s it any offence? 
Gre. No:it without more words you will get you 
hence. 
Tre. Why fir, | pray arc not the ſtreets as free 
For me,as for you? 
Gree. But ſ01s not ſhe. 
| Tv-. For what reaſon I beſeechyou. 
| Gre. For thisreaſon if you'l kno, 
| Thar ſhe's the choile love of Sigmior Gremss. 
' 


- 2 ww e—O—__— -——— @ 


Hey. That ſhe's the choſen of fignior Horte/s, 
Tre. Softly my Maiſters:If you be Gentlemen 
Do me this right: heare me with parience. 
| Baprs/ta 15 2 noble Gentleman, 


—_— —— 


Gre. Oh fir,ſucha life with ſuch a wife, were ſtrange: 


| To whom my Father is notall unknowne, 
| And were his daughter fairer then the is, 
She may morc ſutore have,and me tor one. 
| Faire Ledaes daughter had a thoutand wooers, 
| Then well one more may fairc Z:anca have, 
And fo the ſhall.Lacentis ſhall make one, 
Though Paris came, in hope to ſpccd alone. 
Gre. WW hat, this Gentlcman will out-talke us all. 
Ls. Sir give him head, I know hee'l provea Iade, 
Fer. Hortenſio,to whatend arcall thee words? 
Hor. Sir, let me be 10 bold as to aske you, 
Did you ver ever (ce Baptiilas daughtei ? 
Tre. No fir, but heare I do that he hath two: 
The one,as tamous tor a {colding rongue, 
As is the other, for beautcous modeitic. 
Pet. Sir, fir, the firlt's tor me, let her goby. 
Gre. Yca, [cave that labour to great Hercules, 
| And letit be more then eAlides twelve. 
| Pet. Sir underſtand you this of me{intooth) 
{ The yongelſt daughter whom you hcarken tor, 
| Her father keepes from all acceſle of ſutors, 
| And will not promilc her toany man, 
| Vntillthe elder ſiſter firſt be wed. 
| The yonger then is free,and nor before. 
| Tra.lt it be {o (ir,that you are the man 
| Muſt ftced usall, and me amongtt the reſt: 
And if you breake the ice,and do this {eeke, 
Atchieve the elder : {et the yonger tree, 
For our acceile, whoſe hap ſalt be to have her, 
Will not fo gracelcile be,to be ingrate. 
Her. Sir you fay well,and well you do conctive, 
And ſince you do proteile to be a ſutor, 
You muſt as we do, gratife this Gentleman, 
To whom weall reit generally beholding, 
Tre. Sir, I ſhall not be flacke,in ſigne wherof, 
Pleaſe ye we may contrive thisaftcrnooac, 
; And quaftc carowſes to our Miltiefle health, 
\ And ts as adverſaries do in law, 
| Strive mightily, hut catc and drinke as tricads. 
| Gre. Bon. Oh exccllceut motion:fellowes let's be gon. 
| Her. The motion's good indeed, and be it ſo, 
Perracbio,l (hall be your Ben venue, 


_ - Co 
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Enter K a'herind and Bianca. 
Bia. Good filter wrong me not,nor wrong your ſelte, 
To make a bondmaide and aflave of me, 
That I diſdaine : but tor theſe other goods, 


—— 


Vnbinde my hands, lle pull them oF my ſelfe, 
Yea all my raiment,to my petticoate, 
Or what you will command me, will I do, | 
So well I know my dutie to my elders. | 
Kate." Of all thy ſuters heere I charge thee tell | 
VW hom thou lov*{t belt : ſee thou dillemble not. 
B1anca. Beleeve me ſiſter, of all the menalive, 
I never yet beheld that ſpeciall face, 
W hich I could fancie, more then any other. 
Kate. Minion thoulyeſt , Is't not Horten/io? 
Bien. It you affect him ſiſter, heere I ſweare 


moron on > Do. 


- —— 


— —_ 


I prethee ſiſter Kate untic my hands. 


| 


le _ for you my ſclfe, but you ſhall have him: 
«re Oh then belike you fancie riches more, 
You will have Grewoto keepe you faire. 
Baan. Is it for him you do envie me (0? 
Nay then you jeft, and now I well perceive 
You have bur jeſted with me allthis while ; 


J 


Ka. If that be jcſt, thenall the reſt was ſo. Strikes her. 
Fae 
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Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her. 

For ſhame theu Hilding of adivelliſh ſpirit, 

Why doſt thou wr ,thar did ne're wrong thee? 

hen did ſhe _—_— pays ew A 

1 filence outs me e be reucng 

_— ; Fhes after Bianca 
Bay, What inmy ſight? Bimcaget thee in. Ex. 
FX4 What will younoe faffer me: Nay now I {ce 

She is your treaſure, ſhemuſt have a husband, 

1 guſt dance bare- toor on ber wedding day, 

And for your love to her, leade Apes in hell. 

Talke not tome,1 will goe fit and weepe, 

Tull I can finde occaſion of revenge. ; 
Bp. Was never Gentleman thus greev'd as I? 


But who comes here. 


Emer Gremis, Lacentis, in the habit of « muane man, 
Perruchia with Traxio, with bu boy 
bearmg 4 Lute and Booker. 


Gre. Good morrow neighbour Baptiſt «. 
Fap. Good morrow neighbour Gremo: God ſave you 
Gentlemen. 
Pet And you good fir : pray have you not a daughter, 
cal'd Katerma, fate and vertuous? 
Bp 1 have a daughter fir, cal'd Katerina, 
Gre. You aretoo bluut, goto it orderly. 
Pre. You wrong me fignior Gremws, give me leave. 
Iam a gen Ieman of Feroxe fir, : 
That beat ig of her beauty, and her wit, 
Het aftability and baſhtull modelhie : 
Her, wondrous qualicies, and milde behaviour, 
Am bold to (hew my lelte a forward gueſt 
Within your houſe, to make mine eye the witneſle 
Or that report, which I tooft have heard, 
Aad for an entrance to my entertainement, 
[ dopreſent you witha man of mine 
Cunniug in Muſicke and the Mathematickes, 
T.» inftruct her fully inthole ſciences, 
Whereof 1 now ſhe isnot ignorant: 
Accept of him, orclſe you do me wrong, 
His name is Licro, borne in Aſantxa. 
Bap. Y'are weicome (ir, and he for your good ſake. 
But for my daughter Katerine, this I know, 
She is not for your turne, the more my greefe. 
Pet. I {ce you donot meane topart with her. 
Or <l(e you like not of my company. 
Bap. Niſtake me not, I ſpeake but what I finde, 
Whence are you fir ? What may I call your name, 
Pet, Petruchwo is my name, Antows 1{onne, 


| A man well knownethroughour all Italy. 


Bap. IT know him well : youare welcome for his fake. 
Gre. Saving your tale Petruchio, I pray let usthar are | 
e petitioners {peane t00? Baccare, youarc mervay- 
ous forward. | 


Per. Ob, Pardon me (ignior Gremie, I would faine bee 
l 


Ng. 

Gre, I doubt itnotfir. Bntyou will curſe 
Your wooingneighbours : this isa guife 
Very grarefull, | am ſure of it, to expreſſe 
The like kindnefſe my felfe, that have beene 
More kindcly beholding to you then any : 


Freely give unto this yong Scholler, that hath 


Beene ſtudying at Khemes, as cunning 
In Gr Lative, Sad other , 
As the other in Muſicke and M: ickes : 


His name is Cambio : pray accept his teruice. 
Bap. Athouſandthankes ſigmor Gremvo : 

Weicome Cambie. But gentle lir, 

Me thinkes you walke like a (tranger, 

May I be ſo bold, to know the cauſe of your comming ? 

=... Pardon me fir, - boidneſſle is mine owne,' 

being a (tranger in this Cittye here, 

Do makethy ſeife a ſuitor to 4 daughter, 

Vnto Biexce, faire and vertucus : 

Nor is your firme reſ\lve unknowne to me, 

In thepreferment of the eldelt ſitter. 

T his liberty is all that I requeſt, 

That pon knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have welcome 'mongſtthe reſt that woo, 

And free accefſe and tauour as the reſt. 

And toward the education of your daughters , 

I hecre beſtow aſimple mſtrumenc, 

aero der ndonLothetai 
you accept them, their worth 1s : 
Bap. Lacrntiois your name. of w heage Teiongt 
Tra. Ot Ps/alir, fonne to Vinſencio. 
Bap. A mightic man of Piſaby report, 

I know him well : youare very welcome fir : 

Take you the Lute, and you the fer of bookes, 


You ſhall _ your Pupils preſently. 


Holla, wit 
Enter 4 Servant. 

Sirrah, lcade theſe Gentlemen 
Tony two daughters, and then rel! them both 
Theſc are their Tutors, bid them uſe them well, 
We will go walke a little in the Orchard, 
And thento dinner : you are palli ig welcome, 
And fo I pray you all co thinke yonr ſelves, 

Per. Signior Baptiſta, my buiinci{caskerh haſte, 
And everic day | cannotcome to wooe, 
You know my father well, and in him me, 
Left ſolic heirero al his Linds and goods, 
Which I have bettered rather then decreaſt, 
Then tcl! me, if | get your daughters love, 
What dowric ſhall I have with her to wite. 

Bap. After my death, the one halte of my Lands, 
And 1n pofſetston twentic thouſand Crownes. 

Per, And for that dowric, Ile affure her of 


Her widdow- hood, be it that ſhe ſurviveme | 


In all my Lands and Leaſes whoſuever, 
Let ſpecultics be therefore drawne betweene us, 
That —_ = kept on either hand. 
Bap. I, whenthe ſpeciall thing is well obtain'd 
Thar is her love : for thacis lic all. ; 
Pet. Why that isnothing : for | tell you father, 
I am as peremptorie as ſhe proud minded : 
And where two - 9 meere together, 
They do conſume the thing that feedes their furie. 
lietle fire growes great with little winde, 
Y<rt extreame guſts will blow out fireand all: 
So I to her, and fo the yeelds tome, 
For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. 
Bap. Well mailt thou woo, and happy beethy ſpeed : 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappie words. 
Per. I tothe I —_— for windes, 
That ſhake nort,r l low perpetually, 
Emer Hortenſio with bis head broke. : 
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Bop. How now my friend, why doſt thou looke fo pale? 
Hor. For feare 1 promile you,it I looke pale. 
Zap. W hat, will my daughtcr prove agood Maſitian? 
Her. 1 think ſhe'l ſooner prove a (ouldier, 
Irou may hold with ber, but never Lates» 
E ap. W by then thou capſt not break her to the Lute? 

Hor. Why no, tor ſhe hath broke the Lute to me; 
I did but teli her ſhe maſtooke her frers, 

And bow'd her hand to teach her ing, 
When(witha moſt impatient Civellith ſpirit) 

Frets call you theſe? (quoth {h«) Lie fume with them: 
And with that word the {ſtroke me onthe head, 

And through the inſtrument my pate made way, 
And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 

As on a Pillorie,lookjng through the Lute, 

While ſhe did call mc Ralcali,Fidler, 

And twangling Iacke , with cwenty ſuch vilde tearmes, 
As had ſhe ſtudied to miſuſe me 0. 

Fer. Now by the wortd,it isa luſty Wench 

Lllove hertca times more then cre Idid, 

Oh how I long to have ſome chat with her. 

Ba. Wel go with me, and be not ſo diicomtited. 
Procced ig prattiſe with my yonger daughter, 
She's apt to learne,and rhanketull tor good turnes: 
Signior Perrnckso; will you go with us, 

Or ſhail I ſend my dangliter Katero you, 
Exu. Man Petruchie. 

Pet. I pray youdo. I attend her hcere. 

And woo her with ſome fpirit when ſhe comes. 
Say that ſhe raile, why then Ile tell her plaine, 
She ſings as ſweetly asa Nighringhale: 

Say that ſhe frowne, Ile fay ſhe lookes as cleere 
As morning Roſes newly waſht with dew: 

Say ſhe be mute,and will not ſpeakea word, 
Then Ile commend her volubllity, 

And fay ſhe vtrereth piercing eloquence: 

If ſhe do bid me packe,lle give her thankes, 

As though ſhe bid me ſtay by hera weeke: 

If ſhe deny to wed, lie c:ave the day 

When I ſhall aske the bancs,and when be married. 
But hcere ſhe comes,and now Perrwchue (peake. 


Emer Katerma, ; 
Good morrow Kate for thats your name I heare. 
K4i. Well have you hcard , but ſomething hard of 
hearing: 
They call me K aterine,chat dotaike of me. 
Per. Yo lye iataith, for you are call'd plaine Kate, 
And bony Kee, and (ometunes Kate the curſt: 
But Kate,the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendome, 
Kate of K @e-hall,my ſuper-dainty Kare, 
For daintics are all Karcs, and therefore Kate 
Take this of me Kate of my conſolation, 
Hearing thy mildneſle prais'd in euery Towne, 
Thy vertues ſpoke of and thy beauty founded, 
Yet not ſo deepely as to thee belongs, 
My ſelfe am moov'd to woo thee for my wie, 
Kat. Moy'd, in good time,let him that mov'd you 
hether 
Remove you hence : I knew youart the firſt 
You were a mouadble. 
Pet. Why ,what's a mouable? 
Ka. A joyn'ditoole. 
Pet. Thou haſt hit it: come fit on me. 
Kat. Aſſcsare made tobeare, and ſoare you. 


—_— 


DO a a. 


Pet. Women are made to beare, and fo are you. 
Kat. No tuch Iade fir as you, it me you meanc. 
Pe. Alas good Kate,I will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but yong and light. 
Kat. To |1ght for ſuch a {waine as you to catch, 
And yet as hcavy as my waight ſhould be. 
Per. Should be,ſhould:buzzc. } 
Kat. Welltane, and like a buzzard. 
Pa,Oh flow-wing'd Turtle,ſhal a buzzard take thee? 
Kas. 1 tor a Turtle, as he takes a buzard. 
Per. Come , come you Walſpe, y'faith you are roo 
angry. 
Kar. If I be waſpilh,beſt beware my ſting. 
Per. My remedy is then to plucke it out« 
Kat. I, it the toole could finde it where it lies. 
Per. W ho knowes not where a Waſpe does weare 
his ſting?1n his taile. 
Kat. [n his tongue? 
Per. Wholctongue. 
Kat. Yours it you talke of tales,and ſo farewell. 
Per. What with my ranges 10 your taile, 
Nay, come againe,good Kate , 1 am a Gentleman, 
Kat. Thar Ile tric. foe ſtrikes bim 
Pet. 1 (weare le cufte you,if you ſtrike againe. 
Kat. So may you loole your armes, 
If you ſtrike me, youare no Gentleman, 
And if no Gentleman, why then no armes. 
Pet. A Herald K&e? Oh put me in thy bookes. 
at, What 1s your Creſt, a Concombe? 
Pet. A combleſle Cocke , ſo Kate will be my Hen. 
Kat. No Cocke of mine , you crow too like a craven 
Pet. Nay comeKw'e; come ; you muſt not looke ſo 
Owre., 
Kat.It is my faſhion when 1 ſec a Crab. 
Pet. Why here's no crab , and therefore looke not 
ſowre. 
Kat. There is,there is. 
Pet. Then ſhew it me. 
Kat. Had | a gla(le, I would. 
Pet. W hat,you meane my face. 
Kat Wellaym'd of ſuch ayong one. 
Pet. Now by $. George Iam too yong for you. 
Kat. Yet you are wither'd. 
Per. "Tis with cares. 
Kat. I care not. 
Pet. Nay hcare you Kate. Inſvoth you ſcape not ſo. 
Kaz. I chafe you if I tatric. Letmego. 
Pez. No, not a whit, I finde you palling gentle: 
"Twas told me you were coma gs pry {ullen, 
And now | tinde report a very liar, 
For thou art picalant,gameſome, paſſing courteous, 
But low in {pcach, yet ſweetas ſpring-time flowers- 
Thou canſt not troiwne, thou canſt not looke a ſcance, 
Nor bite the lip,as angry wenches will, 
Nor haſt thou plcaſure tobe croſle intalke: 
But thou with mildnefle entertain'ſt thy weoers, 
Wick gentle conference, ſoft, and affable. 
W hy does the world report that K«tedoth limpe? 
Oh ſland'rots world: Kare like the hazle twig 
Is ſtraight, and Nlender,and as browne in hue 
As hazle nuts, and ſweeter then the kernels: 
Oh ler me (ce thee walke:thou doſt not halt. 
Kat. Go foole,and whem thou keep'ſt command. 
Pet. Did ever Diawſo become a Grove 
As Kare this chamber with her princely gate 


O bethou Di@n,and let herbe Kate, 


And, 
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ndchen let Kate be chaſte, and Dies fportfull. | And kide me Kare, we wil be mar: icd 2 tonday. we: 
_— Where did you ſtudy all this goodly ſpeech ? Exis P.truciie, a«d Katberme. 


Pet, It isextewpere, From my morhcr wit. 
Kav. A witty mother, wirlefle elſe her ſonne, 
Pa. Am I not wile ? 
Ka. Y warme. 
Pet. ——_— ſwcert Katherine in thy bed : 
And cherefore (erting all this chat afide , 
Thus in plaine t. rmes : your father hath conſented 
That you ſhall be my wife : your dowry greed on, 
And will you,nill you, 1 will marry you. 
Now Kate, l ama bv tor your turne, 
For by thus light, whereby I fee thy beauty, 
Thy beauty thac doth make me like thee well, 
[hou malt be married to a0 man but me, 


Emer Baptiſta, Gremio, Trans. 


For I am he am borne totame you Kare, 

And bring you froma wild Kat to a Kare 

Conformable as other houſhold Kares: = 

Heere comes your father, never gake deniall, 

[ mult, and wi'l have Katherineromy wife. (daughter ? 
Bap. Now Signior Perrackue, how ſpeed you with my 
Per. How but well fir ? how but well? 

It were impoſſible I ſhouid ſpeed amiſle. (dumps ? 
Bap. Why how now daughter Katherme, in your 
Kat, Call you me daughrer ? now I promiſe you 

You have ſhewd atender fathe: ly regard, 

To wiſh me wed to one halte Lunaticke, 

A mad-cap ruttian, and a f wearing lacke, 

That thinkes with oathes to face the matrer out, 

Pet. Father, "tis thus, {cltc and all the world 

That taik'd of her, haveral *d amiſic of her : 

If kc be curſt, rt is for policy, 

For ſh.*snoc troward, but modeſt as the Dove, 

Shce 1s 1 t hor, but temperate asthe morne , 

Fot patience the will prove a ſecond Grifed, 

And Roman Lecrece tor her challity ; 

And tocunclude, we have greed fo welltogether, 

That upo1 ſonday 15 the wedding day. 

Ku. ile fee rhe bang'd on foneay firſt. (hrft. 
Gre. Harke Perrachso, ſh ayes (he'i fee thee hawg'd 

Tra, Is this your ſpeeding/nay then godnight our part, 
Per. Beyaticnt gentlemen. 1 chooſe her tor my fe:fe, 

If the a4 IL be pleay'd, what's thar to you ? 

"Tis oa-garr*d ewixt us twaine being alone, 

That ſhe (hal (till be curſt in company. 

I tell you tis incredivle tobelee” © 

How much ſhe loves me ; otithe kindeſt Kare, 

Shce hnng about my necke, and kiile on kiſſe 

Shee v1'ato faſt, proteſting oath on oath, 

That in atwinke ſhe won me to herlove, 

Oh you are novices, *tisa world to ſce 

How rame when men and womenarc alone, 

A meac «ke wretch can make the curftelt ſhrew : 

Give me thy hand Kaze, I will unto Venice 

Tobu apparel *gain(t the wedding day ; 

Provid-the fea't father, and bid the $, 

| = be ur ng I BI Gs 

4p. I know not what tofay, but give me hands, 
God (end you joy, Petruckss, <4 m— 
Ore. Tra. Amen ſay we, we will be witneſſes. 
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen adicu, 
I will 70 Venice, ſonday comes apace, 
We will ave rings, and things, and fine array, 


Gre, Was ever match clapt up (0 fudat <iy ? 

Zap. Faith Gentlemen now 1 play a axerchaars part, 
And verture madly ona del! Mart. 

Tra. T vas a commodity lay fretting by you, 

' Twiil bring you gaiae, or periſh on the (cas, 
Bap. Th: gains 1 ſecke, isquict methe matchs 
Gre. Ny doubt but he hath gut a quieecatch; 

But now Yaptsſts, to your yonger caughter, 

Now 15 the day wel og have ;ooked tor, 

| aa your ncighbour, and was tucer firlt. 

Tra, And aw onechar love Branca mcre 
Theu words caa witac ſe, or your theughts can gueſle, 

Gre, Yongiing, thou cintt nor (ove fodeareas 1 

Tra. Gray beard thy love doth freeze, 

Gre. But thined«th try, 

S. ipper ſtand backe, 'ris age that no»1r1ſherhs 

Tr«. But youth in Ladics ce: e5 that toruheth. 

Bap. Content you ge utlemen, | wrlc mpound:t his 
'T.s deeds muſt winthe prizc, and he of both = (litife, 
That can aſſure my daughter greatelt duwer, 

Shall have Bzancas love. 

Say fignior Gremis, what can you aſſure ber ? 

Gre. Firit, as you know, ay houle within the City 

Is richly furniſh:4 with parc and gol 1, 
Baſons and ex ersto lave her dainty hands : 
My hangings all of 1915-# tapeſtry :: 

In Taor, cofcrs [ have ſtuft ay cro wnes ; 

In Cyprescheſts my arras counterpoints, 

Coltly appareil, tents, a 1d Canopies, 

Fine Linnen, Turky cuſhions bolt with pearle, 

Val-cns of Venice go'd, in needle worke : 

*cwrcer and orafle,a id ali things that beiongs 

To huule or houſc-+ cepi''g : then at my tarme 

I havea bundred m:lch-kine to the paiic, 

Sixe-{core tat Oxen ſtaring m wy ta ls 

And ait things antweradlety his po tion. 

My {If am (trooke in yecres | muſt conteſle, 

And it L dye to morcow this is hers, 

If whilſt 1 live ſhe will be onely mine. 

Tra. Thitonely cane wall in : ft, lifttome, 

I am my Fath-rs heyre and onciy ſonar, 

I. may have vour daughter to iny wife, 3 

ile kave her houtes three or tou e 25 goud 

Within rich P:ſs wal's, as any one 

Old Signior G enno has in Padua, 

Beſides, twothouſand Duckets by the yeere 

Oftruirtu 1 Lind, all which thall be ber j »ynter, 

W har, have | pinchr you S.9-or Greme ? 

Gre. Twothouſand Ducks by the yeere of land, 
My Land amounts not to fo michin al. ; 


. Thar ſhe ſhall have, befii.s in Ag 1fie 


That now is lyiog in Marſcllis roave; 
Whart. have I choakr you with an. Argoſe ? 

Tra. Gremo, *s knowne mv fat het hath no leſſe 
Then three great Argotics, bc ſides rwo Galliafles 
And twelve ite Galhies, thete I wil! affure her, 

And twice as much what ere tho offrelt next. 

Gre. Nay, | have offr<d. all. I have no more, 
And ſhe can bave nu more then ail I have, 

If yow like me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine. 

Tre. Why thenthe maidis mine from all the world 
By your firme promife, Gremvois our vicd. 

Bep. I muſt confeſle your offer. is the beſt, 
Andie your kniitaglee ber the aſſurance, 
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She is your owney ciſe you mult pardon me : 

If you ſhould dye before hun, where's her dower ? 
Tre. That's buta cavill : he is old, I young- 
Gre, And may not yorg men dye as well as old ? 
Bap. Well gentlemen, 1 amthus refoly'd, 

On fonday nexr,you know | 

My daughter Katherine is to be marricd : 

Now on the ſonday tollowing , ſhall Branca 

Be Bride to you, 1if you make this affurance : 

It not, to Signtor Grewo; 

And ſo 1 take my leave, and thanke you both. Exit, 
Gre, Adicu good neighbour : now 1 teare thee not : 

Sirra, yong gameſter, your father were a toole 

To give thee all,and in his wayning age 

$ct foot under thy table : tut, a toy, 

An old Italian foxe isnot ſo kind wy boy. _ 

Tra. A vengeaiice on your crafty withered hide, 

Yet I have fac'd it witha card of ten : 

'Tisin my head to doe my maſter good : 

| ſee no reaſon but ſuppos'd Lacemiso 

Muſt get a father, call'd ſuppos'd Vancentss, 

And that's a wonder : fathers commonly = 

Do get their children: but in this caſe of wooing, 


Exit. 


Oo — 


Aﬀus T ortings, 


Enter Lucentio, Hortentio, and Fiance. 
Lac. Fidicr torbearc, you grow too forward Sir, 
{ Have you ſo ſoone torgor the cutcrtainment 
Her ſiſter Katherine welcom'd you withall? 

Hort. But wrangling pedant, this is 

The patroneſlic of heavenly harmony : 

T hen give me leave to bave prerogative, 

A 1d when in Mulicke we have ſpeatan houre, 
Your Lecure ſhail have Icrture tor as much. 

Lac. Prepoitcrous Allzthatnever read fo farre, 
To know the caulc why muſicke was ordain'd ; 
Was it not toretrcth the mind of man 
After his ſtudics, or his uluail paine ? 

Then give me lcave to reace Phulotophy, 
And w hile I paute, icrve in your harmony. 

Ho#f. Sirra, 1 will not bcare thife braves of thine. 

Bian. Why gentlemen, you doe medoubic wrong, 
To ({trive for that which reſtcth in my choyce : 

I am no breechang (chollcr in the {chooles, 
[le not be tied to houres, nor pouted umes, 
But learnc my Leflons as I picaſe my ſelfe, 
And tocut offall {trite : heere it we downe, 
Take you your inſtrument, play you the whiles, 
His Lecture will be done <rc you have tun'd. 
Hort. You'ilicave his Lecture when I am in tunc ? 

Luc. That will be never, tune your inſtrument, 

Tran, Where ictt we lalt ? | 

Luc. Aceie Madam : Hic ibet Sumois, bie eff figeiatet- 
lus, bic leterat Pricams regia Celſa ſents 

Bran. Coniter them. 

Luc. Hi that, as I told you beforeg Sumou, lam Lu- 
c:ntw, hic eff, (0nne unto Uincentio of Piſa, Sign tel. 
lu, 6i.guied rhusto get your love, luc fteterar, andthat 
Lucrntzothat comes a wooirg, prizms, is my man Tram, 
regia, bearing my port, cel/a /enus that we might beguilc 
the oid Pantaloune. 


te 


A child ſhall geta fire,if | faike not of my cunning, Ex. | 


Hort. Madam, my inſtruments * in tune. 

Bian, Lit's beare, oh fie, thetreble jarres. 

Lac. Spit inthe hole man, and tune againe- 

Fan, Now let me ſee if I canconſter it. Hic ibat þ- 
mon, 1 know younot, hic «ft figera rein, I truit younct, 
tic Reterat priami, take heed he heate us not, regia pre- 
| ſumenort, Cel/a ſens, deipaire not. 
| Hort. Madam, *tis now 10 twice 
| Luc, All butthe baſc. 
| 
| 


Herr. The balc is right, "tis the baſe knave that jars, 

Luc. How fiery and tor ward our Pedant is, 

Now for wy life that keave dcth court wy love, 
Pedaſcule, Ile watch you better yet x 
In ume I way belceve, yet I miſtruſt, 

Bian. Miitruſt it not, for lure c/£acides 
Was eAFax cald fo from his grandfather. 

Hort. 1 muſt bekeve my Mcftcr, clicT promiſe you, 
I ſhould be arguing ſtil upon that doubr, 

But let it reſt, now Luoto you : 
Good walicr take it not unkindly pray 
Thar I havebcene thus pleatant with you both, 

Bian. You may goc walke, and give me lcave a while, 
My Leſlons make no mulicke inthiee parts. 

Lec. Are youlo tormwall fir, well I muſt waite 
And watch withall, tor but 1 be decciv'd, 

Our hne Muſitian groweth amorous. 

Her, Madam, before you touch the inſtrument, 
Tolcarne the order of my fingering, 
I muſt begin with rudiments of Art, 
To tcach you gamoth ina briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and cftecuall, 
Then hath beene taught by any of my trade, 
And there it 1s in writing {airely drawne. 

Bar. Why, 1 am pait wy gamoth long agoc- 
Hor. Yet reade the gamoth of Hertenfio, 

Bian, Gamoth | am, the ground of all accord : 
fre,to plead Hortewſio's paſſion ; 
Deeme, Eiarca take him for thy Lord 
( fave, that loves withall afieQtion ; 
D ſol re, one Cliffe, two rotes baveT, 
Ela mi, ſhow pitty or I dyc. 
Call = this gamoth ? cut 1 like ut not, 
Old taſhions picalc me beſt, I am not ſo nice 
Tochange truc rules for old inventions. 

Emtey a Meſſenger. 

Nicke, Miſtreſle, your father prayes you leave your 
And helpe to drefle your ſiſters chamber up, (books, 
Youknoiw to morrow isthe wedding day. 

Ban, larcwell iweer maſters both, I muſt be gone. 

Luc. Faith Miſtreſle then I have no cauſe to ſtay. 

Her. But 1 have caulc to pry into this pedant, . 
Methinkes he lookes as though he were in love: 
Yet it thy thoughts Ziaxcs be to bumble 
Tocaſtthy wandring eyes on every (tale: 

Seize thee that Liſt, if once 1 find thee ranging, 
Hortenſio will be quit with thee by changing. 


Enter B apeiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca, ana 0 
there, attendants; P 

Bap. Signior Lacentio, this is the pointed day 

That K atherize and Petrnetio ſhould be marricd, 

And yet we heare not cf our ſenne iv Law : 

What wili be faid, what mockery wall it be? 

To want the Bride-groome when the Prieſt attends 

To ſpeake the ceremoniall rites of marriage? 

What fayes Zucentio to this ſhame of ours? 
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Kat. No ſhame but *_— muſt __ be forſt 
To give my hand oppov'd againſt my heart 
Vacoa mad-braine rudesby, full of ſpicene, 
Who woo'd in haſte, and meanes to wed at leyſure : - 
Itold you I, he wasa franticke foole, 
Hidjog his bitter jeſts in blunt behaviour, 
And to be noted tor a merry man z 
He'll wooe a thouſand, point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, invitcy yes and proclaime the banes, 
Yet never meanes to wed where he hath woo'd : 
Now muſt the world point at poore Katherme, 
And fay, loe, there is mad Petruchio's wite 
It it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 

Trs. Patience good Katherine and Baptsita too, 
Vpon my life Perrwchio meanes but well, 
Whatever fortune ſtayes him from his word, 


Though he be blunt, I know him paſling wile 
tut he be merry, yet withall he's honeſl. 


Kate, Would Katherine had never ſcene himthough. 
Exut weeping. 

Bap. Goe girle, I cannot blame thee now to weepe, 
For luch an injury would vexe a ſaint, 

Much more a ſhrew of thy impatient humour, 
Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Maſter, maſter, newes, and ſuch newes as you 
never heard of. 

Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be ? 

Bio. Why,is it not newes to heare of Perrachio's com- 

Bap. Is hecome ? (ming ? 

Bie. Why no fir, 

Bay. What then? 

Bio, He iscomming. 

Bap, When will he be heere? 

Bio . When he ſtands where I am, and ſees you there. 

Tra. But ſay, what to thine old newes? 

Bio. Why Perruchio 1s comming, ina new hat and an 
old jerkin, a paire of old breeches thrice turn'd; a paire 
of bootes that have beene candle-cates, one buckled, an- 
other lac'd : an old ruſty ſword tanc our ofthe Towne 
Armory, witha broken hilt, and chapelefſe : with two 
broken points : his horſe hip'd with an old mothy fſad- 
die, the ſtirrops of no kindred : beſides poſſeſt with the 

landers, and like to mole in the chine troubled with the 

ampaſle, infeted with the faſhions, tull of Windegalls 
ſped with Spavins, raicd with the Yellowes, paſt curc 
ofthe Fives, ſtarke ſpoyl'd with rhe 7y Tu pn 
with the Bots, Waid inthe backe, and ſhoulder-ſhotren, 
neere leg'd before, and with a balfc-cheke Bitte, and a 
headſtall of ſheepes leather, which being reftrain'd to 
keepe him from (tumbling, hath beenc - A burſt, and 
now repaired with knots; one girth ſixe times peec'd,and 
a womans Crupper of veclure, which hath rwo letters for 
her name, faircly ſet doweein ſtuds, and heere and there 
peec'd with packthred. 

Bp. Who comes with him ? 

_ Be, Oh (ir, bis Lackey, for allthe world Capariſon'd 
like the horie: with a linnen itocke on one leg, and a 
kerſey boot-hoſe on the other, gartred with a red and 
vlew liſt;an old hat,and the bumor of forty fancies pricke 
n't fora feather : a monſter, a very monſter in apparell, 
and not like a Chriſtian foot-boy, or a genitlemans Lacky. 

Tra. Tis ſome odde humor pricks him to this faſhion, 
Yerofrentimes he goes but meane apparel'd. 

Bap. I am glad he'scome, howſoever he comes. 

Bien, Why fir, he comes not. 

Bop. Didlt thou nor ſay he comes? 


Bow, Who, that Petrnchio cunc ? 

Bap. I, that Petrachio came (backe. 

Bien, No fir, I fay his horſe comes with him on his 

Bap. Why that's all one. 

Bion, Nay by S. Jamy, I hold you a penny, a horſeand 
a mat) 1$ more then one, and yet not many. 


Enter Petruchio, and Grumio. 
Per, Come, where be theſe gallants ? who'sat home? 


Bap. You are welcome fir. 
Pe, And yet I come not well. 
Zap. And yet you halt not. 
Tra. Not {o wellapparell'd asI wiſh you were. 
Pet, Were it better 1 ſhould ruſh in thus : 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely Bride ? 
How does my father ? gentles methinkes you frowne, 
And wherefore gaze this y company, 
As if they ſaw {ome wondrous monument, 
Some Commer, or unuſuall prodigy ? 
Bap. Why fir, you know this is your wedding day : 
Firſt were we fad, fearing you would not come, 
Now ſadder that you come {o unprovided : 
Fye ,dofte this babit, ſhame to your eſtate, 
Aneye-ſore to our folemne feſtivall. 
Tre. And tell us what occaſion of impert 
Hath all ſo long derain'd you from your wife: 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike your fclte ? 
Per. Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to heare, 


Surhiceth 1 am come to keepe my word, 


Though in ſome part inforced todigrefle, 
W hich at more leyſure I will fo excuſe, 
As you ſhall well be ſatisfied with all. 
But where is Kate? I ſtay toolong from her. 
The morning weares, 't time we were at Church, 
Tra. Sce not your Bride in theſe unreverent robes, 
Goeto my chamber, put en clothes of mine.” 
Pet. Not 1, belceve me, thus Ile viſit her. 
Fap. But thas I truſt you will not marry her. (words; 
Per. Good footh even thus : theretore ha done with 
To me ſhe's married, not unto my cloathes ; 
Could 1 repaire what ſhe will weare 1n me, 
As I canc theſe poore accoutrements, 
"T were well for Kare, and better for my feite. 
Bur whar a foole am | to chat with you, | 
When 1 ſhould bid morrow to my Bride? 


And ſcale the title with a lovely kifle. Exw. 
Tra, He hath ſome meaning in his mad attire, 

We will perſwade him be it poſlible, 

To put on better cre he goe to Church, 
Bap. lle after him, and (ce theeyent of this = Exits 


or _- fir, Love G—_ us to adde 

Her fathers liking, which to bringto paſle 

As before 1 imparted to your man vol. 

I am toget a man whatere he be, 

Ie skills not much, weels fit him to our tarne, 

And he (hall be Viacentio of Piſa, 

And make aſſurance heere in Padua 

Of greater ſummes then 1 have promiſed, 

So (hall you quietly enjoy your hope, 

And marry ſweet Bianca with content, 
Lac, Were it notthat my fellow tchoolemaſter 

Doth watch Zxca's {teps ſo narrowly : 

'Twere good me-thinkes to ſtcale our marriage, 

Which once perform'd, letall the world ſay no, | 

Ile keepe mine owne detpight of all the world. | 
Tra. That by degrees we meane tolookeinto, 


| 
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And watch our vantage ia this baſineſle, | Kate. Now if you love me ſtay. 
We'll over-reach the grey-beard Gremo, Pet. Grunio, my horic. 
The narrow prying father Mfavols, Grs. I ir, they be ready; the Oates have eaten the 
The quaint Muſician, amorous Lite, horſes, 
All for my Malters ſake Lucent. K ate. Nay then, 


Emer Gremio. 
Signior Grewso, came you from the Church ? 
Gre. As wil.ingly as ere | c:me from {choole- 


Tra. And isthe B. ide and Bridegroom comming bome? 


Gre. A bridegroome 1ay you ? tis2 oy indeed, 
A grumbling grooms, and that the giric thall finds 
Tra. Curlter then (hc, why 'tis 1mpoſlible. 
Gre. Why hce's a devill, a devill,a very fiend 
Tra. Why ſhe's a devill, a devill, the devils damme-. 
Gre. Tut, (he'sa Lambe,a Love, afoole to him ; 
Ile cc}] you fir Lucentio ; when the Prieſt 
Should aske if X atherine ſhould be his wite, 
I,by goggs woones quoch he, and ſwore {o loud, 
That all amaz'd the Pric{t let fail the bwoke, 
And as be ſtoop'd againe totake it up 
This mad-brai:'d bridegroome tooke bim ſuch acuffe, 


That downe fell Pricſt and booke, and booke and Pric(t, 


Now take them up quoth he, it any liſt. ; 
Tra. What faid the wench when he roſe up againe ? 


Gre. Trembled and ſhooke : for why, be ſtamp'd and 


{ wore. 

As ifthe Vicar mcantto cozen him ; 

But afier maily ceremonies done, 

He calls for wine, a health quoth he, as if 

He had becne aboord carowling to his Mates 
Aftera itorme; quaft off the Muſcadell, 

And threw the {opsall in the Sextons face ; 
Having no other reaſon, but that his beard 

Gre«y thinne and hungerly, andMecm'd to aske 
Him ſops as he was diinking : This done, he tooke 
The Bride about the necke, and kiſt her lips 

Wich ſuch a clamorous {macke, that atthe parting, 
All the Chu:ch did eccho: and | ſceingihis, 
Came thence tor very ſhaine, and atrer me, 

I know the rout iscomming; ſuch a mad marryage 


Never was before ; harke, harke, I hceare the minſtrels 


play. Muſiche player. 
Enter Petruchio, K ate, Bianca, Hortenſio,B aptiſt «. 
Pet. Gertlemen and fricnds, I thanke you for your 
I know youthinke todine with me to day, (paines, 
And have prepar'd great ſtore of wedding cheere, 
But fo it is, my halte doth call me hence, 
And therefore hcere I meanc totake my leave. 
Pap. Is't poſtible you will away to night ? 
Pez. I mult away today before night come, 
Make it no wonder : if you knew my buſineſſe, 
You would intreat me rather goe then ſlay : 
And honeſt company, I thanke you all, 
That have beheld me give away my {cltc 
To this moſt patient, tweer, and vertuous wife, 
Dine with my father, drinke a health tome, 
For I muſt hence, and farewell to youll. 
Tra. Letus intreat yol ſtay till after dianer, 
Pet. It may not be. 
Gre, Let me intreat you. 
Pet. It cannot be. 
Kat. Let me1ntreat you. 
Pee I amcontent. 
K at. Are you content to ſtay ? 
Per. I am content you (hall entreat me ſtay, 
But yet not (tay, entreat me how you can. 


Doe what thou canſt, I will not goe to day, 
No, nor to morrow, not till [ pleaſe my teife, 
The dore 1s open fir, there lyes your way, 
You may be jogging whiles your bootes are greens : 
For me, lie not be gone till I pleaſe my (elfe, 
Tis like you'll prove a jolly fur'y groome, 
That rake jr on you at the firit ſo roundly. 

Pet. O Kateconrent thee, prethce Le notangry» 

Kat, I will be , win ketchonreden e 
Father, be quiet, he {hall ſtay my ke1ſure. 

Gre. 1 marry fir, now it begins to worke. 

Kas. Gentlemen, forward to the bridall dinner, 

I ſcea woman may be made a foole 
It ſhe hadnot a fpirit co reſiſt, 

Pet. They ſhall goe forward Kateat thy command, 
Obey the Bride you that attend on her. 
Goctothe fealt, revell and dominecre, 
Carowſe full meaſure to her maiden-head, 
Be madde and merry, or goe hang you ſelves : 
But tor my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me : 
Nay, looke notbig, nor ſtampe, nor ſtare, nor fret, 
I will be maſter ot what is mine owne, 
Shee is my goods, my chattels, ſhe is my houſe, 
My houſhold-ſtuffe, my field, my barne, 
My horſe, my oxe, my afſe, my any thing, 
And heere ſhe ſtands, touch her wr tn ever dare, 
lle bring mine ation on the proudeſt he, 
That ſtops my way in Padua: Gram 
Draw forth th , we are beſet with theeves, 
Reſcue thy Miltreſſe if thou be a man : 
Feare not ſweet wench, they ſhall not touch thee Kare, 
Ile buckler thee againſt a Million. Exennt, P. Ka. 

Bap. Nay, let them goc, a couple of quiet ones. (ing 

Gre. Went they not quickly, I ſhould dye with laugh- 

Tra, Of all mad matchesnever was the likes 

Lac. Miſtreſſe, what's your opinion of your ſiſter ? 

Bian. That being mad her felte, ſhe's madly mated, 

Gre, I warrant hum Perrachuo is Katcd. 

Bap. Neighbours and friends,though Bride and Bride- 
For to ſupply the places at the rable, =(groome wants 
You know > wamn's no junkets at the tczſt : 
Lxcentio, you ſhell ſupply the Bride groomes place, 

And let &iamcatake her iiſters roome, 
Tra. Shall ſweet B54nce practiſe how to bride it ? 
Bap. She ſhall Lacenttio : comc gentlemen lets goe- 
Enter Crumao, Exewt. 

Gr». Fye, fic on all tired Lades, onall mad Maſters,and 
all toule wayes : was cver man {0 beaten ? was ever man 
ſoraide? was ever manio weary? I am ſent before to 
makea fire, and they are comming after to warme them: 
now were not 1 a little pot, and ſoone hot ;zmy very hps 
might freeze to iny tecth, my tongue tothe roofe of my 
mouth, my heartin my b« 1ly, ere I ſhouid come by a fire 
to thaw me, but I with blowing the fire ſhall warmwe my 
ſelfe : for conſidering the weather, a taller man then 1 
will take cold : Hclla, hoa Carts. 

Enter Carts. 
Cart, Who is that calls fo coldly ? . 
Gru. A picce of Ice : if thou Joubr it, thou mailt | 
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ſlide from my ſhoulder to my heele, with 0} 
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grater 4 run but my head and my necks. A fire good (nr- 


M w. Is my Maſter and his wife comming Grime Þ | 
Gre. OhI Cwrrwl, and therefore fire, fire, calt on no 


ater 
gre Is ſhe ſo hot a ſhrew as ſhe's reported. 

Gru, She was good Curtis before this froſt : but thou 
know'ſt winter tames man, woman, and beaſt : for it hath 
tam'd my old maſter, and my new miltris, and my ſelte 
fellow Courts. 

Cur. Away you three inch foole, Iam no beaſt. 

Gre. Am | butthree inches? Why thy horne is a foot 
and ſolong am I at the leaſt. Bur wile thon make a fre, 
or ſhall I complaine on thee to our miſtris, whote hand 
(ſhe being now at hand) thou ſhalt ſoone feele, to thy 
cold comtort, for being flow inthy hot oihce. 

Cur, Iprethee good Grumio, tell me, how goes the 
world? 

Gre. Acold world Cart in every oifice but rhine,and 
therefore fire : doe thy duty, and have thy duty, for 
my Maſter and miſtrisare almoſt frozen to death. 

Cur. There's fire ready,and therefore good Grams the 
newes. 

Grs. Why lacke boy, ho boy, and as much newes as 
thou wilt, 

Cur. Come, you arcſo full of conicatching. 

Gre. Why therefore fire, for I have caught extreme 
cold. Where's the Cooke, is {i ready, the houſc 
trim'd, ruſhes ſtrew'd, cobwebs twept,the ſerving men 
intheir new fuſtian, the white ſtockings, and every orth- 
cer his wedding garment on? Be the lackes faire with- 
in, har eng without, the Carpets laid, and every 
thing io order ? 

"=: All ready : and therefore I pray thee what newes. 

Gre. Firit know my horſe istired, my maſter and mi- 


{tris falne our. Car. How? 
Grs. Out of their ſaddles into the durt, and thereby 
hangs a cale. 


{. Let's ha't Gram. 
Gre, rhe oct 

Car, Heere. 

Gre, There, 

(*r. This *cisto feele a tale,not to heare atale. 

Gru. And therefore 'tiscal'd a ſenſible tale : and this 
Cuffe was bur to knocke at your care, and beſcech liſt- 
ning :now | begin, Inprimis we came downe a foule hill, 
wy Maiter riding behinde my Miltris. 

Cur. Both of one horſe ? 

Gru, What's that to thee ? 

Cur, Whya horſe. 

Gre. Tell thou the tale : but hadſt thou not croſtme, 
thou ſhould(t have heard how her horſe tell, and ſhe un- 
der her horſe : thou ſhouldſt have heard in how miery a 

» how ſhe was bemoil'd, how he left her with the 
upon her, how he beat me becauſe her horſe ſtum- 
bled, how ſhe waded through the durt toplucke hjm off 
me: how he {wore, how the prai'd, that never prai'd be- 
fore: how I cryed,how the horſes ranne away how her 


——_— 
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therr blew coars bruſh'd, and their garters of an indiffe- 
rent knit, lot them curtfie with their left legges, and not 
preſume torouch a haire of my Maſters horte-raile, till 
they kiſſe their hands. Arethey all icady ? 

('*r. They are. 

Grx, Call them forth. | 

Car. Doe you heare ho? you muſt mcet my maiſter 
to countenance my Miſtris, 

Gru. Why ſhe hatha face of her owne. 

Car. Who knowes nor that ? 

Grs. Thou it ſeemes, that cal's for company to coun» 
renance Fer. 

Cur. Icall them forth to credit her. 

Enter foure or five ſerving men. 

Gre. Why ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 

Nat, Welcome home Grumio, 

Phil, How now Grumio. 

loſ. What Gramio. 

Nick, Fellow Gram. | 

Nath. How now old 12d, 

Gre, Welcome you : how now you : what you - tel- 
low you : and thus much for greeting. Now my tpruce 
companions, is all ready, and all thingsneate ? 

Nat. All things are ready, how neere is our matter ? 
10n, ſilence, 1 heare my Maltcr. 


not Cockes 


Enter Petrachio and K ate. | 


Pet. Where be theſe knaves > What no man at doore 
To hold my (tirrop, nor to take my horſe? 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip? 
All ſer. Heere, hecre ir, heere fir. 
Pet, Heere fir, heere fir, heere fir, heere (ir+ 
You -headed and unpolliſht groomes : 
What ? noattendance ? no regard ? no duty ? 
Where is the fooliſh knave 1 tent before ? 
Grs. Heere ſir, as fooliſh as { was before; 
Pet. ou pezant, ſwaine,yon horfon malt-horſe drudge, 
Did I not bid thee meete me in the Parke, 
And bring along the raſcall knaves with thee? 
Gre. XN athaxiels coatelir was nor fully made, 
And Gebrie bs purnpes were all unpinkr i'th hecle : 
There was no Linke to colour Peters hat, 
And Walters dagger was not come from ſheathing : 
There were none fine, but Adem, Rafe, and Gregory, 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggerly, , 
Yet as they are, they come to meete you . 
Per. Goe raſcalls,goeand ferch my ſupper in.Ex.Ser. 
Where is the life that late I led ? 
Where are thoſc? Sit downe Kare, 
And welcome. Scud, foud, fond, fond. 
Enter ſervants with ſupper. 
Why when I ſay ? Nay good feet Kate be merry. 
Off with my boots, you rogues : you villaines, when ? 
It was the Friar of Orders gray, 
As be forth walked on his way. ©. 
Out you rogue, you piucke my foote awry, 
Take that, and mend the plucking cf the other, 


Gre, E'ne at hand, alighted by this : and theretore be 
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bridle was burſt : how 1 loſt my crupper, with many | Be merry Kate: Some water hecre : what hod. | 
things of worthy memory, which now ſhall dye in oblt- |' Enter one with water. 
v10n, and thou returne unexperienc'd to thy grave. Where's my Spaniel Troilus ? Sirra, get you hence, 

Car. By this reckning he is nore ſhrew than ſhe, And bid my cozen Ferdinand come hither : 

Grv, 1, and that thouand the proudeſt of you all ſhall | One X«tethat you mult kifſe, and be acquainted with. 
ind when hecomes home. But what talke 1 of this? Where are my Sli Shall 1 have ſome water? | 
Callforth Nathaniel, Joſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter ,Su- | Come Kate and and welcome heartily : | 
$*/ep and the reſt : lettheir heads bee flickely comb'd, | You horſon villaine, will you ter it fall ? I 
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Kate. Patience I pray you, 'twas a fault unwilling. 
Pet. A horſon bectle-headed 'd knave ; 
Come Kate ſit downe, 1 know you have a ſtomacke, 
Will you give thankes, ſweet Kaze, or ciſe {hall I ? 
What's this, Muzton ? 
T. Ser. I. 
Pet, Whobroughtit ? 
Sex. I. © FINK 
Per, 'Tis burat 0 isallthe meate : 
What dogges aretheſe ? \V here is the raſcall Cooke ? 
How durit you villaines bring it from the drefler 
And ſerve it thus to me that love it not ? 
There, take it to you, trenchers,cups, and all z 
You heedleſſe jolt-heads, and unmanner d flaves. 
W hat, doe you grumble ? Ile be with you ſtraight. 
Kate, I pray you husband be not ſo culquict, 
The mcate was well, if you were ſo contented. 
Pet. 1 tell thee Kate, "twas burnt andericdaway, 
And Iexprefſcly am forbid to touch it : 
For it $scholler, cth anger, 
And better 'twere that both of us did faſt, 
Since of our ſelves, our {clves are chollericke, 
Then feede it with ſuch over-roſted fleſh : 
Bepatient, to morrow't ſhall be mended, 
And for this night we'l faſt for company. 
Comel will bring thee to thy Bridall chamber. Exeuxr- 
Emer Servants ſeverally. 
Nath. Peter didſt ever ſee the like? 
Pater. He kils her in her owne humor. 
Gru. Where is be ? 
Emer Curtu a Servant, , 
Cur. In her chamber, making a ſermon of continen- 
cy to her, and railcs, and {wearc, and ratesgthat ſhe (poore 
ſoule) knowes nut which way to ſtand, to looke, to 
ſpeake, and fits as one new riſcn from a dreame. Away, 
away, tor he is comming hither. 
Enter Petruckyo. 
Pet. Thus have I politickcly begun my reigne, 
And tis my hopeto end {ucceſictully ; 
My Faulcon now 1s ſharpe, and paſſing empty, 
And till ſhe Loope, ſhe mult not be fuil gorg'd, 
For then ſhe never lookes upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my Haggard, 
To make her come, and know her Keepers call : 
That is, to watch her, as we watch thelc Kites, 
That baite, and beate, and will not be obedient : 
She cate no mcate to day, nor nore (hallcate. 
Laſt night ſhe l:zpt not, nor to night ſhe ſhall not : 
As with the meate, ſome undelerved fault 
Ile £nd about the making of the bed, 
And heere Ile fling the piliow, there the boulſter, 
This way the Covcrlet, another way the ſheetes ; 
I, and amid this burly I intend, 
That all is done in reyerend care of her, 
And in concluſion, ſhe fhall watch all night, 
And if ſhe chance to nod, Ile raile and brawlc, 
And withthe clamor keepe her ſtill awake : 
This isa way to killa Wife with kindneſle, 
Andthus Ile curbe her madand hcadſtrong humor : 
He that knowes better how totame 8 ſhrew, 
Now let him ſpeake, aur }- Laan" 
' Enter Trano, and Hartenſio. 
Tr4. 1s't poſſible friend Zyfo, that guitris Biaxca 
Doth any other but Lacentio, 
I tell you fir, ſhe beares me faire in hand. 
Her. Sir, to fatisfic you in what I have faid, 
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Scand by, and marke the manner of his teaching. 
Eg hat you reade ? 
Lac, Now Miltris, profit you in what you 
* ian. What Maſter Om firſt, reſolve me that? 
Inc. I reade, that profefſe the Art to love. 
Zian, And may you prove fir Maſter uf your Art, 
, in W hile you ſweet deere prove Miſtreſle of my 
art, 
Hor. Quickeproceeders marry,now tell me I pray,you 
that Curſt {iweare that your miſtris Biance 
Lcv'd me in the World fo well as Lucentso. | 
Tra. Oh defpightfull Love, unconfiant womankind, 
I tell thee Zifio thisis wondertull. 
Her. Miſtake no more, I amnot Zijeo, 
Nora Muſician asI ſceme tobe, 
Bur one that ſcorne to live in this diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of ſfucha Cullion ; 
Know fir, that I atn cal'd Hertenſio, 
Tra. Signior Hertenfie, I bave oficn heard 
Of yu entire affection to Biancs, 
And ſince mine eyesare witnefle af her lightneſle, 
I will with you, if you beſocomented, 
Forſweare Biarca, and her love tor ever. 
Her. Sce how they kiffe and court: Signior Lucene, 
Heere is my hand, and heere I firmely vow 
Never to wooe her more, but doe for{weare her 
As one unworthy all the former tavours 
That I have fondly flatter'd them wirhall. 
Tra. And hcere I take the like untained oath, 
Never to marry with ber, thuugh ſhe would intreat, 
Fye on her, {ce how beaſtly ſhe doth court him. 
Her. Would all - tan: but he had quite forſworne 
For me, that I may ſurely keepe mine oath= 
I will be married toa wealthy Widdow, 
Ere three dayes paſſe, which hath as long lev'd me, 
As I have lov'd this proud diſdainefull Haggard, 
And ſo farevell figniot Lacentis, 
Kindnefſe in women, not their Beauteous lookey 
Shall win my love, and1I take my leave, 
In reſolution, as 1 {wore before. 
Tra. Miſtris Bianca, blefic you with ſuch grace, 
As ag toa Lovers bleſſed caſe : 
Nay, I have tane you napping gentle Love, 
And have torſworne —o_ Hortenſio, 
Bien. Tramo you jelt, but bave you both forſworne 
me ? 
Tra. Miltris we have. 
Lac. Then weare rid of Life. 
Tre, I'faith he'll have a luſty Widdow now , 
Thar ſhall be woo'd, and wedded in a day. 
Fian. God give him joy- 
Tra. 1,and he'll tame her. 
Bian. He o__ ſo Trane. Þ | 
Tra. Faith he 1s goneunto the raming ſchoole. 
Zian. The taming ſchoole : what is there ſuch a place? 
Tra, I miſlris, and Perrnehio is the maſter, 
Thac teacheth trickescleven and twenty long, 
To tame a ſhrew, and charme her cbattering tongue. | 
Emer biondello. 
Zion, Oh Maſter, maſter,l have watcheſolong, 
That] 1 ſpied 
An ancient comming downe the hi 
Will ſerve = Rs 
Tra. What is he Bzandello, 
Bo, Malter, a Marcantant, or a pedant, 
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not what, but formall in apparell, 

—_ countenance {urly like a tarher- 
1ue. And what of him Tran? 

Tre. It be becredulous, and truſt my tale, 

Ile make him glad to ſeeme Fincentse, 

And give aſſurance to Baptifts Mmnela, » 

As it he were the right Vincentio. 

Take me your love, and then let me alone. 

Emer «a Pedant. 

Ped, eons u (ir, - 

Tre. ou {:r, you are Welcome. 
Travaile you farreon, or are youat the fartheſt? 

Ped. Sir at the fartheſt for a weeke or two, 
But chenup farther, andas farreas Rome," 
And ſo to Tiipoly, if God knd me |:fe. 

Tra, What Countreyman I pray ? 

Ped. Of Mantua, | 

Tre. Of Mana Sir, marry God forbid, 

And come to Padua, careleile of your hite ? 

Ped. My life fir ? how I pray? for that goes hard. 
Trs. 'Tisdeath for any one in Mantua 

To come to Padua, know you not the cauſe ? 

Your (hips are (taid at Venice, andthe Duke 

For private quarrell 'twixt your Duke and him, 

Hath publiſh'd and proclaim d 1t openly : 

'Tis marvaile, but that you are but newly come, 

You might have heard it cl{c proclaim'd abour. 

Ped. Alas (ir, it is worſe for me then fo, 

For I have bils for mony by exchange 

From Florence, and mult deliver them- 
Tre. Well fir, to doe youcourtelie, 

This will I doe, and this I wiiladviſe you, 

Firſt tell me, have you ever beene at Pila ? 

Ped. 1 ir, in Pila have I often beene, 
Pila renowned for grave Cittizens- 
Tra. them know you one Vincenrio 
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him : 
A Merchaut of incomparable wealth. 
Tra. He is my tather fir, and footh to ſay, 

In countnance ſoarewhat deth reſemble you. 
Fion. As much as an apple doth an oyſter, and all one. 
Tre, Tofave your lite in this extremuty, 

This favor will 1 doe you for his ſake, 

And thinke it not the worſt of all your fortunes 

That you are like to Sir Vi=centio, 

His name and credite ſhall you undertake, 

And in my houſe you ſhall be friendly lodg'd, 

Lookethat you take upon you as you thould,.- 


You me fir : fo ſhall you ttay 
Till you have done our befacde in che City 
If _ ——_ go of it. 
Oh fir I will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. 
Tre. Then goe with ax, to make the matter good, 
This by the way I let you underſtand, 
My is heere look'd for every day, 
Te paſſe aſſurance ofa dowre in marri 
'Twixt me, andone Baptifh a agate ; 
In a/l theſe circumſtances lie inſtruct you, 
Goe with me ſir tocloath you as becomes you. fxexxr, 


Aus Quartns. Scena Prima, 
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; mon no torfooth —_ not for my life. 
«r, 1 be more my wrong,the more his ſpitc appeares- 
W har, did he marry me to famiſh me? . 
Ve He 
intreaty apreſcat almes, 
lt not, elſewhere they meete with charity : 
ButT, whonever knew how to intreate, 
At cover nooded ns ve 
a Karv'd for meate, giddy for lacke of fleepe : 
With oathes qr wich brawling fed, 
And that which ſpights me more then all theſe wants, 
Hedoes it under name of perfect love : 
As who ſhould fay, if I ſhould fleepe or eate 
I were deadly ſickneſſc, or elſe pretent death. 
[ prethee goe, and get me ſome repait, 
I care not what, fo it be holſome foode. 
Gr. What ſay you toa Neats foote? 
Kat. 'Tis paſſing good, I prethee lct me have it. 
Grs#: | feare it is toop ICkCe 2 MATE» | 
How fay youtoa fat Tripe fincly broyt'd ? 
Kate. Tlike it well, good Gramdo it me- 
Gr#. I cannottell, 1 tcare tis chollericke. 
W hat ay youtoa of Beete and Muſtard? 
Kate. A diſh that | doe loveto feede upon. 
Gre, I, but the Muſtard istoo hotalittle. 
Kate: Why then the Beete, and let the Muſt ard reſt. 
Gre, Nay then I will not, you ſhall have the Muſtard 
Or elſe you get no becte of Gramio. | 
Kate, Then both or one, or any thing thou wilt. ' 
Gre. Why then = nos ter the beefe. 
K ate. Goe r , e deluding flave, 
, Oo Beass bem, 
That feed*ſt me withthe very name of meate, | 
Sorrow on thee, and all the packe of you 
Thattriumph thus upon my miſery : 
Goe get thee gone, I ſay. 


Enter Petruchio, and Horten/io with meate. 
Petr, How fares my Kate, what (ſweeting all a mort ? 
Hor, Miltris, whatcheere ? 
Kate, ——_———_— cheerekill 
Pet, Plucke upt irits,looke MC» 
Heere ——_— —<A on vent | am, wor | 
Todrefle thy meate my ſelfe, and bring irthee. 
I am lure ſweet Katre,this kindnefle merites thankes, 
Whar, nota word ? Nay then, thou lou'it it not : 
And all my paines i« forted to no proote. 
Heere take away this diſh. 
Kate. | pray youlet ir ſtand. 
Pet. The pooreſt ſervice is repaide with thankes, 
And ſo ſhall mine before you rouch the meate. 
Kate, I thanke you fr. 
Hor. Si Perruckss, fie you are too blame : 
Come Miltris K ave, Ile beare you company» 
Pet. Eate it up all Horrenfo, if thou loveſt me ; 
Much good doe it unto thy gentle heart ; 
K ate cate apace ; and now my Love, 
Will we returne untothy Fathers houſe, 
And revell itas bravely asthe beſt, 
With ſilken coatsand caps, and goiden Rings, 
With Ruffes and Cuffes, and Fardingales,and things : 
WichScarfes, and Fannes, and double change of brau'cy, 
With Amber Brecelers, Beades, and all thisknau'ry. 
With haſt thou din'd ? The Tailor ſtaies thy leaſure, 
Thedeckethy body with his ruffling treaſure. 
Emer T asler, 
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Come Tailor, let us ſee theſe ornaments. 
Enter Haber daſher. 

Lay forth the gowne. Whar newes with you fir? 
Fel. Hcerc 18the cap your Worſhip did befpeake. 
Pet. Why this was moulded on a porrenger, 

A Veluert diſh: Fic, fic, 'tis lewd and filthy, 

Why 'tis a cockle ora walnur-ſhell, 

A knacke, a toy, a tricke,a babies cap : 

Away with it, come let me have a _ ; 

Kate. Ile have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 
And Gentlewomen wearec ſuch caps as theſc. 

Pet, When you ate gentle, you ſnail have one too, 
And not till then. 

Her. That will not bc in haſt, 

Kate. Why fir I truſt I may haveleave to ſpeake, 
And ſpeake I will. 1am no child, no babe, 

Your betters have indur'd me ſay my minde, 

And if you cannot, belt you ſtop your cares. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or elſe my heart concealing it will breake, 

And rather then it ſhall, 1 will be free, 

Even to the uttermolt as I pleaſe in words. 

Pet. Why thou failt true, it 1s a paltry cap, 

A cuſtard coffen, a bauble, a ſilken pye, 

I love thee well in that thoul1k'ſt it not. 

Kate. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap, 
And it I will have, or 1 will have none. 

Pet. Thy gowne, why I : come Tailor let us ſec'r, 

Oh mercy God, what masking ſtuffe is heere ? 

W hatthis ? a ſleeve? 'ris likea demi cannon, 

W hat, up and downe caru'd like an apple-Tart? 

Hecres {nip, and nip, and cut, and liſh and flaſh, 

Likerto a Cenfor in a barbers ſhoppe: 

Why what a devils name Tailor cal'{t thou this ? 
Hor. I ſte ſhees like ro have neither cap nor growne. 
Tas. You bid me make it orderly and well, 

According to the faſhion, and the time. 

Pet. Marry and did ; but if you be remembred, 

I did nor bid you marre it tothertime. 

Goe hop me over every kennell home, 

For you ſhall hop without my cuſtome fir : 

le none of it : bence, make your beſt of it, 

Kate, 1 never ſaw a better taſhion'd gowne, 
More queint, more pleaſing, nor mere commendabic : 
Belike you meane to make a puppet of me, 

Per. Why true, he meancs to make a puppet of thee. 

- 4. Sac ayes your Worſhip meanes to make a puppet 
of her. 

Pet, Oh moſt monſtrous arrogance ; 

ThoulyeR, thouthred, thou thimble, 

Thou yardgthree quarters, balfe yard, quarter ,nailc, 

Thou Flea, thou Nirt, thou winter cricket thou : 

Brav'd in mine owne houſe with a skeine of thred: 

Away thou Ragge, thou quantity, thou remnant, 

Or 1 ſhall ſo be-mete thee with tby yard, 

As thou ſhalt chinke on prating whal'ſt thou liv't : 

I c«ll thee 1, that thou haſt marr'd her gowne. 

Tail. Your worthip is Geceiv'd, the gowne is made 
Iaſtas my Maſter had direction : 

Grumio gave order how it (hould be done. 

Grs. I gave him no order, I gave himthe fluffe. 
Tas. But bow did you deſire it ſhould be made ? 
Gre. Marry (ir with needle and thred. 

Tas. But did you not requeſt 10 have it cut ? 
Gre. Thou halt tac'd many things. 

Tel. I have, 


Grs. Face not me : thou haft brav*d many men, braye 
nor me; I will reither be fac'd nor brav'd. 1 ſay untothe, 
I bid thy Maſter cut out the gowne, but I did not bid 
him Cut ir to peeces. Ergo thoulieſt. 

Tas, Why here is the note of the faſhion to teſtifie, 

Pet. Reade it. 

G+r#, The norc lyes in's throate if he ſay 1 ſaid ſo. 

Tasl. Inprimis, a looſe bodied gowne. 

Gre. Maſter, 1f ever I faid loote-bodied gowne, ſow 
me in the skirts of 1t, and beate we to death with a bot- 
tome of browne thred : I faid a gowne. 

Pet. Procced, 

Tas. With a\mall compaſt cape. 

Gr#, I conteflc the cape. 

Tas, With a trunke ſieeve 

CG #, I contefſe two ſleeves. 

Tail. The {lceves curioully cut. 

Pet. I there's the villany. 

Gr#. Error i'th bill fir, error 1'th bill? I commanded 
the fleeves ſhould be cut our, and ſow'd up againe, and 
that [lc prove upon thee, though thy lutle finger be ar- 
med in a thimble. 

T ai. ] his is true that I fay, and I had thee in place where 
thou ſhould know it. 

Gre, 1 am for thee ſtraight : take thouthe bill, give 
me thy mere-yard, and ſpare not me- 

[LI God-a-mercy Gramio , then he ſhall have no 
CS, 

Pet, Well fir in breefe the gowne is not for me. 

Gre, You are i'th right ſir, tis for my miltris, 

Pet. Goe take ir up untothy maſtersuſe. 

Gr. Villaine, not for thy life : Take up my Miſtreſle 
gowne for thy maſters uſe. 

Fe. Why fir, what's your conceit in that ? 

Gry. Oh fir, the conceit isdeeper then you thinke for: 
Take up my Miſtris gowne to his maſters uſe. 

Oh he, fie, fie. 


— 


—S 


' For 'rtisthe minde that makest 


Pet. Hortenfto, ſay thou wilt ſce the Tailor paide : 
Goe rake it hence, be gon, and ſay no more» 
Hor. Tailor, Ile pay thee for thy gowne to morrow, 


Away I ſay, commend me to thy Maſter. ExitTal. 
Per. Well, come my Kate, we will unto yourfathers, 
Even 1n theſe honeft mcane habiliments : 
Our purſes ſhalll be proud, or garments poore : 
he body rich, 
Ard asthe Sunne breakes through the darkeſt clouds, 
So honor peereth in the meancit habit. 
W hat is the lay more precious then the Larke, 
Becauſc his feathers are more beaurifull? 
Or is the Adder better then the Eele, 
Becauſe hispainted skin contents the eye? 
Oh no good Kare : neither art thonthe worſe 
For this poore furniture, and meane array. 
[fthouaccounted!t it ſhame, lay it on me, 
And therefore frolicke, we will hence forthwith: 
To fealt and ſportusat thy fathers bouſe, 
Goecall my men, and let us ſtraight ro him, 
And bring our horſes unto _ end, 
There will we mount, and thither walke on foote. 
Let's ſee, I thinke *tis now ſome ſevena clocke, 
And well we may come there by dinner time. 
Kate. Idateaflure you fir,'tis almoſt rwo, 
And 'twill be ſupper time ere you comethere! 
Pet. It ſhall be ſeven ere I goe to hore : 
| Looke what I ſpeake, or doe, or thinketodoe; | 
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once (till croſlingir, firs let'r alone, 
[ willno: goe to day, andere I doe, 
Ic ſhall be w hata clocke I fay it 1s- 
Her, Why fo: thus gallant will command the ſunne. 


Enter Tranio, 4»d the Pedant dreft like incentio. 
Tra. Sirs, this is the houſe, p'cale it you that I call, 
Signior Bapr:Hamay — 
Necre ew £52 got in Geues. 
Tra. Where we were lodgers, at the Pega, 
Tis well, and bold your owne in any caſe 
Wuh ſuch auſterity as longeth to a father. 


E mor Buendelo, 

Ped. I warrant you : but (ir here comes your boy, 
'T were good he were {chool'd. ; 

Tres, Feare you net him : firra Biondeflo, 
Now doe your duty throughly I advite you : 
[magine *twere the right Yincenrss, 

Fon. Tut, teare not me. | 

Tre. But haſt thou done thy errand to Baptiſta? 

Bien. 1told him chat your tather was at Fenvce, 
And that you look't for him thisday in Padua. 

Tra. Ttrart a tall fellow, hold thee that to drinke, 
Heere comes B apt»ſka ; ſet your countenance (ir. 


Enter Baptifts and Lucentio : and Pedant booted 
and bare headed. 

Tra. Signior Baptsſta you arc happily mcrt ; 

Sir, this is the gentleman I oid you of, 
ofoay you ſtano good father tome now, 

ive me Bianca tor my patrimony 

Ped. Soft fon: fir by Co leave, having come to P adwa 
To gather in ſome debts, my fon Zacentio | 
Made me acquainted with a waighty cauſe 
Of love betweene your daughter and himlelte : 
And tor the youe report I heare of you, 

And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 

And (heto him ; to ſtay bim not too long, 

| am content in a good fathers care ; 

.. have hum matcht, and x you pleaſe to like 
oworle then 1 fir ome agreement 

Me ſhall you find nudes and moſt willing 

With one conſent to have her fo beſtowed : 

For curious I cannot be with you 

Signior Baptiſte, of whom I heare ſo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have 1o fay, 
Your plainnefle and your ſhortnefle pleaſe me well; 
Right true it is your ſonne Lacemo here 
Doth love my daughter ,and ſhe loveth him, 

Or both diſſemble deepely their affeRtions : 

Aud therefore if you ſay no more then this, 

Th like a Father you will deale with him, 

And paſſe my daugh a ſuihcient dower, 

The match 1s , and all is done, 

Your ſonne ſhall have my daughter with conſent. 

Tra. Ithanke you fir, where then doe you know beft 
Tg _ and nents tane, 

$ (hall with cither parts agreement ſtand. 

Bop, Not in my houſe Lacentio, for you know 
Pitchers havecares, and I rom faves, 
Belides old Gremo is harkning ſtill, 


Ann hapl a. 7 aq 
Tra, T at my lodging, and it like you fir 


There doth my tather ly:andthere this night 
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Wecle paſſe the buſineſle privately and well : 
your by your ſervant here, 
My Boy ſhail ferch the Scrivener preſervly, 
The worlt is this that at ſoflender waruing, 
You are like to have a thin and lcnder pitzance. 
Faw 1d mewn adengys 
Cambio hye you home, and bid Eiance make her ready 


And if you willtell what hath hapned, 
Lucentios Father is arrived in Padua, 
And how ſhe'slike tobe Lacewios wite, 
_ Bien, 1 pray the gods ſhe may with allmy heart: 
Exu. 
Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 

- Emer Peter, 
Signior Baptiffa, ſhall I leade the way, 
Wecome, one meſlc is like to be your cheere, 
Come fir, we will better it in P3/e. 

Bap. 1 follow you. 


Enter Lucentio and Fiondels, 
Bion, Cambio 

L»c. W hat failt thou Biondello? 

_ You ſaw my Maſter winke and laugh upon 
you 

Lane. Biondelo, what of that ? 

Biend. Faich nothing : but has lefe me here behind 
OEETSagSs morrall of his fignes and 0» 
Lac, 
Bron 


Exennt. 


I pray thee mae _ 
thus : Baprifeis (ate talking with the de- 
ceiving Father of a deceittull ſonne. 
Zxe. And what of him? 
Biew. His daughter is to be brought by youto the ſup- 


PCr. 

Lac. And then? 

Bien. The old Prieſt at Saint Lukes Church is at your | 
command at all houzes. 

Inc. And what of all this? 

Bien, | cannot tell, except they are buſted abonit a coun» 
terfeit aſſurance : take you aſſurance of her, Cam provide 

0 44 anm ſolums, toch' Church take the Prieſt, 

ke, and ſome {uthcient honeſt wnnefles : 
It this be not that you looke for, 1have uo more toſay, 
But bid Bzexce farewell for ever and a Cay. 

Lac. Hear'ſtthou Biondelo. 

Bien, I cannottarry: I knewa wench married in an 
afternoone as ſhe went to the Ga:den for Parſchey ro 
ſtuffea Rabir, and ſo may you (ir: and fo adew fir, my 
Maſter hatch appointed meto gce to Saint Lukes to bid 
the Prieſt be ready tocome againſt you come with your 
Exit. 


Luc. 1 may and will, if the be ſocontented : 
She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſhould i doubt : 
——— Ile roundly goe abou her : 
Ie ſhall goe hard it Cowbio goe without her. 
Emer Petruchio, Kate, Hortenſio. 
Pet, "——__ a Godsname, once more toward our fa- 
thers : 
Good Lord how bright and goodly ſhines the Moone: 
Kate, The Moone, the Sunne : it 1s not Moonelight 
BOW. 
Pet. 1 fay itisthe Moone that ſhines ſo bright. 
Ka. 1] know it is the Sunne that ſhines ſo dright. 


Es. 


Pet. Now by my mothers ſonne, and that”s A 
; ef 
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It ſhall be moone, or ſtarre, or what LI liſt, 
Or ere 1 journey to your Fathers houſe : 
Goe on, and fetch our horſcs backe againe, 
Evermore croſt andcroft, zothing but croſt. 

Hor. Say as he ſayes, or we ſhall never goe, 

Kar. Forward I pray, ſince we have come ſo farre, 
And be it moone, or ſunne, or what your pleaſe ; 
And if you pleaſe to callit a ruſh Candle, 

Henceforth I yowe it ſhall be ſo fer me. 

Pet. I fay it is the Moone. 

K as. I know it is the Moone. 

Per. Nay then you lye : itisthe bleſſed Sunne, 

Kate. Then God be bleſt, itis the bleſſed ſunne, 
But ſunne it is not, when you ſay it 15 not. 

And the Moone changes even as your mind : 
Whar you will have it nam'd, even that it 1s, 
And ſo it ſhall be fo tor K atherme, 

Hort, Petruchio, goe thy waycs,the field is won. 

Pet. Well, forward, forward,thus the bowle ſhould 
And not unluckily againſt the Bias : (run, 
But ſoft, Company 15 comming here. 


Emer Vincentu, 
Good morrew gentle Mittris, where away z 
Tell me {weet XK are, and tcll me truely too, 
Haſt chou beheld a freſher Gentlewoman 2: 
Such warre of white and red within her checkes : 
What ſtarres doe ſpangle heaven with ſuch beauty, 
As thoſe two — that heavenly face ? 
Faire lovely Maide, once more good day to thee ; 
Sweet Katecmbrace her tor ber beauries ſake. 
+4 x A will make the man mad tomake a woman of 
im. 
Kat. Yong budding Virgin, faire, and freſh,and ſweet, 
Whither away, or where is thy aboad ? 
Happy the Parents of fo faire a child ; 
Happier the man whom favourable ſtars 
Alots thee for his lovely bedtcllow. 
Pet, Why how now Kare, I AN art not mad, 
This 1sa man old, wrinckled, faded, withered, 
And not 2 Maiden, asthou faiſt hc 1s, 
Kate. Pardonold father my miſtaking cycs, 
That have beene ſo bedazled with the ſunne, 
That every thing 1 looke on ſcemeth greene ; 
Now I perccive thouarta reverent Father : 
Pardon I pray thee for my mad miſtaking. 
Pet. Doc good old grandfirc, and withall make known 
Which way thou travelleſt, if along with us, 
We ſhall be j oytull of thy company. 
Us. Faire Sir, and you my merry Miltris, 
That with your {trange encounter much amaſde me : 
My name is Call'd Fincento, my dwelling Pſa, 
And bound Iam to Pads, there to viſite 
A ſonne of mine, which long I have not ſcene. 
Pet, What is his name? 
Vin, Lncentio gent'e (ir. 
Pet. Happily mer, the happier for thy ſonne : 
And now by Law, as well as ceverent age, 
I may intitic thee my loving tather; 
The ſiſter ro my wite, this Gentlewoman, 
Thy Sonne by this bath married : wonder not, 
Nor be not grieved, ſhe 1s of good cltceme, 
Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 
Relide, to qualified, as may beſceme 
The Spoule of any noble Gentleman : 
Let me imbrace with old Fancentso, 


| Padua : doe you heare fir, to leave frivolous circumſtan- 


And wander we to {ce thy honeſt ſonne, 
Who will of thy arrivali be full joyous. 

Vir. But is this truc, or is it elſc your pleaſure, 
Like plcatant travailorsto breake a jeſt 
V pon the company you overtake ? 

Hoy. 1 doe aflurethee father fo it 18. 

Pet, Come gocalong and ſee the truth hereof, 
For our firſt merriment hath made thee jealous. Exeunt, 

Hor. Wecll Perrushye, this has put me in heart : 
Have to my W iddow, and if ſhe be froward, 
Then haſt thou taught Hortenſio to be untoward, 


Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio « 
out before. 

Bon. Softly and ſwiftly fir, for the Prieſt is ready, 

Lac. 1 fize Brondelle, but they may chance to need thee 
at home, therefore leave us. Exw. 

Bion. Nay faith, Ile ſee the Church a your backe, and 
then come backe to my miſtris as ſoone as I can. 

Gre, 1 warvaile ( ambie comes not all this while. 


Emer Petrackio, K ate, Vincentio, Grumio 
with Attendants. 


Pet, Sir heeresthe doore, thisis Lacentios houſe, 
My Fathers beares more toward the Market-place, 
Thither muſt I, and here I leave you fir, 

Um. You ſhall nor chooſe bur drinke before you goe, 
I thinke I ſhall command your welcome here ? 
And by all likelyhood ſome cheere is toward. AXunocky. 

Grew. They're buſic within, you were beſt knocke 

lowder. 
Pedant lookes ont of the window. 

Fed, What's he that knockes as he would beat downe 
the gate? | 

Vin. IsSignior Lacentio within fir ? 


Ext, 


Ped. He's within fir, bat notto be ſpoken withall. 
Vin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two | 
tomake merry withail. | 
Ped. Keepe your hundred pounds to your felfc, he | 
ſhall need none {o long as I live. | | 
Petr. Nay, 1 told you your ſonne was well beloved i 


ces, Ipray you tell ſignior Zucentio that his Father 1s 
_ from P5/«, and 1shereat the doore 10 fpeake with 
im. 

Ped. Thou lieſt, his Father is come from Padua, and 
here looking out at the window. 

Vim. Artthou his father ? 

Ped. I fir, ſo is mother ayes, if I may beleeve her. 

Per. Why how now gentleman : why this is flatkns | 
very totake upon you another mans name. 

Peda, Lay hands on the villaine, I belceve a meanes to 
coſen ſome body inthis City under my countenance. 

Emer Brondello. 

Bion, I have ſcene them 1n the Church together, God 
ſcnd'em good ſhipping :but who is heere ? amine old Mw | 
—_ now we are undone and brought to no- 
thing. 

Fm. Come bither crackhempe. 

Zion. 1 hope I may choole Sir. 

Vin, Come hither you rogue, what have you forge! 
me ? 

Bio, Forgot you, no fir : I could not forget you- for 
I never ſaw you before inallmy lite. | 

Fm. What, you netorious villaine, didſt thou neve 
ſee thy Maſters father, ,Vincents 
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Bien. What my old worſhiptull old maſter ? yes mar- 
ry lir, ſe&where helooks out of the window. 

Fin, Iſt ſo indeed? He beater Bronaello, 

Bien. Helpe, helpe, helpe, here's a mad man will mur- 


MC» . . . 
Peds. Helpe, ſonne, helpe {ignior Bapriſta. 
Pet. Prethee Kate let's {tand afide and fee the end of 


this coneroveriic. 
Enter Pedant with ſervants, Baptiita, T ranso. 
Tra. Sir, what arc you that offer ro beate my fer- 


vant ? 
Vin. What am T fir : nay whatare you fir : ob 1ummor- 


tall Goddes: oh fine villaine, a filken doublet, a vel- 


vet hoſe, a ſcarlet cloake, and a copataine hat ; 6h Iam | 
undone, Iam undone: whilel play the good huvband | 


at home, my fonne and my ſervant ſpend ail at the vnt- 
verſity. 

Tre. How now, what's the matrer ? 

Bap. W hat isthe man lunaticke ? 

Tre. Sir, you teeme a ſober ancieut Gentleman by 
your habit : but your words thew you amad man ; why 
fir, what concernes it yon,it I weare Pearle and gold : 1 
thanke my good father, I am able ro maintainer. 

Fas. Thy facher ! oh villaine, he is a Saile-maker in 
Zergams. | 

Ba. You miſtake fir, you miſtake fir, pray what do: 
you thinke 1s his name ? 

Yin. His name, asif I knew rot his name: I have 
brought bim up ever ſince he was three yeeres old, and 
his name 15 7 raw 

Ped. Away, away mad aſlſe, bis name 1s Lacentio, and 
he is mine oncly ſonne and heire to the Lands of me tig- 
nior Vincentso. 

Vin. Lucentwo | oh he hath murdree his Maſter ; lay 
hold on him | charge you in the Dukes name : oh my 
ſonne, my ſoane : tell me thou villaiac, where 1s my ton 
Lacentio ? 

Trae. Call forth an oihcer : Carry this mad knave to 
the laile : father Saprifta, charge you ice that he bee 
forth comming. 

Vin. Carry me tothe Iaile ? 

Gre, Stay oxficer, he ſhall not goe to priſon. 

Bap. Talke not fignior Greaws ; | lay he thall goe to 


That have by marriage wade thy daughter miac. 
VWhilz counterte:r ſuppoſes blecr'd thine cinc. 
Gre, Here's packing with a witnefle to deceive us all. 
Vin, Where is that damned villaine Trame, 
That fac'd and braved me 1n this matter 10? 
Zap. Why, tell me isnorthis my Cambio ? 
Bran. Cambio is chang'd into Lnucentto. 
Lac. Love wrought theſe miracles. Ziancas love 
Made me exchangr my ſtate with Traws, 
While he did beare my countenance in the towne, 
And happily I have arriv'd ac laſt 
Vato the wiſhed haven of my blilſe ; 
What Tramo did, my tclfe cntorſt him to ; 
Then pardon him {ect Father tor my fake, 


priſon, | 
Gre. Take heede (ignior Paptsfte, icaſt you be cont- | 


catch: in this buſincfle ; I dare 1wcearc this 1s the right | 


Vincentio, | 
Ped, Sweare if thou dar'(t. | 
Gre, Nay, I darc not ſweare it. 

Tra. Then thou werr beſt fay that I am not Zacen- 
tis, 
Gre. Yes, | knowthee to be ſignior Lucentio. 
Zap. Away with the dotard, tothe Jaile with him. 
Enter Brondello, Locentio, and bianc 1. 
Fir. Thus (trangers may be haild aad abuſd : oh mon- 

{trous villaine. 

Bun. Oh we are fpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny him, 
tort wcare him, or cue we are all done, 

E x11 Brondeilo, Tranio, and Pedang as faſt a5 may be, 

Lac, Pardon {iveet father. 

Fm. Lives my (weet ſonne ? 

Za, Pardon deere father. 

5e@. How halt thou offended, where is Lucentio. 

Exe. Here's Lucentw, tight ſonge to the right Uis- 
centio, | 


Um. leflitthe villancs nolc chat would have ſent me 
to the laile. 
Bap. But do you heare (ir,have you married my daugh- 
ter without asking my good will ? 
Fm, Feare not Baptiite, we will content you, goe to ; 
but I will into be reveng'd forthis villanie. F xit. 
Bap. And | to lound the depth of this knauery. Ex, 
Lxe Looks not pale Branca,thy tather will not frowne 
£ xennt 
Gre, My cake is dough, but Ile inamong the reſt, 
Our of hope of all, but my ſhare of the teal!. 
Kat. Husband let's toilow,to fee the end of this adoe. 
Pet. Firitkifle me Kare, and we will. 
Ka. What in the midit of the ftreere ? 
Pet. Whatart thouaſham'd of mic ? 
Kaze. No (ir, God forbid, but aſham'd to kifle, 
Pet. Why then |:'is home againe : Come Sirra It's 
away. 
- Kaz.Nay, I will give thee a kiſſe, now pray thee Love 
ay. 
Per. Is not this well? come my ſweer K ate. 


Better once then never, tor never tc0 late. Exewnt. 


— 


Aﬀus Quntus, 


——_—_ OO 


Emer Baptifta, Vincemtio, Gremio, the Tedant, Lucentioand 
Biaxcs, Tranio, Broadello, Grumio, ard Widdow : 
The Serving men wita T rams branging 
an 4 Banquet. 
Luce. Atlaſt, though long, our jarring notes agree, 
And time it 1s when raging wat res come, 
Tolmile at {capesand perils overblowne : 
My faire Bzanca bid my father welcome, 
W hile I with (elfe ame kindnetle welcomerthine : 
Brother Ferranch-o, (iſtcr Katerma, 
And thou H-rtentio with thy loving F:ddow : 
Feaſt withthe ue, and welcome io my houſe, 
My Banxet 1$ to clo{e our ftomacke's up 
After our great good cheere : pray you lit downe, 
For no v we (it to chat as wel] a5 Eate, 
Pet. Nothing bur fit and (ir, and cate and cate. 
Bap. Padna attords this kindnefie, fonnc Fetruchio, 
P-e. Padua aftords nothing buc what is kind. 
Hor, tor both our fakes I would that word were true. 
Per. Now for my iite Hortents? cates his Widow. 
Hor. Then never truſt me it i be atfcard. 
Pet. You are very cncible, and yet you mifſe my 
ſence : 
I meanc Hortentio 1s atcard of you, | 
Wid, \ 
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wid. He that is giddy thinkes the world turncs round, 


Per. Roundly replicd. 
Ka. Miltris, how mcane you that ? 
Wid. Thus 1 conceive by Ine. 
Pet. Conccives by me, bas likes Hoytentio that? 
Hor. My Widdow ſayes, thus ſhe concerves hertale. 
Petr, Very well mended: kifle him for that good 
Widdow. 
Kat. He that is giddy thinkes the world turnes round. 
I pray youtell me what you mcant by that, 
Wid. Your husband being troubled witha ſhrew, 
Meaſures my husbands forro v by his woe z 
And now yoa know my meaning. 
Kate. A very meane meaning. 
wid. Right, | mcanc you» 
Kat. And 1am mcane indeed, reſpeRing you, 
Pet. Toher Kare. 
Hor. To hor Widdow., 
Per. A hundred markes, my Katedoe put her downe. 
Hor. That's my orice. 
Pe... Spoke like an Oticer : ha tothee lad, 
Drinkes to Hortentio, 
Bay. How likes Gremss thelc quicke witted folkes ? 
Gre. Belceve me (ir,thcy Bur together well; 
Zian, Hcad, and but an haſty witty body, 
Would fay your Head and But were head and horne. 
Fas. I Miſtris Bride, hath that awakened you ? 
Bias. I, but not frighted mc, theretore Ile fleepe a» 
aine. 
Pew. Nay that you ſhall not ſince you have begun : 
Havcat you for a better jelt or too. + 
Bim, Am I your Bird, I mcane to ſhift my buſh, 
And then purſue me as you draw your Bow. 
Youare welcome all. . FExut Biancs, 
Pet. She hath prevented me, here ſignior Tremo, 
This bird youaim'd at, though you hit her nor, 
Theretore a hcalch to all that ſhot and miſt. 
Tri. Oh fir, Lacenrvo lipt me like his Gray-bound, 
W hich runncs himicitc, and caiches tor his Maſter, 
Pet, Agood iwift limilc, but ſomething curriſh, 
Tra. *T1is weilfir that you hunted for your ſeife ; 
'Tis thought your Deere does hold you at a bay. 
Zap. Oh, ob Perrackio, Trame hits you now. 
Luc. I thanke thee for that gird good Trans. 
Hor, Confcſle, conteile, hath he not hit you here? 
Pet. A hasa littlc galid me 1 conteſle ; 
And asthe leſt did glance away trom me, 
"Tis tcnro one it maiin'd you roo out right. 
Bap. Now in good ſadneflc ſonne Perrachio, 
I thinke thou halt the vericſt ſhrew of all. 
Per. Well, I fay no: and therefore tor affurance, 
Let's cach one ſend unto F153 wite, 
And he whoſe wife is molt obedient, 
Tocome at firſt when he doth icnd for her, 
Shall win the wager which we will prepole. 
Hoy: Content, what's the wager ? 
Lac. Twenty crownes. 
Per. Twenty crowncs. 
Ie venture ſo much of my Hawke or Hound, 
Burt twenty times ſo much upon my Wife. 
Lac. A hundred then. 
Hor, Content. 
Pet. A match, tis done. 
Her. Who ſhall begin? 
Inc. That will I. 
| Goe Bondells, bid your Miſtris come to me. 


Bo. 1 goc. E xx, 
Bap. Sonne, Ile be your halfe, Bianca come 
Luc, lic have no halves : ile bearc it all wy ſelfe, 
Enter Buendells, 
How now , what newes ? 
Bree. Sir, my Miſtris ſends you word 
That ſhe 1s buſic, and ſhe cannot come. 
Pet. How ? ſhe's buſie, and ſhe cannot come : is that 
an anfwer ? 
Gre. I,and akinde one too : 
Pray God (ir your wite {cnd you not a worlſe. 
Pet. | hope better. 
Hor. Sirra B:ondello, goc and intreat my wife to come 
to me forthwith, E xut Brondels, 
Petr. Oh ho, intreate Þcr, ray then ſhe muſt needes 
Come. 
Hor, Iam affiaid fir,do what you can, 
Emer Brond:llo. 
Yours will not beentreated : Now, where's my wife ? | 
Boon. She {ayes you have ſome goodly leſi in hand, 
She will not come 3 ſhe bids you come to her. 
Pet, Worie and worſe, ſhe will not come: 
Oh vild, intollcrable, not tobe indur'd : 
Sirra Gre, goe tov our Miltris, 
Say | command her come iv mc- 
Her. 1 know cr antwer- 
Pet, What? 
Hor. She will not. 
F er. Tix toulcr lortune mine, and there an end. 


Exit. 


Futer K aterima- 


Bap. Now by my hollidzm heere comes Katerins, 
Kat. What is your will (ir, that you ſend tor me? 
Pet, Where is your filter, and Hortenſies wite ? 
Kate. They (it conferring by the Patlor tires 

Per. Goe terch then hither, if they denic cocome, 

Swindge me them ſoundly forth untotheir husbands: | 

Away 1tay,and brivg then hither ſtraighe, | 
Lac. Heis is a wonder, if you talk e of a wonder. | 

Her, And lo itis : I wonder what it boads | 
Pet. Marry peace it boads, and love, and quiet life, 

Anau full rule and right ſupremacy : 

And tv be ſhort, w hat not, that's \weet and happy. 
Zap. Now faire befall thee good Perrnehio ;- 

The v agcrthou haſt won, and 1 will adde 

Vatothcir lotles twenty thouſand crownes, 

Another dovry to another daughter, 

For ſhe is chang 'd as ſhe had never beene. 

Pet. Nay, 1 will win my wager better yer, 

And ſhow moxe ſ1gne of her obedience, 

Her nzw built vertue ar:d obedience. 

Emer K ate, Branca, and Widdow. 

See where ſhe comes, ard brings your froward Wives 

As priſoners to her womanly perſwalion : 

K aterine, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 

Of with that bable, how ic underfoote, 

Wid. Lordlct me never have a cauſc to figh, 

Till | be brought to ſuch a filly paſſe. 

Bian. Fye whata fooliſh duty call you this ? 
Zac. 1 would your duty were as fooliſh tgo : 

The wiſdome of your duty faire Zianca, 

Hath colt me tive hundred crownes ſince ſupper time. 
Ban, The more foole you for laying on my duty. 
Pet. Katherme 1 charge thee tell theſe head-ſtrong we 

men , what duty they doc owe their Lords and hub 


Wid. Come, 
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wid, Come, come, your mocking : we will have no 

celli | 

-_ Come on 1 fay, and firſt begin with ber. 

14. She ſhall not, We 

Per, 1 (ay ſhe ſhall, and firſt begin with her. 

Kate. Fie, fie, unknt that wr brow, 
And dart not ſcornefull glances from thoſe eyes, 
To wound thy Lord, thy King,thy governour. 
Ic blots thy beauty, as frolts bire the meads, = 
Confoandsthy fame, as whirlewinds ſhake faitc buds, 
And in no ſence is meet or amiable, 
A woman mov'd, is likea fountaine troubled, 
Muddic, ill ſeeming, thicke,bereft of beauty, 
And while it is {o, none ſodry or thiritie 
Will daigne to ſip, or rouch one drop of it. 
Thy huvband is thy Lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſoveraigne: One that caresforthee, 
And for thy maintenance. Commits his body 
To painfull labour, both by ſca and land : 
To watchthe night in ſtormes, the day in cold 
Whil'tchou ly'it warme at home, ſecure and late, 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
Bur love, faire lookes, and true ence ; 
Too little payment for {o great a debt, 
Sach dutic as che ſubjzeRt owes the Prince, 
Evenſuch a woman oweth to her husband : 
And when ſhe is froward , peeviſl,, fullen, ſowre, 
And not obedicnt to bis honeſt will, 
What is ſhe bur a foule ing Rebell, 
And Traitor to her loving Lord? 
I am aſham'd that women are {0 ſimple, 


| 


| 
| 
| 


| 


| Come, come, you troward and unabic warmes, 
| My tinde Si bin as bigge as oneof yours, 


| But now ſee our Launcesare bur ſtrawss: 


| Whenthey arcboundto ſerve , love, and obay. 


<— 


To ofter warre, where they ſhould kneele tor pcace ; 
Or ſceke for rule, ſupremicic, and ſway, 


W hy are our bodies ſoft, and weake, and tmooth, 
Vuapt to toyle and trouble in the world, 

But chat our toft conditions,atd our heares, 
Should well agree with our cxternall parts? | 


My heart is hreat, wy rc2tva haply more, 
To bandie word tor word, ad t:owne tor trowne; 


Our ftrengeh as weake, our weakeneſle paſt , 
That ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeedlealt are. 
Then vale your (tomackes; for it is no boote, 
And place your hands below your husbands fooxe : 
Incoken of which duty, ifhe plcaſe, 
My hand is readic, may ir do him cafe. 
= Why there's aweech : Come on, and kiſſe me 
ate. 
Lac, Well go thy wayes old lad, for thou ſha't ha't. 
UVm. Tisa good hearing, when cluldren aretoward. 


Luc. Buta harſh hearing , when womenaretroward. 
Per. Come Kate, wer'ie to bed, 
Wethree are aarried, but youtwo are ſped. 
"Twas | wonne the wager, thongh you hit the white, 
And being a witner, God give you goo _ 
i Perrnchio. 
oo _ Now goethy wayes, thou haſt tam'd a curit 
ov. 
Lac. Tis a wonder,by your leave, fhe will be tam'd ſo. 
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| © Enter young Bertram { ant of Roſſiliion, his Mother, and 
Helena, Lord Lafew, all mn blacks. 


| | HMotber. 
Aa delivering my ſonne from'me, I buriea ſc- 
Fey cond nkoad. Pi. 
IS Fol. Andin going Madam, weepe ore m 
haben death ——mn a I muſt ——_ his = 
| * jeſtics commana, to whom I am now in 
| Ward, evermore in ſabj<ecion. 


and atcheeves her goodneſſe. 
Lefew. Your commendations Madam get from her 
tcares. 

Ce. 'Tis the beſtbrine a Maiden can ſeaſon her praiſe 
in. The remembrance of her father never approthes her 
heart, but the tirany of her ſorrowes takes all livelihood 
trom her cheeke. No more ofthis Helena, goe too, no 
= leaſt icbe rather thought you affeRa ſorrow, then 
LO haVCommmnn—_ 

Hel. 1 docaffe@t aforrow indeed, but I have it too. 
Laf. Moderate lamentations isthe right of the dead, 


Laf. You ſhall find of the King a husband Madame, 
you fir a father. He that ſo generally is atall times good, 


neſſe would ſtirre it up where it wanted, rather then lacke 
it where there is ſuch abundance. 
Ao. What hope is there of his Majeſties amendment? 
Laf. He hath abandon'd his Phiſitions Madam, under 
whole practiſes he hath perſecuted time with hope , and 
finds no other advantage in the proceſle , but onely the 


mult of neceſſitie hold his vertue to you, whole worthi- |, Ao. It the living be encwy tothe greefe, the exceſle } 


excclhyegreefe the enemie to the living, 


makes it ſoone mortall. 

Koſ. Madam 1 deſire your holy wiſhes. 

Laſ. How underſtand we that ? 

Ale. Be thou bleſt Berrrame, and ſucceed thy father 
In manners as in ſhape : thy blood and vertue 
Contend for Empire inthee, and thy goodneſle 
Share with thy birth-right. Love all, truſt a few, 


loſing of hope by time. 

1 CA, This young Gentlewoman had a Father , O that 
had ! how fad a paſlage tis , whole $kill was almoſt as 

great a$ his honeſtie, had it ſtrerch'd ſo far , would have 

made nature immortall , and death ſhou!d have play for 

lacke of worke., Would for the Kings ſake hee were li- 

ving, Ithinkeit would be the death ot the Kings dilcaſe. 


C30. He was famous fir in his profeſſion , and it was 
his great right to be ſo: Grrard ae Narbon. 


Laf. How call'd you the man you ſpeake of Madam > | 'Tis an unicaſon'd Courticr, good my Lord 
| Aduiſc him. 


Doe wrong to none : beable for thine enemic 

| Rather in power thenuſc :and keepe thy friend 
Vnder thy owne lifes key. Be checkt tor ſilence, 

But never tax'd for ſpeech. VW hat heaven more will, 
Thar thee may furniſh, and my prayers plucke downe, 
Fall on thy hand, Farewell my Lord, 


Laf. He cannot want the beſt | 
That ſhall attend his love. | 


Laf. He was excellent indeed Madam, the King very 
lately ſpoke of him admiringly, and mourningly : he was 


ſet up againit mortallitie. . 

Reſ. Whatis it ( my good Lord ) the King languiſhes 
of ? 

Laf. AFiſtula my Lord. 

Rof. I heard notof it before, 

Laf. 1 would it were not notorious. Was this Gene | 
tlewomanthe Daughter of Gerard de Narbon? 

Me. His ſole childe my Lord, and bequeathed ro my 
over looking. I have thoſe hopes of her good, that her 
{ education promiſcs her diſpoſitions ſhe inherits, which 


ries vertuous qualitics , there commendations goe with 
pitty, they are vertues and traitors too : in her they are 
| the better for their ſimpleneſle ſhe derives her boneſtic, 


skilfullenoughts bave liv'd (till, if knowledge could be | 


makes faire gifts fairer : for wherean uncleane mind car- | If Bertram be away. 'Twere all one, 


Ate. Heaven blefſc him : Farwell Bertram, Exu. 
Ref. The beſt wiſhes thrt can be forg'd in your thoughts | 
| be ſcrvantsto you ; be comfortable to my mother , your | 
Mittris, and make much of her. 1 
Laf. Farewell prettic Lady, you muſt hold the credit! 
of your fathcr. | 
Hell. O were that all, I thinke not on my father, | 
And theſe greatteares grace his remembrance more | 
Thenthole I ſhed for him. What was he like? | 
I have forgot him. My imagination 
Carries no favour in't but Bertrams. 
I am undone, there is noliuing, none, » | 
That I ſhould love a bright particular } gr 
And thinke to wed it, = iefo above me 
In his bright radience and collaterall light, 


—— 
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Muſt I be comforted, not in his ſphere ; 
Th'ambition in wy love thus plagues ir (elfe : 
The hinde that would be mated by the Lion 

Muſt die for love. ' T was pretty, though a plague 
To ſee him every houre to fit and draw 

His arched browes, his hawkingeye, his curlcs 
In our hcartstable ; heart too capable 

Ot every line and tricke of his {wee fauour. 
But now he's gone, a'1d my idolatrous tancic 

Muſt ſanRific his Reliques. W ho comes here ? 


Entry Parrolles. 


One that goes with him : I love hia for his ſake, 
And yet | know him a notorious Liar, 

Thinke him a great way foole, folic a coward, 
Yetthele fixtevils fit to fir in him, 

Thatthey take place, when Vertues ſteely bones 
Lookes bleake 1'chcold wind: wirhall, full oft we fee 

Cold wiſedome waiting on ſuperfluous follic. | 

[ &. Save you faire Queenes 

Hel. And you Monarch, 

P#&. No. 

Hel. Aad nos 

Pe. Arc you meditating on virginitic? 

Hel. 1: you have ſome itaine of fouldier in you : Let 
me aske you aqueftion, Man isenemie- to virginitie,how 
may we barrocado it againſt him ? 

Par. Keepe him out. 

Hel. Bnt heaffailcs, and our virginitic though valiant, 
in the detence yet is weake : unfold us ſome waritke re- 
liſtance. 


_—_— 


Pay. There is none: Man ſetting downe before you, 
will mndermine you, and blow you up. | 
Hel. Bl:fle our poore Virgivity from Vnderminers, 
and blowers up, Is there no Military policy how Vir- 


gins might blow up men? 

Par. Virginity being blowne downe, Man will quick- 
lier be blowne up : marry in blowivg him downe againe, 
with the breach yourſelves made, you lofe your City, Ir 
is not politicke , inthe common-wealth oft Nature , to 
preſerve virginitie. Loſle of Virginie, is rationall cp- 
creaſe, and there wasnever virgin got, till virgimtic was 
firſt lolt. That you were made of,is metrall to make V ir- 
gins. Virgivitie; by being once loft, may beeten rines 
tound : by bewwg ever kepr it isever loſt; "ris roo colda 
companion : Away with't. 

Hel. 1 will ſtand for'ta little, though therefore I dic a 
Virgin. 

Par. There's little canbe ſaid in't,'ris againſt the rule of 
Nature. To fpeake on the part of virginitic, 1s toac- 
cuſe your Mothers ; which 15s moſt infallitle difobedt- 
ence. He that hangs himielfe 1s a Virgin : Virginie 
murthers it {clfe, and ſhould be buried in highwayes out 
of all faniticd t1mit., asadcſperate Offendreſſe agai 
Nature, Virginitie breedes mites, much like a c, 
conſumes iticlte :orthe very payring, andſo dyes with 
feeding Ins one Rtomacke. Belices, Virginirtie is 
peruiſh, proud, ydle, made of ſeife-love , which is the 
molt mhabired finne inthe Cannon Keepe it not, you 
cannot chooſe but looſe by't. Out with't : within ten 
yeares it will make itfelfe twoywhich is a goodly increaſe, | 


and the principall it ſc!fe notmuch the worſe. A way |} 


with'r. 
Go How might one doe fir, to Woſc it to her owne 
king ? 


— 
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Par. Let me (ee. Marry ili, tolike him that ne're it 
likes. * Tis a commodiic will lole the glofſc with lywg ; 
The longer kept, the lefſe worth : Off wich't while *cis 
vendible. Anlwer the time of requeſt, Virginitic like 
araolde Courtier, weares her cap out of faſhion, richiy 
ſuted, but unſutcable, jult ike the brooch and the tooth- 
pick, which were not now : your Date is better in your 
Pye and your Porredge , then in your cheeke ; and your 
virginitie, your old virginitic, is like one of our French 
wicher'd peares,iclookes ill, ir cates drily , marry "tis 2 
wither'd peare : it was formcrly berter , marry yet 'risa 
wither'd pearc , Will you any thing with ut ? 
Hel. Not my virginitie yet : 
There ſhall your maiter have a thouſand loves, 
A Mother, and a Miſtrifle, and atricnd, 
A Phenix, Capraine, and an enemy, 
A guide, a Goddeſlc, and a foveraigne, 
A Counſclior, a Traitreffe, and a Deare : 
His hambleſt ambition, proud humility ; 
His Jarring, concord: and his difcord, dulcer : 
His faith, his ſweer diſaſter : with a world 
Of pretty fond adoprtious chriſtendomes 
That blinking Cuptd gofſips. Now ſhall he : 
I know not whathe ſhall, God ſend him well, 
The Courts a learning place, and he is one. 

Par. What ore yfaith ? 

Hel. That I wiſh well,'tis pity. 

Par. What's pitty 

Hel. That wiſhing well had not a body in't, 
W hich might be felt, that we poorer borne, 
W hoſe bater ſtarres do (hur us up in wiſhes , 
Might withetfte&ts of them follow our friends, 
And ſhew what wealone maſt thioke,which never 
Returnes us thankes, 


Enter Page. 


Page. Monſieur Parrelles, 
My Lord calstor you. 

Pw. Litic Helex farewell, if  ca1 remember thee, I | 
will thinke of thee at Court. 

Hel, Monſter Pe ole, you were borne under a charita- 
ble itarre. 

Par. Vnder Mars I. 

Hel. I eipecially thinke, under Mars. | 

Par. Why under Mars? | 

Hel. The warres hath ſo kept you under, that yoa muſt 
needes be borne under Mars. | 

Par. When he was predominant. | 

Hel. When he was retrograde I thinke rather. 

Par. Why thinke you ſo ? 

Hel, You goſo much tackward when you fight. 

Par. That's for advantage. 

Hel. So is running away, 
When feare esthe ſaf-ry: 
Bur thec tion that your valogr and feare makes in 
you, isa vertue of a good wing, and I ke-the weare' 
well. | 
Parol. 1am fo full of buſineſſes, I cannot anfwere! 
thee acutely: I will returne ' perfte&t Courrter, in the 
which my in{truQion ſhall ferve to naturalize thee , {0 
thou wilt be capeable of the Courtiers coonfell, andun- 
derſtand what advice ſhall thruſt upon thee, clic thou 
dyelt inthine anthanketulnes, and rhine i ce makes, 
thee away,fareweil : When thou haitleyſace , fay thy 


{ 


praiers : when thou haſt none , remember thy Friends: 
V 2 Get 


| 
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Ger thee a good husband, and uſc him as he uſes thee: 
S0 farewel!. Exn. 
Hel. Our remedies oft in our ſelves do lye, 
Which we aicrivc to heaven : the fated skye 
Giucs us tree ſcope, onely doth backward pull 
Our flow defignes, when we our {elves are dull, 
W hat power 1s it, w hich mounts my love fo hye, 
That makes me ice, and cannot fteede mine eye? 
The mighticft ſpace in fortune, Nature brings 
To joyae like, likes and kiſle like native things. 
lmpollible be ſtrange attemptsto thole 
That weigh their paincs in {cnce, and do ſuppoſe 
W hat hath becne, cannot be. W ho ever {troue 
To ſhew her merit, that did miſle her love? 
(The Kings diicale) my project may deceive me, 
But my intents are fixt, aad will not icave me. 


Flouriſh (ornets. 
Enter the King of France with Letters, and 
drvmrs Attendams. 


King. The Florentines and Senojs are by th'cares, 
Have tought with equall fortunc, aad continue 
A braving warre. 

1. £e.G. Sotis reported (ir, 

Km. Nay tis molt credible, we heere receive it, 
A certainty vouch'd from our Colin «Auſtria, 
With caution,that the # loreutine will move us 
For ſpeedy aide: whercin our deereſt friend 
Prejudicates the buſinefſe, ad would ſeeme 
To have us make deniall. 

1, Lo. Fo His love and wiſcdome 
Approv'd to to your Maj:{ty,may pleade 
For ampleſt credcnce. 

Kin. He hath aim'd our anſwer, 
And Flerence is demi de before he comes: 
Yet tor our Gentlemen that mcane to ſee NR 
The Taſcas (ervice, ficely have they leave 
To ſtand on cicher part- 

8. Lo. E. It well may feruc 
A nurſlery to our Geatry,who are licke 
For breathing,and explott. 

Kimng. What's he comes heeree 


Enter Betrams, Lafe w, and Parollets 
1, Ze. G. It 'tis the Count Rofilion my good Lord, 


Youg Bertram. 
Kg. Youth,thou bear'ſt thy Fathers face, 
Franke Nature rather curious then in haſt. 
Hath well compos'd thee: Thy Fathers morall parts 
Maiſt thou inherit too; Welcome to Paris. 
Ber. My thank esand duty arc your Majeſtics. 
Ks. | woul1l had that corporall ſoundnellc now, 
As when thy father, and my iclte,in friendſhip 
Firlt cride our touldierſhip: he did iooke farre 
Tato the fervice of the time,and was 
Diſcipled of the bravelt, He iaſtcd long, 
But on us both did haggiſh Age itcaie 0a, 
And wore us Out of at:It much repaires me: 
To ralke of your good father ; in his 
He had the wit, which I can well obſerve 
To day i10ur yong Lords:but they may jeſt 
Till their owne ſcorne returne to them unnoted 
Ere they can hide their levitic in honour: 
So like a Courtier, conternpt avr bitrerneſſe 


_—_— 


X xit. 


| 


| 


Were in his pride,or ſharpnefle;it they were, 
His £quall had awak'd them, and his honour 
Clocke to it (elte knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him ſpeake,and at this time 
His tongue obcy'd his hand. Who were below him, 
He us'd as creatures of ancther place, 

And bow'd his eminent top to their low rankes, 
Making them proud of his humility, 

In their poore praiſe he humbled: Such a man 

Might be a copic to thelc yonger times; 

W hich tollowcd well, wouid demonſtrate them now 
Bur goers backward. 

Zer. His good remembrance fir 
Lies richer in your thoughts, then on his tombe: 

So in approofe lives not his Epitaph, 
AS in your royall ſpcech. 

King. Would | were with him:he would alwaics ay, 
(Me thinkes I heare him now )his plauſive words 
He ſcatter'd not in cares,but them 
To grow thereand to beare:Ler me not live, 

This his good mclancholly oft began 

On the Cataſtrophe and heele of paſtime 

When it was out:Let me not live(quoth hee) 
After my flame lackes oylc,to be the ſnuffe 

Of yonger {pirits, whoſe apprehenſive [enſes 

All but new things ditdaine;whoſe judgements are 
Meere fathers of their ts :whoſe conſtancics 
Expire betore their falhions:chis he wiſh'd. 

Laker him,do after him wiſh roo: 

(Since I nor wax nor honie can bring home, ) 
I quickly were diſſolved frem my huve 

To give ſome Labourers roome. 

L.3-E. You'r loved Sir, 

They that leaſt lend it you ſhall lacke you firſt. 

Ka. I fill a place I know't,how long iſt Count 
Since the Phyſitian at your fathers dicd? 

He was much fam'd. 

Ber. Some fix moneths ſince my Lord. 

Kim. It he were living, I wouldtry himyer, 
Lend me an arme:the reſt have worne me out 
With teverall applications: Nature and fickneſſe 
Debate it at ther leiſure. Welcome Count, 

My ſonne's no deerer. 
Fer, Thanke your Majcſty. 


Flour. 
Enter Counteſſe, Steward, and Clawne. 
Cow, I will now heare, what ſay you of this gentle- 
WOmiall. 


St. Maddam the care I have had to even your con- 
tent , I wiſh might be found in the Kalender of my palt 


| endevours,for then we wound our Modeſtic , and make 


foule the clearnefſe of our deſervings, whenof our {elves 
we publiſh them. 

Cow. W hat doc's this knave heere?Get you gone firm: 
the compiaints I have heard of youT do nor all beleeve, 
'tis my flownefle that I do net : For I know you lacke 
not folly ro commit them , and have ability cnough to 
make ſuch knaveries yours. 

Cho, 'Tisnor unknowneto you Madam , I am a poore 
fellow. 

Can. Well (ir. 

Clo, No maddam, 


'Tis not ſo weil that T am poore, though mani 
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of the rich are dauwn'd, but if © have your Ladiſhips good | 


— Hy 


C/o. That man ſhould beat a womans command , and 


will ro goc tothe world, /3belltirz woman and I will doe as | yet no hurt done, though hoacſtic be no Puritan, yet ir 


we may . | 


{oun. Wilt thou needes be a degger? 

Cle, | doe beg your good wil intlus calc, 

Cov, In what calc? 
( lo. In libels caſe and mins owne : (ſervice 15 nv heri- 


till - have 3dſue a my bodie: forthey fay bearves are blet- 


. | 
tage, and I thinke I (hall never have the blefling of God, | 
lings- | 


ww, Tcll me thy reaſon why thou wile marrie?| 
Cle. My poore body Madarn requires it, Lam driven on | 


by the ficſh, and he muſt needes goe that the divell | 


drives. 


Cow. Is this all your worſhips reaſon ? | | 
Cle, Faith Madam I have other hole reafons, ſuch as | 


they are. 


Con. May the world know them ? 

Cls. I have beene Madam a wicked creature, as you and | 
all fieſh and blood arc, and indcede I doe marrie that 1 * 
ma\ r.pent, 

Cov. Thy marriage ſooner then thy wickedneſle, 

{lte, lam out a friends Madam, and Ihope to have | 
friends tor my waves fake. 

{. Such triends are thineenemies knave. 

Clo. Y are ſhallow Madam in great friends, for rhc 
knaves come to doe that tor me which Iama wearie of : 
he that eares wy Land, ſpares my tcame, and gives mce 
leave to Inne the crop: 1f I bee his Cuckold, hee's my 
drudge; he that comforts my wite, 15 the cheriſher of my 


9 


om 


feſh and blood ; he that cheriſheth my ficſh and blood , 
loves my ficth and blood ; he that loves my ficſh and 
blood 15 my tricnd : ergo, he that kiſſes my wife is my 
tri:nd: it men could bee contented to be what they are, 
there were no feare in marriage, for yong Charbes che 
Puritan, and olde Poyſams the Papiſt, how ſoatere their 
hartesare ſcucr'd in Religion , their heades are both one, 


they may joule hornes together like any Deare 1'th Herd. 
Cow, Wilt thou ever bca tuule mouth'd and calums | 
nious knane? 


Ch. A prophet I Madam, and 1 ſpeake the truth the | 


next way, for Iche Ballad will repeate, which men tull ' 
true ſhall finde, your marriagecomes by deitiny, your | 
Cuckow fings by kinds, 

({*. Get you gone fir, Netalke with you more anon. 

Stew, May ir pcaſe you Madam , that hee bid Helies 
come to you, of ber I am to ſpeake, 

Con, Sirra tell my gentlewoman I would ſpeake with 
hers 4elen I meane. 

(oe. Was this faireface the cauſe, quoth ſhe, 
Why the Grecians ſacked Troy, 
Fond done, done, fond was this King Priams joy, 
With that lie ſighed as ſhe !tcod, bs 
And gaue this tentence then, among nine bad if one be 
good, among nine bad} if one be good, there's yet one 
200d inter. 
k (*%, Whar, one good intenne? you corrupt the ſong 
ra, 

_ Ci, One good woman in ten Madam, which is a pu- 
rifying ath"ſong : would God would ſcrue the world ſo 
all the yeere, weed finde no fault with the tithe woman 
if I were the Parton, one in ten quoth a? and wee might 
have a good woman borne but ore every blazing ſtarre, 
or atanearthquake, 'rwould mend the Lotterie well , a 
wan may Gray his heart out cre a plucke one. 


4 *. Youle be gone fir knave, and doe as I command 
you | 


+ —— 
— 
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will doc no hurt, it wil weare the Surplis of humilicic 
overthe blacke-Gowne of a bigge heart : I 2m going tor- 


| ſocth, the buſinefie is tor Helen to come hither. 


Ex. 
Cov. Wealnow. 
Stew. I know Madam you love your Gentlewoman in- 
tirety., 

Cox. Faith I doe : her Father bequeath'd her to me,and 
ſhe her teife without other advantage, may lawfullic make 
title co as much love as the tindes, there is more owing 
her then is paid , and more ſhall be paid her then ſheele 


| demand. 


Stew. Madam, I was veric late more neerc her then ! 
thinke (he witht me, alone the was, and did communicate 
to her fcife hzr owne words to her owne cares, ſhe 


| thought, I dare vow tor her,tlicy toucht avt any ranger 


fence , her matrer was, ſhe loved your Sonne ; Fortune 
the fayd wasno goddeſle, that had put fuch difference U- 
ewixt their two eſtates: Loveno god , that wonld not 
extend his might onely, where quaiies were ievell, 
Queene of Virgins, that wouid futfer hier poor 
Knight furpris'd withour reſcue 1nthe tirit aſlauit or ran- 
ſomeatterward: This ſhe dcliver'd mthe moſt birter 
touch of ſorrow that ere I heard Virgin exclatme i, 
which I held my dune tpeedily to acquaint you withall, 
ſithence 1m the lofic that way happen, 1t concernes you 
{omcthing to know it. 

Cow. You have eiſcharg'd this honelthe, keepe ir 
toyour ſclfe , manic likehhoods inform'd mee of this 
before, which hung to rottring in the ballance , that 
I could never  beleeve nor mi{doubt: pray you leave 
mee, ſtall cliis in your botome, and I chanke you 
tor your honeſt care: I will (peake with you turther 
anon, 

Exut Steward, 


Enter Heſter. 


*Old, Con. Evenſoir was with me when I was young: 
If ever we arc natures theſe are ours, this thorne 
Dothro our Roſe of youthriglhe belong 
Our bloud ro us, this to our blood is borne, 
It is the ſhow, and ſcale of natures truth, 
Where loves (trong pallion 15 1imprelt in youth, 
By our remembrancesot daics forgon, 
Such were our taults,or then vw. c thought them none, 
Her cic is ſicke ont, I obſerve her now + 
Hel. WW hat is your plealure Madam ? 
Of.{'ow. You know Hellen | am a mother to you. 
Hel. Minc honorable Miltris. 
Ol. (ou. Nay a mother, why not a mother ? when 1 
{ed a mother. 
Me thought you faw a ſerpent, what's in mother 
That you ftart at ir? [ fay I am your mother, 
And pur you inthe Catalogue of thoſe 
That were cnwombed mane, 'tis often ſeene 
Adoption ſtrives with nature, and choite breedes 
A ratiue ſlip tous from forraine (cedes : 
You ne're oppreit me with a mothers groanc, 
YetI exprefic to you a mothers care, 
(Gods mercie maiden) dos it curd thy blood 
To fay Iamthy mother ? what's the marter, 
That this ditempered meſſenger of wet, 
Y-2 The 
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The manie culour'd Iris rounds thine eye ? 
Why, that you art my daughter ? 
Hel. That I am not. 
Old.(ow. 1 ay I am your Mother, 
Hel. Pardon Madam. 
The Count Roſilsoncannot be my brother : 
I am from humble, he from honoured name : 
Nonote upon my Parents, his all noble, 
My Maſter, my deere Lord he is, and I 
His ſervant live, and will his vaſlall die ; 
He muſt not be my brother. 

Ol. (ou. Nor 1 your Mother. 

Hel. You are my mother Madam, would you were 
So that my Lord your ſonne were not my brother, 
Indeed my mother, or were you both our mothers, 
I care no more for, then I doe for heaven, 
$o I were not his liſter, cant no other, 

But I your daughter, hc muſt be my brother. 


God thicld you meane it not, daughter and mother 
So ſtrive upon your pulſc ; what pale agen? 
My feare hath catcht your fondneſſe ! now I ſee 
The miſtric of your lovclineſſc, and tinde 

Your ſalt teares head,now to all ſence 'ts groſle ; 
You love my ſonne, inventions aſham d 
Againſt the proclamation of thy paſſion 

To ſay thou doſt not : therefore tell me truc, 
But tell me then 'tis ſo, for looke, thy cheekes 
Conteſle it 'ton to th'other, and thine eyes 

See it isſogroſſely ſhowne inthy behaviors, 
That in their kinde they ſpeakce it, onely finne 
And helliſh obſtinacic tye thy rongue 

That truth ſhould be ſuſpected, ſpeake, iſt ſo? 

If it be ſo, you haue wound a goodly clewe : 

If it be not, forlweare't how ere 1 charge thee, 
As h:aven ſhall worke 19 me tor mine availe 

To tell me trucly. 

Hel. Good Madam pardon me, 

Cow. Do you lioue my Sonne ? 

Hell. Your pardon noble Milſtris, 

{ #w. Loveyoumy Sonne ? N 

Hell. Doe not you love him Madam ? 

Cow, Goe not about ; my love hath in't a bond 
Whereof the world takes note : Come, come, diſcloſe : 
The (tate of your aff-Rion, tor your paſſions 
Havetothe full appeach d. 

Hell. Then 1 conteſle 
Here on my knee, before high hcavensand you, 
That before you, and next unto high heaven, Iloye your 
Sonne : 
My frinds were poore but honeſt, {o's my love : 
Be not offended, for it hurtsnot him 
That he is lov'd of me ; 1 follow him not 
By any token of preſumptuous ſuite, 
Nor would I have him, till I doe deſerve him, 
Yet never know how thatdeſert ſhould be : 
I know I love in vaine, ſtrive againſt hope : 
Yet in this captious, and intenible Sive. 
I ill poure in the waters of my love 
And lacke not to looſe {ill ; thus [/ndsax like 
Religious in mine error, 1 adore 
The Sunne that lookes upon his worſhipper, 
Bur knowes of him no more. My deerett Madam, 
Lernot your hate incounter with my love 
For loving where youdoe ; but if your ſelfe, 
Wholc aged honor cites a vertuous youth, 


014d.Cox. Yes Hellen,you might be my daughter in law , 


——— 
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| Tocurethe deſperate languiſhings whereot 
{ The King is render'd loſt. 


Did ever, inſotrue a flame of living, 
With chaſtly, and love deerely, that your Diav 
Was both her ſelfe and love, O then give pitty 
To her whote ſtate is ſuch, that cannot chooſe 
But lend and give where ſhcis ſure to looſe ; 
That ſcekes not to finde thar, ſearch implies, 
But riddle like, lives ſweetely where ſhe dies- 

C *#. Had you nor lately an intent, ſpeake truely, 
To goeto Pars ? 

Hell. Madamel had. 

{ *#. Wherefore? tell true. : 

Hel. I will tell true, by grace it (elfe I ſweare ; 
You know my Father left me ſome preſcriptions 
Ot rare and prov'd cffets, ſuch as his reading 
And manifeit experience, had colleRted 
For generall ſovcraigntic : and that he wll'd me 
In heedefullſt reſervation to beſtow them, 

As notes, whole tacultics incluſive were, 
More then they were in note : Amonglt the reſt, 
Thereis a remedie, approv'd, ſet downe, 


Cow, This was your motive for Pars, was it, (peak? 
Hell. My Lord, your ſonne, made me totkinke of this; 
Elſe Pars ,and the medicine, and the Ki 
Had from the converſation of my thenien 
Happily beene abſent then, 
{ *w. But thinke you Heller, 
It you fhould render your ſuppoſed aide, 
He would receive it ? He and bis phiſitions 
Are of a minde; he,that they cannot helpe him : 
They, that they cannot helpe, how ſhall they credit 
A poore unlearned Virgin, when the Schooles 
Embowel'd of their doctrine, have lcf off 
The danger to it ſelfe. 


Hell. There's ſom:thing in't 
More then my Fathers skill, which was the great'lk | 
Of his profeſſion, that his good receipt, | 
Shall for my legacie be ſanctified 
Byth' luckieſt ſtars in heaven, and would your honor 
But give me leave tg ſucceſle, I'de venture 
The well loſt life of mine,on his Graces cure, 
by ſuch a day, and houre. 

Con. Doo'it thou belceve't 2 

Hel. 1 Madam knowingly, 

Cow. Why Hellen thou thalt have my leave and love, 
Meanes and attendants, and my loving greetings 
To thoſe of mine in Court, Ile lay at home 
And pray Gods bleſling into thy attempt ; 
— ro morrow, and be ſure of this; | 
What | can helpe thee to, thou ſhalt not miſſe, F xexat. 

| 


| 
: 


; | 


eA (tus Secundus, 


n—= 


Enter the King with divers young Lords , taking leave f 
the Florentine warre : C mnt Roſſe, and 

; Parroller. Floriſh Cornets., 

& mg. Farewcll yoog Lords, theſe warlike principles 
Doe not throw from you, and you my Lords farewell : | 
Share the advice berwixt you, if both gaive, all | 
The guift doth ſtretch it ſelfe as 'tis receiv'd, | 
And 1s for both, 

Lord.G. 'Tis our hope fir, 
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entred ſouldicrs,to returne And askt thee mercy fort. 
onde your grace in health. Laf. Goodfaith a-crofle,but my good Lord 'tis thus, 
King. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart Will you be cur'd of your intirmity? 

Will not confeile he owes the mallady >, No. 
That doth my life beſiege : farwell yong Lords, » O will you cate no grapes my _ foxe? 
Whether [| live or dic, be you the ſonnes Yes but you — noble grapes,and 1 3 
Of worthy French men : |ct higher Italy My royall foxe could reach them:1 have ſeene a medicine 
(Thoſe barcd that inherit but the fall That's able to breathe lite intoa ſtone, 
Ofthe laſt Monarchy) ſee that you come Quicken a rocke,and make you dance Canary 
Not to wooe honour, but to wed it,when With {| ly fire and motion,whoſe ſimple touch 
The braveſt queſtion ſhrinkes : finde what you ſceke, Is powertull to arayſe King Pappes , nay 


That fame may cry you loud; I fay farewcll. 
L.G. Health at your bidding {crue your Maicfty, 
King. Thoſe girles of iraly, rake heed of them, 
F 


our French, lacke language to deny 
5 Andy : beware of being Captiues 
Before you {erue. 

Fo. Our hartes receiue your warnings. 

King. Farewell, come hether to me. (us. 

1.L9.G. Oh my {weet Lord that you will ſtay behind 

Parr, 'Tisnot his faultthe (parke. 

2.Lo.E. Oh'tis braue warres. 

Par. Molt admirable, I have ſcere thoſe warres, 

Roſſil. lam commanded here, anc kept acoyle with, 
Too young, and the next yeere,and'tis too carly. 

Parr. And thy minde (tand too't boy, 

Steale away braucly. 

Roſſif. I ſhall (tay here the for- horſe to a ſmocke, 
Creeking my (hooes onthe plaine Maſonry, 

Till honour be bought up, and no {v. ord worne 
But onero dance with : by heauen, Ile (tcale away. 
1.Le.G.Therc's honour inthe thefr. 

Pay. Commit it Count. 

2.Lo.E. I am your acceſlary,and fo farewell. 

Ref. 1 grow to you, and our parting is atortur'd body. 

I-Lo.G. Farewell Captaine, 

2.Lo.E. Sweet Monlicr Parolles. 

Par, Noble Heroes; my {word and yours are Kkinne, 
good ſparkes and luſtrous, a word good metrals. You 
ſhall finde in the Regiment of the Spinij , one Captaine 
Spurio his Cicatrice, with an Embleme of warre heere on 
his ſiniſter cheeke ; it was this very ſword entrench'd ir; 
lay to him I live, and obſerue his reports for inc. 

Lo.G. Weſhall noble Capraine. 

; Par. Marsdoate on you for his novices, what will ye 
oc ? 

Rofſ. Stay : the King- 

Par. Vie a more ſpacious ceremonie to the Noble 
Lords, you have reitrain'd your felfe within the Liſt of too 
cold an adieu:be more expreſſive to them ; for they weare 
themſelves in the cap of the time, there do multer true 
gae ; eat, ſpeake, and more under the infiuence of the 
molt receiv'd ſtarre, and though the divell leade the mea- 
ſure, ſuchare tobe followed : after them, and take a more 
dilated farewell. 

Reſſ. And 1 will doe fo. 

Far. Worthy telllowes,and like to proove moſt finewic 


ſ\word-men. Exenm. 
Emer Lafew. 

L.Laf. Pardon my Lord for me and for my tidings. * 

King, Ile ſee thee to ftand up. (pardon, 


L.Laf. Then heres a man ſtands that hath brought his 
I would you had kneel'd my Lord to aske me mercy, 
; my bidding you could fo ſtand up. 
King. I would I had, fo I had broke thy pate 


| 


Togive great Chariemainea pen in's hand 
write to ner a love-line. 
Km, What her is this? 
Laf. Why doctor ſhe:my Lord, there's one arriy'd, 
If you will ſee her:now by my faith and honour, 
It ſeriouſly I may convoy my thoughts 
Inthis my light deliverance, I have ſpoke 
Wirth one, that in Her ſexe,her yceres, profeſſion, 
Wiſedome and hath amaz'd me more 
Then I dare blame my weakenefle:wil you ſee her? 
For that is her demand, and know her buſineſle ? 
Thar done, laugh we'l at me. 
King. Now good Lafew. 
Bring 1n the admiration, that we with thee 
May tpend our wonder too, or take off thine 
By wondring how thou took'it it. 
Lif. Nay, Ile fit you, 
And not be all day neither. 
King. Thus he his ſpeciall nothing ever prologues. 
Laf. Nay, come your wayes. 
Enter Helen. 
King.This haſte hath wings indeed. 
Laf. Nay, come your wayes, 
This is his Majeſtte, fay your minde to him, 
A traitor you doe looke like, but ſuch traitors 
His Majeltic ſcldome feares, Iam Creſſeds Vacle, 
That dare leave two together, fare you well. Ex. 
King. Now faire one, do's your buſines follow us? 
Hel. I my good Lord. 
Gerard de N «rbon was my father, 
In what he did profeſſe, wel found. 
King. Iknew him. 
Hel. The rather will I ſpare my praiſestowards him, 
Knowing hum 18 cnough : on's bed of death, 
Many receits he gave me, chicflic one, 
W hichas the deareſt iflue of his practice 
And of his old experience,th'onelie darling, 
He bad me ſtore upyas a triple eye, 
Safer then mine owne two : more deare I have ſo, 
And hearing your high Majeſtic is touche 
With that malignant cauſe, whereia the honour 
Of my deere fathers gift, ſtands cheefe in power; 
I come totender it, and my appliance, 
Withal bound humbleneſſe. 
King, Wethanke you maiden, 
But may not be ſo credulous of cure, 


| —<—_ —— 


When our moſt learned Doctors leave us, and 

The congregated Colledge have concluded, 

Thar labouring art cannever ranſome nature 

From her inaydible eſtate : 1 ſay we muſt not 

So (taine our og our hope, 

To proſtitute our paſt-cure ie 

| Toempericks, or todiflever {o 

Our great ſelfe and our credit, to eſteeme | 
A ſenceleſſe helpe, when helpe paſt ſence we deeme. 


Hel. My | 
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Hell. My dutic then ſhall pay me tor my paines : 
I will no more entorce my 01Jice on you, 

Humbly intreating trom your 10y all thoughts, 
A modelt one to beate mc backe againc. 

King. 1 cannot give thee lelie to be cal'dgratetull : 
Thou thoughrit to kelpe me, and ſuch thankes I give, 
As one neer death totholc that with him live 
But what at full 1 know, thou knowlt no part, 

I knowiug all my perill, thou no Art. 

Hell, W hat I can doc, can doe no hurt totry, 

Since you ſect up your reit 'gainit remedic ; 

He that of greatclt workes 1s finiſher. 

Of; docs them by the weakelt miailter ; 

So holy VVrit, in babes hath judgement (howne, 

W hen Ludges have bia bales ; great fouds have flowne 
From ſimple {ourccs : and great Seas have dried 

When Miracles have by the great'ſt beene denied. 

Otr expectation tailes, and moit ofcthere 

Where molt it promiſes : and oft it hits, 

W here hope is coldeſt, and deſpaire molt ſhifts. 

King. 1 aut not hearethee,tare thee well kind maice, 
Thy paines not us'd, mult by thy {clfe be paid, 
Proft.rsnot tooke, reape thankes for rheir reward. 

Hel. inſpired Merit fo by breath is bard, 

It 15not io with him that all things knowes 

As 'tis with us, that {quare our gacfle by ſhowes : 
But moſt it 15 preſumptton 1n us, when 

The helpe of heaven we count the at of men. 
Deare (ir, to my endeavors giveconlent, 

Ot hravcn, no: me, make an cxperimente 

I ain not a! I mpoltrue, that proclaiume 

My feltc agatnit the levill oft mine aune, 

But know 1 thinke, andthinke I know moſt ſurc, 
My Ait 1s not pait power, nor you palt cure, 

King. Ait thou to confident ? Within what ſpace 
Hop'itthou my cure ? 

Hel. The greate{t grece lending grace, 

Ere ta1cc the horles of the ſunne thall bring 
Their hric torcher his diurnall ring. 

Eretwicc in marke and occidentali dampe 

Moiſt He:ſperm hath quench'd her fleepy Lampe : 
Or toure and rwentic times the Pylots glafle 
Hath to14 the theeviſh minutes, how they paſſe : 
\V hat is infirme, from your {ound parts ſhall flic, 
Health ſhall ive tree, and {ickneſle treely dye. 

King. Vpon thy certaincty and contidence, 
Whar dar'{t thou venture ? 

He!. Taxe of umpudence, 

A {trumpets boldneſle, a divulged ſhame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads: my maidens name 
Seard otherwiſe, no worle of worlt extended 
With vildeſt torture, let my life be ended. 

Kin. Methinkes in thee ſome bleſled ſpirit doth ſpeak 
His powerfull ſound, wherein an organ weake : 
And what impoſhvility would ſlay 
Ia common ſenſe, fence favesanother way : 

Thy lite isdeere, for all that lite can rate 
Worth name of lite, in thee hath eſtimate : 
Youth, beauty, wiſedome, courage, all 
That happineſle and prime, can happie call : 
Thou this to hazard, nceds muſt intimate 
Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate: 
Sweet practiier, thy Phyſicke I will try, 
That miniſters thine owne death it I die, 

Hel. It 1 breake time,or flinch in propertic 
Of what I ſpoke, unpitucd let me dic, 
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And well de{cru'd : not helping, death's my fee, 
Bur it ] helpe, what doe you promiſe me. 

A m. Make thy demand. 

Hel. But will you make it even ? | 

A in, 1 by my Scepter,and my hopes of helpe. 

Hel. Then ſhalt rhou give we with thy kingly hand 
W hat huband in thy pov cr 1 will command : 
Exempred bc trom me the arrogance 
Tochootc trom forth the royail bloud of France, 
My low and humble name to propogarc 
With any branchor 1mage ot thy ſtare ; 
But ſuch a one thy vaſſall, whom | know 
Is tree for me to aske, thee to beftow, 

Kin, Here 1s my hand, the premites obſery'd, 


So make the choice of thine cwne t:me, for I 

Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee ſtill relye : 

More ſhould I queſtion thee, ard more 1 muſt, 

Though more to know, could not be more to truſt : 

From v/bcnce thou cam it, how tended on, but reſt 

Vnqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubted bleſt, 

Give me ſome helpe here hoa, it thou proceed, 

As high as word, my decd ſhall match thy deed. 
Exenn, 


Enter ( ounteſſe and Clowne. 
Lady. Come on fir , I ſhall now put youtothe height 


of your breeding, 
Clown. 1 will thew my felte highly fed, and lowly 
taight, I know my buſn.cflc is but to the Court. 
Lazy. lo the Court, why what place make you ſpeci» 


the Court ? 

Clo, Truly Madam, if Ged have lent a man any man» 
ners, hee may caſilie put it off at Court ; he that cannot 
make a legge, put oft s cap,kiile his hand,and ſay nothing, 
has neither legge, hands, hppe,nor cap ; and indeed ſuch 
a fellow, to {ay preciſely, were not tor the Court, butter 
me, I have an antwere willſerve all men. 

Lady. Marry that's a bountifull anſwere that fitsall 
queſtions. 

({7o. Itislikea Barbers chaire that fits all buttockes, 
the pin buttucke, the quatch-buttocke, the brawn but- 
rocke, or any buttocke, 


Lady. Will your an{were ſerve fitto all queſtions? 
Clo.As titas ten groates is for the handof an Atturney, 
as your French Crowne tor your taffery punke, as Tis | 
ruſh tor Toms forctinger,asa pancake tor Shrovetueſday,a 
Morris tor May-day,az the nail to his hole, the Cuckold | 
to his horne, as aſcolding qucane to a wrangling Kknave, | 
asthe Nunsliptothe Friers mouth, nay as the pudding | 
to his Skin. | 
Lady, Have you, I ſay,ananſwer of ſuch fitneſſe for all 
queſtions? 
Clo. Frombelow your Duke, tobeneath your Conſta- 
ble, it will titany queſtion. | 
Ledj. It muſt bee an anſ\vere of moſt monſtrous ſize, 
that muſt fit all demands. | 
Clo, But a trifle neither in good faith, if the learned 
ſhould ſpeake truth of it : heere it is, and all that belongs | 
tot. Aske mee if lama Courticr, it ſhall doe you 90 ; 
harme to learne. | 
Lady. To bee young againe if we could : I will beea| 
oole 1n queſtron , hopingto bee the wiſer by your + | 


{wer. | 
Lady | 
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pa I peup you ſir, are you a Courtier ? 
Che.O Lord 


hundred of them. 
; La. Sir I am apoere friend of yours, that loves you. 


{lv. O Lord fir, thicke, thicke, ſpare not me. 
La. I thiake fir , you can cate gone of this homely 


. O Lord fir ;nay pur me too'r, I warrant you. 
La. You werelately whipt fir as I thinke, 
{. O Lordfir, ſpare nor me. : 
Le. Doe you cry O Lordfir at your whipping , and 


your whipping : you would anfwere very welltoa 
whipping if you were but bound roo't. 

Cle. 1 nere had worſe lucke in mylife in my O Lord 
ſir : I ſee things may ſcrue long, but not ſerve ever. 

La. I play the noble huſwite with the tune, to enter- 
taine it ſo merrily with a foole. 

{. O Lord tir, why there'tſerves wellagen. 

La. And end fir to your buſineſſe:give Helen this, 
And urge her to a preſent anſwer backe, 
Commend mero my kini{men, and my ſonne, 
This is not much. 

(le. Not much commendation to them. 

La. Not much imployazent for you, you underſtand 


MC. 
Cle. Moſt fruitfully, I am there, before my legges. 
La. Halt you agen. Exennt, 


Enter Count, Laſew and Paroles, 


Ol. Lf. They fay miracles are paſt, and we have our 
Phi = Bog ro make Lov hn and famuliar 
things 


and cauſclefſe, Hence isir, that wee 
make trities of terrours, enſconcing our ſelves into ſee- 
ming knowledge , when we ſubmit our ſclves to 
I oa of wonder,that hath 
Par, Why'tist argument 5 1 
ſhot our in our latter times. 
Roſe And 1o'tis. 
Ol. Laf. To be relinquiſht of the Artiſts. 
Par. $0 I faybothot Galenaud Paracelfus. 
OL. Fal. Otallthe learned and authenticke fellowes. 
Pe, Right (01 fay. 
Ol.Laf. That gave him out incureable. 
Par. Why there tis; fo lay Itoo. 
OLLf. Not to be help'd. 
Par. Right, as 'twere a man afſur'd of a—— 
Ol. Laf. Vncertaine life, and ſure death. 
Par. Tuſt you ſay well: ſo would I have ſaid. 
OL Laf. 1 may truely fay, it isa noveltie tothe world. 
Pe. Itis indeed if you will have it in ſhewing, you 
ſhall reade it in what do ye call there. 
Ol. Laf. A ſhewing of a heavenly cftc&t in an carthly 


Ator. 

Pe. That'sit, I would have ſaid, the very ſame. 

Ol.Lef. Why your Dolphin isnot luſticr: for mee 
RY mg 

Par, 'ris ſtrange, 'tis very ſtrange, that is the 
bevele and the redions Fiend hrvofe mod ficieerions 


{pirir, that will not acknowledge it to be the=—— 
Ol.Laf. Very hand of heaven. 
Por. 1,fol fay. 
OL.Laf. Ina moſt weake —— 


Par, And debile miniſter power, tran- 
cendence, which ſhould yok gr onkee ues 


ſpare not me ? Indeed your O Lord fir, is very ſequent to | 


| ſpar 


———— 


| 


ſir theres a ſimple patting off: more, more, | 


| 


es. 


| 


be made, then onely the recou'ry of the king, a$t0 bc 
OLf.Laf. Generaily thanketull. 


Enter & ing, Helen, and attendants. 

Par, IT would have faidit, yon faid well : heere comes 
the King, 

Of. Lf. Luſtique, asthe Dutchman fayes: Ile likea 
maide the better whule I have a cooth in tny head :; why 
he'sable to leade her a Carranto. 

Par, Mor ds vinager, is notthis Helen? 

Ol. Laſ. Fore I thinke 10, 

King. Goecall before me all the Lordsin Court, 
vit my preſcrucr by thy patients lide, 
Aud with this hcalthfull hand whoſc baniſht ſence 
Thoa haſt repeal, a fecond time receyue 
The confirmation of my promis'd guitt, 
Which bur attends thy naming. 


Enter ; or 4 Lords. 
Fairs Maide ſend forth thine eye,this youthfull parcell 
Ot Noble Batchellors, (tand at my beſtowing, 
Orc whom both Soucraigne power,and fathers voice 
I haveto vſe; thy franke election make, 
Thou halt power to choole, and they none tgforſake. 
Hel. Tocachof you, one faire and vertuous Miltris; 
Fall when love pleaſe, marry toeach bur one. 
Old Fat. I'de give bay currall,and his turniture, 
My mouth no more were broken then thele boyes, 
And writ as little beard. 
King. Perulc them well ; 
Not one of thoſe, but had a Noble father. 
She addreſſes bey to a Lord. 
Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath through mee , reſtor'd 
the king to health. | 
All. We underſtand it, at1d thanke heaven for you. 

Hel. I ama ſimple Maide, and therein wealthic(t 

That I proteſt, I fimply am a maide : 

Pleaſe it your majeſtie, I have done already ; 

The bluſhes in my cheekes thus whiſper me, 

We bluſh that thou ſhouldit chooſe, but be refuſed; 

Let the whitedcath fit onthy checke tor cver, 

Wee'Ineere come there againe. | 
King. Make choiſc and fee, 

wW ay he thy love, ſhuns all his love in me. 
Hel. Now Dian trom thy Altar do l fiy, 

And to imperiall Iove, that God moſt high 

Do my ſighes {treame: Sir, will you hcare my ſuite? 

Is Lo. And une it. 

Hel. Thankesfir,allthe reſt is mute. 

Ol.Laf. 1 hadrather be in this choile,then throw 
A drauſ-ace for my life. 

Hel. The honour (ir that flames 1n your faire eyes, 
Before 1 ſpeake too threatingly replyes : 
Love make your fortunes twentie tunes above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble love, 

2. £0. Noberterif you plcaſe. 

Hel. My wiſh receive, 

Which great love grant, and fol rake my lcave. 
OL.Laf. Doall f or ? Andthey were ſons of 
imine, I'de have them whip'd, os 1 would Codthanreh | 

Turke to make Eunuches of. 

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand ſhould take, | 
Ile never do you wrong for your owne ſake : 
Blefling upon your vowes, and in your bed 
Finde tairer tortune, if you cre wed. 


£3 5 _ _ 4 - 2 
= _— CERILIEEEESD 4 _ — no SEL S—— >< — Wo . 
L 4 , _ - FR _ OO = a < * a Len - 
G cas b = ” n mp_—y SrI—— 
cect. A. oe ee a eee re. EE... ET Oo o= OGG rote er og anger 


_ © UI 


Old Lf. Theſe boyes are boyes of Ice , they'te _ 
ve | 


A. 


_— 


_—_ — o 


236 


eAll sWellthat Ends Well. 


Hell, My dutic then ſhall pay me tor my paines : 
I will nomore entorce my 0iJice on you, 
Humbly intreating trom your 10 all thonghts, 

A modelt one to beate me backe againc. 

King. 1 cannot give thee lelic tobe cal'dgratetull : 
Thou thoughrit ro helpe me, and ſuch thankes I give, 
As one neer death totholc that with him live + 
But what at full 1 know, thou knowlt no part, 

I knowiug all my perill, thou no Art. 

Hell, W hat I can doc, can doe no hurt totry, 

Since you ſect up your reit 'gainit remedic ; 

He that of greateſt workes is finiſher, 

Of: docs them by the weakelt miailter ; 

So holy VVrit, in babes hath judgement (howne, 

VW hen Ludges have bia bates ; great fouds have flowne 
From ſimple fourccs : and great Seas have dried 

W hen Miracles have by the great'ſt beene denied. 

Otr expectation failes, and molt otcthere 

Where molt it promiſes : and oft 1t hits, 

W here hope is coldeſt, and deſpaire molt ſhifts 

King. 1 mult not hcarcthec,tare thee well kind maice, 
Thy paines not us'd, mult by thy {clfe be paid, 
Proft.rsnot tooke, reape thankes for rheir reward. 

Hell. Inſpired Merit {o by breath is bard, 

It 15not io with hitn that all things Kknowes 

As 'tis with us, that 1quarc our gacflc by ſhowes : 
But moſt it 1s preſumption in us, when 

The helpe of heaven we count the at of men. 
Deare (ir, to my enceavors giveconlent, 

Of bravcn, not me, make ancxperiumente 

L ain not a1 lmpoſtrue, that proclaime 

My telic againit the levill ot mine aune, 

But know 1 chinke, andthinke 1 know moſt ſure, 
My Ait 1s not pait power, nor you palt cure, 

King. Ait thou to confident 2 Within what ſpace 
Hop itthou my cure ? 

Hel. The greatelt grace lending grace, 

Ere tice the hories of the ſunne thail bring 
Their hric torcker hts diurnall ring. 

Eretwice in mar ke and occidentali dampe 

Moiſt H:erm hath quench'd her fleepy Lampe ; 
Or toure and ewentic times the Pylots glaſſe 
Hath tc14 the theeviſh minutes, how they paſſe : 
\V hat is infirme, from your found parts ſhall fie, 
Health ſhall ive tree, and {ickneſle freely dye. 

King. V pon thy certainety and contidence, 
What dar*(t thou venture ? 

He!. Taxc of umpudence, 

A {trumpets boldncſlc, a divulged ſhame 
Traduc'd by odious ballads: my maidens name 
Seard otherwiſe, no worle of worlt extended 
With vildeſt torture, let my life be ended. 

Kin. Methinkes in thee fome blefled ſpirit doth ſpeak 
His powerfull ſound, wherein an organ weake : 
And what impoſſibility would ſlay 
Ia common ſenſe, ſence favesanother way : 

Thy lite isdeere, for all that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath eſtimate : 
Youth, beauty, wiſedome, courage, all 
That happineſle and prime, can happie call : 
Thou this to hazard, needs muſt intimate 
Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate: 
Sweet practiter, thy Phyſicke I will try, 
That miniſters thine owne death it I dic; 

Hel. It I breake time,or flinch im propertic 
Of what I ſpoke, unpitucd let me dic, 


—_ 


| 9——— 


— — 


— 


| of your breeding, 


—_ - 


| taught, I know my but. cflc is but to the Court. 
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And well dc{cru'd : not helping, death's my fee, 
Bur it I helpe, what doe you promile me. 

Am. Make thy demand. 

Hel. But will you make it even ? 

A in, 1 by my Scepter,and my hopes of helpe. 

Hel. Then ſhalt rhou give we with thy kingly hand 
What huband in thy pov cr 1 will command : 
Exempred bctrom me the arrogance 
Tochocic trom torth the royail blcud of France, 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or 1mage ot thy ſtare : 
But ſuch a one thy vaſſall, w hom 1 know 
Is tree for mc to aske, thee to beftow, 

Km, Here 1s my hand, the preoutes obſerv'd, 
Thy will by my performance ſhall be ferv*'d: 
So make the choice of thine cw ne t:me, tor 1 
Thy refolv'd Patient, on thee ſtill relye : 
More ſhould I queſtion thee, ard more 1 muſt, 
Though more to know, could not tc more to truſt : 
From v/hence thou cam it, how tended on, but reſt 
Vnqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubted bleſt, 
Give me fome hclpe here hoa, it thou proceed, 
As high as word, my decd ſhall match thy deed: 
Exenn, 


Enter ( ounteſſe and Clowne. 
Lady. Come on fir , I ſhall now put youtothe height 
Clown. 1 will ſhew my ſelte highly fed, and lowly 


Lazy. lo the Court, why what place make you ſpccis 
all, when you put oft that wich ſuch contempt, butto 


4 


the Court ? 

Ch, Iruly Madam, if Ged have lent a man any mars | 
ners, hee may calilic put it off at Court ; he that cannot | 
make a legge, put oft s cap,kiſle his hand,and ſay nothiwg, | 
has neither legge, hands, hppe,nor cap ; and indeed fuch | 
a fellow, to {ay preciſely, were not tor the Court, burter 
me, I have an anitwere willſerve all men. 

Lady. Marry that's a bountifull anfwere that fits all 
queſtions. 

{7o. Itislikea Barbers chaire that fits all buttockes, 
the pin buttucke, the quatch-tuttocke, the brawn but- 
rocke, or any buttocke. 

Lady. Will your an{were ſerve fitto all queſtions? 

Clo.As titas ten groates is for the hand of an Atturney, 
as your French Crowne for your taffery punke, as Tu: 
ruſh for Toms forctinger,asa pancake tor Shrovetueſday a 
Morris tor May-day az the naile to his hole, the Cuckold | 
to his horne, as aſcolding queane to a wrangling knave, | 
asthe Nunsliptothe Fricrs mouth, nay as the pudding | 
to his Skin. | 

Lady, Haye you, I ſay,anan(\ver of ſuch fitneſſe for all 
queſtions? | 

Clo. Frombelow your Duke, to beneath your Conſta- | 
ble, it will titany queſtion. | 

Ledj. It muſt bee an anſ\were of moſt monſtrons ſize, 
that muſt fit all demands. | 

Clo, Bur a trifile neither in good faith, if the learned 
ſhould ſpeake truth of it : heere it is, and all that belongs * 
tot. Asſke mee it lama Courticr, it ſhall doe you 00 
harme to learne. | 

Lady. To bec young againe if we could : I will beta 
foole in queſtion , hopingto bee the wiſer by your W-| 
{wer. 


Lady | 


— 
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I ou ſir, are you a Courtier ? 
Cho Lord fe theres « Gngle patting off; more, more, 
La. Sir I am a poere friend of yours, that loves you. 
{l. O Lord fir, thicke, thicke, ſpare not me. 
La. I thinke fir , you can cate gone of this homely 


meate. k 
{%. O Lord fir ;nay put me too'r, I warrant you. 
La. You werelately whipt fir as I thinke, 

{l. O Lordiir, ſparenor me. 

La. Doe you cry O Lordfir at your whipping , and 
ſpare not me ? Indeed your O Lord fir, is very ſequent to 
your whipping : you would anfwere very well toa 
whipping if you were but bound roo'r. 

Cle. 1 nere had worſe lucke inmylife in my O Lord 
ſir : I ſee things may ſerue long, but not ſerve ever. 

La. I play the noble hutwite with the tune, to cnter- 
taine it ſo merrily with a foole. 

{t. O Lord tir, why there'tſerves wellagen. 

La. And end ſir to your buſineſſe:give Helen this, 

And urge her to a preſent anſwer backe, 

Commend mero my kini{men, and my ſonne, 

This is not much. 

{e. Not much commendation tothem. 

La. Not much imployaent for you, you underſtand 


MC. 
Cle. Moſt fruitfully, I am there, before my legges. 
La Halt you agen. Exennt, 


Enter Count, Laſew and Paroles, 


Ol. Lf. They fay miracles are paſt, and we have our 
0 to make moedernc and famuliar 
things and cauſclefſe. Hence isir, that wee 


make trifles of terrours, enſconcing our ſelves into ſee- 
ming knowledge , when we ſubgut our ſclves to 
an unknowne feare. 


Pw. Why 'tis the rareſt argument of wonder that hath 
ſhot our in our latter times. 
Roſe And 10'tis. 
01. La. To be relinquiſht of the Artiſts. 
Par. So I ſaybothot Galenand Paracelfns. 
OL.Fal. Ofalithe learned and authenticke fellowes. 
Par, Right (01 fay. 
* O{.Laf. Thatgave him out incureable. 
Par. Why there tis; fo lay Itoo. 
OL.Lef. Not to be help'd. 
Par. Right, as 'twere a man afſur'd of a——— 
Ol. Laf. Vncertaine life, and ſure death. 
Par. luſt you ſay well: ſo would I have ſaid. 
OL.Laf. I may truely fay, it isa noveltie tothe world. 
Pe. Itis indeed if you will have it in ſhewing, you 
ſhall ceade it in what do ye call there. 
Ol. Laf. A ſhewing of a heavenly cf in an carthly 


Ator. 

Pe. That'sit, I would have faid, rhe very ſame. 

Ol.Lef. Why your Dolphin isnot luſticr: for mee 
IEeHEDDGS 

Par, 'ris ſtrange, 'tis very ſtrange, that isthe 
benefe and the nedions Fi end evofe med fickearions 


{pirir, that will not acknowledge it to be the——— 
OlL.Laf. Very hand of heaven. 
Par. 1,fol fay. 
Ol. Laf. Ina moſt weake —— 


Par, And debile miniſter power, ttran- 
cendence, which ſhould indect -givens a uſe to 


|; 


\ 


be made, then onely the recou'ry of the king, a$t0 bc 
Ol.Laf. Generaily thanketull. 


Enter & ing, Helen, and attendants. 
Par, I would have faidit, yoa faid well : heere comes 
the King, 
Of. Zof. Luſtique, as the Dutchman fayes: Ile likea 
maide the better whule I have acooth in my head : why 


| he'sable to leade her a Carranto. 


Par, Mor ds vinager, is notthis Helen * 
Ol. Laſ. Fore I thinke fo, 
King. Goecallbetore me all the Lordsin Court, 


| Sit my preſerucr by thy paticnes lide, 


Aud with this healthtull hand whoſc baniſht ſcnce 
Thoa haſt repeal'd, a fecond time receyue 

The cgnftirmation of my promis'd guitt, 

Which but attends thy naming, 


Emer ; or 4 Lords. 


| 


| 


| Fairs Maide ſend forth thine cye,this youthtull parcel 
Ot Noble Batchellors, (tand at my beſtowing, 
Orc whom both Soucraigne power,and tathers voice 
I haveto vic; thy tranke election make, 
Thou halt power to chooſe, and they none tgforſake. 
Hel. Tocach ot you, one faire and vertuous Miltris; 
Fall when love pleaſe, marry toecach bur one, 
Old Fat. I'de give bay curtall,and his turniture, 
My mouth nomore were broken then thele boyes, 
And writ as little beard. 
King. Perulc them well ; 
Not one of thoſe, but had a Noble father. 
She addreſſes bey to a Lord. 
Hel. Gentlemen, heaven hath through mee , reltor'd 
the king to health. | 
All. We underſtand it, ad thanke heaven for you. 
Hel. I ama ſimple Maide, and therein wealthicſt 
That I proteſt, I fimply am a maide : 
Pleate1t your majeſtic, I have done already x 
The bluſhes in my checkes thus whiſper me, 
We bluſh that thou ſhouldit chooſe, but be refuſed; 
Let the whitedcath fit onthy checke tor cver, 


| Wec'lneere come there 


K ing. Make choile ſee. 
W ho thuns thy love, ſhuns all his love in me. 
Hel. Now Dian trom thy Altar dol fiy, 
And to imperiall Iove, that God moſt high 
Do my lighes ſtreame: Sir, will you hceare my ſuite? 
1. Lo. And graunt it. 
Hel. Thankesfir,all the reſt is mute. 
Ol.Laf. 1 hadrather be in this choile,then throw 
A deaul-ace for my lite. 
Hel. The honour fir that flames 1n your faire eyes, 
Before 1 ſpeake too threatingly replyes ; 
Love make your fortunes twentie tunes above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble love, 
2. £0. No better if you plcale. 
Hel. My wiſh receive, 
Which great love grant, and {01 rake my leave. 


OL.Laf. Doall they denic her ? Andthey were ſons of 


mine, I'de have them whip'd, os 1 would ſendthenvto'ch 
Turke to make Eunuches of. 
Hel. Be not atraid that I your hand ſhould take, 
Ile never do you wrong for your owne fake : 
Bleſſing upon your vowes, andin your bed 
Finde tairer tortune, if you cre wed. 


Old Laf. Theſe boyes are boyes of Ice , they'le none 


we] 
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have her : ſure they arc baſtards to the Engliſh, the 
French ne're got em. 

Le. You are to young, too happic, and too good 
To make your ſclfe a {onne our of my blood- 

4. Lora. Faire one, I thinke not fo. 

Ol. Lord. There's one grape yet, Tam ſure my father 
drunke wine. But if thou be'ſt noran aſſe, Iam a youth 
of fourteene ; 1 have knowne thee already» 

Hel. I dare not fay I take you, butT give 
Me and my ſervice, ever whilſt I live 
Into your guiding power : This is theman. 

1 ing. Why then young Bertram take her ſhee's thy 
witc. 

Ber. My wife my Leige ? I ſhall beſcech your highneſle 
In ſuch a buſines, give me leave to uſe 
The hclpe of mine owne eyes. 


K ing. Know '(t thou not Bertram what ſhee ha's done | 


tor me ? 


| Shall weigh thee to the beame : That wilt not know, 


We pleaſe :o have it grow. Checke thy contempt : 

Obey Our will, which travailes inthy good : 

Beleeve not thy diſdaine, butpreſently 

Dothine owne fortanes that obedient right 

W hich both thy dutic owes, and our power claimes. 

Or I will chroagh thee from my care for ever 

Into the ſtaggers and careleſle lapſe 

Of youth and ignorance:both my revenge and hate 

Looſing upon | na inthe name of juſtice, 

Withour all termes of pitty. Speake, thine anſwer. 
Ser. Pardon my gracious Lord : tor I ſubmit 

My fancie to your eyes, when conſider 

W hat great creatien, and what doleot honour 

Flies where you bid it : I hnde that ſhewhich late 

Was in my nobler thoughts, molt baſc : is now 

| The praiſed of the King, wholocnnobled, 


A __—_ _—_— _—_ 


Per, Yes my good Lord, butnever hope to know why | Isas'cwere bornelo. 


I ſhould marric her. 


King. Take her bythe hand. 


King.Thou know'ſt ſhee ha's rais'd mee from my ſick- | Aud tell her ſhe is thine 3 to whom I promiic 


ly bed. 

Ber. But follo:wes it my Lord, to bring me downe 
Mutt anſwer for your ratfing ? I know her well : 
Shee had her breeding at my fathers charge : 

A poore Phyſicians daughter my wite ? Duſdaine 
Rather corrupt me ever. 

King. Tis onely title thon ditdainſt in her,the which 
I can Build up : {trange 151t that our bloods 
Of colour, waight, and hcat; pour*d all together, 
Would quite confound diſtintion : yet ſtands off 
In differ :nces of mighrie, It the be 
All that 1+ vertuous (tave whatthou diflik'ſt) 

A poore phyſitians daughter, thou diflik'it 

Ot vertue he the name : but doe not fo ; 

From loweſt place, whence vertuousthings proceed, 
The place is dignified by th'doers deede. 

Where great addition 1we'l's, and vertue none, 
Itis a dropſied honour, Good a lone, 

Is good without arame ? Vileneſle is ſo; 

The propertic by what it 1s, ſhould go, 

Not by the tirl-. She 15 young, wile, taire, 

In theſe, to Naturc ſ1c's immediate heire: 

And theſe breed honour : that is honours ſcorne, 
Which challenges 1t {clfc as honours borne, 

And isnotlike the tire: Honours beſt thriue, 
When rather from our aRs vic them derive 

Then our fore-goers : the mecre word'sa ſlave 
Deboſh'd on every tombe, on every grave z 
Alyirg Trophec, and as ott 1s dumnbe,. 

Where duſt, and damn'd oblivion isthe Tombe. 
Of honour'd bones indeed, what ſhould be (aid? 
If thou canſtlike thiscreature, as a maide, 

I can createthercit : Vertuc, and ſhee 

Is her owne dower : Honour and wealth, from me. 

Ber. ]cannot love her, nor will ſtrive to doo't. 

King, Thon wrong'lt thy {cite, it thou ſhould'ſt ſtrive 

to choolc. 


Hel. That you are well reſtor'd my Lord, I'me glad : | 


Let the relt go. 

King. My Honor'satthe ſtake, whichtodefeate 
I muſt produce my power. Heere, take her hand, 
Proud ſcornefull boy, unworthic this good gift, 
That dot in vile mifpriſion ſhackle up 
My love, and her deſert : tat canſt not dreame, 
We poizing us in her defective ſcale, 


1 


A counterpoize : If nor in thy citate, 
A ballance more replcat. 
Fer. 1 take her hand. 
Kin, Good tortune, and the favour of the King 
| Smile upon the contract: whole Ceremonie 
Shall ſecme expedient on the now borne bricfe, 
And he perform dto night : the ſolemne Beaſt 
Shall more attend uponthe coming ſpace, 
ExpeQting abſent triends. As thou lov'ſt her, 
Thy lovc'sro me Religious : clſc, do's erre E xewurt, 
Paroles and Laſew fay behind, commu. 
ting of rhus wedding, 
Laf. Doe you heare Monſieur ? A word with you. 
Par. Your pleature fr. 
Laf. Your Lord and Maſter did well to make his re- 

Ccantation. 

Par. Recantation? My Lord ? my maſter ? 

Laf. I :Is ir nota Language 1 ipeake ? 

Par. Amoſt harſh one, and not to be underſtood 
without bloudie ſucceeding. My Maſter ? 

Laf. Are you companion to the count Rofilion? 

Par. Toany Count, to all Counts : to what isman. 

Laf. To what is counts man : Counts maiſter is of an- 
other ſtile. 

Par. You are too oldfir : Letit fatisfe you, you arc 
too old. 

Laf. 1 muſt tellthee firrab, I write Man: to which ti. 
tl: age cannot bring thee. 

Pay, Wharl daretoo well do, I dare not do, 

_ Laf. 1didthinke thee for two ordinaries: to bee a pre- 
UC wile fellow,thou cidft make tollerable vent of thy tra- 
vel,ir might paſſe : yer the {carffesand the bannerets 
bout thee, did manitoldly diflwade me from 
thee a veſſcll of too greataburthen. 1 have now 
thee, when 1 loſe thee againe, Icarenot: yet artthou 
good tor nothing buttaking up, and that th' ourt ſcarce 


worth. 
—_ Hadſtrhou notthe priviledge of Antiquitie upon | 
thee, 

Laf. Doe not plunge thy ſelfe too farre in anger , leaſt 
thou haſten thy erxall : whichis, Lord have mercie on 
= = Pm my good window of Lattice fare thee 
well, thy caſement ] ncedenot open, for | looke throogh 
the. Give methy hand. votes 

Par. My Lord, you give me moſt egregious indignity. 


a4 þ 


——_— 


CO” x i — -— = 4 


Itis in Vsto plant thine Honour, where | 
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Laf. I with all my heart, and thou art worthy of it. | 
Pg. I have not my Lord deferv'd it. | 
Laf.. Yes good faith , ev'ry dramme of it , and I will 

not bate thee a ſcruple. | 

Par. Well, I ſhall be wiſcr. 

Laf. Ev'n as ſoone as thou can'ſt, for thou halt to pull 
ata ſmacke a'th contraric. If ever thou bee'ſt bound 1n 
thy skarfe and beaten, thou ſhalt finde what it isto be 
proud of thy bondage, I have a defireto hold my acquain- 
tance with thee,or rather my knowledge, that I may lay 
inthe detauit, he isa man | know. 

Par. My Lord you dome molt inſupportble vexati-, | 


on. 

Laf. I would it were hell paines for thy fake, aud my 
peore doing eternall : for doing I am paſt, as1 will by 
thee, in what motion age will giue meleave. — Ex. 

Par. Well, thou haſt a ſonne (hall rake this diſgrace off 
me ; ſcuruy, old, filthy, ſcuruy Lord : Well, I muſt 
be patient, there is no tetrering of authoritie, Io beate 
him (by my life) if I can meete him with any convent- 
ence, 4) 6 were double and double a Lord. Ile have 
no more pitric of his agethen I would have of ——lle 
beatc hum, and if 1 could but meet him agen. 


Enter Lafew. 


Lf. Sirra, your Lord and Maſter's married, there's 
newes for you: you havea new Miltris, | 
Pea. I molt unfainedly beſcech your Lordſhippe to 
make ſome reſervation ot your wrongs. He is my good ( 
Lord, whom I ſeruc above is my Maltcr. | 

Laf. Who? God. 

Pw. | (ir. 

Lf. Thedivell it is, that's thy maſter. Why dooelt | 
thou garter upthy armesa this faſhion? Doſt make hoſe 
of thy lleeves ? Do other ſervants ſo? Thou werr beſt ſet | 
thy lower part where thy noſe ſtands. By mine Honour, 
if I were buttwo houres yonger, I'de beare thee 3 mec- | 
think"ſt thou art a generall cffcence, and every man ſhould | 
beate thee ; I thinke thau waſlt created for men to breathe 
themſclves upon thee. - 

Par. This is hard and undeſerved meaſure my Lord. | 

Laf. Go toſir, you were beaten in /raly for picking a | 
kernell out of a Pomgranat, you arc a va , and n0 
true traveller : you are more fawcie with Lordsand hon- 
ouradle perlonages, then the Commuſſion of your birth 
and vertue gives you Heraldry. You arcnot worth ano- 
ther word,ciſc I'de call you knave. 1 leave you. Exit. 


* Emer Count Roſſilion. 


Pwr. Good, very good, itis ſothen : good, very good, 
(ct it be conceal'd awhile. 

Ref. Vndone, and torfcired to cares for ever. 

Par. What's the matter ſweer-hcart ? - 

Reſail, Although betore the ſoicmne Pricft 1 have 
lworne, I will not bed her. 

Pay. What ? what ſweet heart? 

Roſ. O iy Parreles, they have married me : 
Ile tothe Tuſcan warres, and never bed her. 

Par, France is a dog-hole, and it rio more merits, 
The tread of a mans foot : too'th warres. 
| Rf. There's letters from my mother: What th'import 
1s, I know not yer. 

Per. I that would be knowne : too'th warres my boy, 
toothwarres : 


| 


| 


birt 


Madam, my Lord will go away tonight, 


He weares his honour ina boxe unteenc, 
That hugges his k ickfie wickhe here at home, 
Spendihg his manhlie marrow in her ai mes 
\W hich ihonld ſuſtainethe bound aud high curvet 
Ot Afarſes ficrie ſteed :to other Regions, 
Fra:xe is a ſtable, we that dwell int Iades, 
Thereture too'th warre, 

Roſ. It ſhall be fo, Ile fend her to my houſe, 
Acquaint my mother wich my hate to her, 
And wheretore I am fled ; Wrice go the King 
That which { durſt not ſpeake. His preſent gutt 
Shall turniſh me tothofe Icalian fields 
W here noble fellowes ſtrike ; Warre isno (trife 
To the darke houſe, and the detected wife. 

Par. Will this Caprichio hold in thee, art ſure? 

Rof. Go with me tomy chamber, and advize me + 
Ile fend her ſtraight away : Tomorrow, 
Ile rothe warres, ſhe to her ſingle torrow. 

Par. Why theſe bals bound, ther's noiſe in it. Tis har 
A young man married, is a man that's mard: ] 
Therefore away, and leave ber bravely: go, 
The King ha's done you wrong: but huſh 'tisſo, Exit. 


Enter Helewa and Clowne. 


Hel. My mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well? | 
Cle. She is not well, but yet ſhe has her health, ſhe's 
very merrie,butyer ſhe is not well : but thankes be given | 
ſhe's very well , and wants nothing 1'th world : bur yer | 
ſhe isnor well, 
Hel. If ſhe be very well, what do's ſhe ayle, that ſhe's 
not very well ? 
Clo, Truly ſhe's very well indeed, but tortwo things . 
Hel, What ty. othings ? 
(te. Onethat ſhe is not in heaven, whither God ſend 
hee quickly : the other, that the's un carth, from whence 
God ſend her quickly. 


Enter Parollet. | 

Pw. Blefſe you my fortunate Ladie. ſ 

Hel. Thope fir I have your good will to have mine 
owne good torrune, } 

Par. You had my prayersto leade them on, and to | 
keepe them on, have thea (tull, O my knaue, how do's 
my old Ladie? 

(le. Sothat you had her wrinkles and I her money, 

I would ſhe did as you ſay. | 

Pay. Why 1 {ay nothing. 

(le. Marry youare the wiſer man: for many a mans 
tongue ſhakes out his maiters undoing : ro ſay nothing, 
todo nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothung , 18 
to be a part of your title, which is within a very 
lictle of nothing. 

Far. Away,tharta Knaue. 

Cho. You ſhould have fayd fir before a knave, th'art a 
knave, that's betore me th'art a knaue ; this had beenc 
truth fir. 

Par. Go to, thou arta wittic foole, I have found } 


b | 
Cle. Did you finde me in your ſclfe fir, or were you 
he to finde me? | 
. The ſcarch fir was profitable,and much Foole may 
you firid in you, even to the worlds pleaſure, and the ene 
creaſe of laughter. | 
Par. A good knave ifaith, and well fed. 
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A verie ſerrious buſineſle call's on him ; 
The greatp tive and rite of love, 
Which as your duc time claimes, be do'sacknowledge, 
Bur puts it offtoa compell'd reſtraint: 
Wheſe want, and whole delay, is ſtrew'd with ſweets 
Which they diſtill now in the curbed time, 
To makethe comming houre oreflow with joy, 
And pleaſure drowne the brim. 
Hel. What's his will elſc ? ; 
Pa. That you will take your inſtant leave a'th king, 
And make this halt as your owne good proceeding, 
Strengthacd with what Apo!logie you thinke 
May make it probable n.cde. 
Hel. What more commands hee ? 
Par. That having this obtain'd, you preſently 
Attend his further p'caſurs 
Hel. In everything I waite upon his will. 
Pex. I (hall report it 10. 
Hell. I pray you come frrah. 


E xut Par. 
Exim. 


Enter Laſew and Bertram, 
Laf. But I hope your Lordſhippe thinkes not him a 
ſouldicr. 
Ber. Yes my Lord,and of veric valiantapproofe. 
Lf. You have it froin his owne deliverance. 

Fer. And by other warranted teſtimonie. 

Laf. Then my Diall gocsnot true, I rooke this Lark c 
for a bunting- 

Ber. 1 do aſſure you my Lord he is very great in know- 
ledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. 1 have then tinn'd againſt his experience, and 
tranſgreſt againſt his valour, and my ſtate that way is dan- 
gerous, ſince I cannot find in my to repent : Heere 
he comes, I pray you make usfriends, 1 will purſue the 
amitie. 


Enter Paroles. 


Pa. Theſc things ſha!ll be done fir. 
Laf. Pray you ſir who's his Tailor ? 
Par. Sir? 
Laf. O I know kim well, I Gr, he fir's a geod worke- 
man, a very good Tailor. 
Ber. Is(he gone tothe king? 
Par. Shee 18. 
Ber, Will ſhe away to night ? 
Par, As you'le have her. 
Ber. I have writ my letters, casketted my treaſure, 
Given order for our borſc, and tonight, 
When I ſhould take poſſcſhon of the Bride, 
Andere I do begin. 
Laf. A good travailer 1s ſome thing at the latter end of 
a dinner, but on that lic's three thirds, and uſes a knowne 
truth to paſſea thouſand nothings with , ſhould be once 
heard ,2nd thrice beaten. God ſave your Captaine. 
Ber. Is there any uokindacfſe betwerne my Lordand 
you Morſicur? 
Par. | know not how I have deſerved to run into my 
Lords diſpleature. | | 
Laf. You have made ſhift to run into't, beotes and 
ſpurres 2nd a4 ; lixe hia that leapes into the Cuſtard, and 
out of it you';c runne agaiac , rarher then ſufferqueſtion 
for your cadence. 
Fer,Ic may be you have miſtaken him my Lord. 
Laf Ani hall doe ſoever, thouch Itooke him at's 


| prayers. Fare you well my Lord, and belceve this of 


me, there can beno kernell inthis light Nut : the oule 
of this man 1s his cloatbes : Truſt him not in matter of 
heavie contequence : I have kept of them tame, and know 
their natures. Farewell Monſieur, I have ſpoken better 
of you, then you have or will deſcrve at my hand, but we 
muſt do good againſt evill. 

Pe. Anidlc Lord, 1 ſweare. 

Fer. | thinke fo. 

Pay. Why do you not know him? 

Ber. Yes, 1do know him well, and comman ſpeech 
Gives him a wortby paſſe. Here comes wy clog. 


Enter Helena. 

Hel. ] have ir as I was commanded from you 
Spoke with the King, and tave procur'd his leave 
For preſent parting,cnely he delires 
Some private ſpeech with you. 

Ber, 1 ſhall obay his will. , 

You muſt ouſt not mervaile Helen at my courſe, 
W hich holds not colour with the time, nordoes 
The miniſtration, and required othce 
On my particular. Prepar'd I was not 
For fuch a bulinefle, therefore am I found 
50 much unſctled : This drives me to intreate you, 
That preſently you take your way for home, 
And rather quſe then aske why I intreate you, 
For my reſpedts are better then they ſeeme, 
And my appointments have inthem aneede 
Greater then ſhewe s it ſelfeat the firſt view, 
To you that know them not. Thisto my mother, 
"Twill be twodaies ere 1 ſhall ſee you, 1o 
I kave you to your wiledome. 

Het. Sir, I can nothung day, 
Bur that 1 am your moſt obedient ſervant, 

Ber. Come, come, no moreof that. 

Hel. And cver ſhall 
With true obſervance ſecke to ecke out that 
Wherein toward me my homely ſtarres have faild 


Tocqual! my great fortune. 
Ser. Letthat goe: wy haſte is very great, Farcwell: 
Hic home. 


Hel. Pray fir your Pardon. 

Ber. Well, what would you ſay ? 
_ Hel. I amnot worthy of the wealth I owe, 
Nor dare I ſay 'tis mine; a"d yet it is, 
But like a timorous theefe, moſt faine would ſteale 
W hat law does vouch mine owne. 

Ber. W hat would you have ? 


_ 


Hel. Something, and ſcarſe ſo much : nothing indeed, 
I would not tc[l you what I would my.Lord ; Faith yes, 
Strangers and foes doe ſunder, and not kiſſe. | 
Ber. 1 pray you ſtay not, bur in haſt to horſe, 
Hel. I ſhall not breake your bidding, good my Lord : | 
Where are my other mer? Monſicur: farewell. Exit. 
Ber. Go thou toward home, where I will never come, | 
WhiP{ I can ſhake my ſword, or hearethe drumme : 
A way, and for our flight. 
Par. Bravcly, Goragio. 


__—_— _—_—C 
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Flouriſh, Enter the Duke of Florence, the rwo Frenchmen, 
with a troops of Somldzers. 


Dwske.Sothat from point to point, now have you ba 
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The fundamentall reaſons of this'warre, 


And more thirſts atter- 
1. Lord. Holy ſeemes the quarrell 
Vpon your Graces part ? blacke and tarewe!! 


Onthe oppoler- 


Would in ſo juſt a buſineſle, ſhut his botome 
Againſt our borrowing prayers. 

French E. Good my Lord, 
The reaſons of our ſtate I cannot yeelde, 
But like a common and an outward man, 
That the great figure of a Counſaile frames, 
By ſelfe unable motion , therefore dare not 
Say what Ithinke of ir,fince I have tound 
My ſelfe in my incertaine grounds to faile 
As often as I gueſt. 

Ds. Be it his pleature. 


That ſurfer on their caſe,will day by day 


Come heere for Phylicke. 
Ds. Welcome (hall they bee: 


And all the honors that can flye trom us, 


When berter fall, for your availes they fell. 
To morrow to the field. 


Enter Connte(ſſe and C lowne. 
that he comes not along with her. 


melancholy man- 
Con. By what obſervance pray you? 
Clo. W hy he will looke upon his boote,and 


lancholy ho:d a goodly Mannor for a ſong. 
Lad. Let mc ice what he writes, and when 
ro come. 


man loves money, with no ſtomacke. 
Lad. \W hat have we heerc? 
(te. In that have you there. 
A Letter. 


This is not well{raſh and vnbridled boy,) 
To flye the favours of fo good a King, 
Toplucke his indignation on thy head, 
Bythe miſpriſing of a Maide too vertuous 
Forthe contempt of Empire. 

E mer Clowne, 


twoſouldiers,and my yong Lady. 
Lo Whit Þ the Game ; 


would 


 ——— 


Whoſe great deciſion hath much blood let forth 


Db. Therefore we mervaile much our Coſin Franc® 


Fre, G. But Lam ſure the yonger of our nature, 


Shall on them ſettle: you know your places well, 


Count. It hath happen'd all,as | would have had it,ſave 


[te. By my troth | rake my young Lord to be a very 


ſing:mend 


the Ruffe and ling, aske queſtions and ling , picke his 
tecth, and fing:1 know a man that had this tricke of me- 


he meancs 


Clo.l haveno mind to [bell fince I was at Court. Our 
0'd Ling and our {belra'th Country , are nothing like 
your old Ling & your [betra'th Court:the brains of my 
Cupid's knock'd out, and | beginnetolove , as an old 


Exit. 


[ have ſent you 4 daughter -in= Law , ſhee hath recovered the 
King and ondone me : 1 bave wedded her not bedded her , and 
ſmorne 10 make the not eternall. Ton ſpall beare I am runne 4- 
way , know it before the repors come. If there be bredth enough 
in the world, 1 will hold a long diſtance. My duty to you. 

Tour vnfor tunate ſonne, 


Bertram. 


Cle. O Madam, yonder is heavy newes within between 


Clo, Nay there is ſome comfort in the newes, ſome 
pomtfort,your ſonne wil not be kild (o ſoone as I thought 


| And thou art all my childe. Towards Florence is hc? 


La. Why ſhould he be kill'd? 

(70.0 tay I Madame, if he runne away , as T heare he 
does , the danger is in ſtanding too'r, that's the loſle of 
men, though it be the getting of children. Heere they 
come will tell you more. For my part I onely hcare your 
lonne was run away. 


Enter Helen and two Gentlemen. 


French E, Save you good Madam. | 


Hel. Madam,my Lord is gone, tor ever gone. 
Fren. G. Do not lay fo. 
Ze. Thihke upon paticnce, pray you Gentlemen, 
have felt fo many quirkes ot joy and greetec, 
Thatthe firlt face of neither on the ſtart 
Can woman me vntoo't. Where 15 my ſonne I pray vou? 
Fren. G. Madam he's gone to (crve&rthe Duke of Ho- 
rence, 
Wemet him thitherward, for thence we came: 
And after ſome diſpatch in hand at Court, 
Thither we bend againe. 
Hel. Looke on hus Letter Madam, here's my Paſport. 


When thou canſt :ot the Ring # ner, which never ſhall 
come off and ſhew me 4 gh mex-da .- thy boay, that [ am 
father to, then call we husband:4 ut inſuchs (then) | write a 
Never. 
This isa dreadfull ſentence. 
£4. Brought you this Letter Gentlemen? 
1,G. I Madam,and for the Contents fake are forry for 
Our paines. 
O14. La.1 prethee Lady have a better cheere, 
If thou engroſlelt, all the greefes are thine, 
Thou robit me of a moity:He was my ſonne, 
But Ido waſh his name out of my blood, 


Fren. G. 1 Madam. 
La. And tobe a fouldicr! | 
Fren. G. Such is his noble purpoſc,and beleev*t 
The Duke will lay upon him all the honor 
That good convenience claimcs. 
La. Returne you thither? 
Fren. E.I Madam, with the ſwifteſt wing of ſpecd. 
Hel. Till T have no wife, I have nothing in France, 
'Tis better. 
Le. Finde you that there? 
Hel. 1 Madame. 


Fren-E. Tis but the do'daes o his hand happily,which |} 


his heart Was not conſenting too, 

Lad. Nothing in France, unull he have no wife: 
There's nothing hcerethat is too good for him 
Burt onely ſhe, and ſhe deterves a Lord 
That twenty ſuch rude boyes might tend upon, 
And call her hourcly Miſtris. Who was with him? 

Frew. E. A (crvant onely , and a Gentleman : which I 
have ſometime knowne. 

La. F arolles was it not? 

Fren. E. I my good Lady, hce. 

La. A very tainted fellow,and full of wickedneſle, 
My ſonne corruptsa well derived nature 


With his inducement. 
Fren. E. Indeed good Lye fellow has a dealc of }þ 
that, too much, which holds him much to have. 


La, Y'are welcome Gentlemen, 1 will intreate you 
when you ſce my ſonne , totell him that his {word can 
never winne the honor that he luoſes:more Ile intreate | 
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you written to beardalong.' 
Fren. G. We ſerve you Madam inthat and all your 
worthieſt afaircs. 
La. Not ſo,but as we change our conrteſics, 
Will you draw ncere? 
Hel. Till l bave no wife | bave nothing in France. 
Nothing in France untill he has no wite: 
Thou ſhalt have none Roſilrow,none in France, 
Thea haſt thou all againe:poore Lord, 15'tl 
That chalc thee from thy Countric, and expoſe 
Thoſe tender limbes of thine, to the event 
Of the none-ſpariag warre? And 1s it I, 
That drive thee trom the {portive Court, where thou 
Was't ſhot at with faire cycs,to be the ma: ke 
Of ſmoakic Muskets?O you lcaden meſiengers, 
That ride upon the violent ſpeede of fire, '_ 
Fly with falſe ayme,move the ſtill-ptercingaire 
{ That (tings with piercing, donot touch my Lord: 
Whoever ſhoots at him, j ſer him there. 
Who ever charges on his forward breſt, 
I am the Caitiffe that do hold tum too't, 
And though 1 Kill him nor, I am the cauſe 
His death was ſo effected Berter'rwere 
I met the ravine Lyon when he roar'd 
With ſharpe conſtraint of hunger:better"ewere, 
That all the miſerics which nature owes 
Were mine at once. No come thou home Roſſulbon, 
W hence honor but of danger winnes a {carre, 
As oft it looſes all. I will be gone: 
My being heere it 1s, that holds thee hence, 
Shall I (tay heere to doo't? No, no, aithough 
The ayre of Paradite did tan the houle, 
And Ange!s orlic'd all:l will be gone, 
Thar pittifull rumour may report my flight 
To conſolats thine carc. Cume night, end day, 
For with the darke(poore thecte )lle ſteaie away, Ext, 


E xi. 


Flonreh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Roſſillion, 
drum and irnmpeti ſoldiers, Parrolies, 


Dwxke. The Generall of our horſe thouart,and we 
Great in our hope, lay our belt love and eredence 
Vpoa thy premiting tortune. 

Ber. Sir 1t 15 
A charge to0 heavy for my ſtrength, but 
Wee'l itrive tobeare it for your worthy ſake, 

To th'extreme cdze of hazard. 

Ds. Then go thou forth, 

And fortune play upon thy prolperous helme 
As thy auſpicious miltris, 

Per. This veryday 

Great Mars I put my feltc into thy file, 
Make me burlike my thoughts, and I ſhall prove 
A lover of thy drumme, hatcr .of love. Extumt ornmes 


Enter Counteſſe & Steward, 


La. Alas/and would youtake thcletter of her: 
Might you not know ſhe would do,as the has done, 
By ſending me a Letter, Reade it agen, 


Letter, 
I am S. laquer Pilgrim thuber gone: 
Ambitions love hath [0 in me offended, 
That bare-foot plod I the cold ground upon 
wah ſainted vow my faults to have amended. 


— 


| 


Write orue,that from tho bloody courſe of warr:, 
Ay deereſt CAaiſter your deare ſorme may hue, 
Bleſſe him at home in peace. Whilſt I from farre, 
His name with <ealons fervonr ſanttifie: 

H:; taken labowrs bid bim me forgine: 

T his deſpigbrfull Tune ſent him forth, 
From Courtly friends with Camping foes to true, 
IWhere death and dang'y dogs the beeles of worth, 
He :1 100 good and fawe for death and me, 
Whom 1 my ſelfe embrace,to ſet him free, 


Ah whart ſharpe ſtings are in her mildeſt words? 
Kyxards, you did never lacke advice ſomuch, 

As ctting her paſſe ſo:had I ſpoke with her, 

I could have well diverted her intents, 

W hich thus ſhe hath prevented. 

Ste. Pardon me Malin, 

It I had given you this at over-night, 

She might have becne ore-ranc:and yet ſhe writes 
Purſuite would be but vaine. 

La. \V hat Angell (hall 

Bleſſethis unworthy kusband, he cannot thrive, 
Vnleſle her prayers, whom hcaven delights ro heare 
And loves to grant, repreeve him fron, the wrath 


Of greateſt Iuſtice, W rite, and write Kynaldo, 
Tothis unwo: thy husband of his wife, 
Let every word waigh heavy of her worth, 


Though little he doe feele it,tet downe ſharpely 


That he does waigh teo light: my greateſt greefe, 


Diſpatch the moſt convenient meſſerger, 


W hen haply he ſhall heare that ſhe is gone, 


He will returne, and hope I may that ſhee 
Hearing ſomuch, will pecd her foote againe, 
Led hither by pure love: which of them both 
| Is deereſt ro me, 1 have no $kill in ſence 


To make diſtin tion:providethis Meſſenger: 


| My heart is heavy, and mine age is weake, 
| Grecte would have tcares,and forrow bids me ſpeake. 


E xeunt, 
ef T wcket «farre off. 
Enter eld 1V,ddow of Florerce, her dawghter, Vieknta 
and AMariana, with other 
Cutizens. 


Widdew. Nay come, 

For it they do approach the Citty, 
We ſhall looſcall the fight. 

' Dea. They fay,the French Count has dune 
Moſt honourable ſervice. 

Wad. It 15 reported, 
That he has takenthcir great'ſt Commander, 
And that with his owne hand he ſlew 
The Dukes brother : we hauc loſt our labour, 
They are gonea contrary way: harke, 
You may know bytheir Trumpets. 

Alaria, Come lets returne againe, 
And {urhce our {elves with the report of it 
Well Dsarn4, take heed of this French Earle, 
The honor of a Maide is her name, 
And no Legacic is fo rich 
As honeſty. 

Wid. I have told my neighbour 
How you have beene ſolicited by a Gentleman 
His Companion. 


Mad 
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Maria. I know that knave , hang him, one Parrolles 
afilchy Orficer he is inthoſe ſuggeſtions tor the young 


| Earle, beware of them D1axe ; their promiſes , cntiſc- 


ments , outhes , tokens , and ali theſe cngines of luſt , are 
nor the things they go under : many a maide hath beene | 
{:duced by them , and the milery is example , that fo | 
terrible ſhewes in the wracke of maiden-hood , cannot 
for all that diflwace ſucceſſion , but thar they are limed 
with the twigges that threatens them, I hope I neede 
not to adviſe you further , but I hepe your owne grace 
will keepe you where you are , though there were no | 
further danger knowne ,, but the modeſtic which is fo | 


Pia. You ſhall not neede to feare me. 
Enter Hell. | 


wid. 1 hope ſo :looke here comes a pilgrim , I know 
ſhe will lye at my houſe , thither they (en one another, 
Ile queltion her. God ſave you pilgrim, whither are you 


? 

Mel. ToS. I. la grand. | 
Where do the Finns lodge, I do befeech you? 

#id. At the S. Francis heere befide the Port. 

Het. is this the way? A march afarre. 

wid. 1 marry iſt. Harke you, they come this way: 
If you will rarry boly Pilgrime 
But till the the troopes come by, 

I will conduR& you where you ſhailbe lodg'd, 
The rather for 1 thinke 1 know your hoſtelle 
Asample as my {clfe. 

id yo ſhall pleaſe fo Pilgrime: 

Wid. It you leaſe fo Pilgrime. 

Hel. | hank —_ and will ſtay upon yourleiſuure. 

Wid. You camc I thinke trom Fraxce? 

Hel. 1 did io. 

wid. Heere you ſhall ſee a Countriman of yours 
That has done worthy {ervice, 

Hel. His name I pray you? 

Dia. The Count R-ſilion:know you ſuch a one? 

Hel. But by che care that heares moſt nobly of him: 

His face I know not. 

Dia. W hat fomere his is | 
He's bravely taken heere. He ſtole from France | 
As 'tis reported:for the King had married him 
Againſt his likiag. Thinke you it is fo? 

Hel. 1 furely, mecrethe truth, I know his Lady. 

D14. There isa Gentleman that ſerves the Count, 
Reports bur courſcly of her. 

Hel. What's his name? 

Dia. Monſicur Paroles. 

Hel. Oh | beleeve with him, | 
In argument of praife , or tothe worth 


——y 


Corrupt the tender honour of a Maide: 
Bur ſhe is arm'd for him, #nd kcepes her guard 
In honelteſt defence. 


Drumme and Colonrr. 
Onter Count Roſſillion, Farroler and the whole Army, 


Ca, The goddes forbid cl(c. + 
Wid. So, now they come: 
Thatis eAntomorche Dukes cideſt ſonne, 
That &ca'w. 
Hel. Which is the Frenchman? 
Dia. Hee, 
That with the plume, 'tis a moſt gallant fellow, 
I would he lov'd his witezif he were honeiter 
He were much goodlier. 1s'cnot a handfo:ne Gentleman ? 
Hel. | like him well. 
Dsa. Tis picty he 1s not honeſt:yonds that ſame knave 
Thar leades him to theſe places: were 1 his Lady, 
[ would poifonth.t vile Raſcail, 
Hel. Which is he? 
D4a. | hat lacke an-apes with ſcarfes. Why is he mc- 
lancholly? 
Hel. Perchance he Shurt ith batraile, 
Par. Loole our drum? Well. 
Atas. He's ſhrewdly vext at ſomething. Looke he has 
ſpyed us. 
wid. Marry hang you- 
Aar. And your cartclic, for a ring-carrier. Exit. 
VP14d. The =o nt paſt:Come pilg:im,l wil bring 


You, Wher® you hoſt:Of inj-yn'd penitents 
There's foure or five, to great $./«ques bound, 


Already at my houſc. 
Hel. | humbly thanke you: 
Pleaſc it thts Matron,and this gentle Maide 


Tocate withus to night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me,and to requite you further, 
I will beſtow ſome precepts onthis virgin, 
Worthy the note. 
Both. Wee'ltake your offer k ind'y. Exennm, 
Enter Count Roſſilon avd the Frenchmen, 
as at firſt. 
Cap. E. Nay good my Lord put him toer't:let him 
have his way. 
Cap. G. If your Lordſhip finde him nor a Hilding, 
hold meno more in your reipect, 
Cp. E. On my life my Lo a bubble. 
Bey. Do you thinke I am ſo faire 
Deceived in him? 
Cap. E. Belecve it my Lord , inmine owne dire 


Of the great Count himſclfe, ſhe is too meane 
Totave her name repeated,all her deſerving 
[sa relerved honeſty, and that 
[ _ not heard examin'd, 

. Alas e Lady, 
Tisa hard babe to [+ 0009 the wife 
Ota dereſting Lord. 

Wi. I right good creatwe, whereſoere ſhe is, 
Her hart waighes ſadly : this yong maid might do her 
A ſhrewd turne if ſhe pleas'd. 

Hel. How do you meane? 

May be,the amorous Count ſolicites her 
Inthe unlawfull purpoſe. 

Wid. He does ai tar 
Aud brokes with all that can in ſucha ſuite 


II 
-— 


knowledge , without any malice , but to ſpeake of him 
as my kinſman , hce's a moſt notable Coward , an infi- 
niteand endlefſe Lyar , an hourely promiſc-breaker , the 
owner ot no one good quality , worthy your Lordſhips 
cntertainement. 

Cap. G.It were fit you knew him, leaſt repofing too 
farre in his vertue which he hathnot , he might at fome 
great andtruſtic bulineſle , in a maine daunge? , fayle 


Fees , : l 
Ber. I would I knew in what particnlar ation totry 


him. | 
Cap. G .None berter thento let him fetch cf his 


drumme, which you hearc him ſo confidentlyundertake to 
do. | 
G. E. I with a troop of Florentines will ſodainly fur- 


X 2 _Prize 
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prize him ; ſuch I will have whom I am ſure he knowes 
not from the cnemic : wee will binde and hoodwinke 
himfo, that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he 1s car - 
ried into the Leager of the adverſaries , when we bring 
im te our Owne tents : bee but your Lordſhip preſent 
at his examination , if he do not tor the p of his 
= nmr gr nr agar nad 
y you , ver allt in his power 
againft you, and that with he eine Foes of bE ule 
upon oath , never truſt my judgement in any thing» 
Cap.G. O for the love of laughter , let him ferch his 
drumme , he ſayes he has a flratagem for't : when your 
Lordſhip ſees the bottome of this ſucceſle in't , and to 
what mettle this counterfeyt lump of ours will be mel- 
ted,if you give kim not Iohn drummes cntertainement, 
your inclining cannot be removed. Heere he comes. 


Enter Paroles. 


(4. E. O for the love of laughter hinder notthe ho- 
__ his defigne, let him fetch off his drumme in any 

Ber. How now Monſicar ? This drumme ſticks ſorc- 
ly in yout diſpoſition. 

Cap. G. A pox on't, let it £0, 'tis but a drumme. 

Par. But adrumme ! 1{t but a drumme ? A drum fo 
loſt. There was excellent command, tocharge in with 
our horſe upon our owne wings , and torend our owne 
ſouldiers. 


of the ſervice : it was adiſaſter of warre that (ſer him 
{clfe could not have prevented , if he had beene there to 
| command. 

Ber. Well, wee cannot greatly condemne our ſucceſſe: 
ſome diſhonor wee had jn the loſſe of that drum, bur it is 
not to be recovered. 

Pa. It might have becne recovered. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Pw. It is to be recovered, bur that the merit of ſer- 
vice is fildome attributed to the true and exatt perfor- 
mer, I would have that drumme or another , or bic ja- 
cet, 

Ber. Why if you have a ſtomacke:too't Monſicur : if 
youthinke your myſterie in tratagem , can bring this 
inſtrument of honour againe into his native quarter , bee 
magnanimous inthe enterprize and goon , I will grace 
the attempt fora worthy exploit : it you (pecde well in 
it, the Duke ſhall both ſpeake of it, and extend to you 
what further becomes _ even tothe vtmeſt 
ſyllable of your worthinfle. 

Peg. By the hand of a ſouldicr I will undertake it. 

Ber. but you muſt not now ſlumber in it. 

Fer. Ile about it this evening, and I will preſently pen 
downe my dilemma's, encourage my ſelfe in my certain- 
ty,put my ſelfe into amy morrtall preparation:and by mid- 
night looke to heare further from me. 

Ber. May I bce bold ro acquaint his grace you are gone 
about it. 

Pa. I know not what the ſuccefle will be my Lord, 
but the attempt 1 vow. 

Ber. I know th'art valiant, 

And tothe poſſibility of thy ſouldierſhip, 

Will tubſcribe for thee : Farewell. 
Fax. | love not many words. Exit, 
Cap E. No more then a fiſh loves water. Is not this 


; _ 


«p. G, That was not to be blam'd inthe command | 


a ſtrange fellow my Lord , that ſo confidently ſeemes to | 


undertake this bufinefſe , which he knowes is not to bee 
done , damnes himfcife to do, & dares better be damnd, | 
then to doo't. | 

Cap. G. You do not know him my Lord as wee doe, 
certaine it isthat he will ſtcale humſclfe into a mans fa 
your, and for a weeke cſcape a great dcale of diſcove. 
ries, but when you finde him out , you have him ever ab 
ter, 

Ber. Why do you thinke hce will make nodeede a 
all of this that fo ſeriouſly hee dooes addrefice himiclfe 
untoe 

(4p. E. None in the world, but returne with an in- 
vention , and clap upon you twoor three probable lies; 
but wee have almoſt umbolt bim , you ſhall ſce hisfallto 
right ; for indeede hee is not for your Lordſhippes re 


Cap. G. Weele make you ſome ſport with the Foxe 
ere wee caſe him. He was fu ſt ({moak'd by the ald Lord 
oo when his diſguiſe and heis parted , tell me what 
a _ you (hall tinde him , which you ſhall ſce this very 
night. 

Cap. F.. I muſt golooke my twigges, 
He hall be ge.” FOR 
Ber. Y our brother he ſhall goalong with me. 

(p.G, As't pleaſe your Lordſhip, lie leave you. 

Ber. Now will I leade you to the houſc,and ſhew you 
The Laſſe I ſpoke of. 

Cap. E. But you ſay ſh's honeſt. 

Ber. That's all the tault : I ſpoke with hir but once, 
And found her wondrous cold, but Iſent to her 
By this ſame Coxcombe that we have i'th winde 
Tokens and Letters, which ſhe did reſend, 
And this 1s all I have done:She's a faire creature, 
Will yougo (ce her? 

Cap. E. With all my heart my Lord, E xox. 


Enter Hellen, and Widdow, 


| But I ſhall looſe the grounds I worke upon. 


Hel. It you miſdoubt me that I am not ſhee, 
| I know not hoy 1 ſhall aſſure you further, 


W1d.Though my citate be talne,I was well borne, 
Nothing acquainted withrheſc buſineſles, 


And would not put my reputation now | 


In any ſtaining at. 
Hel. Mor would I wiſh you. 

Firſt give metruſt , the Count he his my husband, 

And what to your tworne counſaile I have ſpoken, 
| Isfo from word to werd:and then you cannot 
By the good ayde that I of you ſhall borrow, 
Erre in wing it. 

Wid. | ſhould beleeve you, 

For you have ſhew'd me that which well approves 
Yaregreat in fortune. 

Hel.Take this purſe of Gold, 
Andlet me buy your friendly helpe thus farre, 
W hich 1 will over-pay,and pay againe 
When I have found inThe Count he wooes your 

danghtcr, 

Layesdowne his wanton fiedge before her beauty, 
Relolvesto carry her:let her in fine conſent 
As wee'l dire her how 'tis beſt to beare it: 
Now his im blood will naught deny, 
T hat ſhee*ldemand:a ring the County weares, 
That downward hath ſucceeded in his houſe 
Fro.n ſonne to {onunc, ſome foure or five deſcents, 


Since 


_— Inn 
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Since the firlt farher wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moſt rich choice:yet in his idle fire, 
To buy his will,it would not ſeemetoo deere, 
How cre after. : 
wid. Now | ſee the bottome of your purpole. 
Hel. You ſee it lawfull then, it is no more, 
But that your danghter ere ſhe ſeemes as wonne, 
Deſues this Ring ; appoiats him an encounter, 
In fine, delivers me to fill the rime, 
Her ſclfe moſt chaſtly abſentzafter this 
Tomarry her, Ile addethree thouſand Crownes 
To what ispaſt alread . 
Wid. I have yeelded: 
Inftrut my daughter how ſhe ſhall perſever, 
That time and place with this deceir fo lawfull 
May prove coherent Every night he comes = 
With Muſickes of all ſorts,and ſongs compos'd 
Toher vnworthigeſſe: It nothing ſteeds us 
Tochide him from our cevcs, for he perſiſts 
As it his life lay on't. 
Hel. Why then tonight _ 
Let us aſſay our plot, which if it ſpced, 
Is wicked meaning in a lawfull deede; 
And lawfull meaning in a lawfulla@t, 
Where both not ſinne,and yer a ſintull fats 
But let's about it+ 


pron 


—_ — rn ts 


- TC —— 


Enter ane of the Frenchemen, with five or (1.x other 
ſonldeer 111 ambuſh, 


1. Lord E.He can come no other way but by this hedge 

corner : when you fally upon him, ipeake what terrible 

Language you will : thouvh you underſtand it —_— 

ſelves , no matter : for we mult not ſceme to under 

him, unleſſe ſome oneamong us,whom we maſt produce 

for aa Interpreter. 

1. Sol. Good Captaive,let me be th'Interpreter. 

Ler. E. Art not acquainted with him ? knowes he not 

thy voice? 

1. So. No fir I warrant you. 

Lo. E. But what linfic wolly haſt thou to ſpeake to us 

againe? 

1. Sol. E'n ſuch as you ſpeake to me. 

Ls. E. He muſt thinke us tome band of ſtrangers,i'th 

adverſaries entertainement. Now be hath a ſmacke of all 

neighbouring Languages : therefore we muſt every one 

be a man of his owne fancy,not to know what we ſpeake 

one toanother:1o we ſeeme to know, is ro know ſtraight 
Our purpole : Choughs language, gabble enough, and 

wood enough. As for you interpreter , you mult teeme 

| very politicke.Pur couch hoa, herre he comes,o beguile 

{two houres 1naflcepe , and thento returne & ſweare the 

lies he forges. 


Emicy Parroles. 


| Par. Tenaclocke : Within theſe three houres 'twill 
betime enough togoc home. What ſhall I ſay I have 
done? It mult bee a very plauſive invention that carries 
it. They beginne to ſmoake mee ,-and diſgraces have of 
kate, knock'd too often at my doore:1 finde my tongue 
15 too foole-hardy , but my heart hath the feare of Mars 


gn EET 


before it, and of his creatures, 10! daring the reports of 


myt . 


Lo, E. This is the firlt truth that erc thine own tongue | 


was guilty of. 

Par. What the divell ſhould move mee to undertake 
the recovery ofthis drunune , being not ignorant of the 
unpoſſibility , and knowing I had no ſuch purpoſe 21 
mult give my ſelfe ſome hurts, and ſay I gotthein in cx- 
ploit : yer flight ones will not carry it. They will lay, 
came you oft with fo little ? And great ones I dare not 
give, whercfore what's the inſtance. Tongue, I mult put 
you into a Butter»womans mouth , and buy my felfe ano» 
_ Bajazeths Mule, if you pratrle mee into theſe pe- 
r 3s 

Zo. E. Is it poitible he ſhould know what he is,and be 
that he is. 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would ſerve 
the turne,or the breaking of my Spaniſh ſword. 

£. E. We cannot affocrd you ſo. 

Par. Or the baring of my beard, and to ſay it was in 
ſtratagem. 
£9. E.'Twould not do. 
Par, Or to drowne my cloathes,and fay I was ſtript. 
Zo. E. Hardly ſerve. 
Par. Though I fiyore I leapt from the window of the 
Citadell, 
Lo. E. How deepc? 
Par. Thirty fadome. 
Le. E. Thrice great oathes would ſcarſe make that be 
beleeved. 
Pa-I would I had any drumme of the enemies,l would 
ſwearel recover'd it. 
Ze. E. You ſhall heare one anon. 
Par. A drumme now of the enemies. 


Lo. FE. Throca moveuſus, cargo,carge,cargo. 

e All. Cargo,cargo, villianda par corbo,cargo. 

Par. O raniome,ranſome, 
Do not hide mine eyes. 

Inter. B ackes thronmldo berkos. 

Par. | know you are the Curkss Regiment, 
And I ſhall looſe my life for want of language. 
If therebe heere German or Dane, Low Dutch, 
Iralian,or Frenchyler him ſpeake to me, 
Ie diſcover that, which ſhali ugdo the Florentine. 

Int. Botkos vawvado, | underitand thee, and can ſpeake 
thy tongue : Kerelybonro fir , betake thee to thy faith, for 
ſeventeene ponyards are at thy boſome. 

Pw. Oh. 

Int. Oh pray,pray,pray, 
Mancha revanta Lalebe, 

Lo. ©. Oſceorbidulcbo; valivorcs. 

Ine. The Generall is content to ſpare thee yer, 
And hoedwinktas thou art, will lcade thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou mayſt informe 
Semething to ſavethy lite, 

Par. Olet me live, 

And all the ſecrts ot our campe Ile ſhew, 
Their force, their purpoſes: Nay, Ile ſpeake that, 
Which you will at. 

Int. But wilt thou faithfully? 

F #r. If I do not, damne me. 

Int, Acordo lanta. "WP 
Come on,thou arc granted ſpace, 

X 3 


Exit. 


F 
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L. E. Gotell the Count Roſſilzon and my brother, 
We have caught the woodcocke, aad will keepe him 
Till we do heare from them. (auficd 

Sol. Captainch will. 

£L. E. A will betray us a'l unto our iclves, 

Inferme on that, 
Foe, So I will fir. 
L, E. Till then le keepe bim darke and lafcly lockt. 
Exit, 
Enter Bertram,and the (Maid called 
Diana. 

Ber They told me that your name was Fomtbel. 

Dia. No my good Lord, Diana. 
| Ber. Titied Goddeflc, 

And worth it with addition : but faire foule, 

In your fine frame hath love no quality? 
It the quicke fre of youth light not your minde, 
1 Youare no Maiden but a monument: 
W hen you are dead you ſhould be ſuch a one 
As = are now:for you are cold and ſterne, 
And now you ſhould be as your mother was 
When your {weet ſclfe was got. 

Dia, She then was honett. 

Fer. So ſhould you be. 

Dia. No: 
My mother did but duty, ſnch(my Lord) 
As you owe to your witc. 

Ber. No more a'that: 
I prethce do not {trive againſt my vowes? 
I was coinpell'd ro her, but I love thee 
By loves owne {ivcer conftraint,and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of ſeruice. 

Da. I {o you ſerve us 
Till weſerve you:But when you have our Roſes, 
You barely leave our thornes to pricke our ſelves, 
And mockeus with our barencfle. 

Ber. How have I ſworne. 
| Dia. Tis not the many oathes that make the truth, 

But the plaine fingle voy,that is vow'd truc: 

What is not ho{y,that we tivcare not by, 
Bur take the high'lt to witneſſe : then pray you tell me, 
If i ſhould tweare by loves great attribute, 
I lov'd you dcerely, would you bclecve my cathes, 
When 1 did love you il.? This ha's no holding 
Toſwcarcby him whom I proteſt to love 
That | will worke againlt him. Therefore your oathes 
Are wordsand poore conditions, but unſcal'd 
Arlcalt in my opinion. 
Ber. Change it, change it: 

Be not to holy cruell : Love is holy, 
And my integrity ne'rc knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with:Stand no more off, 
But give thy icl{c unto my ſicke defires, 
Who then recovers. Say thou art mine,andever 
My love az it beginnes, ſha'l fo perſever. 

Da, 1 icethat men make rope's in ſuch a ſcarre, 
That wee'] torſake our ſelves. Give me that Ring. 

Ber. lle lend it thee my deere, but have no power 

To give it from me. 
D4a. Wiilyounort my Lord? 
Ber. It is an honour longing toour houſe, 
ueathed downe from many Anceſtors, 
tech were the greateſt obloquy i'th world, 
In me to loolc. 

Dis. Minc Honors ſuch a Ring, 

| My chaſtities the lewell of our houſe, 


ce 


_—_— 


—m_— KF. 


———_— 


| Bequeathed downe from many Anceſtors, 

{ Which were the greateſt obloquic i'th world, 

In mcetolooſe. Thus your owne proper wiledome 
Brings in the Champion honor on my part, 

' Againſt your vaine aſlzult. 

, Ser. heerc, take my Ring, 

| My houſe, mine honor, yea my life be thine, 

And lie be bid by thee. 

| Dia. When midnight comes, knocke at ty chamber 

| window: 
le order ta»c, my mother ſhall not heare. 

Now will I charge you in the 6nd of truth, 

When you bave conque: 'd my yet maiden-bed, 

Remaine there but an houre, nor {pcake tone; 


wc _—_— 


- 


—_—_ 


Whcn backe azaine this kung ſhal, be deliver'd: 

And on your finger in che night, He put . 

Another Ring, that w hat in tiuic proceeds, 

May token to the furure, our paſt Gceds. 

Adicurill then,then faile not : you have wonne 

A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 
Fe, A heaven oncarih I have won by wooiog thee. fx, 
Ds. For which,live long to thanke doth heaven & me, 

You may lo in the end. 

My mother told me juſt how he would woo, 

As if ſhe fate1n's heart. She faycs.21! men 

Have the like oathes:He had {worne to marry me 

W hen his witc's dead : rheretore ile lye with him 

When lam buricd. Since Frenchmen are fo braide, 

Marry that will,! live and dic a Maid: 

Onely in chis dr{guite, I think't no finne, 

To colcn him that would unjultly winne. 


E x, 


Enter the rwo French Capt aines , and ſome two or thre 
Sonldienrs. 
Cap. G. You have not given him his mothers letter. 
Cap. E.1 havedcliv'red it an houre fince,there 15 fom | 
thing in't that ſtir:gs his nature : for on the reading it, 
| he chang'd almolt into another m2n. 
Cap. G. He has much worthy blame lid upon him, 
for ſhaking eff (0 good a witec, and ſo {weet a Lady. 
Cap. E. Eſpecially, hee hath incurred the everlaſting 
diſpleaſure of the King , who had cvcn tun'd his bounty 
to fing happinefle to hun. I will tell you a thing , but you | 
ſhall ler 1t Ieelda kly with you, 
Cap. G. When you have ſpoken it'tis dead; and lam 
the grave of it. 
| Cap. E. Hee hath peruerted a young Gentlewoman 
heere in Florence, of a molt chaſte renown, and this night 
| hefcſhes his will in the (poyle of her honour z hee hath 
| given her his monumentall Ring , and thinkes himſclte 
| made in the unchaſte compolition. 


I —— 


My realors aremolt it;zong, «nd you ſhall know them, | 


| Cap. G. Now Geddclay our rebellion as we are our 
| ſelves, what things are we. = 
Cape E. Mecrely our owne traitours. And asin the | 
common courſe of all treafons , we ſtill ſee them reveal | 
themſelves, till they attzinc to their abhorr'd ends: ſo he 
that in this ation contrives again(t his owne Nobility 18 * 
his proper ſtreame, ore-fowes h:m{clte, | 
Cap. G. Is it not meant damnable in us,to be Trum> 
peters of our uniaw full intents ? We ſhall nottken have 
his company to night? «1 
Cap, E.Not till after midnight: for hee isdieted ro Þus | 
| houre, | 
Cap. G. That approaches apace : I would gladly have | 


him ſee his company anarhomiz'd, that hee might take | 
4 2 
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2meaſurc of his owne judgements , wherein ſo curioully 
he had ſer this counterfeit, 
Cap. E. We wil |not meddle with him il} he come; 

for his preſence muſt be the whip of the other, 

(ap. G. In the meane time , what heare you of thoſe 
Warres* 

Cap. E. I heare there is an overture of peace. 

(ap-G. Nay, 1 aſſure you a peace concluded, 

Cap. E. What will Count Koſſitlion do then? Will hee 
travaile highcr,or returne againe into France? 

Cap. G. | perccive by this demand, you are not altoge- 


ther of his counccll. ; 
Cay. E. Letit be forbid fir, ſo ſhould I be a great dealc 


of his at. ; 
w. 9. Sir , his wife ſome two months ſince fledde 
from his houſe , her pretence 15a pilgrimage to Saint {#- 
ques le grand ; which holy undertaking, with moſt au- 
ſtere fanctimony ſhe accomplitht: and there refiding,the 
tendernefle of her Nature, became as a prey toher grecte: 
in fine ; made a groanc of her laſt breath,& now ſhe ſings 
tn heave). 

Cap. 8. How is this juſtified? | 

(ap. G. The ſtronger part of it by her owne Letters, 
which makes her ſtory true, even to the poynt of her 
death : her death is ſelfe , which could not be her ojhice 


of the place. 

Cap. E. Hath the Count all thig intelligence? 

Cap.G. I,and the particular confirmations,point from 
point, to the full arming of the verity. 


(ap. E. 1 am heartily ſorry that heel bee gladde of 


this. 
(p. G. How mightily ſometimes, we make us com- 


forts of our loſſes. 

Cap. E. And how mightily ſome other times, wee 
drowne our gaine in tcares , the great dignity that his 
valour hath here acquir'd for him , ſhall at home becn- 
countred with aihame as ample. 

. Cop. G. The webbe of our life,ts of a mingled yarne, 
gocd and ili rogether : our vertues would bee proud, if 
our faults whipt them not, and our crimes wouid deſpaire 
if they were nor cheriſh'd by our vertues. 


Enter a HMeſſenger. 

How now ? Where's your matter? 

Ser. He met the Duke iv the ſtreet fir , of whom hee 
hath taken a ſolemne leave: his Lordſhippe wiil next mor- 
ning tor France, The Dake hath offered him Letters of 
commendations to the King. 

Cap. E. They ſhal! bee 19 more then needfull there gif 


they were more then they can commend. 


Enter ('ownt Rofſilion. 

Ber. They cannot be too {weere for the Kings tart- 
neſle, heere's his Lordſhip now. How now my Lord, ''it 
not after midnight? 

Bey. 1 have to night diſpatch'd ſixteene buſinefles , a 
moneths lenghr a peece, by an abſtrat of ſucceſle : I have 
congied with the Duke, done my adicu with his neereſt; 
buried a wife , morn'd fot her , writ to my Lady mother, 
[ am returning,cutertain'd my Convoy , and betweene 
theſe maine parcels of difparch , affeted many nicer 
m : the laſt was the greateſt , bnatthat TI have not en- 

ed yet. 
Cap, F. If the buſineſſe bee of any dijhculty ,and this 


morning your departure hence , it requires haſt of your 


to ſay, is come : was faithfully confirm'd by the Rector | 


Lordſhip. 
Ser. 1 meane the buſineſſe 1s not ended, 13 fearing to 

heare of it hereafeer : but ſhall we have t1:13 dialogue bet- 
weene the Fooie and the Soldiour. Come , bring toreh 
this counterfer modulc;hasdeceiv'd mee, like a Cob! | 
meaning Prophetier. | 

Cas. +, Bring lim forthgha's fate i'th Rockesali nic th! 
poore gallant knave. 
. Ber. No macer , his hecles have deferv'd it, in uſur- 
ping his tpurres 1o long. How does he carry bimiciic? } 

Cap. F. | have told your Lordithip ak; cady: | he wocks | 
carric him. But to antiver you as z ou would de und 
l{tood, he weepes likea wenchrthar hc thed her nuik e, 
he hath conteſt himicite ro Morgan, hom hee tuppoies 
to bea Friar , from the time of his remembrance tothrs 
very inſtant d:faiter of Histertivg 1th itockces : and what 
thinke you he hath contelt? 

Ber. Not ngot me, ha's a? 

Cap. EF. His cont. lion is taken , and it Tall be read to 
his face, if your Lore{hip bein't, 2s 1 beleeve you are,you 
mult have the patjence co licate it, 


Fnter P arrelles with mis Inrevpreter. 

Ber. A plagac upon him, mMutfcld ; k- can fay nothing 
of ime : buſi, | 

Cap. G. Hoodman comcus:Portorartare(ſſe, 

Int. He calics for the rortures, what will you fay with- 
| out em. 
Par. I will confefie what I know without conſtraiar, 
It ye pinch me like a Paſty, I can lay 20 mores 

Int. Borho Chumw cho. 

Cap. Boblibmido chicurmmreo. 

Int. You arc a mercifull Generali : Our Generall bids | 
you anlivet to what I ſhall aske you out ofa Note. 

Par. Andervly, as I hopeto live. 

Int. Firſt demand of him , how many horſe the Duke 
is ſtrong. W hat fay you to that? 

Pas. Five or fixethoutand, but very weake and unſer- 
viceable : the rroopes areall {catrered , and the Comman- | 
ders very poore rogues, upon ay reputation and credic, 
and as I hope to live. 

Int. Shali 1 fer do.vne your an{wer fo? 


Fea. D>,i!t take the Sacrdnient on't, how and which 
way you wil: : all s one te bit. | 

Ser, W hat a palt-ſaving ſlave 1s this? 

Cap. G. Y'arc deceiv*d my Lord this is Monſieur Par- 
rolles the gallant militariit,that was his owne phratethar 
had the wholc cheorick of warrc in the knat or his tcarte 
and the pratite in the chape of his dagger. 

Cap. E. | willnever trult a man againe, tor keeping his }- 
ſword cleanc , nor belceve hee can have every thiug in | 
him, by wearing his apvarell neatly. 

lat. Well, that's ſet downe. 

Per. Five or fix thouſand horſe I (ed, I will fay true, 
orthercabours ſet downe, for lle fpeake rruth. 

Cap.G. Hc's very vecrethe truth inthis. 

Ber. But | con him nochankes fur't in the nature hee 
delivers 1t, : 

Par. Poore rogues, I pray you lay- 

Int. Well,that's ſer downe. 

Par. 1 humbly thanke you fir , a truth'sa truth, the 
Rogues are marvailous poore. 

Int. Demaund of him of what ſtrength they area foot. 
W hat ſay you to that? 

Par. By my troth fir , if F were to live this preſent 
houre, I will tell true, Ler me fee Ts 


Y, 
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mi 
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| 
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| 
| 


: 
! 
: 


24.8 


Alls Well that ends Well, 


hfry , SebaHtien ſo many , (orambus ſo many , Jaques (0 
many ; Gueltian,Coſmo,Lodewicks , and Grat!y , rwo hun- 
dred fifty each : Mine owne Company , Chiropher , Vau- 
wond, Bemtsj, two hundred fifty cach : ſo that the multer 
hle, rotten and ſound , upon my life amounts not to fit- 
teene thouſand po'e , fait of the which , dare not ſhake 
the ſnow from off their Caſlocks, lealt they ſhake them - 
ſelves to peeces. 

Ber. W hat ſhall be done to him? 

(ap. G. Nothing , but let him have thankes. Demand 
of him my conditions:and what credite I have with the 
Duke, 

Int. Well that's ſet downe:you ſhall demaund of him, 
whether one Captaine D»maine be 1t h Campe, a French- 
man : what his reputation is with the Duke , what his 
valour,honelty,and expertnellce in warres:or whet her he 
thinkes it were not poſſible with-wellwaighing ſummes 
of goid to corrupt him to a revolt. VW hat ſay you to this? 
W hat do you knovw of it? 

Par. I beſcech you ler me anſwer to the particular of 
theintergatories. Demand them ſingly. 

Int. Do you know this Captaine Dumanme? 

Per. I know him ,a wasa Botchers Prentize in Paris, 
from whenge he was whipr for getting rhe Shrieves fool 
with childe, a dumbe innoccnt that could not ſay him 
nay. 
N_. Nay, by your leave hold your hands, though I 
know his braines are forfeire to the next tile that fals. 

Inter. \W ell, 1s this Captaine 1a the Duke of Florences 
campec? : 

Par. V pon my knowledge he is, and lowſie- 


Cap. G. Nay looke not ſo upoa me:1we ſhall heare of 


your Lord anon. 

Int. \V hat is his reputation with the Duke? 

Par. The Duke knowes him for no other, but a poore 
Orhicer of mine , and writ to me this other day, toturne 


him out a'th band. I thinke I have his Letter in my poc- | 


ket, 

Int. Marry we'll ſcarch. 

P&.In good ſadneſlc I do not know, cither itis there, 
or it is upon a file with the Dukes other Letters, un my 


Tent. 


Pear. I do not know it it be 1t or no. 

Ber. Our Interpreter do's it well. 

Cap. G. Exccllently. 

Int. Dian,the Connts a foole and full of po 

Par. That is not the Dukes letter fir : that is an ad- 
yertiſement to a proper maide in Florence, one Diana,to 
take heede of the allurement of one Count Reſſilion,a too- 
liſh idle boy : but for all that very ruttiſh. 1 pray youlir 
pur it up againe. _ 

Int. Nayglle reade it firſt by your fayour. 

Par. My meaning in't I proteſt was very honeſt in the 
behalfe of the maid : for I knew the young Count to be a 
dangerous amd laſciv1ous boy , who 1s a whale to Virgi- 
nity, and devours up all the fry it nds, 

Ber. Damnable both-ſides rogue, 


Int. Let When he ſweares eathes , bid him drop gold, and 


take #t: 
Afeer he (cores be never payes the ſcore; 


| Halfe won is match well made match and well make it, 


He nee payes after-debts,take it before, 
And ſay 4 ſouldier( Dian) told thee this: 
Men ave to mell with, bojes are not to his. 


_———__— —_— 


Int, Heere "tis,hecre's a paper , ſhall I reade it to you? | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 


| 


| 


; toaske you, it Gold will corrupt him torevolt. 


: 
| 


' 


| 


' end, to inſtru tor the doubling of files. 1would doe the 
; man what honour I can, but 


For coxnt of this the ( onnt a Foole 1 know it, 
Who payes before, but not when he does owes. 
Thine as he yow'd tothee in thine care, 
Parrolles. 


Ber. He ſhall bee whipt through the Amy with this 


rime in's forchead. 

(p- E. This is your devoted friend fir , the manifold 
Linguiſt, and the army-potent ſouldcicr. 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a Cat , and 
he's a Car to me. 

Int. I percerve fir by your Generals lookes , wee ſhall 
be faine to hang you. 

Far. My life fir in any caſe : Not thatI am afraideto 
dyc, but that my oftences becing many , I woald repent 
oat the remainder of Nature. Let me live fir ina dunge- 
on, ithitockes,or any where, ſo I may live. 

[nt, Wee'le fee what may bee done, fo you canfeſle 
freely : therefore once more to this Captaine Daumaine: 
you have an{wer'd to his reputation w ith the Duke , aud 
ro his valour. What is his honelty? 

Par, He will ſteale (iran Egge out of a Cloiſter : for 
rapes and raviſhments he paralels Neſſns. Hee profeſſes 
not keeping of oaths , breaking em he is ſtronger then 
Herewles. He willlye fir, with ſuch volubility , that = 

he 


would thinke truth were a foole:drunkenneile is his 
vertuc, for he will be ſwine-drunke, and in his le 

docs little harme, fave to his bed-cloathes about him; 
but they know his conditions, and lay him in ſtraw. 1 
have bar licrle more to ſay fir of his honefly, he ha's cve- 
ris thing that an honeſt man ſhould not have ; what an 
honeit man ſhould have,he has nothing. 

Cap. G. I begin to love him for this. 

Ber, For this deſcription of thine honeſty ? A pox up- 
on him for me,he's more and more a Cat. + 

Int. W hat ſay you to bis cxpertneſle in warre? 

Par. Faith fir, ha's led the drumme before the Eng- 
liſh Tragedians : to belic him I wilLnot , and more of tus 
ſouldierthip I know not, except in that Country , he had 
the honour to be the Olicer ata place there called Adie- 


this I am not certaine. 
(#p- G- He hath out-villain'd villany fo farre, that the 
raritic redeemes him. 
Zer. A pox ona him, he's 2 Cat ſtill. 
Ter. Ris qua'itics being at this poore price , I necednot 


Par.\ir, tor a Cardecue he will ſell the fee-ſimple of 
his ſalvation, the inherirance of it, and cut th'intaile from 
_—_ , and a perpetuall ſucceſſion for it perpe- 

ly. 

Int, What's his Brother, the other Captain Dumaine? 

(9p. E. Why do's he aske him of me? | 

Int. W hat's he? 

Par. E'ne a Crowath ſame neſt : not altogether ſo 
greatas the firſt in goodneſle, bur greater a great deale in 


evill. He excels his Brother for a coward,yet his Brother 
is reputed one of the beſt that 1s, In a retreate hee outs | 
runacs any Lackey , marry in comming on , hee ha'sthe | 
Crampe. | 
Ins. If your life be ſaved, will you undertake to betray | 
the Horenrtine? 
Far. 1, and the Captaine of his horſe, Count Refſilion. 
Int. Ilc whiſper with the Generall , and knowe his 
pleaſure. | 
Pax, Ile no more drumming , a plague of all drurmes, 


onely to ſceme todeſerve well,and to beguile the _ 
1010n | 
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All's Well that ends Well, 


on of that laſcivious yong boy the Count , have I run 
eo this danger : yet who would have ſuſpected an am- 
baſh where 1 was taken? | 

[ut, There is no remedy fir, but you muſt dye : the 
Generall ſayes , you that have (6 traitorouſly diſcovered 
the ſect ers of your army , and made ſuch peſtiferous re- 
ports of men very y held, can ſerve the world for 
no honeſt uſe:therefore you mult dye» Come headeſman, 
off with his head. 

f&. © Lord fir let me live , or let mee ſee my death. 

Is. That ſhall you , and take your leave of all your 
friends: 
So looke about you, know you any heere? 

{ann. Good morrow noble Captaine. 

Ls. E. God bleſſc you Captaine Peroles. 

(ap. G. God fave you noble Captaine. 

Lo. E. ine , what greeting will you tomy Lord 
wr PRES ill | Copy of 
Cap. G. wall you give me 2 Copy 
Pan = you writ to Diane in behalte of the Count 
Roſſilion , and I were nota very Coward, I'de compell it 


of you, but fare you well. E xexnt. 
ar, Youare dead Captaineall but your ſcarte, that 
has a knot on't yet. 


Par. W ho cannot be cruſh'd with a plot? 
Int, If you could finde out a Country where but wo- 


men were that had reccived ſo Ep 
begin an impudent Nation, Fare yee well fir, I am 
| Fraxcetgo, we ſhall ſpeake of you Exit, 


Pa. Yet aml thankfull : if my heart were great 
'Twould burſt at this: Captaine Ile be no more, 

Bur I will cate , and drinke, and flecpe as ſoft 

As Capraine ſhall. Simply the thing I am 

Shall make me live:who knowes humſcite a braggart 
Let kim feare this;for it will come to paſle, 

That every braggart ſhall be found an Ale. 

Ruſt ſword,coole bluſhes, and Payelerlive 

Satcſ in ſhame : being tool'd, by fool ry thrive; 
There's place and mcancs for every man alive. 

lle after them. 


Enter Helen, Widdew, and Diana. 


Hel. That you may well perceive I have not 
wrong d you, 
One of the greatelt in the Chriſtian world 
Shall be my ſurety:forewhoſe throne 'tis needfull 
Ere I can perfect mine intents,to kneele. 
Time was I did him a deſired office 
Deere almoſt as his life , which gratitude 
| Through flinty Tartars boſome would peepe forth, 
And anſwer thankes. I duly am intorm'd, 
His it Marſe/ls,to which place 
We have convenient convoy:you muſt know 
Iam ed {A 0g, 
My hies him home, where heaven aydiog, 
And by the leave of my good Lord the King, 
Wee'l be before our \ 
Wid. Gentle Madam, 
You never had a ſervant to whoſetruſt 
Your buſines was more welcome. 
| Hel. Nor your Miſtris 
| Ever a friend, whoſe thoughts more truly labour 
Torecompence your love: Doubt not but heaven 


| a. obroughr me up to be your daughters dower, 


her to be my motive 


And to a hasband. But O ſtrange men, 
That can ſuch ſweet uſe make of what they hate, 
W hen ſawcy truſting of the coſin'd thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy mght, ſo luſt doth play 
With what it leathes, for that which is away, 
But more of this heercafter: you Diave, 
Vnder my poore inftruQtions yet muſt tuffer 
Something in my behalfe. 
Dia.Let death and honeſty 

Go with your impofitions, I am yours 
Vpon your will to ſuffer. 

Hel. Yer 1 pray you: 
But withthe word the time will bring on ſummer, 
When Briars ſhall have leaves as wel: as thornes, 
And beas ſweet as (harpe:': © muſt away, 
Our Wagon 1s prepar'd, and tae reviucs us, 
All's well that ends well, {till that fines the Crowne; 
Whartere the courſe, the end is the renowne. =Excunt. 


Emer C lowne, old Lady, and Lofew. 


Laf. No, no, no, your ſonne was miſled with a ſnipr 
taffata fellow there , whole villanous ſaffron would have 
made ali the unbak'd and dowy youth of a nation in his 
colour: your daughter - in- law had beene alive at this 
houre,and your ſonne heere at hom, more aduanc'd by the 
King,chen by that red-rail'd humble Bee 1 ſpeal.e 

Za. T1 would I had not knowne him, it was the death 
of the moſt verruous gentlewowangthat ever Nature had 
praiſe for creating. It ſhe had partaken of my fleſh and 
coſt mee the deerceſt groancs of a mother, 1 could nor 
have owed her a morerootcd love. 

La. Twas a good Lady , 'rwasa good Lady. We may 
ws, thouſand fallers ere wee light on ſuch another 


| Clo, Indeed fir ſhe was the fweete Margerom of the 
| faller, or rather the hearbe of grace, 
Laf. They arc not hearbes you krave, they are noſe- 


$. 
Cle.T am no great N abuchadnezar (ir,l have nor much 
Skill in grace. 
La. Whether doeſt thou profeſle thy ſelfe, a knave or 
a foole? 
Che. A foole fir at a womans ſervice, and a knave at a 
mans. 
La, Your diſtinQion. 
Clo. 1 would couſen the man of this wife, and do his 
ſervice. 
La. So you werea knave at his ſervice indeed. 
Cle. I would give his wite my bauble fir todo her 
ſervice. 


Ls. 1 will ſubſcribe for thee , thou art both knave and 
c. 

(te. At your ſervice. 

Le. No, no,no- 


| 


princeas you are- 
: j mx; —— + x" oo RP TE 


Co. Faith ſir 8 has an Engliſh maine, but his iſnomy 
is more hotter in France then there. 

Le. What prince is that? 
Cle. Theblacke prince (ir,alias the prince of darkeneſſe 

Cn rag, on 
g—_— from thy maſter thou talk'ſt off, ſerve him 


— _— 


, — Clew., 


| 


Cle. Why fir, if I cannot ſerve you, I can ſerveas great | 


— 
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AllsWellthatends Well. 


| Clo. Tama woodland fellow fir, thatalwaics loved | 


agreat fire,and the maiſter I ſpeake of ever keeps a good 
fice, but ſure he is the Prince of the world , let his No- 
bilitic remaine in's Court, I am for the bouſe with the 
narrow gate, which 1 take to bee too little for pompe to 
enter : ſoinc chat humble rhcmielves may , but the ma- 
ny will be too chill and tender , and theyle bee tor the 
flowrie way that Icads to the broad gate , and the great 
fre. | 

La, Go thy waics, I begin to bee a weary of thee and 
I teil thee {o before , becaule I would not fall out with 
thee, Go thy waycs, Ict my horſcs be well look'd to, 
without any trickes. 

Clo. IfI put any trickes upon em fir , they ſhall bee 
Jades trickes , which are their owne right by the law of 
Naturc. Exit. 

Laf. A ſhrewd knave and an unhappy. 

Lady. Soais. My Lord that's gone made himſclfe 
much {port out of him , by his authority hce remaines 
heere, which he thinkes isa pattent for his ſawcineſlc, 
and indzed he has no pace, but runnes where he will. 

Laf. I like him wcll , 'tis not amifſe:and I was about 
to tell you , ſince T heard of the good Ladics death,and 
that my Lord your ſonne was upon his returne home. I 
moved the King my mailter to ſpeake in the behalfe of 


Majclty out of a {clfe gracious remembrancedid firſt pro- 
pole, his Highnefle hath promis'd me to doe it , and to 
ſtoppe up the diſpleaſure he hath conceived againſt 
ſonne , there is no fitter matter, Huw do's your Ladyſhip 
like it? 

La, With very much content my Lord, and I wiſh it 
happily cffccd, 

Ls. His Highneſle comes poſt from Marſelir , of as 
able body as when he number'd thirty , a will be hcere 


1 ro morrow, or Iam decceiv'd by him that in ſuch intclli- 


gence hath {eldome ftail'd. 
La. I rejoyces me, that I hope ſhall ſce him ere I die. 
I have ketters that my ſonae will be heere to night: I (hal 
beſcech your Lordſhip to remaine with mce, till they 
meere together. 
Laf. Madam , 1 was thinking with what Manners I 
might lafely be admitted. 
La. You necde but pleade your honourable privi- 
ledge. 
= Lady of that 1 have made a bold charter , but I 
thanke my God, it holds yer, 


Enter C lowne. 


Clo. O Madam, yonders my Lord your ſonne with a 
patch of yeluet on's tace, whether there be a ſcar under't 
or no, the V eluet knowes, but'tis a goodly patchof V cl- 
vet, his left checke is achecke of two pile and a halfe, 
bur his right cheeke 15 worne bare. 

La. A icarre nobly got: 
Or a noble ſcatre;, is a good liv'ry of honor, 
So belike is that. 

(7. But it is your carbinado'd face. 

Ia. Letus go ce 
Your ſonne I pray you, I long to talke 
With the yong noble ſouldicr. 

(7. Faith there's a dozen of em,with delicate fine hats, 
and moſt courteous feathers, which boy the head , and 
nod at every man» 


E xeunt 


| 


eAtns Quintus, 


—— — 


” —_— 


Enter Helen, Widdow , and Diana, with 
iwo Attendants. 


Hel. But this excceding poſting day andnight, 
Muſt wear your ſpirits low, we cannot helper. 


To weare your gentle l1mbes in my affaires, 
Bc bold you do to grow,gin my cequitall, 
As nothing can unroote you. in happy ume, 
Emer a gentle Ajtrange” + 
This man may helpe me to his Majcltics care, 
It he would ipend his powet. God tave you lire 
Gent. And you. 


Geme.l have becne lomcrimes there. 

Hel. 1 do preſume lir,that you are not falne 
From the report that goes up your g-odnefle, 
And theretore goaded with melt ſhurpe eccafions, 
Which lay nice manners by, i put you to 
The uſe of your ewne ve:tucs, for the which 


my daughter, which in the minority of them b6th , his | 


I ſhall continue thanketull. 

Gent, W hat's your wall ? 

Hel. That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poore petition tothe King, 
Andayde me with that {tore of power you have 
To come into his prelence. 

Gen. The Kings not heere. 
| Hel, Not hcere (ir ? 

Gen. Not indeed, 

He hence remov'd laſt night, and with more haſt 
Then is hiz uſes 

Wid. Lord how we looſe our paines. 

Hel. All's well that ends well yer, 
Though time ſceme 1o adverſc, aud meanes unkit ; 
I do beleech you, whither is he gone? 

=_ Marrie as I take 1t to Koſſillzen, 
W hither I am goiugs 

Hel. I do belcech you fir, 
Since you are ike to {ce the King before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand, 
Which Ipreſume ſhall render you no blame, 
But rather make you thanke your paines for it : 
I will come aftcr you with what good ſpeede 
Our meancs will make us mcancs, 

Gent. This lle do for you. 


provide. 
Futer Clowne and Parrolles. 


ftrong of her ſtrong difpleaſure, 


winde. 


but by a Metaphor. 


But fince you have made the daics and nights as one, 


Hel. Sir, I have ſecuc you in the Court of France, 


Hel. And you ſhal finde your ſclfe tobe wellthankt 
what e're falles more. We muſt to horſe againe, Go,go, 
Exeua, 


Par, Good M. Lavatch give my Lord Lafew this let- 
ter,l have ere now tir beene verter knowne to you, when 
I have he'd tam: 4aritic with freſher cloathes : butl am 
now fi1 mudarcd in fortunes mood, and ſ{inell ſomewhat 


Col. Trucly, Fortunes difpicaſure is but fAnttiſh ifit 
{mell 10 ſt, ongly as rhoufpcak'it of : 1 will hencefoorth 
cateno Fiſh of Fortuves batt'tin?. Prethee allow the 

Pe. Nay younecde nor to ſtop your noſefſir: I ſpeake 


Cle. Indeed fir, if your Metaphor ſtinke, I will ſtop 
ay —_ againſt any mans Metaphor. Prechee get thee 
urther. 


Ps. 
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ik Pray you fir deliver me this paper. 
(te. Foh , prethee ſtand away:a paper from fortunes 
clote- Mole , to give toa Nobleman. Looke hcere hee 


Emer Lafew, 


#*. Heere isa purre of Fortunes fir, or of Fortunes 
Cat , but not a Muſcat , that ha's falne intothe uncleane 
hſh-pond of her diſpleaſure , and as he fayes is muddicd 
withall. Pray you fir, uſe the Carpe as you may , for hee 
lookes like a poore decayed, ingenious, fooliſh , ratcally 
knave. 1 do pitric his diſtrefle in my ſmiles of comtort, 
and leave him to your Lord(hip. 
Pe My Lord,lam a man whom fortune hath cruelly 
ſcratch'd. MF 
Lat. And what would you have me to do? 'Tis too late 
to pare her nailes now. Wherein have you played the 
her {c;fe isa good Lady,& would not have knaves thriue 
long under her? I here's a Cardccuc for you : Let the lu- 
ſtices make you and tortune friends ; 1 am for other bu- 
hiactlc. 
Par. I beſcech your honour to heare mee one lingle 
word, 
Laf. You begge a inglepeny more : Come you ſha!l 
ha't, tave your word. : 
Par. My name my good Lord 1s Paroles. 
Laf. You begge more then word then. Cox my pat- 
ſion, give me your hand:tzow does your drumm:e? 
Par. © my good Lord, you werethe firtt that found 
mee. 
Laf. Was I infooth? And I was the firlt char loſt thee. 
Par. It lics in you my Lord to bring me 1n lome grace 
for you did bring me out 
| Laf Out upon thee knave , doeſt thou put upon mee 
at once both the orice of God and the divel : one brings 
thee in grace , and the other brings thee out-The King $ 
comming i know by his Trumpets. Sirrah , inquire tur- 
ther atter me, I hadralke of you lalt night , though you 
are a foole and a knave, you ſhall cate,go to,tollow. 
Par. 1 praile God tor you. 


Flowrifh, Enter King, old Lady, Lafew,the rwo French 
Lords with attendants. 
Km, Weloſt a Tewell of her,and oureſtecme 
Was made wich poorer by it: but your tonne, 
As mad in fol.y,;ack'd the ſence to know 
Her cit1mation home. 
0/4 La.) 1s pait m; Liege, 
And 1 beſeech your Majeſty to make ir 
Natina.{1cuction, done 1th biade of yourh , 
W xn oyleand fire,too ſtrong for reaſons torce, 
Ore-bearcs it, and burn-s on, 
Kin. My honour'd Lady, 
| he forgiven and forgotten all, 
[nough my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch'dthe time to ſhoote. 
Laf This | muſt ſay, 
But firſt I begge my pardon:the yong Lord 
Did to his Majeſty, his Mother,and his Lady, 
Offence of mighty note;but to himſelfe 
The greatett wrong of all. He loſt a wife, 
\V hoſe beauty did aſtonuſh the ſurvey 
Of richcſt eyes: whoſe words all cares rooke captive, 
Whole deereperfetion, heartsthat ſcorn'd to erve, 


k.ave with fortune that ſhe ſhould ſcratch you, who of 


Humbly call'd Miſtris. 

K. Praifing what is loſt, | 
Makes the remembrance deere. Well,call him hither, 
Wearereconcil'd,and the firſt view ſhall k:1| 
All repetition:Let him not aske our pardon, 

The natare of his great offence is dead, 

And deeper then oblivion, we do buric 

Th incenfivg reliques of it. Let him approach 
A ſtranger, no o{.cnder;and informe him 

So 'r1S our will he ſhould 

Gene. I thail my Licge.' 

Km, W har faycs heto your daughter, 
Have you ſpoke? 

Laf. Alithat he is, hath referenceto your Highnes. 

Km. Then Thall we have a match. I have letters ſent 
me, that (ets him high in famc. 


Enter Count Bertram, 
Laf. He lookes well on't 
Kin.1 am not :day of feafon, 
For thou maiſt ſec a fun-ſhine, and a haile 
In me at once: Butto the brighteſt beames 
Dittrated cioudsgive way, fo [land thouforth, 
The time is faire againe. 


Fer. My high rcpentcd blames "x 
Deere Soveraigne pardon to mc. 2 
Km. All is whole, 
Not one word more of the conſumed time, 
Let's take the inſtant by the Forward top: 
For weare old, and on our quick'ſt decrees 
Th'inaudible,and noitclefle toor of time 
Steales, ere we caneffet them. You remember 
The daughrer of this Lord? 
Por, Admiringly my Liege,at firſt 
I ſtucke my choice upon her, ere my heart 


| Durlt make too bold a herauld of my tongue: 


\W here the 1impreilion of mine eye enfixing, 
Contempt hs tcorntull Perſpective did lend me, 
Which warpt the line of every other favour, 
Scorn'd a faire coiour,or expreſt ic ſtolne, 
E xtended or contracted allproportions 
Toa moſt hidcous object T hence it came 
That ſhe whom a!l men prais'd, and whom my ſelfe, 
Since I have loſt, have lov'd, was in minc eye 
The duſt that did offend it. 

Kin, Wel excus'd: 
That thou did{tlove her, ſtrikes ſome ſcores away 
From the great compt: but love that comes too late, 
Like a remo-ſcfull pardon (lowly carried 
To the great ſender, turnes a ſowre offence, 
Crying, that's good that's gone: Our raſh faults, 
Make triuiall price of feriousthings we have, 
Not knowing them, untill we know their grave. 
Otr our difpleaſurcsto our iclyes unjuſt, 
Deſtroy our friends,and after weecpe their duſt: 
Our ownelove waking,crics to tee what's done, 
While ſhamefull hate fleepes ourthe afternoone. 
Be this tweet Helens knell,and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for tairc CAſand/on, 
T he maine conſents are had, and heere wee'l ſtay 
To ſce our widdowers ſecond marriageday: 
W hich better then the firſt, O deere heaven bleſle, 
Or, crethey mceete in me, O Nature ccafle. 

Laf. Come on my ſonne,in whom my houſes name 
Muſt be diſgetted: give a favour trom you 

To ſparkle inthe ſpirits of my daughter, 
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That ſhe may quickly come. By my old beard, 
And ev'ry haire that's on'r, Heſes that's dead 
Was a {weet creature:{uch a ring as this, 
The laſt that ere I rooke her leaveat Court, 

I ifaw upon her finger. 

Ber. Hers it was not. 

Km. Now pray you lct me ſce it. For mine eye, 
While I was ſpcaking,ott was faſten'd too t: 

This Ring was mine,and when I gave it Helen, 
I bad her it her fortunes ever ſtoode 
Necciliticd to helpe, that by this roken 
I would relceve her. Had you that craftto-reave her 
Of what ſhould ſtead her mol? 
Ber, My gracious Sovcraigne, 
How ere it plcaſes you to take 1t fo, 
The ring was never hcrs. 

Old La. Sonne, on my lifc 
I have ſcene her weare it, and ſhe reckon'd it 
Art her lives rate. 

Laft.T am ſure I (aw her weare it» 

Ber, You are deceiv'd my Lord, the never ſaw it: 
In Florence was it from a caſcment throwne mee, 
Wrap'd ina paper, which contain'd the name 
Of her that threw it:Noble ſhe was, and thought 
I ſtood ingag'd, but when I had ſub{crib'd 
To minc owne tortune, and inform'd her tully, 

I could not anf wer inthat courſe of Honour 
As ſhe had made the overture, ſhe ccaſt 

In heauy ſatrsfaction, and would never 
Recerivethe Ring againe. 

Km. Plains hunicite, 

That knowes the tint and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in natures myiterie more {cience, 

Then I have in this Ring, ' 1 was mine , *twas Heiens, 
Who ever gave it you:then if you know 

That you are well acquainted wich your ſelfe, 
Confcfle 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
AY ou got it from her. She call'd the Saints to ſurcty, 
That the would never put it from her finger, 

Vnlefſe ſhe gave it to you ſeite 1u bed, 

Where you havenevcr come: or {cnt it us 

Vpon her great d1laiter. 

Ber. She never law it. 

Kis. Thou lpeak'it ic talſcly:as I love mine Honor, 
And mak'{t conjeturall tcares to come into me, 
Which I would faine ſhut our, it it ſhould prove 
That thou art {o inhuman, 'twill not prove {o, 
And yet I kno wy not, thou did{t hate her deadly, 
And ſhe 15 dead,which nothing bur to cloſe 
Her eycs my ſelte, could win n;c to beleeve, 

More thentoſce this Ring. Take him away, 
My forc-paſt prootes, how ere the matter fall 
Shal taxe my teares of little vanity, 

Having vainly tcar'd too little. Away with him, 
wee'l ſift this matter further. 

Ber. [f you ſhall prove 
This Ring was ever hers, you ſhall as cafie 
Prove that I husbanded her bcd in Fiorcnce, 

\W here yet ſhe never was. 
Exter a Gentleman, 

Ki». I am wrap'd in diſmall thinkings. 

Gen, Gracious Soveraigne. 

Whether I have beene too blame or no, I know not, 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, 

\W ho hath for foure or five removes come ſhorr, 
Totender it her ſclte. I undertooke it, 


Vanquiſh'd thereto by the faire grace and ſpeech 
Of the poore {uppliant, who by this I know 
[s heere attending:her buſinefle lookes in her 
Withan importing viſage, and ſhee told me 
In a {weet verball breetcit did concerne 
Your Highnefle with herlſeltr, 

ef Letter. 


ſillzen a Widdower , his vowes ave forfeited to mee , and 


a poore Maid is vndone. 
Diar;z Capller, 


him tor this. lle none of him. 

Kin. The heavens have thought well on thee Lafer, 
To bring torth this diſcou'ry, 1ceke theſe ſutors: 
Go peedil;,and bring 2gaine the Count. 

Emer "Bertram. 
I am a-feard the life of Helen(Lady ) 
Was fowly ſnatchr. 

Old Ls, Now juſtice on the doers. 

Kr. 1 wonder fir, wives are ſuch monſters to you, 
And that you fiyethem as you ſweare them Lordſhip, 
Yer you deſire to marry. \V hat woman's that? 


Enter Widdow,Diana,and Parrolles, 


Dia 1 am my Lord a wretched Florentine, 
Derived trom the ancient Capiict, 
My ſunte,2s I dounderſtand, you know, 
| And therefore know how farre 1 may be pitricd 
| W:4. 1 am her Mother fir, whoſe age and honour 
| Porhſuttcr under this complaint webring, 
| And both ſhallceaſe, without your ——_ 


| Kin, Come hither Count,do you know theſe Women? 


Zer. My Lord, I neither can nor will denie, 

But that I know them,do they charge me further? 
Dia, Why do you looke ſo {trange upon your wite? 
Ber, Shc's none of mine wy Lord. 

Dis It you ſhall marric 

You giveaway this hand, and that is mine, 

You give away heavens vowes, and thoſe are mine: 

You give away my cite, which is knowne mine: 

For I by vow am to embodicd yours, 

That ſhe which marrics you, muſt marric me, 

Either both or none. 

Laf. Your reputation comes too ſhort for my dangle 
ter, you are nO husband for her. 
Ber. My Lord, this 1s a fond and deſperate creature, 


| 


Whom ſometime [I have langh'd with:Ler your highnes 
Lay a more novlethought upon mine honour, 
Then for to thinke that I would finke it heere. 

Km. Sir for my thoughts, you havethem ill to friend, 
Till your deeds gaine them fairer:prove your honor, 
Then in my thought rt lics. 

Dian. Good my Lord, 
Aske him upon his oath, if be do's thinke 
He had not my virginity. 

Kin, W hat ſaiſt thou to her? 

Ber. She's impudent my Lord, 
And was acommon gamefter to: he Campe. 

Dia. He do's me wrong my Lord:If I were ſo, 
He might have bought meat a common price. 


Do 


nn 
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pon his many proteſtations to marry me when his wife wa, 
dead, | bluſh to ſay ut, he wonne me. I ow: the Count Ry. 
bonors payed ts him. He flole from F lorence,taking no Fe. 
and [ follow him to his (orntrey for Inflice : Grant it me, 
King, in you it beſt lies, otherwiſe a ſeducer flouriſhes, ani 


Lef. 1 will buy mea ſonne in Law ina feare,and toule 


' 
' 
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Doe not beleeve him. O behold this Ring, 
W hoſe high reſpe& and rich validity 
Did lacke a Paratell : yet tor all that 
He gave ittoa Commoner a'th Campe 
If I be one. 
Bows. He bluſhes, and 'ris hit ; 
Of tixepreceding Anceſtors, that lemme 
Conter'd by ecſtament to 'th tequent iſſue = | 
Hath it beene owed and worne. This is his wife, 
That Rings's a thouſand prootes. 
Kin. Mc thought you faid 
You ſaw one heerein Court could witneflc it. 
Dia. | did my Lord, but loatham to produce 
So bad an inſtrument, his name's Parrolles, 
Laf. | (aw the man to day, if man he be, 
Km. Find him, and bring him hither. 
Roſ. Whae of him ? 
He's quoted for a molt perfidious fave 
With allthe ſpots ach world, taxt and deboſh'd, 
Whole natwie ſick ens: but to ſpeakea truth, 
Aml, orthat or this, for what he ll utter, 
That will (peake any thing, 
Km, She hath that Ring of yours. 
Ref. T thinke ſhe bas ;cerraine it is 1 lik'd her, 
And boorded her i'th wanton way of youth : 
She knew her diſtance, and did angle of me, 
Madding my cagernefle with her rettraunt, 
As all impediments in tancics courte 
Are motivesof more fancy, and in fine, 
Her infuit comming with her moderne grace, 
Subdu'd me to her rate, ſhe got the Ring 
And I had that whichany inferiour might 
Art Marker price have bought. 
Dis, I mult be patiert ; 
Youthat have turn'd offa firſt ſonoble wife, 
May jaltl; dyet mc. 1 pray you yer, 
(Since you lacke vertuc, | will loſe a husband) 
Send tor your Rag, I will retucne it home, 
Ang g1ve me mine agaues 
Rof. 1 have it not. 
Au. What Ring was yours 1 pray you? 
Dian, Sir much like the fame upon your hnger. 
Km, Know \ ou this Ring, this Ring was his of late. 
Dia. And this was it | gave him beinga bed. 
Kin. The {tory then goes fic, you threw it him 
Our of a Caſement, 
Dia. I have ſpuke the truth. Exter Paroles. 
Roſ. My Lord, I doe confeſle the ring was hers. 
Km. You boggle ſhrewdly, cvery fcather ſtarts you: 
Is this the man you ſpcake of ? 
Du. I, my Lord. 
Km. Tell me (irrab, buttcll me true I charge you, 
Not fearing the diſpleaſure of your maſter : 
(Which on your juſt proceeding, Ile keepe off) 
By himand by this woman heere, what know you? 
Par. Soplcaſe your Majeſty, my maſter hath beene an 
honorable Gentlemen, Trickes hee bath had in him , 
which Gentlemen have. 
Ks, Come, come, to'th'purpoſe : Did he love this 
Woman? 
Pay. Faith fir hedid love her, but how ! 
Ks, Howl pray you ? 
Par. He did love her fir, as a Gent. lover a \Voman. 
Ka, How is that ? 
Par. He lov'd her fir, and loy'd her not. 
414. ASthou art a Knave and no Knave, whatan equi- 


vocall Companion 1s this ? 

_ Iama poore man, and at your Majctties com- 
mand, 

Laf. Hc'sa good drumme my Lord, but a naughty O- 
rator, 

Ds4. Doe you know he promiſt me marriage ? 

Pay. }aith I know morethen llc tpeake. 

Km. Bat wilt thou not ſpeake ailthou know*it ? 

Par. Yes1o pleate your Majeity : I did goe betweene 
them as | faid, but more then that hc loved her, for in- 
deed he was madde for her, and talkt of Sathan, and of 
Limbo, and of Furics, and I know not what: yet I was un 
that credit with them at that time, that I knew of their 
going to bed, and of other motions, as promiſing her 
marriage, and things which would derive-me ill wallto 
{peake of, therefore 1 will not ipeake what know. 

Kin, Thou halt ſpoken all alrcady, unlefle thou canſt 
lay they are marricd,but thou art too tine in thy evidence, 
therefore ſtand alide. This Ring youſay was yours- 

Pia. I my good Lord. 

Km. Where did you buy it ? Or who gave it you? 

Da. It was not given me, yor 1 did not buy 1t. 

Am. Who lentit you ? 

D:4, It wasnot lent me neirher. 

Kin. Where did you tind it then? 

Dia. I truund 1t note 

K m. If it were yours by none of all theſe WAayCes, 
How could you give it him ? 

Ds :. | never gave it him. 


oft and on ar pleaſure, 
Km, This Ring was mine, Igave it his firſt wite, 
Dia. | tmight be yours or hers tor ought I know. 
Kin. T ixc her away, I dor not like ber now, 
Topriton with her : and away with him, 
Voalefle thou relſt me where thou hadit this Ripgy 
Thou drcſt within this houre. 


Dia. lle never tcll you. _ 


Kim. Take heraway. 
Dix. 1: put in baile my licdge. 
Kin. [ thinke thee now fome common Cuſtomer. 
Die. By love itever | knew man 'twas youu. 
Kin. Wheretore halt thou accufde him all this while? 
Dia. Becaulc he s guilty, and kc 15 not giulty ; 

He knowes I am no Maid. and het fweare too't; 


Tie Coveare Iam a Maid, and be knowes nuts 


Grear King I am no ltrump-t, by my lite, 
I am either Maid, or cl'c this o!d mans wife, 
Kin, She docs abuſe our cares, toprifon with her, 
Dia. Good mother terch my bayie. Stay Royall fir, 
The Icweller that owes the Ring 15 fenttor, 
And be ſhall ſurety me. Bur tor this Lord, 
\W ho hath abus'4 me as he knowes himtelte, 
Thoughyet he never harai'd me,heere 1 quit him, 
He knowes himfclfe my bed he hath defil'd, 
Andatthattime he got his wite w ith child : 
Dead though ſhe be,the teeles her yong one Kicke: 
Sothere'smy riddle, one that's dead ts quicke, 


And now behold the meaning. 
Enter Hellen and Widdow, | 


Kin. Is there no exorcilt 
Beguiles the truer Othce of mine eyes ? | 
Is't reall that I fce ? | 

Hel. No my good Lord, | 

Y 


| 


Laf. This woman's an cafie glove my Lord, ſhe goes 
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Tis but the ſhadow of a witc you ſce, 
The name, and not the thing. 
Ro/. Both, both, O pardon. 
Hel. Oh my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
T found you wendrous kind, there is your Ring, 
And looke you, heerc's your ictrer : this it faycs, 
When from my finger you can get this Ring, 
And is by me with child, &c. This is done, 
Wl you be migenow you are doubly wonne ? 


le love her dcarcly, cver,ever dearely, 


Deadly divorce ſtep berweene me and you, 
O my d:erc mother, doe I {ce you living ? 

Laf. Mine eyes {mell Onions, I ſhall weepe anon : 
Good Tom Drumme lend me a handkercher. 
So I thanke thee, waite on me home, Ile make ſport with 
thee : Let thy curthes alone, they are ſcuryy ones. 


ne <p ts 


To make the even truth in plesture tiow 3 


AO —_ 


King. Letus from point ro point this ſtory know, 


' 


| Reloldv'dly more kature ſhall expreſle : 
 Ail yet{eemes well,and if it end ſo merte, 
Roſ. If ſhe my Liege can make me know this clearcly, | 


| 
Hel If it appeare not plaine, and prove untruc, | 
| 


| It thou beeſt vet a freſh uncropped fower, 
Chooſe thouthy kusband, and lic pay thy dower. 
For I can gucſle, that by thy honeſt ayde, 
Thou kceptft a wite ker ſelte,thy ſelte a Maide. 
Ot that and all the progrefle more ard ice, 


The butter pait, more welcome is the ſweet. 


Flewriſh, 


He K ings a Begger, now the play ts done, 
ell u well enaed, if this ſunte be wonne , 
T hat you expreſſe Content : » hich we will pay, 
With ſtrafe to pleaſe you, day exceeding day ; 
Onur: be your patience then, and yours our parts, 
Towr gentle hands lend us, and take onr hearts, Exeunt omn, 


_ _ — 
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- Emer Orſino Duke of Hiyria, (rio, and other 
Lords. 


Duke, 
F Muſicke be the food of Loue, play on, 
Give meexccſlc of it : thatfurtetting, 
The ite may ſicken,and ſodye. 
That itraiacagen, it had adying fall : 
O, it came ore my care, like the ſweet ſound 
Thar breathes upon a banke of Violets ; 
Stea'mg, and giving Odour. 


Enough, no more, 
Tis not {o {weet now, as it was before. 


O ſpirit of Love, how quicke and freſh art thou, 
That notwithſtanding thy ity, 
Receiveth as the Sea . Nought enters there, 
Of what validity, and pitch ſocre, 
But falles into abatement, and low pricc Y 
Evenin a minute ; ſo full of ſhapes 1s fancy, 
That i. alone is high fantaſtical. 
Cur. Will you goe hunt my Lord ? 
Ds. What Cur? 
Car. The Hart. 
D#, Why to | doe, the Nobleſt that I have: 
O when mine cyesdid fee Olrvia hirit, 
Me thought ſhe purg'd the ayre of petiilence ; 
That initant was I turn'd 1koa Hart, 
Aud my deſires like fell and crucll hounds, 
Ece ſince purſuc me, How now what neves from her ? 


Emter Valentme, 


Ud. So pleaſe my Lord, I might not be adinitted, 
But trom her handaaid doe returne this anſwer : 
The Element it ſelfe, till ſeven yeares heate, 

Shall aot behold her face at ample view : 

Butlike a Cloytreſſe ſhe will vailed walke, 

And water once a day her Chambers round 

With eye-ofrending brine : all this to ſeaſon 

A brothers dead love, which ſhe would keepe freſh 
And laſting, in her ſad remembrance. 

Ds. Q the that hath a heart of that fine frame 
Topay this debr of love but to a brother, 
| How will ſhe love, whenthe rich golden ſhaft 
Hath kill'd the flocke of all affeions cl(e 
That live in her. When Liver, Braine, and Heart, 


Theſe ſoveraigne thrones, zre all ſupply'd and fill'd 
Her ſweet 10ns with one felte ſame king : 
Away before me, to ſweet beds of Flowres, 


Lovexboughes lye rich, when canopy'd with bowres. 


E xennt. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Scana Secunda. 


_ 


Enter Jiela, a { aptaine, and Saylors. 


Tio. What Country (Friends) is this? 

Cap. Thisis Illyria Lady. 

Fio. And what (hould I doe in 1llyria? 
My brother he is m Elizinm, 


Perchance he is not drown'd : What thinke you faylors? | 


Cap. Iris perchancethat you your tcite were faved. 
Fo, O my poore brother,and ſo perchance may he be. 
C{ *p- True Madam, and tocomfort you with chagce. 

Aſlare your lelte, atter our ſhipdid ſplit, 

VV hen you, and thoſe poore number taved with you, 

Hung on 0ur driving boate : I faw your brother 

Molt providentin perill, binde himſclte, 

( Courage and hope both teaching him the praftiſe) 

To a ſtrong Maſte, thar liv'd npoa the ſea : 

Where like 0r50 on the Dolphines backe, 

| ſaw him hold acquainta:ce withihe waves, 

Solong as I could ice. 
Us. Forſaying fo, there's Gold : 

Mine owne e{cape unfoldeth tomy hope, 

Wheretothy ſpeech ſerves for authority 


The hike of him. Know't thou this Country ? 


Cap. I Madam well, for L was bred and borne 
Not three houres travaile from this very place? 
Urs. Who governs heere? 
Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name. 
Vio. What is his name ? 
Cap. Orſmo. 
Vis. Orfine | I have heard my father name him. 
He was a Batchellor then. 
Cap, And fo isnow, or was ſo very late : 
For but a moucth ago [ went from hence, 
And then 'twas tre(th in murmure (as you know 
VW har great ones doe, the lefſe will prattle of ) 
That he did ſecke the love of faire Olrrra. 
Vie. What's ſhe? 
A vertuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
That di'd ſome twelvemonth fince, then leaving her 


In the proteRion of his ſonne, her brother, | 


Who ſhortly alſo di'd : for whole deere love 
(They ſay) the had abjur'd the fight 
And company of men. 
Uis. Othat I ſerv'd that Lady, 
And might not be delivered to the world 
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Twelfe Nngbt, wo, I hat you ml. 


| Till I had made mincowne occaſion mellow 
What my eſtatcis. 
(«p- That were bard tocompaſle, 
Becauſc ſhe will admit no kind of ſuite, 
No not the Dukes. : 
| Vie. There isafaire behaviour in thee Captaine, 
And though that nature, with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft cloſe in pollution : yet of thee 
I will belccve thou haſt a mind that ſuites 
With this thy faire and ourward character, 
"T prethee (and Ile pay thee bountcouſly) 
Conceale me what I am, and be my ayde, 
For ſuch diſguiſe as haply ſhall! become 
The forme of my intent. Ile ſerve this Dake, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an Eunuchto him, 
It may be worththy paines : for I can ſing, 
And \peaketo him 1n many lorts of Muſicke, 
That will allow me very werth his ſervice. 
W hat elſe may hap, to time I will commut, 
Oucly ſhape thou thy Gilence to my wit- 
Cap. Be you his Eunuch, and your Mute lebe, 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſec. 
Vie. I thanke thee: Lead ime on. Exennt. 


Scana Þ ertia. 
Enter Sir Toby, and Maria. 

Si To, What a plague mcanes my Neece to take the 
death of her brother thus? I am ſure care's an enemy to 
lite. 

Mar. By my troth fir Toby, you muſt come in earlyer 
anights : youe Coſin, my Lady, takes great exceptions 
to your ill houres. 

To. Why let her except, before excepted, 

CA. I, but you mult confine your ,tclfe within the 


| 


modcſt limits of order. 

To. Confine? ile confine my ſelfe no finer then I am: * 
theſe cloathcsarc good enough to drinke in, and fo be | 
theſe boots too : and they be not, letthem hang them- 
{clves1n their owne {traps. 

Mar. That quatting and drinking will undoe you : I 
heard my Lady calke of it yelterday + and of a fooliſh 
knight chat you brought ia one nighthere, to be her 

To, Who, Sir eAndrew Agze-cheeke ? (weoer, 

Ma. I he. 

To. Ac's astall a man as any's in Illyria. 

Ma. What's that tothypurpoſe ? 

To. Why he ha's three thouſand ducats a yeere. 

Aa. 1, but he'll have but a yeare inallthele ducates : 
He's a very foole, andaprodigall. 

To. F ye, that you'll ſay ſo: he playes och Viol-de-gam- 
| boys, and ſpeakes three or toure languages word for 
word without booke,& hath all the good gifts ofnature. 

Aar. He hath indced,almolt naturall : tor beſides that 
he'sa foole, he's a great quarreller: and but that he hath 
the gift of a Coward, to allay the guſt be hath in quarrel- 
ling, 'tisthought among the prudent, he would quickly 

have the gift of a grave. 
| To. By this jhand they are ſcoundrels and ſubſtrac- 

tors that ſay ſo of him, Whoare they ? 
Car, They that adde moreover, he'sdrunke nightly 
in your Company. 


| To, With drinking hcalths to my Neece: Ile drinke 


| 


to her as long asthere isa paſſage in my throat,and drink 

in /lyria : he's a Coward and a Coy{trill that will nc 

drinke to my Neece, till his braines turne o'th toe, like x 

pariſh rop. What wench ? Caitiliane vulge: for ber 

comes Sir Andrew Agne 
E meer Sir eAndrew, 

end. Sir Toby Belch. How now Sir T oby Betch ? 

To. Sweet bir Andrew. 

end. Blcefle you faire Shrew. 

Mar. And you too (ir. 

Tob. Accolt Sir Andrew, accoſt, y 

eAnd. What's that? 

To. My Neeces Chamber-maid. 

Av. Good Miltris accoſt,l defire better acquaintance. 

Ma. My name is Hayy tir, 

And. Good miſtris Aſary accoſt. 

To. You miſtake knight : Accolt, is front her, boord 
her, wooe her,aflayic her. 

An. By my troth | would not nnderrake her in this 
company. Is that the mcaning of Accolt? 

CAMar. Fareyouwell Gentlemen. 

To. Ard thou let part ſo Sir eſndrew, would thou 
mightſt never draw ſword agen. 

And. And you part ſomiitris, T would I might never 
draw {word agen ; Faire Lady, doe youthinke you have 
tocles in hand ? 

Ma. Sir, I have not you by'th hand. 

An. Marry but you ſhall have, aad heeres m y had, 

Mar. Now fir, thooght is tree: I pray you bring your 
hand to*ch Buttry barre, and let itdrinke. 

_ ». Wherctore ({weet-hourt?) What's your Metz 
>hor ? 
p May, I:'s dry fir. 

An. \\ by Ithickefo : lam not ſuch an afſe, but I 

can kcepe my hand dry. But what's your jelt ? 


AMea. Adry jclt Sir. 
eAnd. Arc you full of them ? | 
Ma. 1 Sir, I have thema: my fingersends: marry now | 
I Itt goe your hand, I am barren. Ex:11 Maria, | 

Toh. O knight, thou lack'it a cup of Canary : when 
did I fe: thee to put downe ? 

And. Never in yoar life I thinke, unlefſe youſce Ca 
nary put Cowne : mc thinkes ſometimes I have no more 
wit then a Chriſtian, oran ordinary mans ha's : bat1 
ama great cater of becte, and I belceve that doesharme 
tomy wit. 

To. No queſtion. 

An. And I thought that, 1'de forſweare it. Ile ride 
home to morrow (ir Teby, 

To. Pur-quoy my deere knight ? 

An. What is purguoy ? Doc,or not doe? I would 1 had 
beſtowed that tune in the tongues, that 1 have in fencing | 
dancivg, and beare-bayting : O had I but followed the 
Arts. 

To. Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of haure- 

An. W hy, would chat have mended my haire? 

To. Pait queſtion, for thou feelt it will not coole my 

An, But it becomes me well enough, doſt not ?(nature 

To.Excellcnt,it hangs like flax on a diſtaffe:and I hope? 
toſcea hulwife take thee between her legs, & ſpin itof. 

Av.Faith Ile bome to morrow fir Toby,your nicce wi | 
not be (eene,or it ſhe be it's four to one, hel none of 87 | 
the Count himſcite here hard by, wooes her. | 

Te. Shell nonc o'th Count, ſh&i1 not match above I! 
degree, neither ineſtate ,yeares,nor wit : I have he | 


{wcare. Tur there's life in't man. | 
An. 


ti. 
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ſ- T welft N ight,or What you will, 


ww" Ie ainancth + I amra fcilow o'th 
ſtrangeſt che yer world ; I dclight in Maskes and Re- 
vells tometimes alrogether. 


Te. Art thou goodat theſe kicke-chawſes Knight ? 

And. As any manin Hlyria, whatſocyer he be, under 
the degree of my betters,and yet 1 will aot compare with 
| old man. ; : 

Te. What isthy excellence in a galliard, knight ? 

And. Faith, I can cutacaper, 

To. And I cancutthe Mutton too?c, 

And. And [ thinke I have the backe-tricke, fimply as 
asany man in Illyria, 

Te. W herctore are thele things hid? Wherefore have 
theſe gifts a Curtaine before 'em ? Are they like ro take 
duſt, like Miſtris Afals picture ? Why dolt thou not goe 
to Church in a Galliard, and come home ina Carranto? 
My very walkz ſhould bea ligge : I would not ſo much 
as make water but in a Sinke : What dooelt thou 
meanc ? Is ita werld to hide vertues in? 1 did thinke by 
the excellent conſtirution of thy legge, it was form'dun- 
der the (tarre of a Galltard. 

And. 1,'tis , and it does indifferent-well in a 
dam'd colour'd ſtocke. Shall we fir about ſome Revels ? 

To. What ſhall we doe clic : were we not borne under 
T awriss ? 

And. Tawrm ? That ſidesand heart, 

Te. Nofir, it is leggs and thighes : let me ſee thee ca- 
per. Ha, higher: ha, ha, excellent. Exeun. 


_— 


Scana (Quarta, 


Enter Valentine, and Viola in mans attire. 

Ul. It the Duke continue thele favours rowards you 
Ceſario,you are ike robe much advanc'd,he hith known 
you but three dayes, and already you are no ſtranger., 

Us. Youcither feare his humour, or ay n<gl:gence, 
that you call in queſtion the continuance of his love, Is 
be inconſtant fir, in his favours? 

Vat. No beleeve me. 
Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants, 

Vas. I thanke you : here comes the Count. 

Duk, Who ſaw Ceſario hoa ? 

Vis. On your attendance my Lord heere. 

Ds. Stand you a-whilc aloote. C eſar:o, 

Thou knowlt nol:fſe, bat ail : 1 bave unclaſp'd 
Tothce the booke even of my (ecret foule. 
Therefore good youth, addrefle thy gate unto her, 
Benot deni'd acccfle, (tand at her doores, 

And tell them, there thy tixes foot thall grow 

Till thou have audience. 

Vs. Sure my Noble Lord, 
if the be ſo abandon'd to her ſorrow 
As itis ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 

Ds. Be clamorous, and lcapeall civill bounds, 

Rather then make unprofited returne. 


Dat, O then, untold the paſſion of my love, 
Surprize her with 6iſcourſe of my deere faith ; 
It ſhall become thee well toaQt my woes : 
She w latrend ir berrer inthy youth, 
Then na Nuatio's of more graveaſped. 
| Us. I thinke not io, my Lord; 

Dak, Deere Lad, belcevet ; 


FP 


Ui. Say I doc {peake with her (my Lord) what then? | 


| Forthey ſhall yerbelye thy happy ycercs, 
That fay thonart a man : Dia*s li 
| Is not more {mooth, and rubious : thy ſal! pipe 
|'s as the maidens organ, ſhrill, and found, 
And ali is ſemblative a womans part. 
Tknow thy conſtellation is righr apt 
For this affaire ; ſome foare or five attend him, 
All if you will : for I my felfe am beſt 
When leaft i company : proſper well inthis, 
| And thou ſhalt live as freely as thy Lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 
Ue, He doe my belt 
To wooe your Lady : yer a barref ll ſtrife, 
Whoere I wooe, any {clte would be his wife, £xemnt. 


Scena Quinta. 


— —— CO EE eel oe lee ee. eee ii i 


Enter (AMogia, and ( lowne. 

Aa. Nay, cither tell me where thou haſt bin, ar 1 
will not my lips fo wideas 4 brisfle may enter, in 
way of thy excate:my lady wil hang thee tor thy abſence. | 

Clo. Lether hang me ; hethar is well hang'de in this | 
world, ncedsto tears no colours. 

Ma. Make that good. 

Clo. He (hall ſec none to feare., 

Mar. A good lentonantwer : I can tell thee where / 
that ſaying was borne, of 1 fra: no colours. 

Clo. Where good miſtris Mey ? 

_ Oar. lathe warres, and that may you be bold to ſay 
1n your foolery. 

Cho. Wc:ll, Cod give them wiſedome that have it : 
and thoſe that are too es, let them utc their talents, 

Har, Yer you will be harg'd for being fo long ab- 
ſene, or be turn'd away : 15 noc rhat as good as a hanging 
to you ? 

Ch. Many a good hanging, prevents a bad marriage : 
and tor turning away, It funumer beare it out. 

Afar, Yourare relolute then ? 

Clo, Nor foneither, bur 1 am refolv'd on two points. | 

Afar. That it one breake, the other will hold : or if 
both breake, your gas. ins fall. 

Clo. Apt in goud taith, very apt : well goethy way,if 
fir Toby would icave dricking, thou wertas witty a picce | 
of Eves ficth, asany in lilyris. 

Mar. Peace you rogue, no mare o'that : here comes | 
my Lady : make your excule witcly, your were belt. 

Enter Lady Ota, wah Alalualio, 

Clo. Wit, and't be thy wiil,put me into good fooling: 
thoſe witsthat thinke they bave thee, do very oft prove 
tooles ; and I that an fureIlacke thee, ay paſſe for a 
wiſe man. For what fayes Pumnapzhe, Better a winy 
foole, then a fooliſh wit. God blufic chee Lady. 

Ot. Take the toole away, 

Cle, Doc younot hare tcllowes, take away the Lady. 

Ol. Goe too, y'arcadry foule : le no more of yourbe- 
fides you grow d1{-honei?. | 

Ch. Two faults Madora, that drinke and cood counkll 
will amend:for give the dry toole drinke,then is the foole 
notdry:bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſclfe, if he mend, 
he is no longer diſhonelt ; it he cannot, let the Botcher 
mend him:any thing that's mended is but parch'd:vertue 
that nfiretive, is but patche \with (inne, and ſin that a- 
mends, is but patcht with vertue. If that this ſimple 
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258 © Twelfe Night,or, What you will, 


As there is no true Cuckold but calamity, ſo beautic's a 
fower;The Lady bad take away the foole,therefore Ifay 
inc, take her away. 

Ol. Sir, 1 bad them take away you. 

Ch. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree. Lady,Cuculke 
won faci: mpnacbum : that's as much toſay,as I wearenot 
motley in my braine : good Aſadona, give me leave to 
prove you a foole, 

Ol. Can you doe it? 
Clo. Dexteriouſly ,good Madone. 
Of. Make your proote. 
Clo. TI mult catechize youfor it CMadens, Good my 
Mouſe of vertue anſwer me, 
OL Well fir, for want of other idlcnefle, Ile bide your 
roofe. 
- Clo. Good Madena, why mournſt thou ? 
Ol. Good foole, for my brothers death. 
(1. I thinke his ſoule 15 in hell, Madone. 
Ol. 1 know his ſoulc is in heaven, foole. 
(te. The more foole ( Madona) to mourne for your 
Brothers ſoule, being in heaven. Take away the foole, 


Gentlemen. 
Ot, Whatthinke you of this foole Matveke, doth ke 


- not mend ? 


Mal. Yes, and ſhall doe, till the pangs of death ſhake 
him : infirmity that dccaics the wiſc,dothever make the 
better toole, 

Clo. God ſend you fir, a ſpeedy Infirmity,for the bet- 
ter increaſing your folly : Sir Teby will be {worne that 
I am no Fox,but he will not paſle his word for twopence 
that you are no foole. 

01, How ſay you tothat Malvolio ? 

Meal. 1 marvell your Ladyſhip rakes delight in ſuch 
a barren raſcall: I ſaw him put downe the other day,with 
an ordinary foole, that has no more braine then a ſtone. 
Looke younow, he's our of his gacd already: unlefſe you 
laugh and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gag'd.I proteſt 
I taketheſe Wiſemen, that crow lo at theſe ſet kind of 
fooles, no berter then the fooles Zaniecs. 

01. Oyou arc ſicke of teite-love Malvolie, and taſte 
with adiftemper'd appetite. To be generous, guitleſſe, 
and of free ditpolition, isto take thoſe things for Bird- 
bolts, that you deeme Cannon bullers : There isno ſlan- 
der inanallow'd foole, though he doenething but rayle; 
nor norayling, ina knowne diſcreet man,though he doe 
nothing but reprove. 

{'lv. Now Mercury indus thee with leaſing, for thou 
ſpeak'{t well of fooles. 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate, a young Gentle- 
man, much acliresto ſpeake with you. 

Ol. From the Count Orſino, is it ? 

Aa. Iknow not (Madam) *tis a faire young man,and 
well attended. 

Ol. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

CAa. Sir Toby Madam, your kinſman. 

Ol. Ferch him off I pray you, he ſpeakesnothing but 
madman: Fye on him. Goc you Malveiio ; It it be a 
ſuite from the Count, Iam ſicke, or not at home. What 


you will, to diſmiſle it. Exit Malve, 
Now you fee fir, how your fooling r-owes old, and 
people diſlike 1t- 


Clo. Thou haſt ſpoke for us ( Madova) as if thy eldeſt 
ſonne ſhouid te a foole : whoſe (cull, Tovecramme with 
braines, for heere he comes. Enter Sir Toby. 

One of thy kin has a moſt weake Fi4-mecer, 


| 


| 


Of. By mine honor halte drunke. W hat is; hear the | 


gate Colin ? | 
To. A Gentleman. 
Of. AGentleman ? What Gentleman ? 
To. 'Tisa Gentleman here- A plague 
herring : How now Sot. 
(7. Good Sir Toby. 


Ol, Colin, Cofin, how have you come fo earely by 


this Let ? 


Tob. Letchery, I defic Letchery : there's one at the 


gate, 
Ol. I marry, what is he? 


To, Lethim be the divell and he will, I care not: give 


me faithiay I. Well, t'sall one. 
Ol. What's a drunken man like, foole ? 


{ fe. Like a drown'd man, a foole, and a madman : 
One draught abouec heate, makes bima foole, the ſecond 


maddes him, and a third drownes him. 


Ol. Gox thou and ſecke the Crowner,and let him fit 
o'my Cez: for he's inthe third degree of drinke : he's 


drown'd : goe looke after him. 


(te: He 1s but mad yet Aadena, and the foole ſhall 


looke to the madman. 
Emer Malvelio, 


Mal. Madam , yond young fellow {weares hee will 
ſpeake with you. 1 told him you were ſicke, hetakes on 
him to underſtand ſo much,and therfore comes to ſpeake 
with you.I told him you were aſlcepe ,be feemes to have 
a fore knowledge of that too, and therefore comes to 
ſpeake with you, Whar isto be ſaid ro him Lady, he's 


tortihed againſt any denuall, 


O01. Tell bim, he ſhall not ſpeake with me. 
Mal. Ha's beene told fo ; ard be fayes he'll ſtand at 
your doore like a Sheriffes poſt, and be the ſupporter to 


a bench, but hcl! ſpeake with you. 
Of. Whatkind o'man is he ? 
HMal. Why of mankind, 

Ol. What manner of aan ? 


CAMat. Of very ill manner: he'll ſpeake with you, will 


you, or no. 


O01, Ot what perſonage, and yeeres is he? 


Mal, Not yet old cnough for a ma 
for a boy :as a {quaſh is before tis a 


when tis almoſt an Apple : Tis with him in ſtanding wa- 
ter, betweene boy and man. He isvery well-favour'd, 
and he {pcakes very ſhrewiſhly : One would thinke his 


mothers milke were ſcarſe out of him, 


Ol. Let himapproach: Call in my Gentlewoman. 


Mal. Gentiewoman, my Lady calls. 
Entey Maria, 


Of. Give me my vaile : come throw- it ore my face, 


We'il once more heare Or/imer Emballic. 
Emo Viela. 


Vis. The honorable Lady of the houſe, whichis (ſhe 
Of. Speake to me, TI ſha'l anſwer for her : yoor will. 
Vie. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable beau- | 


ty. Ipray youtell me if this be the Lady 


for 1 never ſaw her, I would be loath to caſt away wy 
ſpeech : for beſides thar it is excellently well pend,l have 
takengreat painesto con it, Good Beauties, let me 10- 
ſtaine no ſcorne ; Iam very comptible, even tothe lcaſt 


ſiniſter vſage. 
Ol, Whence came you fir? 


Use. I canſaylittle more then I have ſtudied, and that 


queſtions our of my part. Good gentle 


modeſt aſſurance, it you be the Lady of the houſe, tha 


o'theſe pickle 


Ex6, 


yong enough 
Codling 
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of the houſe, 


| 


one, give me 


| 
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ot 


I gay proceede in my ſpeech. 
OL Are you a Comedian? ; 
Jie. Nomy profound heart : and yet (by the very 
$of malice, I ſweare) 1 am not that 1 play. Are you 
the Lady of the houſe ? 

01. It L doe not uſurpe my ſelfe, Iam. 

Js. Moſt certaine, if you are ſhe, you doc afurp your 
(cife : for w hat is yours to beſtow, is, not yours to re- 
ſerve. But chis is from my Commiſſion : 1 will og with 
my ſpeech in your praiſe, and thea ſhew you the heart of 


my me ; ; 
Ols Ceinc to what is important in't : 1 torgive you 
the praie. EN 
Vo. Alas, I tooke great paines to ſtudy it, and tis Poc- 
ticall 


04. Itis the more like to be feigned,l pray you keepe 
it in.I heard you were {ſawcy at my gates,and allowd your 
approach rather to wonder at you, then to heare you. lf 
you be not mad, be gon: it you have reaſon, be breete : 
*tis not that time of Moone with me, to make one info 
skipping a dialogue, 

Ma. Will —_—_ layle fir, here lyes your way. 

Vie. Nogood ſwabber, Iamto hull here a lictle lon- 
ger. Some mollification for your Giant, ſweet Lady ; 
tell me your mind, I am ameſlenger. | 

04, Sure you have ſome hiddeous matter to deliver, 
when the curteſic of it is fo fearctull. Speake your ouice. 

Vis, Italone concerney your care ; | bring no over- 
ture of warre, no taxation of e ; I hold the Olytfe 
in my hand : my words are as full of peace, as matter. 

Of. Yet m—_ rudely, What arc you? 

What would you? 

Vie. The rudcnefſe that hath appear'd in me, have 1 
learn'd from my entertainment, What I am, and what I 
would, areas ſecret asa maiden-heard : to your cares, 
Divinity ; toany others, prophanation, 

OL Give usthe placealone. 

We will heare this divinity. Now fir,what is your text? 

Vie. Molt ſweet Lady. 

Ol. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be faid of 
it. Where lyes your Text ? 

Vie. In Orfinces bolome. 

Ol. In his boſome? In what chapter of his boſome ? 

Vie. To anſwer by the method,inthe firſt of his hearr. 

Ol. ©, | have read it: it is herelie Have you no more 
to lay ? 

V2, Good Madam, let me {ce your face, 

Ol Have you any Commiſſion from your Lord, to 
negotiate with my face : you arenow out of your Text: 
but we willdraw the Curtaine, and ſhew you the picture, 
yemagen fir, ſuch a oac I wasthis preſent : lit nor well 

one ? ; 

Vie. Excellently done, if God did all. 

"wag 'Tisin graine fir, *twill endure winde and wea- 


Vie. "Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white, 
Natures owne ſweet, and cunning hand laid on ; 

Lady, you are the cruell'it ſhe alive, 
If you will leade theſe graces tothe grave, 
And leave the world no copy- 

G4. O (ir, I willnot beſo hard-hearted : 1 will give 
out divers ſcedules of my beauty. It ſhall be Inventoricd 
and every particic and vtenſile labell'd tomy will: Ag, 
Irem twolippes indifferent red, Item two grey eyes, 
with lids tothem:Item one necke,one chin,and ſo forth, 
Were you ſent hither topraiſe me ? 


Io. | lee you what you are, you arc 00 proud ; 


But if you were the divell, you are faire : 
My Lord, and malter loves you : O iuch love 


Could be but recompeac'd, though you were crown'd 


The non-pareill of beauty: 
Ol, How does he love me? 
Fo. Withado ations, fertill teares, 


With groancs that thunder love, with ſighes of fire, 
OL. Your Lord does know my mind,1 cannot louc him 
know him noble, 


Yet I ſuppoſe him v 


| ertuous, 
Ot greateltate, of freſh and liainclefle youth ; 


la voyces well divulg'd, free, lcarn'd, and valiant, 


And indimenfion, and the ſhape of nature, 
A graciousperſon ; But yet I cannot love him - 
He might hauc tooke his anſwer long agoe. 

Vis. If I did love you inmy maſters flame, 


With ſucha fuffring, fucha deadly lite 
In your deniall, I would find no ſence, 
I would not underſtand it. 

Ol, Why, what would you ? 


Fio. Make me a willow Cabine at your gate, 
And call upon my foule within the houſe, 
Write loyall Cantons of contemned love, 

And fing them lowd even inthe dead of night ; 
Hollaw your name to the reverberatc hilles, 
And mate the babling Goſlip of the ayre, 


Cry out Olivia : O you ſhould not re!t 


Berweene the elements of ayrc, and carth, 


Burt you ſhould pitty me. 
O41. You mightdoe much : 
What is your Parentage? 


Ute. Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well : 


I«z3Gentleman. 
Ol. G:r youro your Lord: 


I ——_—_— 
Vnleſſe (perchance) you come to me againe 
Totcli me how he takes it ; Fare you well: 

I chanke you for your paines : ſpend this tor me. 


Vis. Tam no teede-poalt, Lady ; keepe your purſe, 


My Maſter, not my lelte, lackes recompence. 


Love make his heart of flint, that you | 


loves 


And let your fervour like my Maſters be, 
Plac'd in contempt : Farwell fayre cruclty- 


Ol. What is your Parentage ? 
Above my fortunes, yet my {tate is well 


I am a Gentleman. lle be {wornethou art, 


Thy tongue, thy tace, thy limbes, aRions, and ſpirit, 
Doe give thee five-fold blazon : nottoofaſt : ſott, ſoft, | 


Vnletle the Maſter werethe man. How now ? 
Even ſoquickly —_— catch the plague ? 


Methinkes I tcele 
With an inviſible, and ſubtle ftealth 


is youths perfeCtions 


To creepe nat mine eyes. Well, let it be, 


What hoa, CMHalvele. 
Enter Maluoli. 


Afal. Heere Madam, at your {crvice. 


Ol. Runne after that ſame peevith Meſſenger 
The Councs man : he leftthis Ring behind him, 
Would I, or not : tell him, lienone of it. 

Deſire him not to flatter with his Lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes, I am not for him 2 
If that the youth will come this way tomorrow, 
lle give him reafonsfor't : bye thee CAalvolie, 


Ma, Madam, I will. 


Ol. Idoe 1 know not what,and feareto find 
Mine eye too greata flatterer for my mind: 


Exu#. | 


Ext. 


Fate | 


OMOMOMmmmmmm 


- 


i 


” 
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T welfe N{night, or, W hat you will, 


Fae, ſhew thy force, our ſelves we doe not owe, | into a Cefperate aſſurance, ſhe will nene of him. And one 
Whart is decreed, mult be ; and bethus fo. | thing more, that you be never io hardy tocowe againe 
Fins, Aus primis. | 12 his aftaires, unkfle it be to repert your Lords 
| of this: recerve it{o. 
inn — —— | PFs. Shctooketh: Ringot me, lenone of it. 


| OMal, Comeſir, you peeviſhly threw it to her rand 

Ailus Secundus. Scena Prima, | her will is, it ſhould be CEN : It it be worth ſtog- 

—_ | pig forgthere it lyes, in youreye : it not, be it histhat 

EE EEE TS CAE | tines 1t, Ei, 
Enter Antonio, and Sebaſtian. Us. Ileft no Ring with her: what meanes this Lady ? 


- eAn. Willyou ftay no longer : nor will you not that I | Foxtune forbid my out-tide have not charm'd her : 
goc with you? : | She made good view of me, indecd ſo much, 
Seb. By your patience,no : my ſtarres ſhine darkely; | That ture me thought Fer eyes hadloſt her rongue, 
over me ; the malignancy ofmy tate, might perhaps dt-+ | For ſhe 6id {| peake 1n [tarts diſtraftedly. 
ſtemper yours , therefore I ſhall crave of you your leave, | She loves me ſure, the cunning of ber paſſion 
that I may beare my cvills alone. It were @ bad recom» | Invites me in this churliſh mcſlenger : 
pence for your loveyto lay any of them on you. None of my Lords Ring ? Why hc {ent her none ? 
An, Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. | I amthe man, ifit be ſoas es, 
Seb. No ſooth tir, my determinate voyage 1s mere | Poore Lady, ſhe were better love adreame: 
extravaganc;- But I perccive 12 you ſo excclicnt a touch | Diſguiſc, 1 ſcethou arta wickednefle, 
of modcity, that you will not extort fromme, wha: I am | \Whereinthe pregnant enemy doesmuch. 
willing to kcepe 19 : rhere'orcit charges me 1n manners, How eaſic is it, tor the proper falſe 
the rathcr toexpreſſc my {life ; you mult know ot mee | In womens waxen hearts to ſet their formes : 
then Antonso, my name is Sebaftiaes (which 1 call'd Rode- | Alas, our frailty isthe cauſe, not we, 
1520) my father wasthat Sebaſtren of Meſſahne, whom | | For ſuch as we are made, it ſuch we be: 
know voa have beard of. He left behind him, my felte, | How will this fadge ? My maſter loves her deercly, 
anda fiuter, both borne in an hore: if the Heavens hid | And 1 (poore moniter) fond aſauch on him: 
beene p!cal'd, world ws had to ended. But you fir, al- | And ſhe (miſtaken) ſeemes to dote on me : 
ier*2 that, for ſome houre before you tooke mx from the | Whar will become of this? As Iam man, 
breach of the ſea, was my ſitter drown'd. My ſtate 15 deſperate for my maiſters love ; 
An. Alasthe day! As I am woman (now alas the da 
Seb. A Lady firgthongh it was ſaid ſhe much refem- | What chriftleſle Gghes ſhall poore Ohwis breathe ? 
bled me, was yct of many accotnted beautiful!;butt hough | O time, thou muſt untangle this,not I, 
I could not with ſuch cftimable wonder over-tarre be- | It15rco hard a knot for me tunty. 
Icevethar, yet thus farre I will boid;y publiſh her, ſhe | 
| 
| 


—_— | — — 7 — ——— OO —— a 


Scena Terta, 


bore a m1adthat envy could not bt call faire ; Shee 1s | 
drown'd already fir with ſalt water, though I ſeeme to | 
drowne her remcinbra3ce againe with more. | 
ent. Pardon me ir, your bad entertainarnts | 
Seb. O good Antomio, torgive mc your trouvle, | 
Ant. 1t you will not murrher me tor my love, let me | 
be your ſervant. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Sir And ow. 
Tob. Approach Sir eAndrew : not to be a bed after 


| 
| 


' 


| 


| 


EW” 


Seb. If you will notundoe what you have done, that is 
kill im, whom you have recouer'd, actire it not. Farc 
ye well at once, my boſome is tull of kindnefle, and 1 
am yet lo neere the manners of my mother, that upon the 
leaſt occaſion more, mine eyes will tellrales of me ; 1am 
bound to the Count Or/ino s Court, farewell. Fxv. 

en. The gentlenelle of all the gods goe with thee : 

I have many enemies it; Or7/eno's Court, 

Eife would I very ſhortly {cc thee there : 

But come what may, I doc adore thee fo, 

That danger {hall fecmec tport, and I will OCs Exim. 


JE CER 


— 


Scena Secunda. 


— 


——_— 


Enter Uula, and Malvelio, at ſevirall droves, 
Atat. Were not you cu'nnow, with the Countefle O- 


| Gra? 


C1. bvennow fir, on a moderatepace, I have ſince 
ar1*1 Hot hither. 

Mal. She retarnes this Ring to you (fir) you might 
haveiaved memy paines, to have taken it away your 
ſelfe. She aids morcover, that you ſhould put your Lord 


| midnight, 15to be up betimes,and Dilienls ſwrgere,thou 


| 


| Pigrogromuus, of the Vapians 


know ſt. 

And, Nay by my troth I know not : but] know, to 
be up late, i:to be up late, 

To. A falleconciuſfion : I hate it asan unfill'd Canne, 
To beup after midnight, and to goe to bed then is early: 
lo that togoeto bed atter midnight, is to goe to bed be- 
times. Dozs not our lives confilt of the foure Elc- 
ments ? 

en, Faith ſothey ſay, bur I thinke it rather conſiſts 
of cating and drinking. 

To. Thart a {choller ; let us therefore cate and drinke, 
Mariax Iiay,a ſtoope of wine. 

E mer Clowne. 
And. Heere comes the foole yfaith. 
Clo. How now my hearts; Did you never ſee the Pic- 


| ture of wethree ? 


Ts. Welcome afſe, now let's have a catch. 
And, By my troth the foole has an excellent breaſt, 1 
had rather then forty ſhillings I had {uch a legge, and ſo 
{weeta breath to ſing, as the foole has. Inſooth thou waſt 
in very gracious fooling laſt night, when thou ſpok'ſtof 
ing the EquinoRiall of 
Lnenbu : tygas very good yfaith : 1 ſent thee ___—_ 
or 


| 


—_— 


SE EWY 


| 


call me knave. Begin foole : it begins, Hold thy peace, 


_ 
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for thy N—_ had(t ad. FIE,D F 

Cle, I did impeticosthy gratillity ; for Afa/vehos note 
isno W hip-ſtocke. My Lady has a white hand, and the 
Mermidons are no bottle-ale houtcs. 


As. Excellent : Why this is the beſt fooling, when | 
all is done. Now a ſong. F 

Te Come on, there is ſixe pence for you. Let's have 
a ſong. 

” There's ateſtrill of me too; if one Knight give a- 

Cle. Would you have a love-ſong, or a ſong of goud 
life ? 

To. Aloveſong,alove long. 

An, 1, 1- I carenct for good hte. 


9 — 


Clowe ſmgs. 
0 Miltris mine where are you romwg ? 
0 ſtay and beare, your true loves commy, 
That can ſing both high and low, 
Trip no ſurther pretty ſweetwng, 
I 1 aud in lovers meeting. 
Ev:ry wiſe mans ſore doth know. 
An, Exccllent good, i taith. 
To. Good, 
(lo. What us love, "tis not btereaſter, 
Preſent mirth, bath preſent laughter : 
What s to come, 1 fall unſure, 
Ind:lay there tyes no plenty, 
Then come &1(ſe me ſweet and ew em) : 
Tomths a ſtuffe will not endure. 
An, & axllifuousvoyce, as [ am true knight, 
To. A contagious 
en. Very {weet, and contagious itaith. ; 
To. To heare by the noſe, it1s dulcet in contagion. 


But ſhall we gake the Welkin dance indeed? Shall we 
rowze the night-Owle ina Carch that willdrawe three 
ſoulcs out of one Weaver 2 Shall we doe that ? 

And, And you love me,lct's doo'c: I am dogge at a 
Catch. 

Cle. Byrlady fir, and ſome dogs will catch wel', 

eAnd, Moit certaine : Let our-Catch be, T how Knaxe. 

(le. Hold thy peace, then Knave knight, 1 ſhall be con- 
ſrain'd in't, to call thee Knave,Knight, 

en. 'T:i5notthe firſttime 1 have conſtrained one to 


{ to. I ſhall never begin if | hold my peace. 
An, Goodttaith ; Come begin« ( «tch ſung. 
Emer Maria. 

Afar. What a catterwalling doe you keepe heere? If 
my Lady have not cail'd up ber Steward Malvoke, and 
bid him turne you out of doores, nevertruſt me. 

Te. My Lady's a (<rayen, we are politicians, Matvolins 
a Peg-a-ramiic, and Tore merry men be we. Am not I 
conſangiunious? AmlI not of acr blood : tilly vally. La- 
dy !1T here dwelt amanin Babylon, Lady, Lady. 

Ch, Bcſhrew me, the knight's in admirable fooling, 

An. I, he do's wcll _ it he be diſpol'd, and ſo doe 
I too : he docs it witha better grace, tut I doe it more 
naturall, 

To, O the twelſe day of Decemer, 

«Aar, For the love 0'God peace. 

Emer Malvolso, 

al. My maſtersare you mad F Or what are you? 
Have youno wit, manners, nor honeſt y, but te 
like Tinker at this time of night? Doc yee make an Ale- 
bouſe of my Ladies houſe, that ye ſqueak out your Cozi- 
ers Catches without any mitigation or remorle of voyce ? 
Isthere noreſpeRt of place, perſons, nor time in you ? 


To. Wedid kecepe time fir ia our Catches. Snecke up. 

Meal, Sir Toby, I mult beround with you. My Lady 
bad me tell you, thac though ſhe harbors you as her kinf- 
man, the's nothing ally*d to your diforders. 1f you can 
leparate your felte and your miſdemeanors, you are wel- 
cometothe houſe : if not, and it would pleaſe youto take 
leave of her, ſhe is very willing to bid you tarewell. 

To. Farewell deere heart, fince I alt needs be gone. 

Mar. Nay good Sir Toby. 

Che. His eyes doe ſhew his cayesare almoſt done. 

Atl. 1s't even 10? 

To. But l willnevery dye, 

Cho. Sir Toby there you lye. 

Mal. This1s much credit to you, 

To. Shall [bid bim goet 

Clo. What and if you doe ? 

To. Shall [ bid bima goe, and pave net 7 

Clo. O no, no, no, no, you dare not. 

To, Our o'tune fir, ye lye: Artany more then a Stew. 
2rd ? Doſtthou thinke becauſe thou art vertuous, there 
{hall be no more Cakesand Alc ? 

Clo. Yes by S. «Anne, and Ginger ſhall be het y'th 
mouch too, 

To. Thrarti'thright. Goe fir, rub your Chaine with 
crums. A ſtope ct Wine Afaria. 

Mel. Miftris Mary, if you priz'd my Ladves favour 


at anything more then comempt, you would not give _ 


meanes for this uncivili rule ; the (hall know of it by this 
hand. £ Xt» 

AMar.Goe ſhake your eares. 

An. "Twere as good adeed as todrinke when a mans 
a hangry, to challenge him the field, and thento breake 
promile with him, and axake a toole of him. 

To. Doo'c knight, lie write thee a Challenge : or lle 
deliver thy indiguationto him by word of mouth. 

Mar, Sweet dir Toby be paticne for to night ; Since 
the youth of th: Counts was today with my Lady, ſhes 
much om of quict. For Mounticur Matvelo, let oe alone 
with him: If 1 doenot gull himintoan ay word,and make 
him a common recreation. doe not thinke I have wit c- 
nough tolye ſtraight in my bed : I know I candoe it. 

To. Poſſcfle us, poſi fieus, tell us ſomething of him. 


Har, Marry lir, fometimes he 1sa kind of Purnane, } 


An. O, if | thought thar, Ide beate himlike a dogge. 
Te, What for being a Puiitan, thy exquiſite reatong 
deere knight. 

An. I haveno exquiſite reaton for';, but i have reafon 
good enough. EY | 
Mar. The div'il a Puritane that he is, or any thi 
conſtantly but a time-pleatcr, an aiſeRion'd Alle, that 
Cons State without booke,and utters it by great ſwarths., 
The beſt perſivaded ot himicitezſocram'd(as he chinkes) 
with excellencies, that ir 1s his grourd of taith, that all 
that looke on hian, love him: and on that vice in him, will 

my revenge find aotable cauſe to worke. 

To. W hat wilt thou doe ? 

Mer. I will drop in his way ſome obſcure Epiſtlesof 
love, wherein by the colour of bis beard,the ſhape of his 


legge, the manner of his gate, the expreſſure of his eye, | 


forchead, and completion, he (hall find bimſelfe moſt 
feclingly perſonated, I can write very like my Lady 
your Neece,. on a forgoiten matter we can hardly make 
diſtinction of our hands. 

To. Excellent, 1 ſmell a device. 

An. 1 hav'tin my noſc too. 

Ts. He ſhall thinke by the Letters that thou wile d 
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that they come from my Neece, and that ſhe's in loye 
with him» 

Mw. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe of that colour, 

An. And your horſe now would make himan Aſle. 

Mar. Aſie, I doubt nor. 

eAn, O twill be admirable, 

Mar. Sport royall I warrant you : 1 know my Phy- 
ſicke will worke with bim, 1 will plant you two,and let 
rhe Foole make a third, where he ſhall find the Letrer : 
obſerve this conſtruRion of it :For thisnight to bed,and 
dreame on theevent. Farewell. Ex. 

T 0. Good night Penthiſilea. 
An. Before me ſhz'sa good wench. 
Ts. She's a beagle, trac bred, and one that adores me; 
what o'that ? 
An. 1 was ador'd once too. 
To. It's to bed knight : Thon hadſt neede fend for 
more money. 
An. 1f 1 cannot recover your Neece, I am a foule way 
Out. 
To. Send for money knight, if thou haſt her not i'th 
end, call me Cur. ; 
An. If I doe nor, never truſt me, take it how you will. 
To. Come, come, Ile goc burne ſome Sacke,tistoo late 
to goe to bed now : Come Knight, come —_ 
xennt. 


— — — — —  — —__I_____—— — — — — 
P—— —— — OO *O—_—_ 


Scena (Quarta, 


_— +— q_  <— 
—” 


Enter Dake, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Du.Give me ſome Muſicke; Now gocd morrow friends 
Now good Ceſ«r0, but that peece of ſong, 

That old and Anticke tong we heard laſt night ; 
echought it did rciceeve my paſſion much, 
e then light ayres, and recollected termes 
molt briske and giddy-paced times, 
Come, 'cr{C. 

C#.He is noc here ({o pleaſe your Lordſhip) that ſhould 
{ing 1t, 

Du, Whowasut? 

Cnr. Fete the Iciter my Lord, a foole that the Lady 
Oliviaes Father tooke much delightin. He is about the 
bouſc. 

Dwk. Sccke him out, and play the tune the while. 

CAaſicke player. 
Come hither Boy, it cver thou ſhalt love 
In the ſweet pangs of it, remember me ?, 
For {uch as 1 am, all true Lovers are, 
Vnſtaidand skittiſh in all motions clic, 
Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
That is bclov'd. How dolt thou like this tune 2 

Fe. It givesavery ecchotothe ſcate 
Where love 1s thron'd. 

Ds. Thoudoſt ſpeake maſterly, 

My lite upon'c, yong though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ſtaid upon {ome favour that it loves : 
Hath 1itnor boy ? 

Us. Alle, by your favor. 

Ds. What kind of woman ilt ? 

Vis. Of your completion. 

Du. She is not worth thee then. W hat yeares ifaith ? 

Fie. About vour yeares my Lord. 

Ds, Too old by heaven: Let ſtill che woman take 


An elder then her {clfe, ſo weares ſhe to him : 
So {wayes ſhe leycll in her husbands heart : 
| For boy, however we doe praiſe our ſelves, 
Our tancics are more giddy andunfrme, 
More longing, wavering, {ooner loſt and worne, 


' Then womensarce. 


Vie. I thinke it well my Lord. 
Ds. Then letthy Love be yongerthen thy (clfe, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent : 
For women ate as Roſes, whole faire flowre 
Being once ditplaid, doth fall that very houre. 
Vie. Andiothey are : alas, thatthey are fo: 
To dyc, even whenthey to pertetion grow. 
Lnter Curio, and C lowne, 
Dwk, O fellow come, the ſong we had laſt night : 
Marke it C e{#r40, it is old and plaine ; 
The Spiniters and the Knitters 1n the Sun, 
And the tree maidsthat weave their thred with bones, 
Doe uſeto chant it z it is filly ſooth, 
Anddallics with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 
Cle. Are you ready Sir ? 
Dk, I prethee ſing. 
The Song. 
Come away, come away death, 
And mn ſad cypreſſe let me be laid, 
Fe away, fie away breath, 
I am ſlaue by a faire cruell maid. 
AM) frrowd of white, flucke all wth Ew, O prepare 
Ay part of death no one ſo true did (hare it, (i, 


Not 4 flower, not a flower ſweet 

On my blacks coffin, let there br : 

Nor 2 friend vor @ friend greet FI: 

CA! peore corpes, where my bones hall be thr owne : 
A thonſ«nd thonſand ſighes to ſave lay me O where 
Sad true lover mver find my grave, to weepe there. 


— 


CMmſiche, 


Ds. There's for thy paines. 

Cs, No panes fir, I take pleaſure in ſinging fir. 

Ds. lle pay thy pleaſure hea. 

Clo. Trucly fir, and plcaſure will be paid one time, or 
another, 

Dsk. Give me now leave, to leave thee. 

Duk. Now the mclancholly God prote& thee, and the 
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffata, for thy 
mind isa oo _ _ have men of ſuch conſtans 
Cy put to Sea, that their buſineſle might be every thi 
and their intent every where, forties it, -that ws. 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell, Exu, 

Duh, Let all thereſt give place : Once more Ceſario, 
Get theeto yond ſame ſoveraigne cruelty ; 
Tell her my love (more noble then the world) 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands, 
The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her,” 
Tell her Thold as giddily as Fortune : 
But ris that miracle, and Queene of lems 
Thar natureprankes her in, attraftsmy ſoule. 

Vs. But it ſhecannotlove you fir. 

Ds. Itcannot be ſoanſwer'd, 

Uo. Sooth but yoa muſt. 
by _ {ome IG es there is, 

ath for your love as a ot heart 
Asyou +1 for Olederybtnnt, love her : 
You tell her ſo : Muſt Covcciben be anſiver'd? 
Diuk, There 15 no womans ſides 


& 


—_— 
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Can bide the beating of ſo ſtrong a paſſion, 

As lovedoth give my heart : no womans heart 
So bigge, to bold ſo much, they lacke retention. 
Alas their love may be call'd appetite, 

No motion of the Liver, bur the Pallat, 

That ſuffer ſurfer, cloyment, and revolt, 

But mine is all as hungry asthe Sea, 

And can diſgeſt as much, make no compare 
Betweenetbat love a woman can beare me, 

And thatT owe Olrvie, 

Vie. Ibut I know. 

Ds. W hat doſt thou know ? 

Us, Too well what love womento men may owe : 
In faith they are as truc of heart, as we. 

My father had a danghter lov'd a man 
As ic might be perhaps, were I a woman 
I ſhould your Lordſhip. 

Duk. And what's hcr hiſtory? 

Fie, A blanke my Lord : ſhe never told her love, 
But let concealment like a worme 1'th budde 
Feede on her damaske checke : ſhe pin'd i thought, 
And with a greene and yellow melancholly, 

She fate like Patience ona Monument, 

Smiling at greefe. Wasnot this love indeed ? 

We men may ſay more, {weare more,but indeed 
Our ſhewes are more then will : for (till we prove 
Much in our vowes, bur little in our love. 

Ds, But di'd thy ſiſter of her love my Boy ? 

Vie. 1 amall the davghters of my Fathers houſe, 
And al the brothers too : and yet 1 know not. 
Sir, ſhall 1 ro this Lady ? 

Ds. I that's the Theame, 

To her in haſte ? give her this Iewell : ſay, 
Thy love can give no place,bide no denay. 


F xemnt. 


Scena Quinta. 


Emer Sir Toby, Sir eAnarew, and Fabian. 

To. Come thy wayes Sigmor Fabran, 

Fab, Nay lle come : it {loſe a {cruple of this ſport, 
[et me be boyl'd rodeath with Mclavcholly 

To. Wouldit thou not be glad to have the niggardly 
Raſcally ſhcepe-biter, come by ſome notab'c (han ? 

Fa, I would cxult man ; you know he broughe me out 
of favour with my Lady,about a Beare- baiting bere. 

Te. Toanger him wec'i have the Beare againe, and 
| my toolc him blacks and blew, ſhall we not fir An- 

? 
An. And wedoe not, it is pitty of our lives. 
Emer Maria. 

Ts. Heere comes the little villaine : How now my 
Nettle of [ndia? 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box tree: Malveho's 


comming downe this walke, he has beene yonder i'the 
Sunne practiſing behaviour to his owne ſhadow this ha!fe 
boure : obſerve hum for the love of Mockery:for I know 
this Letter will make a contemplative Ideot of him.Cloſe 
inthe name of jeaſting, lyethou there : for heere comes 
the Trowt, that muſt be caught with tickling. Exit. 
Emer Malvolio. 

Atal. 'Tis but Fortune, all is fortunc. Maria once 
told me ſhe did affeRt me, and | have heard her ſelfe come 


thusneere, that ſhould ſhe faricy; ir ſhould be one of my 
| completion. Beſides ſhe uſes me with a more exalted 


reſpeR,then any one elſe that followes her. W bat ſhould 


I thinke on't? 

To. Heere'sanover-weening rogue. 

Fa. Ohpeace: Contemplation makesa rare Turkey 
Cocke of him, how he jetsunder his advanc'd plumes, 

And. Slight I could fo beate the Rogue. 

To. Peace I ſay. 

Aal, Tobe Count CMalvelio. 

To. Ah Rogue. 

An, Viſtoll him, piſtoll kim. 

To. Peace, peace. 

Alat. There iscxample for': : The Lady of the Stra- 
chy, marricd the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

An. Fye on him lezabel. 

Fa. O peace, now he'sdcepely in : looke how imagi- 
nation blowes him. 

Meal. Having beene three moneths marricd to her, 
ſitting 11 my ftate. 

To. O fora ſtone-bow to hit him in theeye. 

Mal. Calling my Officers about me, in my branch'd 
Velvet gowne : having come trom a day bed, where | 
have lefr Olwns (leeping. 

To. Fireand Brimſtone, 

Fa. O peace, pcace. 

Mal. And then to have the humor of ſtate : and after 
ademurc travaile of regard : telling them I know my 
p_ as I would they ſhould doe theirs : to aske for my 

inſman Toby. 

To. Boltesand ſhackles. 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now. 

CAMal. Seaveu of my people with an obedient ſtarr, 
make out for him : I trowne the while, and perchance 
winde up my watch, or play with my tome rich Iewell ; 


Toby hes ; cartlics there to me. 

To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fe. Though our {ilerce be drawne from us with cares, 
yet peace. 

Meal. 1 extend my hand to him thus : quenching my 
familiar ſmile withan auſtere regard of controll. 

To. And do's not Tebytake you a blow o'the lippes? 
then ? 

Meal. Saying, Cofine Toby, my Fortunes having caſt 
me on your Necce, give ime this prerogative of ſpecch; 

To. What, what? 

Aat. You mult amend your drunkennefle, 

Fab. Nay paticnce, or we breake the finewes of our 

lot? 

4 Mel. Beſides you walte the treaſure of your time, 
with a fooliſh kmght. 

Aud, That's me T warrant you; 

Mal. One tir Andrew, 

And. I knew *twas i, for many doe call me focle. 

Mal. What 2mployment have we hcere? 

Fa. Now is the Woodcocke ncece the gin. 

To. Ohpeace, and the fpirit of humors intimate rea- 
dingaloud ro him, 

CMal. By my lifethisis my Ladics hand : theſebe her 
very C*s,her F':, and her T's, and thus makes ſhe her 
great P's. It is incontemptof queſtion her hand. 

eAn. Her C's, her P's, and her T's: why that ? 

Mal, To the unknowne below” d, thu, and my good Wiſhes : 
Her very Phraſes: By your leave wax. Sotr, and the im- 
preſſure her Zacrece, with which ſhe uſes ro ſcale; tismy 
Lady : To whom ſhould this be? 

Fab. This winnes him, Liver and all. 
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Mal. love knowes I love, but who, Lips doe not moove , no | 


men muft know. No manmult know. W hat followes? 
The numbers altcr'd ; No man mult know, 
If this ſhould be thee Iſalvoirs ? 

To. Marry hang thee brocke. 

Mal. 1 m1y command where { adire, but ſilence like a Lu- 

creſſe knife, 
With bleoaleſſe flroke my keart doh gore, CAM. O. A. IT. aoth 
ſway my life. 

Fa. A fuſtian riddle. 

To. Exccilcut Wench, ſay T. 

Mal. A. O. A.1. doth tway my lite, Nay bur fir{t 
let me fee, let me ice, let me ſee. 

Fab. What diſh a poyſon has ſhe dreſt him ? 

To. And with what wing the ttallioncheckes at it? 

Mal. I may command, where I adore: Why ſhe may 
command me : I ſerve her, the is my Lady. Why this is 
evidcnt to any formall capacity, There is no obſtruction 
in this, and the end ; W hat ſhould that Alphabericall po- 
fition portend, if I could make that retemble ſomething 
1g me ? Softly, 4.0.4.1 

To. O 1, make upthat, he is now at a cold ſent. 

Fab. Sowrer will cry upon't tor ail this, though 1t be as 
ranke asa Fox. 

Mal. M. HMHatvelio,M. Why that begins my narwe. 

Fab. Did notll ſay he would worke it our, the Curr is 
excc'lent a: faults. 


| appeare wm thy /muling, thy ſmiles become thee well. There. 


| Ithanke thee, 1 will iwule,I will dee every thing that thoy 


_ 


Adal. m1 . But then there is no conſonancy in the ſe- * 


quclithar ſuff ers under probation ; eA. ſhould tollozw, 
but O. docs. 

Fa. And O ſhall end, 1 hope. 

To. 1, or lle cucgell bim, ad make himcry 0, 

Mat. And then 1. comes behind. 

Fab. 1, and you had any eye Uchind yon , you might 
ſce more detraction at your hccles, then Fortunes betore 
y Olle = 

Mal. M.O.A.L This imulaticn is not as the former: 
and vert tocruſh this a litcle, 1c would bow to me, for c- 
very one of theſe Letters are 1n my name. Soft, here fol- 
lowes protec : If thu fall mts thy hand,rcvelue.In my Starrcs 
[ am above thee, but be nor . tfraid of greatnefle : Some 
are become great, ſome atchcceve greatneſle, and forme 
have greatnefſe thruſt upon caz. Thy fates open their 
hands, let thy blood and {pirit embrace them, and to ja- 
are thy {cite tro what thou art l1keto be 2 caltthy humble 
ſlough, and appeare trelh. Bz oppolite with a kinſman, 
ſfurly with ſervants : Letthy rongue tang arguments of 
State ; put thy {cltc into the tricke of ſingularity. Shee 
thus advitcs thee, that 1ghcs for thee. Remember who 
commended thy yellow i:ockings, and with'dto fee thec 
ever croſlc 82! ter d; I] lay reancmver, g9C tOOg thou arr 
made if thou defir'tt to be {© : It not, lee me fee thee a fie 


' upon her, which will now be ſo unſuteable to her Citpor 


me rr CE —————— 


ward till, the fellow ot tcrvants, and not worthy to { 
touch Fortunes fingers Farwe.l. Shee that would altcr * 


{Crvices with thee, the fortunate unhappy dayight ard 
champian diſcoversnor more : This is open, I will be 
proud, Iwillreade politicke Authors, I will batfle Sir 


' bor, it thy Tabor ſtand by the Church. 


Toby, I will waſh off groſle acquaintance, I willbe po:nt | 


deviſe, the very man. I doe now foole my ſelfe, to let 
imagination jade me; tor every reaſon excites r6 this, 
that my Lady loves me. She did commend my 
ſtockings of late, ſhe did praiice my legge being croſie- 
garrer'd, and inthis ſhe manifeſts her {fe ro mv jove, 
and with a kind of injantion drives me to theſe habirs 
of her !1king. Ithanke my ſtarres, ! am bar» 
be {trange, ſtout, in yellow {tocking,and cro(! 
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| words, may quickely make them wanton. 
yellow | 


2arecr d 


— 


even with the ſwiltnefle of putting on. Jove, and my 
[tarres be praiſed, Heere is yet a pollcript. Thew canii 
not chooſe but kx ow who 1 am. |f them entertainſt my love let 


fore m my preſence ſtill ſole, deere my ſweet, I prethee. love 


wilthave mc. E xa, 

Fab. 1 will not give ry part cf this ſport for a penſ- 
on of thonſands to be paid trom the Sophy. 

To. I could marry this wench for this device. 

en. Socould 1too, 
To. And aske no cther Cowry with ter, but ſuch ano- 
encT jcit. 

Enter Maria. 

en, Norl reither, 

F2b. Hicre comes my neblc gull-catcher. 

7 o. Wilt thou fet thy toute o'my necke? 

An. Or o'mie cithcr? 

T o. $hall I play my txedome at tray-trip, and become 
thy bondſlave ? 

eAn, Itaith, or Icither? 

Tob. Why,thou haſt put bim in ſuch a dreame, that 
whenthc :mage of it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 

Aa. Nay but ſay true, do's  w 01ke upon hum? 

To. Like Aquavitz with a Midwife, 

AMear.\It you will then fee the truits of the ſport,marke 
h1s brit approachbefore wy Lady : he will come to her 
in yellow Cchings, and *tis acelour ſhe abhorres, and 
croſle garte1*d, a taſhion ſhe derefſts ; and he will ſmile 


{it11, being addicted tro a melancholiy,as ſhe 1s, that it 
cannot but turne him intoa notable contempt: if you will 
{ce it, follow me. 


To. Tothe gatcsof Tartar, thou moſt excellent divell 
of wit. 
Ard. Ie make onctoo. E xennt, 
Fizu All Sicund., 


-— | 


— 


eA tus Teriins. Scana Prima. 


CO 


: 
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Enter Viola, and ( Towne. 


Uss. Save thee Fricnd and thy Muſicke : doſt thou live 
by the Tabor ? 

{ ts. Notir, I live by the Church. 

Us, Artthou a Churchman ? : 

C/o. No ſuch matter fir, I doe live by the Church:tor, 
I doc live at my honic, and my houle doth ſtand by the 
Church. _ 

Iu. Sothou maiſt ſay the King lyes by a begger, 2 | 
beg2er dwe'l neer him : or the Church l[tands by thy 


Clos. You have {aid fir : Toe this age ! A ſentence 1s 
but a chev*rill glove tO 1 gO« < witte, how quickely the 
vrong ſide may be turr'd outward. , | 

] 10. Nay that's cert:ine : they that dally nicely with 


Clo, I wouldtherefore my ſiſter had had no Name _— | 
$19. Why man? | h 
Co, Why fir, hername*sa word, and to dally wit 
that wortl, might make my ſiſter wanton : But i 
WOrCvs a7e very Raſcals, ſince bonds diſgrac'd them. 
Vo. I hy rcalon man? 


Inn 


—— _ —— 


Ch. \ 
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T welfenight, or what __ will, 
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— a — — _ — OO — MO BET eo ———_ 
— — 
+ 


{e Tcoth fir, I can yeeld you none withour words, 
and wordsarc growne lo falſc,l am loath to prove reaſon 
with them» 

Fn. 1 warrantthou art a merry fellow , and car'ſt for 


Clo. Notſofir, I doe care for ſomething : but in my 
conſcience fir 1 doe not care for you : ifthat be to carefor 
nothing (ir, 1 would it woald make you inviſible. 

14o.Art notthou the Laily Ofsvia's toole ? 

Cle, No indeed (if,the Lady Okwis has no folly, ſhee 
will keepe no foole fir,till ſhe be married , and toolesare 
as like husbands,as Pilchersare to Herrings,the husbands 
chevigger,l am indeed not ber foole,but her corrupterof 
words. 

Vie. I faw thee late at the Count Orfino's. 

Cl Foolery fir does walke about the Orbe like the 
Sunae, it ſhines where, I would be ſorry fir,butthe 
Foole ſhould dexsolt with your Malter, as with my Mt- 
{tris :I thinke I ſaw your wiſedome there. 

Vie. Nay and thou paſſe upon mee, Ile no more with 
thee. Hold there's expences for thee. 

Clo. Now love in his next commodity of haire , ſend 
thee a beard. 

Vie. By my troth lle tell thee , Iam almoſtſicke for 
one,though I would not have it grow on my chinne. Is 
thy Lady within. 

Clo. Would nga of _— _ ſir ? 

Vie. Yes,being togetber,and put to uſe. 

Clo.l would play Lord P andarne of Phrygia ir to bring 
a Creſrida tothis Tropime, 

Fio. 1 underſtand you fir, tis well begg'd. 

Cle, The matrer I hope isnot great tir ; begging,buta 

; Creſrids wasa begger. My Lady is within fir, I 
wil conſter tothem whence you come,who youare,and 
what you would is vat of my Welkin, I might ſay Ele- 
ment,butthe word 15 over-worne. Exit. 

Vis. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the focle, 

And to doe that well,craves a kinde of wit : 

He muſt obſerve their mood on whom he jcſts, 

The quality ot pertons,and the time : 

And like th: Haggard,checke at every Feather 

That comes before his eye. This is a practice, 

} As full of labour as a Wiſc-mans Art: 

For folly that he wiſely ſhewes,is fit : 

But Wiſe mens folly falne,quite tainttheir wit. 
Enter fir Toby a«d c4ndrew. 

To. Save you Gentleman. 

Vis. Ard you fir. 

eAnd, Dien vou guard QMounſier. 

Vie, Et vouz, auſie voſtre ſervitere, 

eAxd, 1 hope (ir, you are,and I am yours. 

To. Will zou encounter the houte,my Neece is deſi- 
rous you ſhould enter if your trade be to her. 

_ Fu, I am bound to your Neeee fir, I meane ſhe is the 
| liſt of my voyage. 
Te. Taſte your legges (ir,put them to motion. 
U:,,My legges doe berrer underſtand me fir,then I un- 
d what you meane by bidding me taſte my legges» 

To. I meane to goe fir,to enter. 

UsT will anſwer you with gateand entrance, but wee 
ne prevented. 

E mter Olivia and G entlewomenr. 
Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Lady, the heavens raine O- 
$ ON YOUs 

eArd.That youth's a rare Courtier,raine Odours,well. 


Fi. My matter hath no voyce Lady,butto your owne 


———C. 


MW=== 
b S, e VOuc : Ne get 'em 
all three already. ; | _” 
Of, Letthe Garden doore be ſhut, and leave meto my 
hearing. Give me your hand fir. 
Us. My duty Madam, and moſt humble ſervice. 
Ol. Whatis your name ? 
Vis. Ceſario is your ſervantsname, faire Princeſſc. 
Of. My ſervant fir? 'Twasnever merry world, 
Sincelowly feigning was call'd lement ; 
y are ſervant tothe Count Oy/ino (yvuth.) 
Vis. And he is yours, and his muſt needs be yours: 
your ſervants ſcrvant, 1s your ſervant Madam. 
Of. For him, I thinke not on him : for histhoughes, 
Would they were blankes rather then fill'd with me. 
Uo. Madam, 1 come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On IR. % 
Of. O by yourleavelI pray-yceu. 
I bad you never ſpeake againe of him ; 
But would you undertake another ſuite 
I had rather heace you, to folicitthat, 
Then Muſicke trom the ſpheares. 
Vie. Deere Lady. 
Ol. Give me lcave,beſcech youtT did ſend, 
Afterthe laſt cnchantment you did heare , 
A Ring inchace of you. Sodid I abuſe 
My ſelfe, my ſervant, and I feare me you ; 
Vader your hardconſtrution mult ] fr. 
To force that on you in a ſhametull cunni 
Which you knew none of yours. What might you think? 
Have you not ſet mine Honor at the ſtake, 
And baited it with all th'unmazled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can thir.ke?to one of your receiuing 
Enough is ſhewne, a Cipreſle, not a boſome, 
Hides my poore heart : fo let me hcare you ſpeake. 
Vie. I pitty you. 
Cl. That's a degree to love. 
Vis. No not a grice : for tis a vulgar proofe 
That very oft we pitty enemies. 
Ol. Why then me thinkes'cistime toſmile agen: 
O world, how apt the poore are to be proud ? 
If one ſhould bea prey, how much the better 
Tofall before the Lion, thenthe Wolfe ? 
Clocke tHriker. 
The clocke ome me with the waſte of time. 
Be not affraid good youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when wit and youth is come to harveſt, 
INI a proper man *: 
T yes your way, due Welt. 
Vis, Then Weſtward hoe: 
Grace and good diſpoſition atrend your Ladyſhip:: 
You'l nothing Madame tomylerd, by me : 
Ol, : I pretheetell me whatthou thinkſt of me ? 
Vie- T hat you doe thinke you are not what you are. 
Ol. If I thinke ſo, I thinkethe fame of you. 
Vie. Thenthiake you right : I am not what Iam. 
Ol. 1 would you were, asI would have you bc. 
Uio, Would itbe better Madam, then I am ? 


I wiſh it might, fornow Iam your foole, 
Ol. O what a deale of ſcorne, lookes beautifull 2 
In the and anger of his lip, 


A murdrous guilt ſhewes nor it ſcife more ſoone, 

Then love that would ſeeme hid : Loves night,is noone. 
Ceſario, by the Roles of the Spring, ; 
By mai , honor, trnth, and every thing. 
I love thee ſo, that maugre all _ pride, 
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.| than report of valour. 


| That heart which now abhorres, to like his loves 


invention : taunt him with the licenſe of Inke : if thou 
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T welfe mght,or, What youll, 


Nor wit, nor reaſon, can my paſſion hide : 

Doe not extort thy reaſons from thisclauſe, 

For that I wooe, thou therefore haſt no canſc 2 

But rather reaſon thus, with reaſon ferter ; 

Love ſought, is good : but given unſought, is better. 
Uia. By innocence 1 ſweare, and by my youth, 

I have one heart, one boſome, and one truth, 

And that no woman has, nor never none 

Shall miſtris be of ity fave I alone. | 

And ſo adien good Madam, never more, 

\Will T my Maſters teares to you deplore. 
Of. Yet come againe: for thou perhaps mayſt move 


Exenrn, 


—__ 


——_— — — 


Scena Secunds. 


Orem — ——— ——  — —— ————_— _ 


Enter Sir Teby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian, 


| and you find ſomuch blood in his Liver, as will clog the 


eAsd. No faith, Ile not ſtay a jot longer : 

Tb. Thy reafondecre venom, give thy reaſon, 

Fabia, You mult needs yeeld your reaſon, Sir eA- | 
drew, 

And. Marry 1 ſaw your Neece doe more favoursto the 
Counts Scrving-man, than ever the beRow'd upon ax : 
I ſaw't1th Orchard. 

Tb. Did the ſee the while, old boy, tell me that ? 

eAnd. Asplaine as I ſce you now- 

Fahi, This wasa great argument of love in hertoward 


YOU. 

end. Slight; will you make an Aſe o'me ? 

Fabs, I prove it lcgitimate fir, upon the Oathes of 
judgement, and realon, 

Teh, And they have beene grand Iury men,fince before 
XN 849 was a Saylor, 

Fabi. Shee did ſhew favour tothe youth in your ſight, 
ancly to exafſperate you, to awake your dormouſe valour 
to put firc in your Heart, andbrimſtone in your Liver ; 
you ſhould then have accoſted her, and with ſome exccl- 
lent jeſts(fire-new from the mint) you ſhould have bangd 
the youth into dumbeneſſe : this was look'd for at your 
band, and this was baulkt : the double gilt of this oppor- 
runity you ter time waſh ctf, and you are now faild into 
the North of my Ladies opinion, waere you will hang 
like an ylickle on a Durchmans beard, unlefle you doe fe- 
decme it, by ſame laudable artempr, either of valour or } 

olicy. 

F Ana. And'tbeany way, it muſt be with Valour, for 
pelicy I hate : I hadas licte be a Browniſt, as a Politi- 
Clan. . 

Teb. Why then build me thy tortunes upon the baſis of 
valour. Challenge me the Counts youthto fight with him 
hurt him in cleven places, my Neece thall take note of it, 
and ature thy felte, there 1sno love-Brokcr in the world, 
can more prevaile in mans commendation with woman, 


Fab. There isno way but this fir Ando. 

Ard. Will either of you beare me achalenge to him ? 

Tob. Go, write it ina martiall hand,be curſt and briete: 
it 1sno matter how witty, ſo it be eloquent, and full of 


thou'ilt him fome thrice,it ſhall not be amiſſe,and as ma- 


ny Lyes, as will lye inthy ſheete of paper, although the | 


ſheete were big h for the bed of W&e in England, 
{et 'em downe, out it, Let there be gall enough in 
thy inke, though thou write with a Goolc-pen, no mat» 
ter : about it, 
eAnd. Where (tall I find you ? 
Teb, We'll call thee at the Cubiculo : Goe 
Exit Sir Audrey, 


Fab. This is a deere Manakinto you Sir Toby. 

Tob. 1 have becnedcere to him lad, ſometwothouſand 
Rtrohg, or ſo. 

Fa. We (hall have a rare Letter from him ; but you'le 
not deliver't. 


T6. Never fruſt me then; and by all meanes flirre on | 


the yoath toan anſwer. I thinke Oxenand wainc-ropes 
cannot hale them t -For Andrew,it he were open'd 


toot ofa flea, Iiecate the reſt of th'anatomy. 
Fab. And his oppoſite the youth brares in his viſage no 
great preſage of cruelty. 


Enter aria. 


Tob, Looke where the yongeſt Wrenof mine comes. 

Aer. It you deſire the ipleene, and will laugh your 
ſelves into ſtitches, follow me;yond gull Aaivols is tur- 
ned Heathen, a very Renegatho; for there isno chriſtian 
that meanestobe ſaved by beleeving rightly, can ever 
belceve ſuch impollible pallages of grofleneiſc. Hee'sin 
yellow ſtockings. 

Tob. And crofle garter'd ? 


Mer. Moſt villanouly : like a Pedant that keepes: 
Schoole i'th Church : 1 have dogg'd bim like his murthe- 
rer. He does obey every point of the Letter that [ dropt,! 
to betray him : He does {mile his face into more lynes, 
then isin the new Mappe, with the augmentation ot the | 
Indies : you have not lecne ſach athing as tis: I can hard | 
ly torbeare hurling thingsat him, 1 know my Lady wil 
{trike him : it ſhe doe Yell {mile, andfakc't for a great 
favour, . 

Tob, Come bring us, bring us where he is. 

E xeunt Omne!. 


CCC 


Scena Tertia. 


_—_— 
_——— — u ns 
OO — — — — — P— — — — — 


Emter Sbaſtian and Anthonis. | 


Seb. 1 would not by my will have troubled you, 
Bur ſince you make your pleaſure of your paynes, 
I wilino turther chide you. 

Arth. 1 could not ſtay behind you : my defire 
(More ſharpe thap filed ſtecle)d1d ſpurre me forth, | 
And not all love to ſee you (though to much | 
As might have drawne one to a longer voyage ) 

But jealouſte, what might befall your travell, | 
Being skilleſle icheſeparts : whichto a ſtrauger, 
Yngwded, and untriended, often prove | 
Rough, and unhoſpitable. My willing love, | 
The rather by theſe arguments of trare * | 
Ser forth in your purſuite, | 
Seb. My kind Anthonio, | 
I can no other anſwer make, but thankes, | 
But were iny worth, as ismy conſcience firme, | 


— — 


—_— 
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Yoa ſnoaldfind beter dealing : what's to doe ? If it pleaſe the cyc of one, it is with meas the very nn 
Shall we goe {eethe reliques of this Towne ? Sonnet it : Pleale one, and pleaſe all. 


Ant. To morrow fir, beſt firſt goe ſee your Lodging. 
Seb, Iamnot weary,aad 'tis long to night, 

[ pray you ler us fatisfic our eyes 

With the memorialls, and the things of fame 

That doe renowne this City. 
Am. Would youl'd pardon me : 


| doe not without danger walke theſe ſtreetes. | 


Oace ina ſea-fight*gainit the Count his gallies, 

1 did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note indeed, 

That were [ tance heere, it would ſcarſe be anſwer'd, 
Seb. Belike you ſlew greatnumber of his people. 
Ant. Th' oftence is not of ſuch a bloody nature, 

Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrell 

Might well have given us bloody argument : 

I: might have ſince beene anſwer'd in repaying 

Whar we tooke from them, which for Traihques ſake 

Moſt ot our Citty did. Onely my ſelte {toud out, 

For which if I be lapſed inthus place 

I ſhall pay deere. 

Seb. Doe notthen walke too open. 
Ant. It doth not fir me : hold fir, here's my purſe. 

In the South Suburbes at the Elephant 

[5 beſt to ludge : 1 will beſpeake our dyer, | 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 

With viewing of the Towne, there ſhall you have me. 
Sev. Why I your purſe ? 

«Ant. Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 

You have dclire to purchaſe ;and your ſtore 

I thinke isnox for idle Markets, fir, 

Seb. le be your purſe-bearer, and leave you 

For an houre. | 
Axt, To th'Elephant, 
Seb. I'doe remember. 


_ 


Frxennt, 


-  —— — 


D—— 


Scena Quarta. 


-— _ — AM Cn een _ 


Emer Olivia, and CMaria- 


Ol. I have ſent after bim, he ſayes he'll come : 
How (hall feaſt him? What beſtow of him? 
For youth is bought more oft, then begg'd, or borrow'd. 
| ſpeake too loud : W here's Matwolio, he is ſad and civill, 
And ſuitcs well for a ſervant with my fortunnes, 
Where 1s Malvolie? 

Alar. He scomming Madam : 

But in very ſtrange manner. He is ſure poſſeſt Madam. 

Ol. Why what's the matter, does he rave? 

Mar. No Madam, he does nothing but ſmile: your La- 
dyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if he 
come, for ſure the man is tainted in's wits- 

0, Goe call him hither. 


Emer Alalvele. 
| am a5 madas he, 
[tlad and mercy madneſſe equall be, 
07. How now CMalvelio? 
al. Sweet Lady, ha, ha. 
07. Smil'(t thou? I tent for theeupon aſad occaſion. 
Mat. Sad Lady, I could be fad: 


Ol. Why how doeſt thou man ? 
Whatis the matter with thee ? 

Mat. Not blacke inmy mind, though yellow in my 
legges : Itdid cometo his hands, and Commands ſhall 
5 "pra Ithinke wedoe know the ſweet Romane 


Ot. Wiltthou goe to bed Aalvohe? 
Mal. To bed? I ſweet hearts and Ile come tothee, 
_ Ol. Godcomfort thee : Why doſt thou ſmile to, and 

kiſle thy hand ſo oft ? 

Mar. How doe you Matvoko, 

AMal. At your requeſt : 
Yes Nightingales an{wer Dawes. + 

Aa. Why appeare you with this ridiculous beldneſſe 
befure my Lady? 

Mal, Be not afraid of fle : 'rwas well writ, 

Of. What meanett thou by that «Halvalio? 

Ha. Some are borne great. 

Ol. Ha? 

AMal. Some atcheeve greatneſſe. 

Of, What fayſt thou? 

Ml. And {ome have greatnefſc thruſt upon them, 

Of. Heaven reitore thee. 

Mat. Remember who commended thy yellow ſtock- 


ings. 

Ol, Thy yellow ſtockings? 

Mal. And wiſh'd to fee thee crofle garter'd. 

Ot. Croſſe garter'd ? 

Mal.Goetoo,thou art made, if thou deſi *{t to be fo), 
Ol. Aml made ? 

Aa. If nor, let me fee thee a fervant ſtill, 

OL, Why this is very Midſommer madneſſe, 


Enter Servaxt. 


Ser, Madam, the yong Gentleman of the Count Orſ6- 
no's isreturn'd, I could hardly entreate him backe ; he ac- 
trends your Ladyſhips pleature. 

OL. Ile come to him. 

Good Aris, let this fellow be look'd too. Where's my 
Coin Toby, let ſome of my people have a ſpeciall carc of 
him, I would not have him miſcarry tor the halfe of my 

X Exu, 

Mal. Oh, ho, doe you come neere me now: no worſe 
manthen ſir Toby tolooke ro me. This concurresdire- 
ly withthe Letter, ſhe ſends him on purpoſe, that 1 may 
appeare ſtubborneto him : for ſhe incites me to that in 
the Letter. Caſt thy humble lough ſayes ſhe: be oppo- 
lite with a Kinſman , ſurly with ſervants , letthy tongue 
tang with arguments of ſtate, pur thy ſcite intothe tricke 
of __ and conſequently ſets downe the manner 
how : asa fad face,a reverend carriage, allow tongue,in 
the habite of ſome Sir of note,and (o torth. I have lymde 
her, but it is /ove:doing, and /ove make me thanketv!l. 
And when ſhe went away now, let this Fellow be look'd 
to: Fellow ? not AHatvolio, nor after my degree, but 
Fellow. Why every thing adheres together , that no 
dramme of a ſcruple, no {cruple of a {cruple, no obſtacle, 
no incredulous or unſafe circumſtance : V hat can be faid? 
Nothing that can be, cancome berweene me, and the full 
proſpeR of my hopes. Well Tore, not1, is the doer of 
this, and he is to be thanked. 


| Thisdoes make tome obſtruftion inthe blood : . 
This croſſe-gartering, but what of that ? Enter Toby, A OAaria, F 
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T welfe Nieht,or, What YOu vill. 


DI" SES — | —— —_ —— 


—  — —_ — —— CI TE ey — —_—_—_—_—_— — 


,. Which way ishe in the name of ſanRlity? If all 
i .,-2ly0t hell bedrawne in little, and Legion bimſclfc 

p ict him, yet lle fpeake to him. 
Fab. Heere he is, becre he is : how iſt with you fir ? 
How 1{t with you man * | 

Mat. Gox oft, 1 diicard you: let me enjoy my private: 
goc off. OCs 

Mar. Lo. how hollow the fiend ſpeakes within him ; 
did not I tcl1 you ? Sir Toby, my Lady prayes you to have 
a care of him, 

Mal. Ah ha, dors ſhe fo? 

To. Gox 10, g0e to : peace, peace, we mult deale gently 
with lum : Ler mealone, How doe you Afalvolie? How 
it with you ? What man, defic the divell ; conſider, he $ 
at enemy to mankind. 

Mal. Doe vou know what you ſay ? 

Aar. Lyon, and you fpeake ill of the divell, how 
he takes it at heart. Pray God he be not bewitch'd. 
| Fab. Carry his water to th'wiſe woman. ; 

2/47. Marry and it ſhall be done tomorrow morning 
if 1 live. My Lady would not looſe him for more then ile 


4a + 


me ——_—, 


— 


Aal. Ho v now miſtris? 

Car. Oh Lord, o 

To. Prethee hold thy peace, this isnot the way : Doc 
vou notice you move him ? Let me alone with him. 

Fa. No way bur gentlenefle, gently, gently : the Fiend 
1sSrough, and will not be roughly us'd. 

To. Why how now my bawcocke ? how doft thou 

Mal. Sir. (chucke ? 

To. | biddy, come with me. What man, tis not for 
gravity to play at cherry-pit with fathan, Hang him foule 
Collar. 

Mar, Get him to lay his prayers, good fir Toby get 
him to pray. + 

Mat. My; praycrs Minx» 

Alar. No I warraut you, he will not heare of godly- 
neflc. 

Mal. Goe hang your ſelves all : you are idle ſhallow 
things, I am no: ct your element, you ſhall know more 
hcreatrer. Ex. 

To. It poſſole ? 

Fab, It this were plaid upona ſtage now, I could con- 
demae ir as an improbable hon. 

Zo. His very genius hath taken the infeRion of the 
Acvice mat. 

Afar. Nay purſuc hum now, leaſt the device rake ayre, 
and taint. 

Fs. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed. 

Afar. The houſe well be the quieter. 

To.Come, wc'l have him in a darke roome and bound. 
My Neece 1s already inthe belcife that he's mad : we may 
carry it thus tor our plcafurc,and his pennancegtill our ve- 
ry paltimetyred our of breath, prompt us to nave mercy 
on him: at which time, we wil bring the device to the bar 
and crowne thee fora finder of madmen : but ice, bur ſee. 

Enter Sw eAmnairew. 

Fa. More marter tor a May mornir.g. 

Ana.Heere'sthe Challenge, readc it: 1 warrant there's 
vincgar and peppcr in't. 

Fab. Iſtfo fawcy ? 

eAnd. 1, 11t? I warranthim: doe but readc. 

To. Give me. 

Tom's, what/act er thou art, thow art but a ſenrwty fellow. 
Fa, Good and valiant. | 
' 
| 


To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind why I doe call | 


NI 


—_—_ 


— NY 


thee ſo,for I will ſhow thee noreaſon for't. (Law 

Fa. A goodnote,that keepcs you from the blow of the | 

T 6. T hou comſt to the Lady Olrvia, and wn my /ight ſhe w/et | 
thee kmdly : but thow teſt in thy throxt , that is not the wuattey | 
I challenge thee for. 

Fa. V ery breete,and to exceeding good ſence-leſſe, 

To. 1 will way-lay thee gomg home, where #f it be thy chaxc: 
tokal! me. 

Fa. Good. 

To. T how lylft me like a rogue and a villaine. 

Fa. Still you keepe o'th windic fide of the Law:good. 

To. Fartheewell,and God have mercie npon one of our /onley, 
He may have mercie pon mune, but my hope # better, and/ 
looke to thy ſelfe. Thy friend as thoa vet him , and thy ſworn | 
exemy, Andrew Ague-cheeke, 

Te. If this Letter move him not, his leyges cannot: 
Ile giv't him. 

CAar. You may have verie fit occaſion for't : hee is 
now in fomc commerce with my Lady , and will by and 
by depart, 

To. Go (ir Andrew : (cout mee for him at the corner 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baily : ſo ſoone as ever thou 
{celt him,draw,and as thou draw'ſt fwearc horribly: tor 
it comes to paſle oft,that a terrible oath , with a (wagge- 
ting accent ſharpely twang'd off, gives manhood more 
approbation, then ever proofe it ſelte would have carn'd 
him. Away. 

And. Nay let me alone for (wearing. Ext, 

To. Now will not I deliver his Letter: for the behavi- 
Our of the yorg Gentleman, gives him out to be of good 
capacity , and breeding : his employment berwcene his 
Lord and my Neice, confirmes no lefle, Therefore , this 
| Letter being ſo excellently ignorant, will breed no terror 
in the youth:he will finde it comes trom a Clodde-pole. 
But fir, 1 will deliver his Challenge by word of mouth; | 
ſet upon 4 gne-cheeke a notable report of valor,and drive | 
the Gentieman(asI know his youth will aptly receive tt) | 
into a moſt hidcous opinion of his rage , $kill, furie, and | 
1 mpetuofity. This will ſo tright them both, that they wil | 
kill one another by the looke , like Cockatrices- 


Enter Olrvia and Viola, | 
F. Heere he comes with your Neice, give them way ; 
tithe rake leave,and preſently after hin. 
To.l wil n:editate the while upon ſorac horrid meſſage 
for a Challenge. Exeun, 
Ol. I have ſaid too much untoa heart of ſtone, 
And laid mine honour roo vnckary on't: 
I here's ſomething in me that reproves my fault; 


| 


That 1t but mockes reproote. 
Vuo. With the ſame haviour that your paſſion beares, 
Goes on my Maiſters greetcs. | 
O04. Heere,weare this Jewell for me, tis my piture: | 
Refuſe 1t not, it hath notongue,to vex you: | 
And I beſeech you come againe to morrows 
W hat ſhall you aske of me that Tic deny, 
That honour(ſav'd) may upon asking give. 
Ye. Nothing but this , your truc love for my mailter. | 
Ol. How with mine honor may I give him that, 
Which I have given to you ? 
Vi. I will acquit you. 


Burſuch a head-{trong potent fault it is: | 


| 


Ol. Well, come againe to morrow :'are-thee-w ell, 


A Fiend like thee might beare my ſoulc to hell. Ex#- 
Emer Toby and Fabian. | 
To. Gentleman, God fave thce, | 
Le 
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| I'de have chalieng'd hum. Let him let the matter ſlip,and 
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Iie. And you fir, 

To, Thatdefence _—_ og _ ns z of what 
nacure the wrongs are thou halt done him ; 1 xnow not? 
but thy i tull of de{pight, bloody as rhe Hun- 
cer, arrends thee at the Orchard end: diſmount thy tucke , 
be yare in thy preparaaon, for thy aflaylant 1s quicke, 
$killfall, and deadly. 

Vis. You miltake fir Lam ſure, no man hath any = 
rell to mc : my remembrance 1s very tree and cleere trom 
any image of offence done to any man. 

Te. You'l find itotherwiſe 1 aſſarc you : therefore, if 
you ho!d your life arany price, betake you to your gard : 
for your oppoſite hath in him what yourh, ſtrengrh,skull, 
and wrath, can furniſh man withall. 

[uo. I pray you fir whatis he? 

Te. He isknight dubb'd with unhatch'd Rapicr, and 
on carpet conſideration, but he is a divell in private brall, 
ſoules and bodics hath he divorc'd three, and his incenſe- 
ment atthis moment is fo implacable, thar fatistaion 


can be none, but by pangs of deathand ſepulcher : Hob, | 


nob, is his word : giv't or take't. 

Yi, 1 willreturne againe into the houſe, and defire 
ſome conduR of the Lady. I amno fighter, I have heard 
oftome kind of men, that putquarrells purpolely on 0- 
thers, to taſte their yalour : belike this is a man of that 

uirke, 

wo Sir,no : his indignation derives it ſelfe out of a ve- 
ry computent injury, therefore get you on, and give him 
hisdefire. Backe you ſhallnot to the houſe, unlefle you 
undertake that with me, which withas much ſafety you 
m ight anſwer him ? therefore on, or {trippe your tword 
ſtarke naked ; for meddle you mult that's certainc,or tor- 
{weare to weare iron about you. 

Vie. This isas uncivill as ſtrange. I befſeech you doe 
me this courteous othce, asto know of the Knight what 
my offericeto him is: itis ſoacrhing of wy negligence, 
nothing ot my purpole. 

Te. I will doe to. Signiour Fabian, ſtay you by this 
Gentleman, till my returne, Exut Toby, 

Vi. Pray you tir, doe you know of this matter ? 

Fab. 1 know the knight is incenſt againſt you, cvento 
amorrall arvitrement, but nothing ot the circumitance 
more. 

Viv. I beſecch you what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderfull promiſe torcad him 
by his forme, as you are like to find him inthe proofe of 
his valour. He is indeed fir,the moſt skillfull, bloudy,and 
farall oppoſite that you could poſſibly have found in any 
part of Iilyria : will you walke towards him,l will make 
your peace with him, if I can. 

Fi. I ſhall be much bound to you for't : I am one, 
that had rather goe with fir Prieſt, then fir knight : I care 
nc who knowes fo much of my metrle. Exennt. 

Enter Toby, and Andrew. 

Tb. Why man he's a very 6ivell, I have not ſeeneſuch 
a firago : I had gpaſle with him, rapier,{cabber'd,and all: 
2nd be gives methe ſtucke in with fuch a morrall motion 
mart 151neuitable : and on the anſwer, he payes your as 
'urcly, as your ferte hits the ground they ſtep 0n. They 
ſay, he has becne Fencer to the Sophy. 

Ang. Pox on't, i'enot meddle with him. 

To. I but he willnotnow be pacificd, 

Fabian can ſcarſe hold him yonder. 

*fAe, Plague on't, and Ithought he had beene valiant, 

and (9 cunning in Fence, I'de have ſcene him damn'd cre 


——— 


Ile give him my horſe, gray Capilet. 
Tob. Ile make the motion : itand heere, make a good 
ſhew on'r, this ſhall end without the perdition of Luuics, 
marry Ile ride your horſe as well as | ride you, 
en. Enter Fabian, and Viola. 4 
ve e to take up the rcll, I have perſwaded 
him the youthsa divcll. —_ wy 

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him: and pants, 
and lookes pale, as if a Beare were at his heeles. 

To. There's no remedy fir, he will tight with you for's 
oath ſake ; marry he hath better bethoughe him of his 
quarrell, and he tinds that now ſcaric to be worthralking 
of : therefore draw for the ſupportance of his vow, he 
proteſts he willnot hurt you. 

I's. Pray God defend mee : alittle thing would make 
me tell them how much I lacke of a man. 

Fab. Give ground if you ſee him furious. 

To. Come lir eAndrew, there's no remedy, the Gen- 
tleman will for his honors fake have one bout with you : 
beeannot by the Ducllo avoid it : but he has promiſed 
<8, as he isa Gentleman and a Soldiour, he will not hurt 
you. Come on, too'r. 

And. Pray God he keepe his oath. 

Enter Antonis, 

Vis. I doeaffure you tis againſt my will. 

eAnt, Put up your fword : if this yong Gentleman 
Have done offence, 1 take the facile on me : 

It you offend him, I for him defie you. 

Tob. Youlir ? Why, whatare you? 

Ant. One (ir, that far his lovedares yet doe more 
Then you have heard him bragto you be will. 

Tob. Nay, if you be an undertaker, 1 arn for you. 

Enter Officers. 

Fab. O good fir Toby hold : heere come the Officers. 

Tob. Ile be with you anon. 

Uio. Pray fir, put your ſword up if you pleaſe. 

eAnd. Marry will I fir :andtorthat I promis'd you Tle 
beas goodas my word. He will beare you ealily, and 
raines well. 

1.60f. This is the man, doe thy Othce. 

2.Off. Anthonio,l arreſt thee at the tuic of Count Or/ino, 

Ant. You doc miſtake me fir. 

I. Off. Noir, no jot : I know your favour well ; 
Though now you baveno ica-cap on your head : 

Take him away, be knowes I know him well. 

Ant. 1 muſt obey. This comes with tecking you : 

Butthere's no remedy, I ſhall antwerut ; 

What will you doe? now my neceiſity 

Makes me to aske you for my pure. It greeves me 
Much more, for w, hat I cannot doe for you, 

Then what betals my felfe : you ſtand amaz'd, 

But be of comfort. 

2. Off. Come fir away. 

Ant. 1 muſt entreat of you ſome ct that money, 

Vis. What mcney (i 
_ the faire kindneſlc have ſhew'd — 

A being prompted by your preſent trouble, 
Our _ nds ability 

Ile lend you ſomething : my having is not much, 
Ile make diviſion of my preſent with you : 

Hold, there's halte my Coffter. 

Ant. Will youdeny me now, | 
Ift poſſible that my deſertsto you + | 
Canlacke perſwaſion? Doe not tempt my miſcry, | 
Leaſt that 1t make me ſounſound a man 


As toupbraid you with thole kindneſſes 
Z3 That 


—_— 
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That I have done for you, 
Vi. 1 know ot none. 
Nor know I you by voyce, or any feature : 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Then lyung, vainneſle, babling drunkenneſle, 
Or any taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corruption 
Inhabites our traile blood. 
Ant. Oh heavens themſelves ! 
2, Off. Come ir, I pray you goes» 
eAnt. Let me ſpeake alittle. This youth that you ſee 
I ſhatch'd one halfe out of the jawes of death, (heere, 
Relcev'd him with ſuch ſanQity of love; _ 
And to his image, which me thought did promiſe 
Moſt venerable worth, did I devotion. 
I.Of. What's that co us,the time goes by : Away. 
Ant. But oh, how vilde an idoll provesthis god : 
Thou haſt Seheſf:ax done good feature, ſhame, 
In Nature, there's no blemiſh but the mind : 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind. 
Vertue is bezuty, but the beateous evill 
Are ewpty trunkes, orc-flouriſh'd by the devill. 
1. Off. The man growes mad, away with hum ; 
Come, come fir, 
eAvr. Leade me on. Exit. 
1io, Me thinkes his words doe from ſach paſſion flye 
That he beleeves himfeltc, fo doe not I : 
Provetruc imagination, oh prove the, 
That I deere brother,be now tane for you. 
To. Come hither Knight, come hither Fabian : Well 
whutper ore a coupler or rwo of moſt ſage ſawes. 
Vo. He nam'd Sebaitian : I my brother know 
Yer living in my glaſſe : even ſuch, and {0 
In favour was my Brother, and he went 
Still int his faſhion, colour, ornament, 
For him T 1mitare : Oh it it prove, 
Tempetlisarc kind, and fak waves freſh in love. Exit. 
Tob. A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more a coward 
then a Hare, his diſhoneſty appeares,in leaving his friend 
heere in neceſſity, and der;ying him z and for his coward- 
ſhip aske Fabian, 
| Fab. A Coward, a moſt devout Coward, religious in 
it. 
e414. Slid Ile after himagaine, and beate him. 
Toe. Doe,cuffc him ſoundly,but never draw thy ſword 
And. And I doe not, 
Fab. Come, let's ſee the event, 
Tob. Idarc lay any mony, twill be nothing yet. Ex. 


_— — 
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Enter Sebaſtian, and Clowne. 

(%. Will yeu make me belegge, that Iam not ſent for 
you ? 

Seb. Goe to, goe to, thou art a fooliſh tellow, 

Let me be clcere of thee. 

(%. Well held out yfaith : No, I doe not know you, 
nor I am not ſent to you by my Lady, to bid you come 
{peake with her : nor your name is not Matter Ceſario, 
nor this 1s not my noſe neither : Nothingthat --w ſo. 

Seb. I prethee vent folly ſome-where etc, thou 
know | not me. 

{ low. Vene my folly: He has heard that word of ſome 


great man, and now applyes itto a foole, Vent my fol- 


ms 


me what I ſhall vent tomy Lady? Shall I ventto her that 
thatart comming ? 

Seb. I prethee fooliſh greeke depart from me, there's 
money for thee, if you tarry longer, I {hall give wore 
paiment. 

Clo. By my troth thou haſt an open hand : theſe Wie. 
men that give fooles money, get themſelves a good re- 
port, after fourteene yeares puschalc. 


Emer Andrew, Teby, and Fabian. 
And. Now fir, have I met you againe: there's for you, 
Seb. Why there's for thee, andthere, and there, 
Are all the people mad ? 

To. Hold fir, or Ile throw your daggerore the houle. 

Clo. This will 1 tell my Lady ſtraight, I would not be 
in ſome of your coats for two pence, 

To, Come on fir, hold. 

And. Nay let him alone, Ile goe another way to worke 
with him : Ile have ana&tion of Battery againſt him, if 
there he any law in 1Ilyria : though 1 ſtroke him firſt, yer 
it's no matter for that. 

Seb, Let goc thy hand. 

Tob. Come fir, I will not let you go. Come my yong 
ſouldier put up your yron: you are well fleſh'd : Come 


on. 
Seb. T will be free from thee. What wouldſi thou now? 
If thou dar'{t tempt me further, draw thy ſword. 
To. What, what ? Nay then I muſt have an Ounce or 
two of this malapert blood trom you. 
Enter Olrow. 
Ol. Hold Toby , ontby life I charge thee hold, 
Tob, Madam, 
Ol; Will it be ever thus? Yngracious wre:ch, 
Firfor the Mountaines, and the barbarous Caves, 
WW here manners ne're were preach'd : our of my (ight, 
Be not offended, deere Ceſario : 
Rudesbey be gone. I prethce gentle friend, 
Let thy faire wiſedome, not thy paſſion {way 
Inthis uncivill, and anjuſt extent 
Agaiaſt thy peace. Goe with me to my houſe, 
And heare thou there how, many fruitleſe prankes 
This Rurhap hath botch'd up, that thou thereby 
Maiſt {mile at this: Thou ſhalt not chooſe but gee : 
Doe not deny, beſhrew his ſoule tor me, 
He ſtarted one poore heart of mine, in thee. 
Seb. What relliſh is inithis? How runs the ſtreame ? 
Or lam mad, or elſe this is a dreame : 
Let fancy ſtill my ſenſe in Lethe ſterpe, 
If it bethusto dreame, {till let me {leepe. 
OZ:Nay come I prethee, would thoud'ſt be rul'd by me. 
Seb. Madam, I will. 


01, O ſay ſo, and lobe, Pxeunt, 


cr ere 


- 
Scena Secunda. 


Fnter Maria, and Clowne, 

_ prethee pur on this gowne,and this beard, 
make him beleeve thou art fir Tepas the Curate, doe it 
quickly. Ile call fir Toby the whilit. | 
(te. Well, Ile put & on, and I wil diſſemble my {ilfc 


ly : 1 am afraid this great lubbet the World will prove a 
Cockney : I prethee now ungird thy ſtrangenes, and tell 


in't, avd I would 1 were the grit that ever diſſcmbled n | 
Lucn | 


Inn 


5 na 


T welfe Niebr,or What you will. 


271 


ſuch aGowne. I am notrall enough to become the tun- 
ion well, nor leane enough to be thought a good Stu- 
dent : but to be ſaid an honeſt man,and a good Houlckee- 
per goes as tairely, as tofay , a carcfull man,and a great 
Schoiler. The Competitors cnter, 

Enter Tobie. 

Te, Tove bleſle thee M-Parſon. 

Cle, Bones dies (ir Tobie: tor as the old Hermit of Prage, 
thatnever ſaw Pen and Inke, very wittily faidto a Neece 
of King Gorbodacke, that that is, is : 10 | being M. Parſon, 
am M.Parſon ; tor what is that,but that ? and is,butis ? 

To. To him fir Topas. 

Claw, What hoa,L fay,Peacein this prifon. 
To. The Knave counterteits well : a good Knave. 


Malvolre within, 

Ma. Who cals there? 

{ls. Sir Topas the Curateywho comes to vilite Matve- 
li the Lunaticke. 

Mal. Six Tops, fir Tops, good fir Topas goe to my 
Ladic. 

Clo. Out hyperbolicall fend , how vexeſt thoa this 
man? Talkeſt thou nothing bur of Ladies ? 

Tob. Wcll faid M.Parton. 

Mal. Sir Topas , never was man thus wronged, good 
fir Top4s doe not thinke I am mad ; they have layde mee 
heere in hidcous darkneſle. 

{e. Fyegthou diſhoneſt Sathan : I call thee by the moſt 
modeſt termes, for Iam one of hoſe gentle ones, that 
will uſe the Divell hiaſclte with curtctic ; ſayſt thou that 
houſe is darke ? 

Mal. As hcll fir Topes. 

{. Why it hath bay Windowes tranſparant as Bari 
cadoes,and the cleare (tones toward the South North, are 
a5 luſtrous as Ebony : and yet complaineſt thou of obſtru- 
ion ? 
fg I am not mad fir 7opas,] fay ro you this houſe is 

kC. 

Ch, Madmanthouerreſt : I ſay therets no darkneſſe 
but ignorance , in whichchou art more puzell'd then the 
Egyptians intheir fogge. 

Mal. 1 ſay this houte is as darke as ignorance, though 
[gnorance were as darke as hell ; and I fay there wasnc- 
ver man thus abus'd , 1 am no more madde than you are, 
make the tria'l ot it inany conſtant queſtion. 

C/o, What isthe opiniun of Pythegeras , concerning 
Wilde-fowle ? 
| Hal, That the ſovle of our Grandam , might happily 
lahabite a Bird, 

(1%. What think" thou of his opinion? 

Mal, Ithinke nobly of the ſoule , and no way approve 
his opinion. 

Ch, Fare thee well ; remaine thou ſtill in darkeneſſe, 
thou ſhalt hold th'opinion of Pythagoras,cre I willallow 
of thy wits, and fearc to killa Woodcocke, leſt thoudiſ- 
Polleſle the houſe of thy Grandam. Fare thee well. 

Mal. Sir Topg4s,fir Topas. 

To. My molt exquiſite fir Topae. 

Cs, Nay,l am for all waters. 

Ar. Thou mightit have done this without thy beard 
and gowne, he ſees thee nor. | 

Tb.To him in thine owne voyce,and bring me word, 
how thou findſt him : I would wee were all rid of this 
knavery, If hee may be conveniently deliver'd, I would 
"e were, for I am now ſo farre in offence with my Neece, 
that | cangor purſue with any ſafety this ſport the up- 
hot, Come by and by tomy Champer. Ex. 


— 


— 


—— 


4 Clo, Hey Robin, jolly Robin, tell me how thy Lady 
oes. 

Mal, Foole. 

Clo. My Lady is unkinde,perdie. 

Aa. Foole. 

Clo. Alas why is ſhe ſo. 

Afal, Fool] (ay. 

C's. She loves another. Whocalls,ha ? 

Hal. Good Foole, asever thou wilt deſerve well at 
my hand, helpe me to a Candle,and Pen, Inke, and Paper : 
” I ama Gentleman, 1 will live to bee thankefull ro thee 

ort. 

Clo, M, Malvolio ? 

Mad. 1 Foole. 

Clo. Alasfir,how fell you beſides your five wits ? 

Mal. Foole,there was never man ſo notoriouſly a- 
bus'd : I am as well in my wits(toole Jas thou art. 

Clo. Burt as well : then you are mad indeed , if youbce 
no better in your witsthen a foole. 

Mal. They have here propertied me : keepe mee in 
darkeneſſe,ſend Miniſtersto mee, Aſſes, and doeall they 
can to face me out of my wits. 

{s. Adviſe you what you ſay : the Miniſter is here. 
Malvelio, Matvelio, thy wits the heavens reſtore ; ende- 
_ thy (clfe ro ſlecpe , and leave thy vaine bibble bab- 

Cal. Sir Topas. 

Cle. Maintaine no words with him good icllow. 
Whol fir,not I fir. God buy you good fir Topus ; Mar- 
ry Amen. I will fir,l willfrr. 

CAal. Foole,foole, foole I fay. 

Clo.Alas fir bepaticnt. What fay you fir,l am ſhent for 
ſpeaking to you. 

Mal. Good foole helpe me to ſome light , ard ſome 
Paper, I tell thee 1 amas well tn my wits, as any man un 
Illyr1a, 

Cle: Well-a-day that you were fir. 

Mat. By this hand Iam : good foole, ſome Inke, Pa- 
pcr,and Light : and convey what I will tet downe tomy 
Lady : it ſhall advantage thee more, then ever the bearing 
of Letter did. 

Clo. I will helpe you too't.Buttell me true,are you not 
mad indeed,or doe you but counterfeit? 

Mal.Belceve me, amnor,1 tell thee true. 

Ch. Nay, Ile ne're beleeve a madman till I fce his 
I will fetch you light, and paper and inke. (braines, 

Mal. Foole, Ile requite it in the higheſt degree ; 

I prethee be gone. 
Che. 1 am gone fir,andanon fir, 
Ile be with you againe : 
Inatrice,like tothe old vice, 
your neede to fultaine. ; 
Who with of Lath,in his rage and his wrath, 
cryes ah ha,to the Divell : 
Like a mad lad,paire thy nayles Dad, 
Adieu man Divel', 


Ext. 


em ES 


Scena Tertia. 


EE _——— 


Enter Sebaſtian. 
$eb. This isthe ayre,thar is the glorions Sunne, 

This Pearle ſhe gave me, 1 doe feeir,and fee r, 

Andthough 'tis wonder that cnwraps methus, 


Yet 


_ 
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Yet 'tis not madnefſe, \W here's eAnrhomo then ? 
I could not finde him atthe Elephant, 

Yet there he was,and there I found this credite, 
That he did range the Towne to ſecke me our, 
H1s counſell now might doe me lervice, 
For though my ſoule diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may be ſome crror,but no madneſic, 
Yet doth this accidentand Rood of Fortune; 

So farre exceed all inſtancegall dilcourſe, 

That I am ready to diſtrult mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my rea{on that perſwadesme 
To any other truſt,butthat I am mad, 

Or<clic the Ladies mad ; yet if 'twere fo, 

She could not ſway her kouſe, command her followers, 
Take, and give backe affaires,and theirdiipatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth,diſcreet,and ſtable-beari 

As I perceive ſhe do's : there's ſomething in'r 
That 15 deceiveable. Bur here the Lady comes. 


Euter Olrvia,and Prieft. 
O!. Blame not this haſte of mine : if you meane well 

Now goe with me,and with this holy man 
Intothe Chantry by : there before him, 
And underneath that conſecrated roofe, 
Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith, 
That my moſt j:alous,and too doubtfull ſoulc 
May live at Pcace. He ſhall conccale it, 
\W biles you arc willing it ſhall comero note, 
VVhat time we will our celebration 
According to my birth, what doe you ſay ? 

Seb, lic tollow this good man,and goe with you, 
And having {worne truth,ever will betrue, 

O1.Then cad the way good father,and heavens ſo ſhine, 
That they may fairely note thisaRt of mine. Exenat. 

Fins Aqua DQnarti, 


On o——_ — ————_ Eo, or — 
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eA Tus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


—__ 


Enter (lowne and Fabian. 
Fab. Now asthou lov'ſt me,let me ſee this Letter, 
Clow. Good M. Fabian grant meanother requeſt, 
Fab. Any thing. 
{tow, Doe not defireto ſeethis Letter. 
Fab, This isto give a Dog , and in recompence deſire 
my dogge againes | 
Enter Duke, Viola,Curio,and Lords. 
Dake. Belong youto he noch Olrne,fricnds? 
Clow. I fir,weare fome of her INES. 
Dake. 1 know thee well : how my good 
Fellow ? 
Cle, Truely fir,the better for my foes , andthe worſe 
for my fricnds. 
Ds. Tuſt the contrary : the better for thy friends. 
{. No fir,the worle. 
Ds. How can that be ? 
(lo. Marry (ir,they praiſe me,and make an Aſſeof me, 


— 
—D— 


- 4 Why —_—_— . 
Cls. By zNno :t it pleaſe you to 
one of my Kinds. — : * 
Dw. Thou ſhalt not bethe worſe for me, there's cold. 
C/s.But that it would be double dealing fir, l would you 
could make it another. 
= ws giveme ill counſcll. Ry 
+ Pur your Grace in your pocket (ir, for this once 
and let your Reſh and blood obey it. ; 

Ds. Well, 1 will be fo much a finner to be adouble 
dealer : there's another. 

Clo. Proms, ſecunds, tertio, is a good Play, and the olde 
fayiog is;the third Payes for all : the triplex fir, isa good 
= — the bels of S. Bemnet (ir ,may put you 
in minde,one,two,three. 

D#. Youcan toole no more money out of me at this 
throw : if you wiil let your Lady know 1 am hcre to 
{peake with her,and bring her along with you , it may + 
wake _ bounty nora 

Ci. Marry (ir,lullaby to your bounty till I come 
I goe ſir, but I would not have you to thunke , chrmts 
lire of having is the finne of covetoulneſle : but as you lay 
firzlet your bounty take a nap,1 will awake it anon. Exe. 


Emter «Aſnthonio and Officers, 


Vis, Heere comes the man fir,that did reſcue me. 
Ds. That facc ot his I doe remember yell, 
Yer when I ſaw it laſt,it was beſimcar'd 
Asblackeas Vulcan,in the ſmoake of Warrs: 
A bawbling Vcſlell was he Captain of, 
For ſhallow draught and Bulke unprizable, 
With which ſuch ſcathtull grapple did he make, 
With the moſt noble bottome of our Fleet, 
That very cnvy,and the of loſle 
Cride* fame and honour on him : What'sthe matter ? 
1 Offi. Orſine,thisis that 4nthonio 
That tooke the Fhenr and her fraught from Candy, 
And this 1s he that did the T ger boord, 
Vhen your yong Nephew Ti lolt his legge ; 
Heere in the ſtreets,deſperate of ſhame and ſtate, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 
Us, He did mc kindneſle lir,drew on my ſide, 
But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 
I know not what't was,but diſtraction. 
* Ds, Notable Pyrate,thou ſalt-water Theete, 
W hat fooliſh boldneſſe brought thee to their artrcies, 
Whomthou in termes ſo bloudy;and ſo deere 
Haſt made thine enemies? 
Ant. Orſino : Noble fir, 
Bepleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give mee : 
Amthonss never yet was Theete,or Pyrate, 
Though I confeſle,on baſe and ground enough 
Orſmo'renemic, A witchcratt drew me hither ; 


ND — — —— —— 


EE EE es ys Es yy. 


That mot 1 ull Boy there by your fide, 
From the rude {cas enrag d and foamy mouth 
Did I redeeme : a wracke weary bar 


His life I gave him,and did thereto adde 
My love without retention,or reſtraint, 
All this in dedication. For his ſake, 

Did I expoſe my ſclfe(pure for his love) 
Into the danger of this adveric Towne, 


now my toesrell me plainely,l am an Aﬀe : ſo that by my 
foes (ir, I profit inthe knowledge of my ſelfe, and by my | 
friends Iam abuſcd : ſo that concluſions to be as kifles, if | 


Drew todetend bim,when he was beſer : 
Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning | 


Your fourc negatives make yourtwo atfirmatives , why | (Not mcaning to partake with me indanger) 
then the worle tor my friends,andthe better for my foes. | Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 


ld 
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And grew atwenty yeeres removed thing, 
While one would winke : dcnide me mune owne purſe, 
Which I had recommended to his uſe, 
Not half- an houre before. 
Fio. How can this be ? 
D#. When came he to this Towne ? 
eAst, Today my Lord : and forthree monthes before, 
No interim,not a minutes vacancic, 
Both day and night did we keepe Ys 
e | Emer Olina and att . 
Ds, Heere comes the Countefle , now heaven walkes 


on carth : | 
q * | But forthee fellow ; fellow thy words are madnefſe, 
U * | Three monthes this youth hath tended upon ate, 
But more of that anon. Take himaſide. 
5 07. What would my Lord, but that he may not have, 
\W herein 0/5054 may leeme ſerviceable ? 
: * | Ceſwio,youdoenot keepe promilſe with me. 
Vie. Madam. 
Ds. Gracious Olrvie, 
b Ol. What doe you fay (eſari9? Good my Lord. 
7 Vie. My Lord would ſpeake,my dutic huſhes me. 
Ol. If the oughttothe old tune my Lord, 
It is as fatand tulſome to mine care 
As howling after Muſicke, 
Ds. Still focruell? 
Ol. Still ſo conſtant Lord, 
Ds. Whatto perverſeneſſe ? you uncivill Lady 
To whoſc ingrate,and unaufſpicious Altars 
My ſoulc the faithfullit offerings have breath'd out 
That ere devotiontender'd. What ſhall I doe? (him. 
01. Even what it pleaſe my Lord, that (hall become 
Ds. Why ſhould I not,(had 1 the beart ro doe it) 
Like to the Xgyptian Theete,at point of death 
Kill what I love : (a ſavage jealoutic, 
That ſometime favours nobly)but heare me this 2 
Since you to non-regardance calt my faith, 
And that I partly know the inſtrument 
That ſcrewes me from my true place in your favour ; 
Live youthe Marble-breſted Tyrant (ill. 
But this your Minton, whom I know you love, 
And whom,by heaven I ſweare, I render deerely, 
Him will 1 rearc our of that cruell cye, 
Where he fits crowned in his Maſters ſpight. 
| Come Boy with me,my thoughts are ripe in miſchiete : 
| ſle facrifice the Lamberthar I doe love, 
| To ſpight x Ravens heart within a Dove. 
| Ut, And 1 molt jocoad,apt,and willingly, 
| | To doe you reſt,a thouſand deathes would dic. 
Ol. Where goes ('eſario ? 
Vo. Atter um 1love, 
; | More then 1 love theſe cyes,more then my lite, 
; More by all mores,then ere I ſhall love wite. 
It doe feigne,you witneſſes above 
| Puniſh my lite,for tainting of my Love. 
0/. Aye me deteſted, how am I Wd? 
Ur. Whodoes beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
07. Haſt thou forgotthy ſelfe ? Is it ſo long ? 
Call forth the holy Father. 
Ds. Come,away. 
C Whuther my Lord ? Ceſ@w0, Husband, ſtay, 
Ds. Husband? 
01, 1 Husband. Can hethat deny ? 
Ds, Her husband,tirrah ? 
Fis9. No my Lord,not I. 
Of. Alas,it is the baſeneſle of thy feare, 


& 


5 
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I 


| That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety : 


! 


Feare not (oſ@10,take thy fortunes up, 
Be that thou know'ſtthou art,and thenthou art 
As great asthat thou frar'ſt. | 


Enter Prieſt. 


indarkenefle, what occaſion now 
R before 'tis ripe : what thou doeſt know 
Hath newly paſt,berweene this youth,and mc. 
Prie#t, A Contradt of cternall bond of love, 
Confirm'd by mutuall joynder of your hands, 
Attelted by the holy clote of lippes, 
Strengthened by enterchangement of your Rings, 
Andall the Ceremony of this compact 
Seal 'd in my funRion,by my teſtimony < 
Since when,my watch hath told ime,toward my grave 
I have travail'd but ewo houres. . 
Eu. O thou diſſembling Cub : what wile thou be 
When time hath ſow'd a grizzle on thy cale 2 
Or will not elſerhy craft foquickly grow, 
That thine owne trip ſhall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewell and take her,but direR thy feer, 
W here thou,and I(henceforrh)may never meet. 
Uis. My Lord,l doe proteſt. 
OL. Odocnottweare, 
How lirle faith, though thou haſt too much feate. 


Enter Sir Andrew. 

And, For the love of Goda Surgeon, fend one pre» 
ſcntly to fir Toby. 

Of, What's the matter ? 

And. H'as broke my head a-crofle , and has given Sir 
Toby a bloody Coxccombe to : forthe love of God your 
helpe,I had rather than forty pound I wereat home. 

Ol, Who has done this Sir Andrew ? 

And, The Counts Gentleman,one (*ario: wee tooke 
him fera Coward,but he's the very Divcll incardinate. 

Dx. My Gentleman Ceſar ? 

And. Odd's lifelings here he is : you broke my head 
= r5oi that that I did, l was ſet onto doo'tby fir * 
T ovy. 
Uio, Why doe you ſpeake to me, I never hurt you : 
Youdrew your {word upon me without cauſe, 


Bart I beſpake you faire,and hurt you not. 


Enter Toby and Clowne. 
end. If a bloody Coxecombe be a hurt, you have hurt 
me :; I thinke you ſet nothing by a bloody Coxecombe, 
Heere comes (ir Toby halting, you ſhall heare more : burif 
he had not beene in drinke , hee would bavertickel'd you 


other gatesrhen he did, 


Ds. How now Gentleman ? how iſt with you ? 
Te, That'sall one, has hurt me,and there's th'end on't . 
Sot,didſt ſee Dicke ſot ? 
Cle. O he'sdrunkefar above an houre agone : his cyes 
were ſ(ctat cight 1'th morning, 
To. Then he's a Rogue atter a paſſy meaſuresPavin:T 
hate a drunken Rogue. 
OL. Away with him? Who hath made this havocke 


with them ? | 


And. Ilc helpe you Sir Teby,becaulc we'll be dreſt to- 
her; 


Te. Will you helpe an Aſſc-head, and a Coxcecombe, 
anda Knave : athinne-fac'd Knave,a Gull ? 


—— 
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Twelfe Niebt, o, what you will, 


© Of. Gethimto bed,and let his hurt belook'd to. 
Emer Sebaitian, 


But had it beene the brother of my blood, 
I muſt have done no lefle with wit and lafery. 
You throw a ſtrange regard upon me,and by that 
I doe perccive it hath oftended you: 
Pardan me ({weet one ven fer the vowes 
We made cach other,but ſo late agoe. 
Ds. One facc,one voyce,one habir,and two perſons, 
A naturall Perſpcaive,that 1s,and 15 not, 
Seb. eAnthomo, O my deare eAnthonss | 
How have the houres rack'd,and tortu'rd me, 
Since I have loft thee ? 
Ant, Sebaſtian are you ? 
Seb, Fear'it thou that Anthonss? 
Ant, How have you made diviſion of your ſeltr, 
An Apple cleft in two,is not more twin 
Then theſe twocreatures. Which is Schaftian ? 
Of. Moſt wondertull. 
Seb. Do: I ftandthere ? I never had a brother : 
Nor can there be a Deity in my nature 
Ot hiere,and every where. I hada ſiſter, 
W hom the blinde waves and ſurges have devour'd : 
Gt charity ,v-hatk'i care vourome? 
What C cvtreyma! 2 Whatname? What Parentage? 
Uo. Ot Heſjaime : Sebaſtian was my Father, 
Such a Sebaftian was my brother to : 
So went he ſuited to his watery tombe : 
It ſpirits can aſſume doth Lorme and ſuite, 
You come totrightus. 
Seb, Afſpirit 1 am indeed, 
Butam 1n x an dimenſion grofly clad, 
Which from the Wombe I did participate, 
Were you a woman. as the rc{t goe even, 
I ſhould my teares let fall upon your checke, 
Andſay,thrice welcome drowned Uola. 
Vin. My Father had a Moale upon his brow. 
Seb, And {o had mine. 
Uio. And di'd that day when Feta trom her birth 
Had numbred thirtecne yeeres. 
Seb. O that record is lively in my ſoule, 
He kniſhed indeed his morrtall ate 
Thac day that made my tilter thirteene yeares, 
Vis. If nothing lets to make vs happy both, 
Butthis my maſculine uſurp'd attyre : 
Doe not embrace me,rtill each circumſtance, 
Ot place,time,fortune,doe co-here and jumpe 
That I am Viola,whichto conhirme, 
Ile bring you toa Captaine inthis Towne, 
Where lye my Maiden weeds: by whoſe gentlc helpe, 
I was preſcrv'd to {crve this noble Count ; 
Allthe occurrence of my fortune ſince 
Hath becn berween this Lady,and this Lord. 
Seb, So comes it pee have beene miſtooke : 
But Nature to her bias drew inthat. 
You would have beene contracted to a Maid, 
Nor are you therein(by my lic )deceiv'd, 
You are betroth'd both to a Maid and man, 
Ds. Be not amaz'd, right noble is his blood : 
If this be ſo,as yet the glaſle ſeemes true, 
I hall have ſhare inthis moſt happy wracke, 
Boy,thou haſt faid tome a thouſand times, 
Thounever ſhoulſt love womanlike to me. 
Uie. Andall thoſe ſayings,will I over-ſweare, 
And all thoſe ſwearings keepeas true in ſoule, 


Seb. 1am ſorry Madam I have hurt your Kinſman: 


As doth that Orbed Continent,the fre, 
| Tnat fevers day from night, 

Ds. Give methy hand, 

Andlet me ice thee inthy womans weeds. 

Fio, The Captaine that did bring me firſt on hore, 
Hath my Maides garments : he upon ſome Action 

Is now in durance,at Aalvolso's (nite, 
A Gentleman and follower of my Ladics. 

O4. He ſhall enlarge him : fetch Ma/volio hither, 
And yet alas,now I remember me, 

They fay,poore Gentleman, he's much diſtraQ. 
Emer the Clowne with a Letter and Fabian, 

A moſt exacting frenzie of mine owne, 

From my remembrance,clcarcly baniſh his. 

How does he firrah ? 

(tb. Trucly Madam, he holds 'Belzeb«b at the ſaves 
end as well as a man in his caſe may doe: has heere writ 
aletterto you,l ſhould have given't you today morning, 
But as a madmans Epiſtlesare no Goſpels , fo it $kills 
not much when they arc deliver'd- | 

Ol. Open't,and reade it. 

i (%. Lookethcn tobe well edificd,when the Foole 
deliversthe Madman. By the Lord Madam. 

Ol. How now, art thou mad ? 

(7. No Madam,l doe but reade madneſſe : and your 
| agg wall have it as it ought to be, you muſt allow 
ox. 
Ol. Prethee reade i'thy right wits. 
Co. So I doe Madona : but torcade his right wits , is 
; © reace thus : therefore,perpend my Princefle , and give 
| care, 
| Of. Reade it you,lirrah. 
Fab. Reads, By the Lord Madam, you wrong me, and 
the world ſhall know it : Though you have put mee into 
| darkeneſle,and given your drunken Cozen rule over me, 
yet have Ithe benefit of my ſenſes as wellas your Lady- 
hip. I have your owne Letter , that induced meto the 
{cmblance I put on ; with the which I doubt not , but to 
dos my tclfe much right,or you much ſhame ; Thinkeof 
me as you pleaſe. 1 leave my duty a little unthought cf, 
| and ſpeake out of my injury. The madly nu#d Malvoise, 
Ol, Did he writethis? 
4 Clo. I Madamc. 
D#«. This ſavoursnot much of diſtration, 
Ol. Sechim deliver'd Fabian,bring hum hither : 
| My Lord,ſo pleaſe you,theſc things turther thoughs on, 
Tothinke me as well a filter,asa wife, 
Oneday ſhall crowne th'alliance on't,ſo pleaſe you, 
Hereat my houſe,and at my proper coft. 

Ds. Madam,lI am moſt apt embrace your offer : 
Your Matter quits you : and for your ({crvice done him, 
So much againſt the mettle of your ſex, 

So farre beneath your ſoft and tender breeding, 
And ſince you call'd me Maſter,for fo long : 
Here is my hand, you ſhall from this time bee 
Your Malters Miltris. 

04. Aliſter,you are ſhe. 

Emer Matyo'to, 

Ds. Isthisthe Madman ? 

Of. 1 mv Lord,this fame : How now AMalvolis ? 

Mal. Madam,you have doac me wrong, 
Notor10us wrong- 

Ol. Have I Malvolie ? No. 

Mal. Lady you hive,pray you peruſe that Letter. 
You mult cot row deny it is your hand, 

Wrue from it if you can,iu hand,or phraſe, 


— 


Or 


—— 
—_—— 


AO 


| 


SN #8 


EEC re AA. > £ & Þ 


} — —  — ——— — 


| Or (ay,'tis nor your ſeale,not your invention : 
; Youcan lay none of this. Well,grant it then, 
| And cell me in the modeſty of honour, 


Bad mc come tmiling and crofie-garter'd to to you, 

Toputon ycl:ow ttockings,and to trowne 

ypou lir Toby,and the lighter people : 

Andacting this in an obedient hope, 

Why have you uffer'd me to be 1mpriſon'd , 

Kept in a darke houle, viſited by the Prieſt, 

And made the moſt notorious gecke or gull, 

That ere invention plaid on ? Tell me oh ? 
01, Alas Matvoto,this 1s not my writing, 

Though I contcfle, much like the Character : 

But oat of quettion,tis Afarias hand. 

And now 1doebethinke me,it was ſhe 


And in ſuch formes,which here werepreſuppos'd 
Vponthee in the Letrer : prethee be content, 
This prattife hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee : 
But when we know the groundsand authors ofit, 
Thou ſhalt be both the Plaintiffe and the Iudge 
Otthine owne caule. 

Fab, Good Madam here me ſpeake, 
And let no quarrell,nor no drawle to come, 
Taint the condition of this preſent houre, 
Which 1 have wondredat. In hopeit ſhall nor, 
Molt freely 1 conteſſe my felte and Teby 
Set this device againſt Malvebo heere, 
Vpon ſome ſtubborne and uncourteous parts 
We had concciv'd againſt him. CAaris writ 
The Letter,at fix Tobyes great importance, 
In recompence whereof, be hath marryed her : 
How with a ſportfull malice it was follow'd, 
| May rather plucke on laughter than revenge, 
| If that the injuries be juſtly weigh'd, 
| That have on both fides paſt. 


— 


01. Alas poore Foole how have they baffel'd thee ? 
| (', Why ſomeare borne great, ſome atchievegreat- 
| nefle, and ſome have greatneſle throwne them. I 
, b 


was one (ir, 1n this Enterlude,one fir Topas ut 


K T welfe might, or What you will, 


\Why you have given me fuch cleare lights of favour, 


Firſt rold me thou watt mad ; then cam'ſt in ſmiling, 


9'5 
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| all one: By the Lord Foole, Iam not mad : but doe you 
remember, Madam,why laugh you at ſuch a barren raſcal, 
and you {mile not hee'gpag'd : and thus the whirle-gigge 
of time, brings in his revenges 
Mai. lle be reveng'd onthe whole packe of you, 
O7. He hath beene moſt natoriouſly abus'd. : 
Ds. Purſue him,andentreat him toa peace ; 
He hath not told us of the Captaine yet, 
W hen that is knowne,and golden time convents, 
A tolemne Combination ſhall be made 
Ot our deere foules. Meane time {weet ſiſter, 
We will not = from hence. Ceſcario come 
(Forſoyou ſhall be while you are a man: ) 
But when in other habites you are ſeenc, 
Orfimo's Miltris,and his fancies Queene, 


Clowne ſings, 
When that 1 was and alittle tine Boy, 
with hey ho the winde and the raine ; 
eA foolifs thing was but a toy, 
for therame it rameth every day. 


E xennt, 


But whenl came to mans eftate 

with hey ho,oyc. 

Gam#t knaves and tbreves men out their gate, 
for therame 6c, 


But when | came alas to wive, 
with hey ho,cc. 
By ſw ne could I never thrive, 


for the rame, cc, 


But when I came unto my bed;, 

with bey ho CC. 

With Toſpots ſtill bad drunken heads, 
for the raine,o+c, 


A great while agoe the world begon, 
with hey he,che . 
But that's all one,our Play ts done, 


and wee | ftrive to pleaſe you every day, 


that's | 


: 
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Eenter (amillo and Archidamm. 
Arch. 


F you ſhall chance (Camilo) ro viſit Bohemss,0n 
the like occaſion whereon my ſervices are now 
on-foot, you ſhall ſee (as I have (aid) great dit- 
ference betwixt our Bohemia, and your Sicr{i4. 

Cam. I thinke, thiscommon Summer, the King of Ss- 
cilia meancs to pay Bohemia the vilitation,which he jaltly 
owes him. 


eArch. Wherein our Entertainement ſhall ſhame us : | 


we will be juſtified in our Loves : for indeed — 

Cam. *Beicech your— 

Arch. Verely 1 ſpeake it inthe freedome of my know- 
ledge ; we cannot with ſuch magnificence——in fo rare 
I know not what to ſay We will give you fleepy 
Drinkes, that your Sences ( un-intelligent of our inſurh- 
_ may, though they cannot prayſe us , asSlittle ac- 

cus. 

Cam. Y oupay a great deale too deare, for what's given 
reely. 

- 'Beleeve me, I ſpeake as my underſtanding in- 
truts ane, and as mane honeſtic puts 1t toutterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot ſhew himſcife over-kind to Bohe- 
mu; They were trayn'd together in their Chilo. hoods ; 
and there rooted betwixt them then ſuch an affection, 
which cannot chuſe bur branch now. Sigce their more 
mature Dignitics, and Royall NeceiTitics, made {cperati- 
on of their Socicric, their encounters ( thoughnot Perſo- 
nall ) have bene royally attornyed with enter-chagge of 


Gift, Letters, loving Embaſſie?, that they have ſcem'd to' 


ve together, though abſent; ſhooke hands, as over a Vaſt 
Sea,and embrac'd as it were from the ends of oppoſed 
Winds. The Heavens continue their Loves. 

eArch. I thinke there is not in the World, cither Ma- 
ice or Matter, to alter it. You have an unſpeakeable com- 
tort of your young Prince Afamullis : it isa genticman of 
the greateſt Promuſe, that ever came into my Note. 

Cam. 1 very well agree with you, in the hopes of him: 
t13a gallant Child ; one that (indeed) Phyſicks the Sub- 
jet, makes oldhearrs freſh : they that went on Crutches 
re he was borne, defire yet their life, to ſee him a Man, 

Arch. Would they elſe be conterttodye ? 
Cem. Yes; itthere were noother excuſe, why they 
Khould defireto live. 


Arch. It the King had no Sonne , they would deſire to 


live on Crutches till he had one. \ Excnnt. 
= Ocana Secunaa. 
Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillins, Polixenes, Camille. 


Pol. Nine Changes of the Watry-btarre hath Bxene 


_ 


| 


—————  - 


T he Shepheards Note, ſince we have left our Throne 
Withour a Burthen ; Time as long againe 
Would be fill'd up (my Brother) with our Thankes, 
And yet we ſhould, tor perpetuitic, 
Goe hence in debt : And therefore, like a Cypher 
(Yet ſtanding in rich place) I multiply 
With one we thanke you, many thouſands moe, 
That goe before ir. 

Leo. Stay your Thankes a while, 
And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that's to morrow: 
I am queſtion'd by my teares of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our abſence, that may blow 
No ſ{neaping Winds at home, to make us ſay, 
Thisis put torth too truly : beſides, I have ltay'd 


Totyre your Royaltic. | 


Leo. Weare tougher (Brother ) 
Then you can put usto't. 

Pol, Nolonger ſtay. 

Leo. One Seve'night longer. 

Pot, Very tooth, to morrow. 

Leo. Wec'le part the timeberweene's then: and inthat 
Ile no gaine»{aying. 

Pol. Prefle me not ('belcech you) fo: 

There isno Tongue that moves; none, none i'th® Would 
Sotſoone as yours, could win mz : toit ſhould now, 
Were there necefftic in your requeſt, although 
T-verencedtull I deny'd it. My Aﬀeaires 
Doe even drag me home-ward : whichto hinder, 

Were (in your Love) 4 Whip rome; wy {tay, 
Toyou a Charge, and Trouble ; to fave boch, | 
Farewell (cur brother. ) 

Leo. T -ty'd our Queene? {peake you. 

Her. I had though (Sir )to have held my peace, untill 
You haddrawne Oathes from him, not to tay: y 0a (Sir) 
Charge him toocoldly. Tell him, youarc ſure 
All in Boberns«'s well: this (ati-taction, 

The by-gone-day proclaim'd, ſay this to him, 
He's beat from his belt ward. 

Leo. Well ſaid, Hermione. 

Her. Totell, he longs to (ce his Sonne, were ſtrong; 
Butler him fay ſothen, and let him goe ; 


IIS 


But let him ſweare ſo, and be ſhall not ſtay, 
Wee'l thwack him hence with Diſtaftes, 

Yet of your royali preſence, ile adventure 

The borrow of 4 Weeke. When at Bohemia = 
You take my Lord, Ile give him my Commiſſion, 
To let him there a Meneth, behind the Geſt | 
Prefix'd for's parting: yer(good-heed) Leonres, 


I love thee not a larre &th' Clock, behind 
A a 


——— 
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The Winters Tale. 
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What Lady ſhe her Lord. You'le ſtay ? 
Pol. No, Madame. 

Hey, Nay, but you will ? 

Pol. I may not verily. 

Her, Verily? 

You put me off with limber Vowes : but I, 


Should yet ſay, Sir, no going : Verely 

You ſhall not goe; a Ladycs Vcrely 1s 

As potent as a Lords. Wall you goc yet? 
Force me to keepe you as a Pritoner, 

Nor like a Gueſt : ſo you ſhall pay your Fees 


| My Pritoner? or my Gueſt ? by your dread vercly, 
One of thema you ſhall be. 
Pol. Your Gueſt then Madame ; , 
To be your Priſoner, ſhould import offending; 
W hich is for me leſle calic ro comantt, 
Then you to puniſh- 

Her. Not your Gaoler then, | 
Bur your kind Hoſteſſe, Come, Ie queſtzon you 
Ot my Lords Tricks and yours, whcn you were Boyes: 
You were pretty Lordings:hen ? 

Pol. We were (faire Queene) 
Two Lads,that thought there was no more behind, 
But ſuch a day to morrow, as to day, / 
And to be boy eternall. 

Hel. Was not my Lord 

The vericr Wag o'th' ewo ? 


And blcat the one at th'other : what we chang 'd, 
Was Innocence, for innocence : we knew not 
! The Dotcine of ill-doing, no nor dream'd 
| That any did : Had we purſu's that lite, 
And our weake Spirits ne're beene higher rear'd 
With ſtronger blood, we ſhould have ant wer'd Heaven 
Boldly,not guilty ; the Impoſition clcar'd, 
Hereditaric ours. 
Hel. By this we gather 
You have tript {ince- 
Pol. O my mot facred Lady, 
Temptations have ſince then beene borne to's: tor 
In thoſe unfledg'd daves, was my Wite a Girle ; 
Your precious ſclfc had then nor crols'd the eyes 
Of my young Play-tcilow. 

Her. Grace to boot : 
Ofthis make no concluſion, leaſt you ſay 
Your Queeneand [ are Devils : yet goc On, | 
| Th' offc aces we have made you doe, wee'le anſwere, 
| If you firlt finn'd with us: and that with us : 
You did continue tauit; and that you ſlipt not 
W:th avy, but with vs. 
| Leo, Is he wonne yet? 

Her. Hee'le ſtay, (my Lord.) 

Leo. At my requeit, he would not : 

Hermione ( my deareit) thou never ſpoak'it 
loberterpurpole, 

Her. Never? 

Leo. Never, but once. 


[ prethee tell me : cram's with praiſe, and make's 


| Slaughters a thouſand, wayting upon that. 

Our pravſcsare our Wages, You may ride's 
With one {oft Kiſſe a thouſand Furlongs,ere 

; Wirh Sour we heatan Acre. But toth' Goale : 


Though you would ſeck t'unſphere the Stars with Oaths, 


When you depart, and {ave your Thankes. How lay you? 


Pol. \We were astiwyn'd Lambs, that did frisk i'th*Sun 


—— 


—— 


— 


Hey. \V hat? have 1 twice ſaid well? when was't before? 


As taras tame things : One good deed, dying tongueleſle, 


| My laſt good deed was to intreate his (tay, 

' What was my firft? it ha's an «lder Silter, 

| Or I miſtake you : O,would her name were Grace, 
| But once before I ſpoke to th'purpole? when? 


Nay, let me have'*t : I long- 
Leo, Why, that was when 
Three crabbed Moneths had ſowr'd themſelvesto death, 
Ere I could make thee open thy white Hand : 
And clap thy felfe, my Love; then didlt thou utrer, 


| I am yours for ever. 


Her. "Tis Grace indeed. 
Why lo-you now;; 1 have ſpoke toth' purpoſetwice ; 
Theone tor ever carn'd a Reyall Husband ; 
Th' other, for ſome while a Fricnd. 
Leo. Too hot, too hot : 
To mingle friendſhip farre, is mingling bloods. 


' I have Tremor ('ordss on me : my heart daunces, 
| But not tor joy; nor joy« This entertainemente 
| Maya free face put on : derives a Libertic 


From Heartineſſe, from Bountic, fertile Boſome, 
And we'l become the Agent : 't may; | graunt : 
Bur to be padling Palmes, and pinchirg hngers, 
As now tney are, and making practisd Smiles 
ASina Looking-Glaſle; and then to ſigh, as 'twere 
The Mort 0'th' Deere: oh, that is entertainement 
My Boſome likes not, nor my Browes. Aamilhine, 
Art thou my Boy ? 
Alam. I my good Lord. 
Leo. Itecks ; 
Why that's my Bawcock:what?has't ſamtch'd thy Noſe? 
They fay iris a Coppy out of mine. Come Captaine, 
We muſt be neat ; not neat, cleanly Capraine : 
And yertthe Steere, the Heycicr, and the Calfe, 
Areal! call'd Neate. Still Virginaliing 
Vpon his pz/me ? Fow now (you wanton Cale) 
Art thoy my Calfe ? 
CAlim, Yes it you will (my Lord.) | 
Leo. Thou want'(t a rough paſh,& the ſhoores that I haye 
To be tull, like me: yet they ſay we are 
Almolt is like as Egges ; W emen fay fo, 
(That wiil fay any thing,) Bur were they falſe 


; As 0':e-dy'd Biackes, as Wind, as Waters;falſe 


As Dice arc to be wiſh'd, by one that fixes 


| No borne 'twixt his and mine ; yet were it true, 


To ſay this Boy were ike me. Come (Sir Page) | 
Looke on me with your Welkineye :{weer Villaine- 
Moſt dear'ſt, my Colilop: Can thy Dam,may't be 
Aﬀecion? thy intention ſtabs the Center. 
Thaudo'it make pofhivle things not be fo held, 
Communicart'(t with Dreames (how can this be? ) 
With what's unreall:; thou coactive art, 
And fellow'{t nothing. Then'tis very credent, 
Thou may'(t co-joyne with ſomething, and thou do'ſt, 
(And that beyond commiſſion) and 1 tinde it, 
(And that to the 1ntetion of my Braines, 
And hardnivg of my Browes.) 

Ps/. What meancs Sici/za? | 

Her. He (omething teemes unſetled. 

Pol. How? my Lord ? 

Leo. W hat cheere? how is't with you, beſt Brother ? | 

He.You look as it you held a browof much diſtration, | 
Are you mov'd (my Lord?) 

Leo No, 14 good carnelit, 

How 1ome::mes Nature will betray it's folly? 
It's rendernefic? and make it ſeltc a Paſtime 
To harder boſomes? Looking on the Lynes 


—— 
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Of m face, me thoughts I did requoyle 
Torentic chree yeares, and ſaw my ſelfe unbreech'd, 
In my greene Velvet Coat;my Dagger muzzcl'd, 
Leaſt it ſhonld bite it's Maſter, and fo prove 
(As Ornaments oft do's ) roo dangerous ; 
How lixx (me thought) I then was tothis Kernell, 
[his $,uaſh, this Gentleman. Mine honeſt frend, 
Wiil you take egges tor Money 2- 
Mam. No (my Lord) le tight. 
Leo. You will: why happy man be's dole. My Brother 
Are you {o fond of your young Prince, as we 
Dor ſecme to be of ours? 
Pol. If at home (Sir) 
Hee's all my Exercite, my Mirth, my Matter ; 
Now my {worne Friend, and then mine Enemie ; 
My paraſite, my Souldier ; Statel-man;all : 
He mak«s a lulyes day, ſhort as December, 
And wich his varying child-nefle, cures in mc 
[houghts, that ſhouid thicke my blood. 
Lo, So (tands this Squire 
Othc'd with me : We two will walke (my Lord) 
And leave youto your graver (ſteps. Hermione, 
How thou lou'ſt, us, hew 19 our Brothers welcome ; 
Le: whatis deare in Sicily, be cheape ; 
Ncxtto thy (elte, and my young Rover, hee's 
Apparant to my heart. 
Her. If you wouid ſecke us, 
W. arc yours 'th' Garden : ſhall'satrend you there? 
Lee. Ty your owne bents diſpoſe you: you'le be found, 
Be 0 beneath the Sky 2 I amangling now, 
(Though you perceive me not how 1 give Lyne) 
Gor to, goe th. 
Huw ſhe hokis up the Neb? the Byll to him ? 
And arur.'s her with the boldnefſe of a Wite 
Tohcr lowing Husband. Gone already, 
Y.chhicke, knee-deepe; ore head and cares a fork'd one. 
Gu« pay (Boy) play : thy Mother playes,and [ 
Pay tx; but ſodugrac'd a part, whoſe iſſue 
Will hiflſe me ro my Grave : Contempt and Clamor 
Wil ve wy Knell. Goe play (Boy) play, there have been 
(Or I am much deceiv'e) Cuckolds ere now, 
And many a man there 15 (even at this preſent, 
No +, while I ſpeak- this) holds his Wife by th Arme, 
I bat little thinkes ſhe ha's beene fluyc'd in's abſence, 
Ai his Pond hſh'd by his next Neighbor (by 
$1- 5mle, his Neighbor:) nay ,there's comfort in't, 
While» other men have Gates, and thoſe Gates open'd 
(45 a) againſt their will, Should all deſpaire 
ta hive revoited Wives,the teath of Mankind 
\V +1 hang themſelves, Phyſicke for't, there's none: 
1 4bav dy Plar.cr, that will ſtrikg 
W1r.-: '114p © rominant; and *tis powrefull : thinke it: 
Frum E144, Wealt, North, and Souch, be itconcluded, 
No barr1cantoutor a Belly, Know't, 
Itwi tin and ous the Encmie, 
Wil .ag nd baggage : many thouſand on's 
Have t''c Ducalc, and feele't noc. How now Boy? 
on. | xnlike youthey fay. 
L's. \\hy, that's ſome comfort. 
What? (mSMlo there? 
Cam |, my good Lord, 
| Lo. 0c pl.y (CMamlixs) thou'rt an honeſt man: 
Cemuls , this prear Sir wall yer ſtay longer. 
Cam. You had much adoe to make his Anchor hold, 
When you caſt out, ir ſtill came home. 
+ Didlt nore ut? 


oO OT 
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Caw, He would not (tay at your petitions, made 
His buſinefſe more mak , 
Leo. Did(t ve it? 
They're here with me already ; whiſp'ring,reunding: 
Sicllia isa fo-forth : 'tis farre gone, 
When T (hall guſt it laſt, How cam'r (Camilo) 
That hedid (tay ? 
(«m. At the Queenes intreatie. 
Leo, At the Queenes be't :Good thould be pertinent, 
Butſo itis, itis not. Was thisraken 
By any underſtanding pate butthin1c ? 
For thy conccit is ſoaking, will draw in 
More then the common Blocks. Not noted, is't, 
Bur of the finer Nature? by ſome Sceveralls 
Ot Head-peece extraordinaric? Lower Meſles 
Parchance are to this bufine\le purblind? fay. 
Cam. Eulinefſe, my Lord? Ithinke mott underſtand 
Bohemia ſtayes hecre longer, 
Leo, Ha? 
( am, Stayes here longer. 
Leo. I, but why? 
Cam. Tofſatisfie your Highneſſe,and the Entreatics 
Ot our moſt gracious Miſtris. 
Leo. Satishe ? 
Th'entreaties of your Miſtreſſe? Satisfie ? 
Let that ſwihice. I have truſted thee ( Camilo) 
With allthe necreſtthings to my heart, as well 
My Chamber-Councels, w hercin (Prieſt-likc) thou 
Halt cleans'd my Boſome : I, trom thee departed 
Thy penitenc reform'd : but we have becne 
Deceiv'd in thy integritic, deceiv'd 
In that which icemes {07 
Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.) 
Leo* Tobide upon't : thou art not honeſt : or 
If thou inclinſt that way, thou art a Coward, 
W hich hoxes honeſtic behind, reſtrayning 
From Courſe requir'd: or clfe thou muſt be counted 
A Servant, grafted in my ſcrious Truſt, 
And therein negligent : or elic a Foole, 
That ſceſt a Game plai'd home, the rich Stakedrawne, 
And tak'ſt itall tor jcaſt. 
Cam. My gracious Lord, 
I may benegligent, fooliſh, and fearefull, 
Inevery one of theſc, no man is tree, ] 
But that his negligence, his folly,frare, 
Amongſt the infinite doing of the World, 
Sometune puts forth in your attaires (my Lord. ) 
Ifever I were wilfull-negligent, 
It was my folly z if inda(trioufly 
I plai'd the foole, it was my negligence, 
Not weighing well the end : if ever fearetull 
To doe a thing, where Ithe iſſue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Againit the nce. Twas a feare 
Which oft infeRtsthe wifeſt : thele (my Lord) 
Are ſuch allow'd Infirmitics that honeſtic 
Is never free of. Butbeſcech your Grace 
Be plainer with me, let me know my treſpas 
Byit's owne viſage ; if I then deny it, 
"Tis none of mine. 
Lee, Ha' not you ſcene Camille ? 
(But that's paſt doube; you kave, or your eyc-glaſſe 
Is thicker thena Cuckolds Horne) or heard ? 
(For toa Viſion ſoapparant, Rumor — =» 
Cannot be mute) or thought? (for Cogitation 
Reſides not in that man,thazdo's not thinke ) 
Aa3 
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My Wife is lipperie ? If thou wilt confeſle, 
Or elſc be impudently negative, 
To have nor Eyes, nor Eares, nor Thought, then ſay 
My Wite's a Holy-Horſe, delerves a Name 
As ranke aSany Flax-W ench, that putsto 
| Bctorc her troth-plight : ſay*t, and zultify't. 

Cam, I would nat be a ſtander-by, to heare 
My Soveraigne Miſtrifſe clouded ſo, without 
My preſent vengeance taken : 'ſhrew my heart, 
You never ſpoke what did become youlcile 
Then this; which to renerate, were 11 
As deepe as that, though true. 

Leo. Is whiſpering nothing ? 
Is leaning Cheeketo Cheek e? is meating Noles ? 
Killing with in-fide Lip? ſtopping the Cariere 
Of Laughter, with a ſigh? (a Note infallible 
Ofbreaking honeſtic) horſing foot on foot ? = 
Skulking in corners? wiſhing Clocks more ſwift? 
Houres, Minutes? the Noone, Mid.night? andall Eyes 
Blind withthe Pia and cb, but theirs; theirs oncly, 
That would unſcene be wicked? Ls thirnothing? 
Why then the World, and all that'sin'r, 1s nothing, 
The covering Skic is nothing, Bohemia nothing, = 
My Wife is nothing, nor Nothing have theſe Nothings, 
It this be nothing. 

Cam. Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this diſcas'd Opinion, and betunes, 
For 'tis molt dangerous. 
| Leo. Say it be, tistrue. 

Cam. No,no, my Lord. 

Leo. It 1s ; you lye,you lye ; 

I fay thoulyelt Camzle, and I hate thee, 
Pronounce thee a groilc Lowt, a mindleſſe Slave, 
Or clic a hovering 1lemporizer, that 
Can(t with thine eycs at once ſec goodand evill, 
Inciining to them both : were my wives Liver 
InteRed (as her life) ſhe wou!ld not live 
The ruamng of one Glaſle. 

Cam, W hodo'sintect her ? 
| Lee. \Vhy he that weares her like her Mecull, hanging 
{ About his necke ( Boheme) who, it I 
Had Servantstruc about me, that bare eyes 
Tolec alike mine Honor, astiheir profits, 
| (Thcir owne particular Thrifts) they would doe that 
Which ſhould undoc more doing : 1, and rhou 
| His Cup-bearcr, whom | trom meaner forme 
Have Bench'd, and rear'd ro Worſhip, who may'lt ſce 
Plainely, as Heaven ſecs Earth, and Earth fees Heaven, 
How I am gall'd, thou might'ſt be-ſpice a Cup, 
To give mine Enemie a laiting Winke: 
Which Draught to me, were cordial, 

(am. Sir (my Lord) 
I could doe this, and tha: with no raſh Potion, 
But with a lingring Dram, that ſhonld not worke 
Maliciouſly, like Poyton : But I cannot 
Belceve this Cracke to be in my dread Miſtreſle 
(So ſoveraignely being Honorable. ) 
I havclov'd thee. 

Leo. Make that thy queſtion, and goe rot : 
Do'lt thinke I am 10 muddy, ſounſctled, 
To appoint my felte in this vexation? 
Sully the puritic and whireneſle of my Sheetes 
(Whichro prelerue, isSleepe: which being ſpotted, 
Is Goades, Thornes, Nettles, Tailes of Waſpes) 
Give {candall to the blood o'th' Prince, my Rr 
(Whol doethinke is mine, and loveas mine) 


Without ripe moving to't? Would I doe this? 
{ Could man ſoblench ? 
| (-m. 1 muſt beleeve you (Sir) 
' Idoeand will fetch off Bebemnafor't : 
| Provided, that when hee's remov'd, your Highneſſe 
| Will rake againe your Queene, as yours at firſt, 
| Even for your Sonnes ſake, 3rd thereby for ſcaling 
The Injurie of Tongues, in Courts and Kingdomes 
| Knownegand ally'dto yours- 
| Ze», Thou do'it adviſe me, 
Even fo as | mine owne courtc have ſet downe : 
, He give no blemiſh to her Honor, none. 
| Cam, My Lord, 
| Goe then; and with a countenance as cleare 
As Fricndſhip weares ar Fealls,keepe with Bohemia, 
| And wich your Queene : I am his Cup-bearer, 
| It trom mc he have wholeſome Beveridge, 
| Account me not your Servant. 
| Ceo, Thisisall; 
| Do't, and thou haſt the one halfe of my heart; 
Do't not, thou ſplitt'it thine owne. 
| Cam, liedo't, my Lord. 
Leo. I will ſceme friendly, as thou haſt advis'd me. Exit, 
| Cam, O miſcrable Lady, Butfor me ! 
| What caſc ſtand I in ? I muſt be the poyſoner 
| Oftgood Polrxenes, and my ground todo't, 
Isthe obedience to a Maſter ; one, 
W ho in Rebellion with bimfelte,will have 
All that are his, ſo too. To doe this deed, 
Promotion tollowes : If I could find example 
| Ofthouſand'sthar had ſtruck anoynted Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, 1I'd not do't : But fince 
Nor Brafle, nor Stone, nor Parchment beares not one, 
Let Villany it ſelfe fortwer't. 1 muſt 
Forlake tac Court ; to do't, or no, is certaine 
To me abreake-necke. Happy Starre raigne now, 
Here comes Bohemia Enter Polsxenes, 
Pl. This is ſtrange : Me thinkes 
Me tauor bere beginsto warpe, Not ſpeake? 
Good day ( amllo. 
Cam, Hoyle moſt royall Sir. 
Pol. W hat 1s the Newes 1'th' Court ? 
Cam. None rarc (my Lord.) 
Pol. The: King hath on him ſuch acountenance, 
As he had loſt tome Province, and a Region 
Lov'd, as he loves himſclte: evengow I met him 
With cuttomary complement, when he 
Watting his cyesroth contrary, and falling 
A Lippe ot much contewpr, ſpeedes from me, and 
So leaves me, toconfider what is breeding, 
That changesthus his Manners. 
(am. I dare not know (my Lord.) 
Pol. How dare not?doe not?doe you know,and dare not? 
Be intelligent to me;'tis thereabouts : 
For to your {clfe, what you doc know, you muſt, 
And cannot ſay, you dare not. Good {amillo, 
Your chang d complexions are tome a Mirror, 
Which (hewes me mine chang'd tos: for I muſt be 
A party 1n this altcration, finding 
My ſec te thus alter'd with't, | 
Cam. There 15a licknes 
Which purs ſome oC vsin diſtemper, but 
I cannot name the Diſcaſe, and it is caught 
Of you, that yet are well. 
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Pol. How caught of me? 
Make menot ſighted ike the Baſliſque. 
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Ilook'd on thouſands, who have {ped the better 
By my regard, bur kill'd nune {0 : Camullo, 
As you are certainely a Gentleman, thereto 
Clerke-like expedienc'd, which no lefle adornes 
Our Gentry, then our Parents Noble Names, 
In whoſe {ucceſie we are gentle : I beſeech you, 
If you know ought which do's behove my knowledge, 
Thercof to be inform'd,imprifon't not 
Ic 1gnorant concealement. 

Cam. 1 gay not antwere, 

Pol. A Sicknefle caught of me, and yet I well ? 
| muitbe an{wer'd. Do'lt thou heare Camo, 
[ conjure thee by all the parts ofman, 
\W hich honor do's ackno:vi:dge, whereof the leaſt 
Is not this Suit of mine ,that thou declare 
What incidencie thou do'lt gefle of harme 
Is creeping toward me; how farre off, how necre, 
Which way to be prevented, it tobe :; 
[f noc, how beſtro beare it. 

Cem, Sir, will tell you, 
Since | am charg'd in Honor, and by him 3. 
[bat I thinke Honorable: therefore marke my countale, 
Which mult be ev'nas [wittly followed, as 
| meane to utter it; or both your ſelfe, and me, 
Cry lo{t, and fo good night. 

Pol. On, Camilo. 

Cam. | appointed him to murther you. 

Pol. By whom, Camille ? 

Cam. By the King. 

Pol. For what? 

Cam. Hethinkes, nay with all confidence he {weares, 
As hc had (cen't, or beene an [n{trument 
Tovice you to't, that you have toucht his Queene 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol. Oh then, my beſt blood turne 
Toan infected Gelly, and my Name 
Bc yoak'd with his, that did betray che Belt : 
Turne then my freſheſt Reputationto 
A favour, that may {trike the dulleſt Noſthrill 
Where L arrive,and my approach be ſhun'd, 
Nay hated too, worſe then the great'lt infection 
Thatere was heard, or read. 

Cam, Sweare his thought over 
By cach particular Starre m Heaven, and 


4 By all their influences; you may as well 


Forbid the Sca tor to obey the Moone, 

As(or by Oath) remove, or (Countaile) ſhake 
The Fabrick ot his Folly, whoſe foundation 
Ispyl'd upon his Faith, and will continue 

The ſtanding of his Body. 

Pol. How ſhould this grow ? 

(am. I know not : bur 1 am ſure 'risſafer to 
Avoid what's growne, thenqueltion how 'tis borne. 
lt therefore you dare truſt my honeſtie, 

Thatlyes encloſcd in this Trunke, which you 

Shall beare along impawnd, away to Night, 

Your Followers | wil whiſper tothe Buſineſſe, 

And will by twoes, and threes, at ſeverall Poſternes, 
Cleare them o'th' Citie : For my felfe, He pur 

My fortunes to your ſervice (whichare here 

By this diſcoverie loſt.) Be not uncertaine, 

\ For by the honor of my Parencs, 1 

Have uttered Truth ; which if youſecke to prove, 


Pal, Idoe belecve thee : 
I faw his heart in's face. Give methy hand. 
Be Pilot to me, and thy places ſhall 
Still neighbour mine. My Ships are ready, and 
My people did expect my hence departure 
Twodayes agoe, This icalouſie 
[s fora precious Creature : as ſhee's rare, 
Mult 1t be great;and, as his Perſon's mightie, 
Mult it be violent : and, as he do's conceive, 
He is diſhonor'd by a man, whichever 
Protets'd to him: why his Revenges muſt 
In that be made more bitter. Feare ore-ſhades me: 
Good expedition be my friend, and eomtort 
The gracious Queene, part of his Theame; but nothing 
Ot his 1]ta'ne {uſpition. Come (mille, 
| will reſpe&tthce as a Father, if 
Thou bear'ſt amy life off, hence: Let usavoid. 
Cem. Iris in mine authoritie rocommand 
The Keyes of allthe Poſternes: Pleate your Highneſle 
Totake the urgent houre. Come Sir, away. E xennt, 
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Emer Hermwone, CMamillins, Ladies: Leontes, 
eAntygonrns, Lord. 


Her. Take the Boy to you : he ſo troubles me, 

'Tis palt enduring. 
Lady. Come (my gracious Lord) 

Shall I be your play-fcllow ? 

Mam. No, lie none of you. 

Lady. Why (wy {weet Lord?) 

Mam, Youle kifle me hard, and fpeake to me, as if 
[ were a Baby ſtill. I love you berter. 

2. Lady. And why fo (my Lord?) 

Mam, Not tor becauſe 
Your Browes are blacker ( yetblacke-browes they fay 
Become ſome Women beit, ſo that there be not 
Too much haire there, but in a Semicircle, 
Or a halte-Moone, made witha Pen.) 

2.Lady. Who taught this? 

Mam. 1 learn'd it out of Womens faces: pray now, 
W hat colour be your cye-browes ? 

Lady. Blew (my Lord.) 

Mam. Nay, that'sa mock : I have ſcene a Ladies Noſe 
That ha's beene blew, but not her eye-browes. 

Lady. Hearke ye, 
The Queene (your Mother) rounds apace: we {hall 
Preſent our ſcrvices toa fine new Prince 
One of theſe dayes, and then youl'd wanton with ns, 
If we would have you. . 

2. Lady. She is ſpread of Late 

Into a goodly Bulke( good time encounter her.) 

He. What wiſdome ſtirs amongſt you? Come Sir, now 
I am for PR” : *Pray you fit by us, 
Andctell's a Tale. 

AMam. Merry, orſad, ſhale,be? 

Hel. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A fad Talc's beſt tor Winter : 
| have one of Sprights, and Goblins. 


I darenat ſtand bs; nor thall you be fafer, Hel. Let's have that (good Sir.) 

Thenone condemned by the Kings owve mourh: Come-0n, fir downe, come-0n, and doe your beſt, : 

Therron his Exccutiou ſworne. To fright me with your ſprights : you're powrefull at it, 

IF "i - Fas AaJ Man. There 
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Ham. There was a man. | 
Her. Nay, come fit downe ; then on. | I 
Maw. Dweitby a Church-yard : I will tell it ſoftly, | 
Yond Crickets ſhall not heare it, | 
Her.Come on then, and giv't me in mine care. Enter L. | 
Leon. Was be met there ? his Traine? (amllewith | 
him? 

Lord. Bchind the tuft of Pines I metthem, never 
Saw I men {cowreto on their way : I eyed them 
Evcnto their Ships. 

Leo. How blzit am I 
In my jſt Cenfure? in my true Opinion ? 
Alack, for lcfſer knowledge, how accurs'd, 
In being ſo bleſt > There may be in the Cup 
A Spider ſtcep'd, and one may drinke ; depart, 
And yet partake no venome ; (for his knowledge 
Is not intcRed) butit one preſent 
Th'abhor'd Ingredient to his cye, make knowne 
How he hathdrunke, he cracks his gorge, his fides 


: 
# 
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| Youthus have publiſh'd me? Gentle my Lord, 
| Youſcarce can right me throughly, then, to ſay 


Wich violent Hefts: I have drunke,and icene the Spider. | 
Camille was his helpe in this, his Pander : 
There isa plot againſt my Lite, my Crowne ; 
All's true thar 1s miſtruſted: that talſe Villaine, 
Whom I employ'd, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He ha's diſcover'd my Deſigne, and I 
Remaine a pinch'd T hing ; yea, a very Tricke 
Forthem to play at will : how came the Polternes 
So cafily open ? 

Lord. By his great authoritie, 
W hich often hacthnoleſlc prevail'd, then fo, 
On your command, 

Leo, I know't too well. 

Give me the Boy, I am glad you did notnuric him : 
Though he do's beare ſome lignes of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him. 

Her. W hat isthis? Spore ? 

Le», Beare the Boy hence, he ſhall not comeaboutr her, 
Away with him, and let her {port her ſelte 
With thar ſhe's big-with, for 'ris Poltxenes 
Ha's made thee {well thus. 

Her. But I'd fay he had not ; | 
And Ile be ſworne you would beleeve my laying, 
How Cre you leane to th'Nay-ward. 

Leo. You (my Lords) 
Looke on her, maike her well : be but aboat 
Tofay the is a goodly Lady, and 
The juſtice of vour hearts w illthereto adde 
'Tis pitty ſhe's not honeit : Honorable ; 
Prayſc her bur for this ber without-dore-Forme, 
(Which on my faith deſcrves high ſpeech)and ſtraight 
The Shrug, the Hum, or Ha, (theſe Petty-brands 
That Calumnic doth uſc; Oh I am out, |. 
That Mercy do's, for Calumnic will ſcare 
Verrue itſ{clfe) theſe Shrugs, theſe Hum's, and Ha's, 
When you have {aid ſhe's goodly, come berweene, 
Ere you can ſay ſhe's honelt : Butbe*tknowne 
(From him that ha's molt cauſe togrieve it ſhould be) 
She's an Adulrrefle, 

Her, Should a Villaine fay fo, 
(The moſt repleniſh'd Villaine in the World) 
He wereasmuch more Villaine: you (my Lord) 
Doe but miſtake. 

Leo. You have miſtooke (my Lady 
Polixenes tor Leontes : O thou Thing, * 


— XX > — 
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Barbariſme ( makivg me the precedent) | 


| With an aſpet more favorable, Good my Lords, 


Should a like Language uſctoalldegrees, 
ly dittinguiſhment leave out, 

Betwixt the Prince and Begger :) I have iaid 
Shee's an Adultreſſe, 1 bave faid with whom: 
More; Shee'sa Traytor, and ( amills is 
A Federarie with her, and one that knowes 
W hat ſhe ſhould ſhame to know her (elte, 
But with her moſt vild Principall ; that ſhe's 
A Bed-{warver, even as bad as thoſe 
Thar Y vlgars give bold'ſt Titles; I, and privie 
To this their late eſcape, 

Her. No(by wy lite) 
Privy to none of this : how will this grieve you, 
\ hen you ſhall come toclcarer know ledge, that 


Vou did miſtake. 
Zeo. No : it I wiltake 
In thoſe Foundations which I build upon, 
The Centre is not bigge enough to beare 
A Schoole-Boycs Top. Away with her, to Priſon: 
He who ſhall ſpeake tor her, is a farre-cff guiltie, 
But that he ſpcakes. 
Her, Thsre's {ome ill planet raignes: 
I mult be patient, till the Heavens looke 


I am not prone to weeping (as our Sex 
Commonly are) the want of which vaine dew 
Perchance thall dry your pitties : but I have 
That honorable Griefe lodg'd here, which burnes 
Worle then Teares drowne : *beſeech you all (my Lords) 
With thoughts ſoqualified, as your Charitics 
Shall beſt inſtru you, meaſure me; and ſo 
The Kings will be perform'd, 

Leo. Shall T be heard ? 

Her.Whois't that goes with me?'beſeech your Highnes 
My _ may be with me, tor you ſce 
My-piightrequires it, Doc not w Fooles 
There 1s no cauſe: When you ary ach. Mites) 
Ha's deſerv'd Priſon, then aboundin Teares, 

As I comeout ; this Action I now goe on, 
Is for my better grace. Adicu (my Lord) 
I never wiſh'd toſce you ſorry, now 
I truſt I ſhall : my Women come, you have leave, 
Les, Goe doe our bidding : hence. 
Lord. Beicech your Highneſle call the Queene againe. 
ent. Be certaine what you do (Sir) leaſt your Tuſtice 
Prove violence, in the whichthre: greatones ſuffer, 
Your Selfe, your Queene, your Sonnc. 
Lord. For her (my Lord) 
I dare my life lay downe, and will do't (Sir) 
Pleaſe you t'accept it, that the Queene is ſpotleſſe 
I'th'eyes of Heaven,and to yoa(1 meanc 
Inthis, which you accuſc her.) 
Antig. It it prove 
She's other wiſe, Ie keepe my Stables where 
I lodge my Wife,lle goe in couples with her : 
Then when I feele, and ſee her, no turther truſt her ; 
For every ynch of Woman in the World, 
I, every dram of Womans fleſh 1s talſe, 
If ſhe be. 
Lee. Hold your peaces, 
Lord. Good my Lord. 
eg. Itis for you we iſpeake, not for our ſelves: 
You arcabus'd, by ſome putter on, 
That willbe damn'd for't : would I kneyy the Villaine, 
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I would Land-damne him : be ſhe honor-tlaw'd, 
[ have three daughters : the eldeſt 1s cleven:; 
The ſecond, and the third, nine : and ſonnes five: 
itchisprovetruc, they't pay for't. By mine honor 
lie gell'd emall : fouceteene they ſhall not lee 
Tolring falſe _— they arc co-hcires, 
And I had rathcr glib my ſelte, then they 

Lis. Ceale,no more : 
You ſmell this bufineſſe with a ſence as cold 
As 152 dead-mans noſe : but I do fee't, and feel'r, 
As you feele doing thus : and (ce wichall 
The Inſtruments that tecle. 

Ant. If it be 10, 
We neede no grave to buric honeſtic, 
There's not a graine of ic, the face tolweeten 
Of the whole dungy=carth. 

Les. What? lacke I credit ? 

Lnd. Thad rather you did lacke then 1 (my Lord ) 
Vpanthis ground : and anore it would content mc 
To have ber Honor true , then your ſuſpition 
Be blam'd for't how you might. 

Leo, Why what neede we 
Commune with you for this ? but rather follow 
Our torcefull inſtigation? Our prerogative 
Calsnot your Counſailes, but our naturall goodneſlc 
| parts this ; which, if you, or ſtupitied, 

Or ſeeming (0, in $kill, cannot, or will not 

Reliſh a rruth, like us: informe your (elves 

\We necde yo more of your advice : the matter, 
The loſle, the gaine, the ord'ring on't, 

[s a!l properly ours. 

Ant. And 1 wiſh (my Licge) 
You had onely in your lilent judgement tride it, 
\\trhourt more overture? 
L:s. How could that be ? 

Either thouart molt ignorant by age, 

O: thou wer't borne @toole : Camlo's {light 
Aved ro their Familiarity 

(Which _ as groſle,as ever touch'd conjecture, 
{ hatiaci'd fghtonely, ttor rion 
But oncly lecrng, INNER 
Made uSto'th deed) doth puſh on this proceeding, 
Yer, foragreater confirmation 
( For 11 ana of this importance, 'twere 

\{ vt pirriousto be wilde) I bavediſpatch'd in poſt, 
' > facred Delphoz, to eApolio's Temple, 

{ eominesand Deon, whom you know 

OV» [tal 4»{whciency : Now, from the Oracle 
They will bringal, whoſe ſpicituall counfaile had, 
Sh! top, or ſparre me. Hayec I done well? 

Lor4, Well done (ny Lord.) | 

Leo. ! hoaghlI am fatisfyde,and needeno more 
The: »« hat I know, yer ſhall the Oracle 
GIve:..troth mindesof others; ſuch as he 
W "oc ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to th'truth. So have wethought it good 
From our free perſon, ſhe ſhould be continde, 
Leaſt that the rreachery of the two, fled bence, 
—_ herto performe. Come follow us, 

eare roſpeake in publike : for this bulincſle 
Will raiſe bs all ou 
Aniz. Tohughter, as1 rake it, 
good truth, were knowne, 


Exewnt, 


| 


— 


Scaena Secunda. 
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Enter Paulina, a Gentlewan, Gaoler, Emilia. 


Paxl. The Keeper of the priſon, call to him : 
Let bim have knowledge mh Il am. Good Lady, 
No Court in Europe is too good for thee, - = 
W hat dot thou then in priton? Now good Sir, 
You know me, do you not ? 
Gas. For a worthy Lady, 
And one, whom much I honour. 
Pas. Pray you then, 
ConduR me tothe Queene. 
Gao, I may not(Madam) 
Tothe contrary I have expreſſe commandment. 
Pax. Here'sa-doz tolocke up honeſtic and honor from 
Th acceſle of gentle vifitors. 1s't lawtull pray you 
To ſec her Women ? Any of them? Emvata ? 
Gas. So pleaſe you (Madam) 
= ut a-part theſe your attendants, ! 
Shall bring Emuba torth. 
Pas. I pray you now call her : 
With-draiv your (clves, 
Gao. And Madam, 
I muſt be preſent at your Conference. | 
Pan, Well : be'to : prethee. Emer 
Heere's ſuch a-doe, to make no ſtaine ,a ſtaine, Emilia. 
Aspaſles colouring. Deare Gentlewoman, 
How fares one gracious Lady ? 
Emil. As well as one ſo great, and ſo forlorne 
May hold together : On her frights, and greefes 
(Which never tender Lady bath borne greater) 
She is, ſomcthing betore her time, deliver'd. 

Pas. A boy? 
Emil. A daughter, and a goodiy babe, 
Luſty, and like to live : the Queene receives | 

Muchcomfort in't : Sayes, my poore priſoner, 
I am innocent as you, 
Pas, I dare be tworne :' 
Theſe dangerous, unſafe Lunes i'th* King, beſhrew them, | 
He muſt be told on't, and he (ha!l : the orice 
Becomesa woman belt. Ile take't upon me, 
If I prove hony-mouth'd, let my tongue blilter. 
And never to my red-look'd Anger be | 


—_—— any more : pray you (Emtia) | 
my beſt obedichceto the Queene, 
If ſhe dares truſt me with her little babe, 
I'te ſhew't the King, and undertake tobe 
Her Advocate to*ch lowd*lt, Ve doe not know 
How hemay ſofren at the fight o'ch'Childe : 
The ſilence often of pure tnnucence 
Perſwades,when ſpeaking failes. 
Emil. Moſt worthy Madam, 
-_ —_ ,and CG "—_ | 
That your free ing cannot miſle 
A thriving iſſue : there is no Lady living 
So meete for thisgreat errand; pleaſe your Ladiſhip 
To viſit the next _— lle po 
Acquaine the Qneene of your le offer, 
Who, but today hammered of this deſigne, 
Bur durſt nottempr a miniſter of honor 
Leaſt ſhe ſhould be deny'd. 
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Paxl., Tell her (Emilia) 
Ile uſe thattongue I have : If wit ow fron: 
As boldneſſe from my boſome, lc't not be doubted 
I ſhall do good. 
Emil, Now be you bleſt for it. 
lie tothe Queene : pleaſe you come ſomething neerer. 
Gao. Madam, if t pleaſe the Queene to ſend the bade, 
I know not what I ſhall incurrc, to paſſe1r, 
Having no walrant. 
Pau. Younced not fearc it ( (ir) : 
This Childe was priſoner to the wombe, and is 
By Lav and procefle of great Nature, thence 
Free'd, and enfranchis'd ,not a partie to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
(If any be) the treſpaſſe of the Queene. 
Gao. I do beleeve it, 
*Pawl. Do not you feare : upon mine honor, I 


Will ſtand betwixt you, and danger. Excnunt. 


Scaena T ertia. 


—{ - — 


Emer Leontes Sernants, Paulina, Antigonts, 
and Lerds. 


Leo. Nor night, nor day,nvu re{t : It is but weakneſlc 
To beare the marrer thus : mecre weakneſle, it 
Thecauſe were not in being : part o'thcaule, 

She, th' Adulterſſc; for the harlot-King 
Is quite beyond mine arme: out of the blanke 
Andlevell of my braine : plot-proofe : but the, 
I can hooke to me : ſay that ſhe were gone, 
Given to the firc, a moity of my reſt 
Might came to me againc. Whoſe there ? 

Ser. My Lord. Enrer. 

Leo. How do's the boy 2; 

Ser. Hetooke good reſt to night ;'tishop'd 
His ſickneſle is ditcharg'd. 

Ley To ice his Nobleneſlc, 
Concetving the diſhenour ot hisMother, 
He ſtraight declin'd, droop'd,tooke it deeply, 
Faſten'd, and fix*d the ſhame on't in himſelte : 
Threw-off his Spirit, his Apperite, hisSleepe, 
And down-right langaiſh'd, Leave me (olely ; goe, 
Sec how hc fares: Fic, tic, nothought of him, 
The very thought of my Revenges that way 
Recoyleupon me : in humſclte evo mighty, 
Vartiil a time may ſerue, For preſent vengeance 
Take it on her : (amillo, and Polixenes 
Laugh ar me; make their paſtime at my ſorrow : 
They ſhould not laugh, if 1 could reach them, nor 
Shall ſhe, within my powre. 

Enter Paulina. 

Lord. You muſt not enter. 

Pan: Nay rather (good my Lords) be ſecond to me; 
Feare you his tyrannous paſſion more(alas) 
Thenthe Qneenes lite ? A graciousinnocent ſoule, 


More free, then he 1s icalous. 
Antig. 1 hat'senough, 
Ser. Madam ; he hath notſlept tonight, commanded 
None ſhould come at him. 
Par. Nut {o hot { good Sir) 
| come to bring him ſlcepe. 'Tis ſuch as you 


That creepe like ſhadowes by him, and doſghe 
At cach his ncedlefſe heauings: ſuch as you 
Nouriſh the cauſe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicmall, as true ; 
(Honeſt, as cither;) to purge him of that humor, 
That preſles him trom fleepe. 

Leo. W hat noyſe there, hoe ? 

Pas. No noyſe(my Lord) but needtul] conterence , 
About ſome Golsips tor your Highneſle- 

Leo. How ? 

Away with that audacious Lady. Artioonus 
I'charg'd thee that ſhe ſhould not come about me, 
I knew ſhe would. 

Ant. I] told her ſo (my Lord) 

On your ditplcaſures peril and on mine, 
She ſhould not vifit you. 

Leo. W hat? canſt not rulc her? 

Paxl. From all diſhoneſtic he can : inthis 
(Vnleſſe he take the courſe that you have done) 
Commit me, for committivg honorgti ult it, 

He ſhall not rule me : 

Ant. La-you now, you heare, 

When ſhe will take the raine, Ilet her run, 
Bur ſhcel not ſtumble. 

Paul. Good my liege I come: 

AndI beſcech you heare me: who profeſies 
My felte your loyall ſervant, your Phifitian, 
Your moſt obedient Counſailor : yet that dares 
Lefſe appcare fo, in comforting your Evilles, 
Then tuch as molt ſeeme yours. 1 1ay, I come 
From your good Queene, 

Lto. Good Queene? 

Paul. Good Queene (my Lord) good Queene, 
I ſay good Queene, 

And would by combate, make lier good fo, werel 
A man, the worit about you. 

Leo. Force her hence. 

Pax. Lct him that makes but tFifles of his eyes 
Fiſt hand me: on mine owre accord, lle oft, 
Bu: firſt; Ile do my errand. T he good Queene 
(For ſhe is good) hath brought you forth a daughter, 
Hcere'tis : Commends it to your bleſſing. 

Leo. Our ; 
A mankinde Witch? Hence with her, out o'dore : 
A mott intelligencing bawd. 

Paxl, Notto: 
I am as1gnorant 1n that, as you, 
In ſocntir'ling me 3 and 20 lefie honeſt 
Then you are mad : which is enough, Ile warrant 
(Astlus world gocs) to paſle for honelt. 

Lee. Traitors; 

Will you not puſh her out ? Give her the Baſtard, 
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr'd : unrooſted 
By thy dame Partletheere. Take up the Baſtard, 
Take't up,1 ſay :giuc'tro the Croane, 

Paxl. For cver 
Vnvenerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak'it upthe Princeſle, by that forced baſeneſſe 
Which he ha's put upon't. 

Leo. He dreads his Wite. 

Pax, So I would you did": then *twere paſt all doubt 
youl'd call your children, yours. 

Leo, A neit of Traitors. 

Ame. 1 am none,by this good light. 

Paxl. Nor I : nor any 
Burt one that's heere : and that's himſelfe: forhe, 
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Thefacred honor of himſelfe, his Queenes, 

His hopefuliSonnes, his Babes, betrayes to ſlander, 
Whoſe ſiing is ſharper then the Swords; and will not 
(For as the caſe now ſtands, it 15 a Curſe 

He cannot be compell'd too't) once remove 

The Root of his Opinion, which is rotten, 

As ever Oake, or ttone was found, 

Leo. A Callat 
Of boundicile tongue gwho late hath bear her husband, 
And now baits me : This Brat is none of mine, 
It is the Iluc of Polirenes. 
Hence with it, and together with the Dam, 
Committhcm to the tire. 

Pax. It is yours: 
And might welay th' ol Proverb to your charge, 
$0 like you, "tis the worſe. Behold (my Lords) 
Aichoughthe print be little, the whole Matter 
And Copgy of the Father : (Eye, Noſe, Lippe, 
The tricke of*s Frowne, his Fore-head,nay ,the Valley, 
The oretry dimples of his Chin, and Cheek+;his Sawles; 
The very Mold, and frame of hand, rayle, Finger. ) 
\ndthou zvod Goddeilc Netwre, which halt made it 
S0like to him that got it, it thou kait 
Thz ordering of the Mind roo,'monglt all Colours 
No Yellow 1't, lealt ſhe ſuſpeR,as he do's, 
Her Chiidren, not her Husbands. 

Leo. A groilc Hagge: 
And Lozeli, thou art worthy to be hang 'd, 
That wilt tot (tay her Tongue. 

Antig. Hang all the Hasbards : 

That cannot doe that Feat, y 0.'l leave your ſeite 
Haroly one lubjeR, 

L-e.Once more take her hence. 

Panl. A moſt unworthy, and unnaturall Lord 
Can doe no more. 

Leo, lic ha' thee burnt. 

Pax. | care not : 
It is an Hcretique that makes the hre, 
Not ſhe which burnesm't. Ie norcall you Tyrant: 
Butthis moſt cruell uſage of your Queene 
(Notable to produce more accuſation 
Then your owne «x cak.c-hindg'd Fancy) ſomething favors 
Of Tyranny, and wil ignoble make you, 
Yea, icandalous tothe World, 

Leo, On your aliegeance, 

Our of the Chamber with her. Were a Tyrant, 
Where were her lite? ſhe durſt not call me fo, 
If ſhe did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray you doe not pulh mc,lic be gone. 
Looketoyour Babe (my Lord) tis yours: love ſend her 
A detter guiding Spirit. What neede theſe hands ? 

You that are thus to tender o're his Follyes, 
Will never do him good, not one of you. 
$0, fo ; Farewell, we arc gone. Exit. 

Leo. Thou (Traytor) baſt fet on thy Wife to this. 
My Chiid? away with't? even thou, that haſt 
A heart fo tender o're it, take it hence, 
And ſee it inſtantly conlum'd with fire. 
Even thou,and none but thou. Take itup ſtraight : 
Within this houre bring me word 'tis done. 
(And by good teſtimumie) or lie ſeize thy life, 
With what thou elſe call'| thine: if thou refuſe, 
And wilt encounter with my Wrath, fay ſo; 
The Baſtard-braines with theſe my proper hands 
$hall @ i : 
11 Cai, our, Goe take ittothe fire, 

tor thou ſerr'{t onthy Wife. 


Antig. 1 did nor, Sir : 
Thete Lords, my Noble Fellowes, if they pleaſe, 
Can cleare mc i0't, 
Lords, Wecanz my Royall Liege, 
He 15 notguiltic of her commivg hither. 
Les. You're lycrsall. 
Lod. Belcech your Highneſle, give us better credit; 
We have alwaycstruly ſery'd you, and betcech 
50 to cſteeme of us : and on our knees we begge, 
(As recompence of our«care {ervices 
Pait, and tro come) char you doe change this parpole, 
VW hich being fo horrible, fo bloody, mult 
Leade onto tome foule Ifluc. We ail kneele. 
Lee. I am a Feather tor each \Wind that blows: 
Shall I live on, to fee this Baſtard kneele, 
And call me Fathcr? better burnc 1 now, 
Then curſe it then, Bur be tr : {cr it live. 
It ſhall not neyther. You Sir, come you hither : 
You that bave beene fotenderly orhcions 
With Lady Margerie, your Mid-witc there, 
To fave this Baſtards liie; tor 'tis a Baltard, 
$0 ure as this Beard's gray. VW hat will you adventure, 
Toflave this Brats life ? 
Antig. Anything (my Lord) 
Thar my abilitie may undergoe, 
And Noblenefle impoſe : at la(t thus much; 
Ile pawne the little blood which I have left, 
To fave the innocent : any thing poſſible. 
Leo. Itſhall be pollible : Sweare by this Sword 
Thou wilr performe my bidding. 
eAnrig. I will (my Lord. ) 
Leo. Marke and performe it : ſceſt thou? torthe faile 
Of any point in't, ſhall not onely be 
| Death to thy felte, but tothy lewd-tongu'd Wie, 
(Whom for this time we pardon) We cnjoyne thee, 
Asthou art Licge-man to us, that thou carry 
This female Baitard hence, and that thou beare it 
To ſome remote and defart place,quite out 
Ot our Dominioas; and that there thou leave it 
(Withour much mercy) to it ow ne protection, 
And fauour of the Climate : as by {travge fortune, 
Itcame tous, I doe in Juttice charg: thee, 
On thy Soules perill, and thy Bodies torture, 
That thoucommend it {trangely to fome place, 
Where Chance may nurle, oc end it : take it up. 
eAmig. 1 {wearc todoethis: though a preſent death 
Had beene more mercifull. Cou:c on (poore Babr ) 
Some powertull Spirit in{truct the Kyres and Ravens 
Tobe thy Nurſes. Wolves and Beares, they fay, 
(Caſting their ſavagenefſe aſide) have done 
Likcothces of pitty. Sir, be protperous 
In more then this decd do's require; and bleſiing 
Againſt this Cruclrie, fight on thy de 
(Poore Thing condemn'd to loffc.) 
Leo. No : lle nor rare 
Anothers IſTue. Enter a Servant, 
Sers. Pleaſe *your Highneſle,Polts 
From thoſe you ſent roth' Oracle, are come 
An houre fince : { {eommes andD1on, 
Being well arriv'd from De!phos, are both landed, 
Haſting toth' Court. 
Lord. So pleaſe you (Sir) their ſpeed 
Hath beene beyond accompr. 
Leo. Twentie three dayes 
They havebeeneabſent : "ris good ſpeed; fore-tells © _ 
| The great «polo ſuddenly will have 


F xt. 
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The truth of this appcare : Prepare you Lorcs, 
Summon a Seſſion, that we may arraigne 

Our moſt diſloyall Lady:for as the hath 

Been publikely accus'd, fo ſhall ſhe have 

A juſt aad open Trall. While ſhe lives, 

My heart wili be a burthen to mc. Leave me, 
Andttuake upon my bidding. 


E xemnt. 


— 
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Enter Cleomines and Dion. 


Fertile the Iſle, the Temple mu_h (urpaſſing 
| The common praylc it beares. 
| Din. | ſhall report, 

For molt it caught mc, the Celeſtiall Habits, 
(Me thinkesI 1o ſhould cerme them) and che rev 
Of the grave Wearers. O, the Sacrihice. 
How ceremonious, {olcmne, and un-carthly 
It was1 th Offcing? 

{eo. Butof all, the burit 

And the care-deaff 'niug V oyce 0'rh' Oracle, 
Kin to lower T huader, 10 lurpriz'd my SEnce, 
That 1 was nothing, 

Diso. It th'cvent o'th' Tourncy 
Prove asſucceſſefullto the Queene (O be't ſo) 
As it hath beene to us, rare, pleaſant, ſpecdic, 
The rime 15 worth the uſc on't. 

Cleo, Great eApoils 

Tarneallto th' beit : theſe Proclamations, 
So forcing taults upon Hermeore, 
I iittle like. 

Dye. The violent carriage of it 


(Thus by eels 2great Divine leal'd up ) 
Shail the Contents diicover:fomerhingrare 


An4 g:actousbe the 1{lue. Execant. 


eA ftns Tortins. Scaena Prima. 


Cl:. The Clymat's delicate, the Ayre moſt ſweet, 


Will cleare, orend the Buiineſſe, whenthe Oracte 


Even then will raſh to knowledge. Goe: freſh Horles, 


ercnce 


I NY 
— >  <  —_—— o——on————_o— -_ 


Scena Secunda. 


Exter Leoutes, Lords, Officers : Hermuone (as to 
Trial!) Lames ; ( leommmes Dion, 


Evenpuſhes *gainſt our hcart. Thepartie try'd, 
The Daughter of a King, our Wite, and one 

Of us too much belou'd, Let us be clear'd 

Of being tyrannous, ſince we ſo openly 


Even tothe Guilt, or the Purgation : 


Pro1uce the Priſoner. 


Lee, Reade the IndiAment. 
Officer, Hermione, © meene to the worthy Leontes, 


in commutng eAdaltery with Polixenes King of B 


— _——_ X = — - OO =” 9 RG CDS or nn nn om Ros — > <—_—_ 


Les. This Scſſions (to our great griefe we pronounce) 


Proceed 1n luſtice, which ſhall have due courſc, . 


Officer. It is his Highneſſc pleaſure, that the Queene 
Appcare in per{on, here iy Court. Sulence, Enter 


S1cilia, thou art here accuſed and arraigned of High Treaſon, 


ber 


King of 


I 


| Behold our humane Actions (as they doe) 


_— — 


ad conſpiring with Camillo ts take awe) the Life of onr Sove. 


trarse to the Faith and Allegeance of a true Subjett didft conn. 


Nughe. 
Her, Since what I am to ſay, muſt be but that 
W hich contradicts my Acculation, and 
The teſt! monic on my part, noother 
But what comes from my {clte,it (hall ſcarce boot me 
Toſay, Notguilte : minc integritic 
Being counted Falſchood,ſhail (as I cxpreſlc it) 
Pc to receiv'd. But thus, it Powres divine 


I doubt not then, bur innocence ſhall make 
Falle Accuſations bluſh, ard T yrannie 
Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord) belt know 
( W horn leaſt will ſceme to doe 1o) wy palt lite 
Hath beene as continent, as chaſte, astruc, 
ASTam now unhappy ; which 15 more 
Then hiſtorie can patterne, though devis'd, 
Ard play'd, to take Spectators. For behold me, 
A Feilew of the Royali Bcd, which owe 
A Moicie of the Throne : a great Kings Daughter, 
The Mother to a hopefull Prince, here ſtanding 
To prate and talks tor Lite,and Honor, fore 
Who plcaſcto come and heare. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh Griefe (which 1 would ipare :) For Honor, 
'Tisa derivative from me to mine, 
And onely that I ſtand for. 1 appeale 
To your owne Conſcience (Sir) before Polixencs 
Came to your Court, how 1 was in your grace, 
How merited tobe lo : Since he came, 
With what encounter ſouncurrant, 1 
Have {trayn'd Cappeare thus; if one jot beyond 
The bound of honor, or in a, or wall 
That way enclining, hardened be the hearts 
Ot all that heare me, and my neer'ſt of Kin 
Cry he upon my grave. 
Les, I ne're heard yet, 
Thar any of theſc bolder Y ices wanted 
Leſle Impudence to gaine-ſay what they did, 
Then to pertorme it tirſt, | 
Her. That's true enovgh, 
Though 'tis a faying (Sir) not due to me. 
Leo. You will not owne it. 
Her. More then Miltreſle of, 
W kichcomes to me in name of fault,I muſt not 
At ail acknowledge, Fur Polsxenes 
(With whom | aim accus'd) I doc confeſle 
T!oy'd him, as in Honor he reqvird : 
With fucha kind of Love, as might become 
A Lady like me; witha Love, even ſuch, 
So, and no other, as your ſclte commanded : 
W hich,not to have done, I thinke had beene in me 
Both Dilobedicnce, and ingratirude 
To you, and toward your friends, whcie love had ſpoke, 
Evenſince 1tcould fpeake, from an infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now tor Conſpiracic, 
| know not how it taſtes,though it be diur'd 
For me totry how : Alli know of it, 
Is, that Camuls was an honeſt man ; 
And why he lett your Court, the Gods themſelves 
( Worting no morethen 1) are ignorant. 
Les, You knew of his departure, as you know 


raigne Lord the King, thy royall knrband : the pretence whereof 
bemg by circumFtance partly layd open, thew( Hermione) con. | 


ſaile and ayde them , for thew benter ſaſetie , to fize away by 


FAA WH Hd RHBALTEO 


VW hat you have underta'ne rodoe in'sabſcnce. 
Her. Sir 


_— wth 
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Her. Sir, 
you ſpeake a that I vnderſtand not: 
My Life ſtands in thelevell of your Dreames, 
Which llc lay downe. 

Leo, Your Actions are my Dreames. 
You had a Baſtard by Polsxener, 
And I but dream's it : As you were paſt all ſhame, 
(Thoſe of your Fa&are fo) ſopaſtailtrurh; | 
Which co deny, concernes more then aumiles: tor as 
Thy Brat hath beene caſt our, like toit telte, 
No Father owning it (which is indecd 
More criminall in thee, then 1.) fo thou 
Shalt tcele our Tuſtice ; in whoſe caficlt paſſage, 
Loeke for no lefle then death, 

Her. Sir, {pare your I hreats: = 
The Bugge which you would fright me with, 1 iceke: 
Tome can Life be no commodity, 

The crowne and comtort of my Life (your Fauor) 
Idoe giue loſt, for I doe teele it gone, 

But know not how it went. My iccond Toy, 

And firlt Fruits ot my body, trom his pretence 

| am bar'd, like one infectious. My third comtort 
(Star'd molt unluckily)is from my brealt 

(The innocent milke 1n it molt innocent mouth) 
Hal'd out to murther. My ielte on every Pott 
Proclaym'd a Strumpet : With impmodeſt hatred 
The Child-bedpriviledge deny'd, which longs 
To Women of all faſhion. Laſtly, hurried 

Here, tothis place, i'ch' open ayre before 

I have got ſtrength of limit. Now (my Liege 
Tell me what bleſſings I have here auve, 

That 1 hould feare rodye ? Therefore proceed ; 
But yet heare this : miſtake me not :no Lite, 

(I prize it not a ſtraw) but for mine Honor, 
Which I would tree : 1f [ ſhall be condemn'd 
Vponſurmizes ( all prootes {lceping elle, 

But what your Icaloufies awake) I tell you 

Tis Rigor, and not Law. Your Honors all, 

I doe reterre me to the Oracie ; 

Apollo be my Iudge. 

Lad. This your requeſt Enter Diow and Cleomines. 
Isaltogether juſt : therefore bring forth 
(And in eApois Name) his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Rufſia was my Father, 

Oh chat he were alive, and here behoiding 
His Daughters Tryall : that he did bur fce 
The flatnefle of my mileric ; yet with :yes 
Ot pitty, not Revenge. 
Officer. 01 hcere ſhall ſweare upon the Sword of Tuſtice, 
That you ( (Tomes and Dion) have 
Beene both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
Thus fcal'd-up Oracle, by the Hand deliver'd 
Ot great Apelo's Pricit; and that fince then, 
You have not dar'd to breake the holy Scale, 
Nor read the Secrets in'r. 

Cleo. Dio. All this we ſweare. 

Leo. Breake up th: Scales, and readc. 

Officer. Hermione # caſt, Polixenes blameleſſe, Camillo 
true Subjeit, Leontes a jealous Tyrant, bus innocent Babe 
| truly begotten, andthe King ſrall lrve without an Heire,jf that 
which us lo#Þ, be not found. 


| Lords, Now bleſſed bethe great Apollo. 


Her. Prayſcd, 
Les, Haſt thou rcad truth ? 
Offic, 1 (my Lord) even ſo asir is here ſet downe. 


Leo. There is notruth ar all 'th' Oracle : 


| The Scfſions ſhall proceed: this is mecre falichood. 


Ser My Lord the King : the King ? 
; Leo. What isthe bulineſle ? 
Ser. OSir I ſhall be hated to report it. 
The Prince your Sonne, with mcere conceit and feare 
Of the Queenes ſpecd, is gone . 
Leo. How? gone? 
Ser. Is dead. 
Leo. Apollo'z angry, and the heavens themſelves 
Doe itrike at my Injuſtice. How now there ? 
Pax,This newes 15 mortall to the Queene; Look downe 
And fce what death is doing. 
Leo. Take hcr hence ; 
Her heart is but o're-charg'd: ſhe will recover. 
| have too much belcev'd mine owne ſulpition; 
Beteech you tenderly apply to her 
yorne remedies for lifr. Apoilo pardon 
My great prophaneſſe 'gainlt thine Oracle. 
lle reconcile me to Folxener, 
New wooe my Queene, recall the good Camslo 
(Whom I prociaume a man of Truth, of Mecrcy:) 
; Forbeing tran{ported by my Iealoufics 
To bluody thoughts and to revenge, I choſe 
Camilo tor the miniſter, ro poylon 
My friend Polixenes : which had beene done, 
But that the goud mind of Camilo tardicd 
My fwift command : though I with death, and with 
Reward, did thica:en and cncoufage him, 
Not Coing it, and being done : he (molt humane, 
And hil's with Honor) to my Kingly Guelt - 
Vnclatp'd myprattiſe,quir his fortunes here 
( Which you knew great) and to the certaine hazard 
Of all Incertainties, himſclfe commended, 
Noricher then his Honor: How he glilters 
Through my darke Ruſt? and how hus Pictie 
Do's my deeds make the blacker ? 
Panxl. Woe the while : 
O cut my Lace, lcalt my heart (cracking ic) 
Breake roo. 


Lord. What fit isthis? good Lady? 


— ——— 


—... 


Panl, What ſtudied corments(T yrant)baſt for me? 
What Whecles?Rack9 Fires? W hac flaying? boyling?Bur- 


In Leads,or Oylcs? VW hat old,or new torture 
Mult I receive? whole very word deſerves 

To taſte ofthy molt worſt. Thy Tyranny 

( Together working with thy Icalouſics, 

Fancics too weake tor boyes,tov grecnc and idle 
For Girles of Nine) Othinke w hit they have done, 
And then run mad indeed : ſtarke-mad: tor all 

Thy by foolerics were bur {pices tor it. 

That thou betrayed'ſt Polixencs, twas nothing, 
(Thar did bur ſhew thee, of a Foole,inconltavr, 
Anddamnable ingratetull: ) Nor was'c much. 

Thou would'it haue poyton'd good Camils's Honor, 
To have him kill a King : poore Tictpoſles, 

More monſtrous ſtanding by : whereof [ reckon 
The calting forth tro Crowes, the Baby-daughter, 
To be or none, or little; thougha Devill 

Would have (hed water out of hire, cre don't: 

Nor 15'tdirectly layd tothee, the death 

Of the young Prince, whote honourable thoaghes 
(ſhoughrs high for one ſotender) cietr rhe heart 
That could conceiveagrofſe and fooliſh Ste 
Blemiſh'd his gracious Dam : this is not, no, 
Laydto thy anſwer : but the la(t : O Lords, 

| W hen I have faid,cry woe: the Queene,the Queene, 


(ung, 


CC Cn 
— 
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The {weer'(t,decer'(t creature's dead:& vengeance for't | 
Nor drop'ddowne yet- | 

Lord: ſhe higher powres forbid. 

Pas. I ſay ſhe's dead: Ile ſwear't. If word,nor oath 
Prevaile not,go and lec:it you can bring 
Tin&ture,or luſtre in her lip,her cyc 
Heate outwardly, or breath within, Ile ſerve you 
As I would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, 

Dot not repent theſe things, for they are heavier 
Then all thy woes can ſtirre : therctore berake thee 
To nothing but diſpaire. A thouſand knees, 
Tenthouſand yeares toge<ther,vaked,falting, 

Vpon a barren Mountaane, and ſti}] Winter 

In ſtorme perpetuali,could not moye the Gods 

To looke that way thou wer't. 

Lee. Go 0n,go 0n: | 
Thou canſt not {peake too much, I have deſerv'd 
All rongnes to talke their bittreſt. 

Lora. Say no more, 

How cre the buſineſſe goes you have made fault 
I'th boldneſle of = {peech 
Pax.1 am! or't, 
All faults I darken I ſhall cone to know them, 
1 do repent: Alas, I have ſhew'd too much 
The raſhneſſe of a woman: he 1s toucht 
Toth'Noble heart. What's gone, and what's pait helpe 
Should be paſt greete:Do not receive atfiction 
At my petition, I beſecch you, rather 
Ler me be puniſh'd,that have minded you 
OF what you ſhoold forget. Now(good my Liege ) 
Sir, Royall Sir, forgive a fooliſh woman: | 
The love I bore your Queene(Lo,toole againe) 
Ile ſpeake of her no more,nor of your Children: 
le nor remember you of my owne Lord, hi 
(Who isloſt too: )take your patience to you, 
And Ilc ſay nothing, 

Leo. Thou didſt ſpcake but well, 

When moſt the truth:which I receive much'berter, 
The: to be pitticd of thee. Prethec bring me 

To the dcad bodies of my Qucene, and Sonne, 

One grave ſhall be for both. Vpon them ſhall 

The cauſes of their death appeare{unto 

Our ſhame perpetuall )once a day, Ile viſt 

The Chappell where they lye, and tcares ſhed there 
| Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature 

Will bcare up with this excrct{c, ſo long 

[ daviy vow toule it. Come, and leade me 

To theſe forrowes. | wy 


_  ——_—_____—_@G — _— = 
_ | — 
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Scana '[ ertia. 


_ 


— — 
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Enter eAntigonnes, « Marriner, Þ abe Sheepe- 
Rd and Clowne. ; 


OG 


nt. Thou artpertc then,our ſhip hath toucht upon 
Thc Delarts of Fobemss, 
ar. I(my Lord)and fearc 

We have Landed in 1ll time:the skies looke grimly, 
Andthreaten preſent bluſters.In my conſcience 
The hcavens with that we have 1n hand,are angry, 
And frowne upon's. 

»Ant. Their lacred wil's be done : geta-boord, 
| Looke to thy barke,lle not be long before 


| — "I _ 


I call upon thee, 

CAlar, Make your beſte haſt,and go not 
Too-farre 1'th Land : 'tis like to be lowd weather, 
Belides this place is tamous for the Creatures 
Ot prey, that keepe vpon't, 

Amnug. Gothouaway, 

Ile follow inſtantly. 

Afar. 1 am glad at heart 


| To be 1o ridde o'th buſineſſe. E xwu 


ent. Come, poore babe; 
I kave heard (bur not beleeu'd) the Spirits o'th'dead 
May walke againe : if ſuch thing be, thy Mother 
Appear'd to me laſt night : for ne're was dreame 
Solike a waking. To me comesacreature, 
Sometimes her head is on one ſide, ſome another, 
I never {aw a vellcll of like ſorrow 
So fi!l'd,and ſo becomming : in pure white Robe 
Like very ſanctity ſhe did appreach | 
My Catine where 1 lay : thrice bow'd before me, 
And (gaſping to begin ſome ſpeech) her eyes 
Became two ſpours; the furie ſpent, anon 
Didthis breake from her. Good Antizonw, 
Since Fate (againſt thy berter diſpoſition) 
Hath made thy perſon for the Thrower-out 
Of my poore babe, according to thine oath, 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 
There wcepe, and leave it crying: and for the babe 
ls counted loft for ever, Perdita 
I prethee call't : For thisungentle buſineſſe 
Put on theee, by my Lord, thou nc're ſhalt ſee 
Thy Wite Pawlina more : and1o, with (hrickes 
She melted into Ayre. Afrighted much, 
I did in time collect my (elte, and thought 
This was fo, and no flumber : Dreames, are toyes, 
Yerttor this once, yca ſuperititiouſly, 
I will be {quar'd by this. Ido belceve 
Hermione hath (ufter'd death, and that 
eApoiio would (this being indeed the iſſue 
Of King Polexenxs) it ſhould hcere be laide 
(Either for lite, or death) upon theearth 
Ot it's right Father. Blcfſome, ſpeed thee well, 
Therelyc,and there thy character : there theſe, 
Which muy it Fortune pleaſe, both breed thee (pretty) 
And till reftthine. The ſtorme beginnes, poore wretch, 
That for thy mothers tault,art thus expos'd 
Tolofle, and what may follow. Weepe I cannor, 
But my heart bleedes : and moſt accurſt am 1 
To be by oath enjoyn'd to this. Farewell, 
The day trownes more and more : thou'rt like to bave 
A lullabie too rough: I never ſaw 
The heavens ſo dim, by day. A ſavage clamor ? 
Well may get a-boord: This is the Chace, bee. 
| am gone forever, Exit prrſued by a Beare, Enter a Shep- 
Shop. 1 would there were noage berweene ten 
three and twentie,or that youth would ſkepe out the reſt: 


| forthere isnothing (inthe berweene) but getting wen- 


| 


CE om a 


ches with childe, wronging the Auncientry , ftcaling, 
fighting, harke you now : would any but theſe boylde- 
braines of runetecnie, and rwoand twentic hunt this wew 
ther ? They have icarr'd away two of my beſt Sheepe, 
which I feare the Wolfe will ſooner tinde then the Maj- 
ſter; if any where I have them, 'tis by the ſea-ſide, brou-| 
zing of luy. Good-lucke (and 't be the will) what have | 
we heere ? Mercy on's, a Batne? A very pretty bane; A 
boy, ora Chide I wonder ? (A pretty one, a very prettic 
one) ſure ſome Scape ; Though I am not beokilh, yetl; 
can 


————_—__— _ _ 
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reade Waiting-Gentlewoman in the ſcape : this has 
__ ſome ſtaire-worke, ſome Trunke-worke, ſome be- 
hind-doore worke: they were warmer that got this, 
then the poore thing is here. Ile take ie up for'pity, yer 
[le tarry tl my ſonne come ; he hallow'd but even now. 
Whoa-ho-hoa, 


Enter (lowne. 


Cl. Hilloa, loas ; : 

Shep, What ? art ſo necre ? If chouw'lt ice 4 _— 
talke on, when thou art dead and rotten, come hither ; 
what ay1'ſt thou, man? 

(to. 1 have ſeene two ſuch fights, by Seaand by Land: 
but 1 am not to fay it is a Sea, for it 15now the skye,be- 
twixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruſt a bodkins 
Pep Why boy, how is it ? - : 

Cle. 1 would org ney ER —_ ra- 

s,how it takes upt that's nor to the point; 
— hes cry ofthe poore ſoules, ſometimes 
toſee'em, and not to ſee'em ; Now the Shippe boaring 


with yeſt and froth, as you'ld chruſta Corke intoa hog(- 
head. And then for the Land-ſcrvice, ro ſee how the 
Beare tore out his ſhoulder bone, how he cride to me 
for helpe, and faid his name was Anrigonw a Nobleman: 
But ro make an end of the Ship, ro ſee how the Sea flap- 
dragon'dit : bur firſt, how the {oules roared, and 
the ſca mock'd them:and how Gentleman roa- 
red, and the Beare mock'd him, both roaring lowder 
then the ſea, or weather, 

Shep, Nawe of mercy; when was this boy ? 

{le, Now, now : I have not wink'd fince 1 ſaw theſe 
lights : the men are not yet cold ander water, nor the 
Beare balfe diu'd on the Gentleman: he's at it now- 

Shep. Would I had beene by, to have help'd the old 

1. 


ma 

Cle, I would you had beene by the ſhip ſide, to have 
help'd her;there your charity would have lack'd footing. 

Shep. Heavy matters, heavy matters : but looke thee 
here boy. Now bleſſethy ſelfe; thou mer'lt withthings 
dying, I with things new borne, Here's a fight tor thee : 
Loske thee, a bearing-claath for a Squires child : looke 
thee heere, take up, rake up ( Boy: ) open't : {o, let's (ee, it 
was told me I ſhould be rich by the Fairies. This is fome 
Changeling : open't : what's within boy ? 

Che. You're a mad old man ; If the finnes of your 
—_— forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold, all 

ld. 

Shep. This is Faiery Gold boy, and twill prove fo : up 
with'r, keepe ir cloſe : home, home, the next way. We 
arelucky (boy) and to be 1o ſtill requires nothing but 
_ ſhcepe goe : Come (good boy)thenext 
way home. 


Ch. Goe you the next way with your Findings, Ile go 
ſee if the Beare be gone from the Gentleman, and how 
| wuch he hath exten : they arenever curſt but when they 
| are oor ym Yr meuanetpr it, by 

:if thou mayeſt diſcerne 
at whichis left of him, wharheis, ferch eto thrlight 


Che. "Marry will I: and you ſhall belpe to put him i'th 
Shep. 'Tisa luckyday, boy,and we'll doe good deeds 
ont. Exenm 


the Moone with her maine Maſt, and anon ſwallowed- 


l_ 


_——— —_— 
ti. 


Atus Quartus, Scena Prima, 


Enter Tine, the Chor. 
Tim. I that pleaſe ſome, try all : both joy and terror 
Of good, and bad : that makes, and untolds error. 
Now take upon me (inthe name of Time ) 
To uſe my wings : lmpare it net acrime 
To me, or my 1wift paiſage, that I ſlide 
Ore ixteene yeeres, and leave the growth untride 
Ot that wide gap,llince it is in my powre 
Toorethrow Law, and in one ſeite-borne houre 
To plant, aud ore-whelaze Cuſtome. Let me paſſe 
The fame I am, ercancient'it Order was, 
Or what is now receiw'd. I witnefſe to 
The t1mes that brought them in, ſo ſhall I doe 
Toth'treſheſt things now reignivg, and make ſtale 
The gliſtering of this preſent, as my Tale 
Now teemesto it : your patience thisallowing, 


| Icurne my glaſle, and give my Scxnefuch in 
| 7 growng 


As you had ſlept : Leontes 

Th'cftects of his fond jealouſies, fo greeving 

That he ſhuts up himlelte, Imagine me 

(Gentle Spectators) that I now may be 

In faire Bobewia, and remember well, 

I mention here a ſonne o'th'Kings, which Flarixell 
I now name to you : and with ſpeed ſo pace 

To ſpeake of Perdica,now growne in grace 

Equall with wond'ring. W hat of her inſues 

Iliſt noe ie : butt Times newes (daughter 
Be knowne when 'tis brought torth. A cards 
And what to her adheres, which tollowes atter, 

Is tFargument of Time : ofthis allow, 

If ever you have ſpent time worſe, ere now : 
[fnever, yet that Time himſelfe doth ſay, 


He wiſhes carcneltly, you never may, Exit. 


a— 


Scena Secunda. 


es 


Enter Polixeres and Camilo. 

Pol. 1 pray thee ( Camilo) be no more importu- 
na'e: : 'risa ſickenele denyingthee any thing ; a death to 
grant this. 

Cam, It is fifteene yeeres ſince 1 ſaw my Countrey: | 
though I have (for the moit part) beene ayred abroad, I 
defire to lay my bones there. Befides, the penitent Kg 

my Maſter) hath ſent tor me,to whoſe feeling forr0u 68 
I might be ſome allay(or I oreweene tothinke ſo) which 
15another ſpurrero my departure. 

Pol. As thou lov'it me (Camilo) wipe not out the reſt 
of thy ſervices, by leaving me now : the need I have of | 
thee, rhine owne © hath made : berrer not to 
have had thee, then thus to warff thee, thou having made 
me Buſineſſes, (which none ( without thee) can ſuhci- 
enrly manage) mult cither ſtay toexecute them thy (elte, 
or take away with thee the very fecrvices thou haſt done ; 
which if I have notenough confidered (as roo much 1 
cannot) to be morethankefullto thee, ſhall be my ſtu- 


d my profit therein, the ing friendſhippes, 

Ofthar farall Countrey Sicids, pret ſpeake no more, 

whole very naming, puniſhes —} 
B 
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of that penitent (as thou callt him) and reconciice King 
my brother, whole loſle of his molt precious Quceene 
and Children , are even now to bee a-treſh lamented. 
Say to meywhen 1awy'it thou the Prince Florrze!l my ton ? 
Kingsareno lefle unhappy, their ifiue nor being gra- 
cious, then they are 1n looking them, when they have ap- 
proved their Vertucs. 


bave (miſfingly ) noted, he15 of late much reryred trom 
Court, and 1 lef{e frequenttio bus Princely cxerciics then 
formcrly he hath appcared, 

Pol. 1 have contidered fo much ((amlo) and with 
{ome care, fo farre, that 1 have eyes under, my tervice, 


this Intelligence, that hc 15 feldome tromw the houtc of a 
molt homely ſhepheard;a man (they tay) that from very 
nothug, and beyond the imagination of his neighvors, 
is grown into an unſpeakable citate. 

Car. I have hcard (Sir) of ſuch a man, who hath a 
daughter of moſt rare note : the report of her 1s extended 
more, then can be thoug at to begin from tach a cotrage. 

Pol. That's likewiſe part of my Intelligence : bur (1 


hcard ; from whoſe thmplicity,l thinke it not uneaſic ro 
xt the cauſe of my ſonnes retort thither. Prethee be m y 
preſent partner in this bulires, and lay aſide the thoughts 
of Sictha, 

Cam. 1 willingly obey your command. 

Pol. My beſt Camifio,we mult diſguiſc our ſelves. Ex, 


_ 
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Scena'l ertia, 


- _ a A 


Enter Antolicus {ir ging. 
WWhes [ Yatadils begs topeere, 
Wuh hergh the Dexy over the dale, 
| Why 1/-en comes in the [weet o the yeere. 
| For the red blood FAIISES 6 the wmnters pale. 


The whiteſheere bleaching on the heage, 
With b:y the ſweet birds. O how they ſong , 
D oth ſet my pug gwg tooth an edre, 

For a quart of Ale wa arſh for a King. 


The Lake, thit thra-Lyracheannts, 
With beigh, with beigh the Thruſh and the lay : 
Ave Summer ſongs for me and my eAunts 
| Whale we lje tumbling in the hay, 
I have ſcru'd Prince Flrixe!l, and in my time wore thee 
pile, but now I am out of ſervice. 
But ſhall I goe wourne for that ( my deere ) 
| the pale Moone bing s by myht : 


And when | wander here, and there 
I then dre moſt por right, 

: If T mkgrs may have leave to live, 
| and beare the Sow-thin Bowget, 
Then my account [ well may give, 
and in the Stockes avouch-t. 

My Traihcke is ſheers ; when the Kite builds, looke to 
leſſer Linnen, My Fathcrnam'd me Amtolicus, who be- 


—— 


(am. vir, it is three dayes (ince Law the Prince : what | 
his happier affayres may be,are to meunknowne ; bur I | 


© > —_—_ a— 


which looke upon his removedneſle ; trom whom I Fave | 


ing (as I am) lytter'd under Mercury, was likewiſe : 

Inapper-up cf rrecr fieered rrifies : With Dye and &rab, 
I purchas'sd Caparifen, ard my Reverrew is the { 1), 

Create. Gallowes, ard Knocke, 21e roc-powerfull en 

the Highway. Beatirg ord kargirg 2rc {£rrers to ret | 
For the life ro come, i Ncere out ih 1} evoke of it, A! 
prize, a PI; CC», ; | 
Enter Clevne, 

Cle. Lect mc {ec every Lear cnoweatber toddes, ery | 
toid \celdc: POL ;G 2n {his : fittecne Eurdred | 
ſhorne, w hat comes the woctl tro? | 

Ant. It ike tprindee bold, the Cocke's mine, 

C4. 1 czrwort de't withort Cemprers. Let me tee, 
wharam 1 to buy tor cur Sheepe- ſhear ing-Featt ? Three 
pound of Sugar , five pound of C urrence, Kice : What 
will this filter of mive do with Rice? Bur my father bath ' 
mace hcr Miſh 1s of the heaſt nd fc ayes nt on. Shee 
hath maCc-me toure ard twenty Noit-gay es for the ſhez- 
rers (three-man lorg-men, ail, and very geed ones) but | 
they are molt ofthem Meancs avd Bois ; but one Puri- 


| 
| 


% + ;\ KL. 


| tanam«ogſttbem, and beings Fialmesto horne-pipes, 


feare) the Angle that pluckes our {onne thuther. Theu | 
ſhalt accompany usrtothe place, where we will (not ap- | 
pearing what we are) have ſome queſtion with the ſhep- | 


PI OO OS — —__ — — 


I muſt have Saftron to co:our the Worden Pies, Mace: 

Datcs, none : that's cur of my note : Nutmegges, ſeven; | 
a Racc or two of Giuger, but thet I way begge : Foure | 
pound of Prewyns, and as many of Reyſons o'ch Sunne. | 

Arn. Oh, thatever I was borne. 

{ to. 1'tt'name of me. | 

Art. Oh hclpe me, hclpe mce : plucke but cf theſe | 
ragges : andthen, death, death. 

Co. Alacke poore {oulc, thou haſt need of more rags 
to lay on thee, rather then have theſe cM, 

eAvnt. Oh, the loathſomnefie of them offends mee, | 
more thc: the ſtripes I have received, whichare mighty | 
ones and millions. 

Ci, Alas poore man, 2 miilion of beating may come 
tOa great matters 

Amt. lam rov'd fir, and beaten : my moncy, and ap- 
parrelitane trom me, and thetc deteliable things put vp- 
on nic. 

C/o, What, by a horſc-man, or a foot-man ? 

Amt. A tootamuan ((weet fir) a tootman. 

Ce. Indeed, he thould be a foorman, by the zarments : 
he has leit with thee : if this bea bortſemans Coate, it 
barh ſeene yery hot ſervice. Lerd me thy hand, Ile helpe 
thee. Comelend me thy hand. 

Ant. Oh good fir, tenderly, oh, 

(7s. Alaspoore ſoulc. 

Ant. Oh good fir, fottly, good fir : I feare (fir) my 
ſhoulder-blade is our. 

Clo. How now ? Canſt Nand? | 

Amt. Softly, decreſir : good fir, ſoftly : you ha done | 
me a charitable ogice. | 

Cle. Docit lacke any mony ? I havea little mony tor 
thec- | 

ent. No, good fivert fir: no, I beſzech you fir:l| 
have a Kinſman not paſt three quarters of a mule hence, | 
unto whom I was going: I ſhall there have money, of 
any thing I want : Offer me no mency I pray you, that 
killes my heart. 

Cle, What marrer of Fellow was be that robb's 
you ? 

eAut. A fellow (Sir) that 1 have knowne to goc about 
with Troil-my-dames : 1 knew him him oncea fervalt 
of the Prince : I can»or tel! good fir, for which of tas 
Vertues it was, but he was ccrtainely Whipt out of its 


Court. 
(%. 


—C—C———_—— 


— I CO” Oe 


— 


—_— 


TheWinters Tale. 


291 


mr —n— 


Cle. His vices you would fay : there's no vertue whipt 
out ofthe Court : they cheriſh it to make ut ſtay there ; 
and yet it will no more bur abide. 

Aut. Vices I would fay (Sir. ) I know this man well, 
he hath beene ſince an Ape-bearer, then a Procefle-ſerver 
(a Baz liffe) then he compaſt a Motion of the Prodigal 
(orne, and married a Tinkers wife, withina Mile where 
my Land and living lyes ; and (having flowne over ma- 
ny knaviſh profeſſions)he ſ(erled only in Rogue:fome call 
lim eAutolicrs. 

Cle, Out upon him : Prig , for my life Prig: he haunts 
Wakes, Faires, and Beare-baitings 

eAnr. Very true fir ; heir he : that's the Rogue that 

ut me into this apparrell, 
: Clo. Nota more cowardly R in all Bohemia ; If 
you had but look'd bigge, and ſpit at him, hee'ld have 
runncse , 

Aut. T muſt confeſſero you (ſir) Iam no fighter : I am 
falſe of heart that way, and that he knew 1 warrant him. 

Clo How doe younow ? 

Amt. Sweet Sir, much better then T was : I can ſtand, 
and walke : I will even take my leave of you, ard pace 
ſoftly cowards my Kinfmans. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way ? 

eAut. No, good fac'd fir, no ſweet fir. 

Cle. Then tarew«ll, I muſt goe to buy Spices for our 
ſhcepe-ſhearing. Exit. 

Ant. Proſper you ſweet fir. Your purſe is not hot c- 
nough to pvrchaſe your Spice : Ile be with you at your 
ſhecpe-(hearingtoo ; It I make not this Cheat bring out 
another, and the ſheerers prove ſheepe,let me be unrold, 
and my name put inthe booke of Vertue. 


Song. Jog-0n, log-on, the foot-path way, 
eAnd merrily bent the Stile-a. 
A merry heart goes all the day, 
Your ſad tyres im 4 Mile-a. 


= O— — —— ———— -—— 


Scena Quarta." 
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Enter Florizell, Perdta, Shepherd, (lowne, Polixener,( a- 
mille, Meopſa, Dorcas, Servants, «Amtolicas. 


Flo, Theſe your unuſuall weeds, to each part of you 
Do's givealite : no Shepherdefle, but Flors 
Peering in Aprils front. This your ſheepe-ſhearing, 
Isasa merry meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the Queene on't. 

Per. Sir : my gracious Lord, 
To chide at your extreames, itnot becomes me : 
(Oh pardon, that I name them:) your high ſelfe 
= — marke 0'th'Land, you have obſcur'd 

tha Swaines wearing : and me ( poore lowly Maide 

Moſt goddeflc-like —_— up : Burthatour Feaſts 
Inevery Meſſe, have folly ; and the Feeders 
( Dilgeſt it witha Cuſtome, Iſhould bluſh 
| Tolee yoygſoarttyr'd: ſworne I thinke, 
Totſhew ſeiſen e. 
| #b. Ibkſcthetime 
| When my good Falcon, made her flight a-croffe 


Thy fathers ground. 
| ©. Now loveaffoord you cauſe: 
| To methe difference forgesdread (your Greatneſſe 


SC EEE 


Hath not bcene us\to feare ;) even now 1 tremble 
Tothinke your Father, by ſome accident 
Should paſſe this way, as you did : Oh the Fates, 
How would hclooke, toſce his worke, 1o noble, 
Vildely bound up 2 What would he fay ? Or how 
Should I (in th.te my borrowed Flaunts) behold 
The iternncſe of his pretence ? | 
Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing hut juluty : the Goddesthemſiclves 
(Humblingtheir Deities to love)have taken ! 
The ſhapes of Bealtsuponttcm. lupiter , 
Became a Bull, and bliow'd : rheg:eene Neprune 
A Ran, and blcatcd : and the Fire-roab'd.God 
Golden Apollo, a poorc humble Swaine, 
As | ſeemenow. Thrirtranstormations, 
Werenever for a pcece of beauty, rarer; 
Norin a way fo chalite : fince my deſires 
Rune not before mine honor : nor my Luſts 
Burne hotter then my Faith. 
Perd. O but deere fir, 
Yur reſolution cannot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd (as it mult be) by th'powerot the King : 
One of thele two mult +) tics, © 
Which then will ſpcake, that you mult change wy + 
Or I mylite. Cc, 
Fls. Thou dcereſt Perdita, / 
Withtheſe forc'd thoughts, I prethee darken not 
The Mirth o'th' Feaft ; Or Ile be thine (my Faire) 
Or not my Fathers. For I cannot be 
Mine owne, nor any thing to any, if j 
I be not thine. Tothis 1 am molt conltant, 
deſtiny {ay no. Be merry (Gentle) 
le fuch thoughts as theſe, wich any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guelts are comming : 
Lift up your countenance, as it were the day 
Of celebration ot that nuptiall, which 
We two have ſworne ſhall come. 
Perd. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you auſpicious. Enter Alt. 
Flo. See, your Gueſts approach, | 
Addrefſe your lclte to entertaine them ſprightly, 
Andlet's be red with mirth. 
Sbep. Fye (daughter) when my old wile liv'd : upon 
This day, ſhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cooke, 
Both Dame and Servant : Welcom's ail : (crv'dall, 
Would fing her ſorg, and dance ber tyrne z now heere 
At upper endo'th Table ; now, 1'th middle : 
On his ſhoulder, and h:is : her face o' are 
With labour, and th- thing ſhe tooke to quench it 
She would to cach one tip. You are retyred, 
Asif you were a feaſted one : and not 
The Hoſtcle of the meeting : Pray you bid 
Theſe unknowne triends to's welcome, tor it is 
A way to make us better Friends, more knowne. 
Come, quench your bluſhes, and preſent your fclfe 
That which you are, Miſtris o'th'F:zait, Come on, 
And bid us welcome to your ſheepe-ſhearing, 
As your good fiocke ſha!l proſper. 
Perd. Sir, welcome : 
It is my Fathers will, 1 ſhould take on me 
The Hoſteſſeſhip o'th'day , your're welcome fir | 
Give me thoſe Flowres there ( Dorcas.) Reverend Sirs, 
For you, there's Roſemary, and Rue, theſe keepe 
Sceming, and favour all the Winter long :; 
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both, 
And welcome to our Shearing, 
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Pol, Shepherdeſlc, 
(A faire encare you :) welt you fit our ages 
With flowres of Winter, 
Perd. Sir, the ycare growing ancient, 
Not yet on fummers d:ath, nor on the birth _ 
Of trembling winter, the tayre(t fowres oth ſcaſon 
Are our Carnations, and ſtrcak'd Gilly-vors, 
(W hich fome cail Natures baſtards) of that kiad 
Our rulticke Garden's barren,and 1 care not 
To gct 1{/ips of them. 
Pel, Wheretore { gentle Maiden) 
Doc you neglect tlican. | 
Perd. Forl have heard it faid, 
There 1s an Art, which in their pideneſle ſhares 
With great creating-Naturc. 
Pol. Say there be: 
Yet Nature 15 made better by no meanc, 
But Nature makes that Mcanc : fo over that Art, 
( W hich you ſay addes to Nature) is an Art 
That Nature makes : you ice ({weet Maid) we marry 
A gentler Sicn,to the wildeſt Stocke, 
And make conceive a barke of baſer kind 
By bud of Nobler racc. Thisisan Art 
W hich do's mend Nature : change it rather, but 
The Art it ſeltc, is Nature, 
Per. Solt 18. 
Pol. Then make your Garden rich in Gilly'vors, 
And doe not call them baſtards. 
Per. Ile notpurt 
The Diblein carth, to ſet one ſlip of them : 
No more then were Ipainted, | would wiſh 
This youth Could fay 'ower well : and onely therefore 
Defire to breed by me» Here's fowres for you ; 
Hot Lavend:r, Mints, Savory, Mariorum, 
The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with *Sun, 
And with him rites, weeping : Theleare fowres 
Of middle ſymmer, and 1 thinke they are given 
To men of middlcage. Y'are very welcome. 
Cem. 1 ſhould leave grazing, were Iof your flocke, 
And oncly live by gazing. 
P er. Outalas: . 
You'ld beſo leane,that blaſts of Ianuary (Friend, 
Would blow you through and through. Now (ay fairſt 
I would [ had fome Flowreso*ch Spring, that might 
Become your time of day : and yours, and yours, 
That weare upon your Virgin-branches yet 
Your Maiden-heads growing : O Proſerpina, 
For the Flowers now. that ( t:ighted)thoulet'N fall 
From Diſſes Waggon : Dattadils, 


"That conc before the Swallow dares, and take 


The windes of March with beauty : Violets (dim, 
Bur ſweeter then the lids of [wns'; eyes, 
Or ( 7therea's breath) palc Priaic-roles, 
That dye unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phzbw in his ſtrength (a Malady 
Molt incident to Maids : ) bold Oxlips, and 
The Crowne Impcriall : Lillics of all kinds, 
(The f0'wre-de-Luce being one.) O, theſe Tlacke, 
To make vou Garlands of) and my ſweet friend, 
To {trew him o're, and ore. 
Flo. What? like a Coartc ? 
Pey. No, like a banke, for Love to lye, and play on ; 
Not like a Coarle : or it : not to be buried, 
But quicke, and in mine armes. Come, take your flouers, 
Me thinkes I play as I have ſcene them doe 
In Whitſon-Paſterals : Sure this Robe of mine 


# 


—_— 


Do's change my diſpoſition : 
Flo. W hat you doe, 
Still betters whatis done. When you ſpeake (ſweet) 
I id have youdoe irtever : When you ling, 
1'ld haye you buy, and fellfo : fo give Almes, 
Pray fo : and fer the ord'ring your Attayres, 
To ling them roo. VV hen you doe dance, I wiſh you 
A wave © th Sea, that you might cvcr dog 
Nothing but that : move (till, (tillſo : 
And owne no other Funttion. Each your doing, 
(So {ingular ,ineach particular ) 
Crownes what youare doing, 1nthe preſent deeds, 
Tharall your Actes, are Qucenes. 

Perd, O Doricler, 
Your praiſes are too large : but that your yonth 
And the true blood which peepes fairely through't, 
Doe plainly gtve you out an imſtain'd Shepherd 
With wifedorme, I might fcarc (ny Dorecles) 
You woo'd me the falſe way. 

Flo. Ithinke you have 
As lirtlc sKillto tcare,as I have purpoſe 
To put youto't, But come, our datice I pray, 

Your hand (my Perdua :) io Turtles paire 
That never mcancto part. 

Perd. lic (weare for 'em, 

Pot. This is the prettieſt Low-borne Laſſe, that ever 
Ran on the greene-{ord : Nothing ſhe do's, or ſeemes 
But {mackes of ſomething greater then her iclfe, 
Too Noble tor this place. 

(4m. Hetels her ſomething 
That makes her blood looke on't: Good footh ſhe is 
The Qucene of Curdsand Creame. 


Clo, Comeon ; itrike up. 
Dea: Mopſa mult be your Miltris : marry Garlicke to | 
mend her killing with. | 
Mop. Now in good time, | 
Ci. Nota word,a word, ie ſtand upen our manners, 
Come, {irike vp. 
Heere a Dawnce of Shepheard: and 
She phear dat (ſer. | 
Pol. Pray good Shepheard, what faire Swaine is ths, 
W hich dances with your daughter ? 
Shep. They call him Doricles, and boaſts himlclfe 
To havea worthy Feeding; but I have it 
Vpon his owne report, and [ beleeve it ; 
He lookes like footh : he ſayes he loves my daughter, 
I thinke ſo too ; for never gaz'd the Moone 
Vponthe water, as he'll (ſtand and reade | 
As*twere my «aughterseyes : and to be plaine, | 
I thiake there 1snot halte a kiflc rochoote | 
Who loves another beſt, | 
| 
| 


Pet. She dances featly, 
Shep. So the do's any thing, though I report it 
That ſhould be filent : if yong Doricles 
Dee light upon her, (ke (hall bring him that 
Which he not dreames of, Emter Servant. | 
Ser. O Maſter : if you did but heare the Pedler at the | 
doore, you would never dance a2aine after. a Tabor 
Pipe : no, the Bag-pipe could not move you z he ſings 
leverall Tunes, faſter then you'll tell moneyg he utters 
them as he had caten ballads, and all mens ofts grew to 
his Tunes, 
(7%. He could never come better : he ſhall come is: 
T love a ballad but eyventoo well, ifit be dolefull aatter : 
merrily ſer downe : or a very plcafant thing indced, and 
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Ser, He hath ſongs tor man, or woman, of all ſizes; 
No Miller can fo ht his cultomers with Gloues : he has 
the pretticſt Love ſongs for Maids, fo without bawdry 
(which is ſtrange) with fuch delicate burthens of Dil 
do'sand Fadings ; lump-her,and thump-her ; and where 
ſome {tretch-mouth'sd Raſcall, would (as it were) meanc 
miſcheefe, and breake a foule gap into the Matter, he 
makes the maid toanſwer, Whoope, doe me no harme goed 
man : put's hi: off, lights him, with whoop, doe we no 
karma (09d 47. | 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Cle. Beleeve me, thou ralkeſt of an admirable con- 
ccited fellow, has he any unbraided Warres : 

Ser. He hath Ribbons of all the colours i'th Raine- 
bow , Points, mere then all the Lawyers in Bohemia, can 
larnedly handle, though they come to him by th'grolle : 
Inck!cs, Caddy fles, Cambrickes, Lawnes : why he (ings 
em over, as they were ©0ds, or Goddeſſes : you would 
thinke a Smocke were a ſic-Angell, hefo chants to th: 
fleeve-hand, and the worke about the {quare on't. 

[te. Prethee bring himn, and It him approach ſin- 
ging, 

: Pod. Forewarne him,that he vie no ſcurrilous words 
19's eunce's. 

Cle. You bave of thele Pedlers, that have more in 
them, then youl'd thinke (Sifter) | 

Per, 1 good brother, or gocabouttothinke. 


Enter Auto'uus ſongung. 
Lawne a white as drvven Snow, 
Cypreſſe blacke as ere was ( row, 
Gloves as ſweet as Damarks Roſes, 
Makes for faces, and for noſes : 
Bugle-bracelet, Necke-lace Amber. 
Perfume for a Ladies Chamber : 
Golden ©naifer, and Stomachers 
For my Lads, to owve their deer s: 
Pins, and pocking. ſtickes of ſteel, 
Wha Maids lacks from head to heete : 
Come buy of me, come : come buy, come bry. 
Buy Lads, or ele your Laſſes cry : ( omebuy. 


Cie. It {| were not in love with AMop/e, thou (hould(t 
take no money of me, but beingenthral''d as I ain,it will 
alto ve the bo».dage of ccrraine Ribbons and Gloves. 


' of charoe 
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Hop, 1 was proms'd them againit the Feaſt, but 
they Come nor roo late now. 
3 oy He hath proais'd you more then that, or there 
| JC Vars. 
| OAMop. Heath paid you all he promis'd you: *May be 
| be haspaid you more,which will ſhame you to give him 
| againe, 

(4. Is there no manners left among maids ? Will they 
| weare their plackerts,where they ſhould bear their taces? 
[s there not milking-time ? When youare goingto bed? 
Or kil-hole? To whiſtle of theſe ſecrets, but you mult 
be tirtle-ratling before all our gueſts ? Tis well they arc 
v tifpring : clamor your rongucs,and not a word mores 

Mop. 1 tavedone ; Come you promis'd mea tawdry- 
lace, andy paire of ſweet Gloves. 

Ci, Have I not told thee how I was cozen'd by the 
Way,and loſtall my money? 

Ant. And indecdSir,there are Cozenersabroad, there- 
| fore it bchooves mento be wary. 


C's, Feare not thou man, thou ſhalt loſe nothing here. | 


Av. 1 bope {olir, or I have about me many parcels 


» 
—_— 


fellow me gnles. 
Song. Will you buy any T ape, or Lace for your (ape? 


o{{. What hait hecre ? Ballads ? 
Atop. Pray now buy lome : I love a ballet in print, a 
lite, for then we arc ture they are true. 
eAnt. Here's one, to a very doletull rane, how a Vſu- 
rers wite was brought to bed of twerity money bagycs at 
a burthen, and how {lic long'd to cate Adders heads, and 
Toads carbonado'd. 
Atop. Is ttruc,thinke you ? 
Am. Very truc, and but a moneth old. 
Dor. Bleile mc trom marry ing a V lurer. 
Am, Here's the Midwives name to*c:one Miſtris Tale- 


Mop. *eray you now buy tt. 

Clo, Come on, lay 1: by : and let's firſt fee moe Bal- 
lads : Wc'llbuythe other things anon. 

Ant. Here's 2:0ther ballad of a Fith, that appeared 
upon the coaſt,on wenſday the touretcore of Aprill,forty 
thouſand tadom aboue water, and ſong this ballad againtt 
the hard hearts of maides:it was thought ſhe wasa Wo- 
man, and was turn'd into a cold tith, tor ſhe would not 
exchange ffcth with one thatlov'd hcr : The Ballad is 
very pittitull, and as true. 

Dor. Is ittrue too, thinke you. 

Ants, Five lultices handsat itz and witneſſes more 
then my packe will ho!d. 

(to. Lay it by too ; another. 

Ant, This 1s a merry bailad, but a very pretty one. 

Atop. Let's have foie merry ones. 

Ant. Why this 15a palling merry one,and goesto the 
tune of two maids wooing a man : there's fcaric a Maide 
weſtward but ſhe fings 1t ; *cis inrequeſt, I can tell you. 

Map. We canboth ling it : if thou'le beare a part,thou 
ſhalr heare, "tis in three parts. 

Dor, We had the tune on't, a monthagoe. 

Ant, I can beare my part, you mult know "tis my OC- 
cupation: Have at it with you: 

Song Get you hence, for [ mr'ſt gae 
Aut, Where t fits not you t0 know. 
Dor. Whether ? 
Mp. O whether / 
Dor, Whether ? 
Moz'. /t becomes thy oath full well, 
T how to me thy ſecrets tell. 
Dor. Ae too . Let me goe thether :* 
Mop. Or thew goedt ro th Grange, or Mull, 
Dor. If to exther thou doft all, 
Aut. Nether. 
Dor. #& hat neither ? 
Au. Netther : 
Dor. Thou hait ſworne my Love to be, 
Mop. T how haſt ſworne it more tome. 
Then whether goeit ? Say whether ? 

(ls. We'll have this fong out anon by our felves : My 
father, and the Genr.arc 1n fad talke,and we'll not crouble 
them : Come bring away thy pack after me, Wenches 
Ile buy for you both : Pedler let's have the fiilt choyce ; 
Amt. And you ſhall pay well for *<m. 


Ay dainty Dncke, my deere-a ? 


e Amy Silke, any Thred, any Toyes for your head 


Of the news't, and fins't, fins't weare- 4. 
Come to the Pedler, Money's a medicr, 


That dath utter all mens ware 4, EF xit. 

Ser. Mater, there is three Carters, three Shepherds, | 

three Neat-herds, thirce Swine-herds that have made | 
Bb 2 
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them{clves all men of haire,they call themſelves Salticgs, 


and they have a Dance, which the Wenches lay 15a gal- 
ly -mautry ot Gambols, becaute they are not in't : but 
they themſelves arc o'th'auind (if it be not roo rough 
for ſome, that know little but bowling) it will pleaſe 
picntifully. 

Shep. Away : Wec'il none on't ; heere hasbeene too 
much homely foolcry already. 1 know (Sir) we weary 
YOU. : 
Pol. You weary thoſethat refreſh us : pray let's tee 
theſe toure-threes of Heardimen. 


Ser. On: three of them, by their owne report (Sir,) | 


4 


hath danc'd before tlic King : and not the worſt of the 
three, but jumpes twcelv« toote and a halte by th 1quire. 
Shep. -Leave your prating, fince theſe good men arc 
plea('d, It them come in ; but quickly now» 
Ser, Why, they ſtay at doore Str. 
Heere a D ance of twelve Satwer. 
Pol. O Father, you'll know more of that heereafter : 
Is it not too farre gone ? 'T1s time to part them, 
He's {imple, and tels much. How now (faire ſhepheard) 
Your heart is fullof ſomeching, thatdo s take 
Your mind from feaſting. Sooth,when I was yong, 
And handed love, as youdoe; I was wont 
Toload my Shee with knackes : 1 would have ranfackt 
The Pedlers Gill en Treafury, and have powr'd 1t 
To her acceptance : you have let him goec, _ 
And nothing a1-rted with him. It your Lafle 
Interpretation ſhould abuſe, and call this = 
Your lacke of loce, or bounty, you were ſtraitcd 
Fo: a reply acleaſt, it you make acarc 
Ot happy holding hes. 
He. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes no« ſuch trifles as theſe are ; 
The gifts ſhe lookes from me, arc packt and lockt 
Vp inmy heart, which I bave givenalready, 
But not deliver'd. O hearc me breath my life 
Before thisancicnt Sir, who (1t ſhould ſecmc) 
Hath ſometime lov'd : I take thy hand, this hand, 
As {oftas Doves downe, and as white as 1t, 
Or Erhyopianstooth, or the fan'd lnow, 
That's bolted by th'Northerne bialt, twice Orcs 
Pol. What followes this? 
How prettily th'yong Swaine feemes to waſh 
Ihchand, was fatre before ? I have put you out 
But to your proteſtation : Let me heare 
What you protcfſc. ; 
F'z Doe, and be witneſle too c. 
Flo. And this my nertghb0ur too ? 
Flo. And he, 2nd more 
Than he, and men : the carth, the heavens, and all ; 
1hat were I crown'd the moit Imperiall Monarch 
Thereot moſt worthy : were | the tayreſt youth 
Thatever made eye {werve, had force and knowledge 
More than was ever mans, I would not prize them 
Without her Love; tor her, employ them all, 
Commend them, and condemne them to her ſervice, 
Ortotheir owne perdition- 
Pl. Yairely offe1'ds 
am, This ſhewes a ſound aftection. 
She. But my daughter, 
Say you the like to him. 
Per. I cannot (peake 
$9 well, (nothing ſo well) no, nor meane better 
By th'patterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut our 
The purity of is. 


—————— 


| Shep. Take hands, a bargaine ; 
| And friends unknowne, you hall beare witneſle to't : 
| 1 give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her Portion, cquall his, 
Flo, O, that mult be 
I'th Vertue of your daughter : One being dead, 
| ſhall have more then you can dreame of yet, 
Enough then tor your wonder ; but come-0n: 
Contract us'tore theſe W itnefles, 
Shep, Co:ne, your hand : 
And daughtcr, yours. 
Pol. Soi: Swaine a-while: beſeech you, 
Have you a Father ? 
Fol. lhave; but what of him ? 
Kol. Knowcs he of thus ? 
Fol. He neither do's, nor ſhall, 
Pol. Me-thinkesa Father, 
Is at the Nuptiall of his ſonne, a gueſt 
Thar beſt becomes the Table : Pray you once more 
[s not your Father growne incapeable 
Ot reatonable aftatres? Is be nor ſtupid 
With Age, andaltring Rheumes? Can he ſpeake? heare? 
Knoiv man, from man ? Diſpute his owne eſtate ? 
Lycs henot bed-rid > And againe, do's nothing 
But what he did, being childiſh ? 
Flo, No good bir : 
He has his health, and ampler ſtrength indeed 
Then moſt have of his age. 
Fol. By my white beard, 
You ofter him (if this be {o) a wrong 
Something unhlliall : Realon my ſonnc 
Should chooſe himſclte a wite, bur as =_ reaſon 
The Father (ali whoſe joy is nothing elle 
Bat faire poltericy) ſhould hold ſome coundaile 
In fuch abulineſle. 
Flo. I yecld all this ; 
But for ſome other reaſons (my grave Sir) 
Which *cs not fit you know, 1 not acquaint 
My father of this buſincſlic. 
Pls. Let him know'r. 
Flo. He ſhall not. 
Pls. Prethee let him. 
Fle. No, he muſt not. 
Step. Let him (my fonanc) he ſhall not need to greeve 
At knowing of thy choycc. 


Flo. Come, come, he mult not : 
Marke our Contra@. , 
Pls. Maxke your divorce (yong Sir ) 
Whom {onne 1 dare not call : Thou art too baſe 
Tobe acknowledg'd. Thou a Sceprers heire, 


Lam forry,that by hanging thee,1 can | 
Burt ſhorten thy life one weeke. And thou, freſh peece | 
Ot exccliznt Witchcraft, who of torce muſt know 
The royal! Foole thou coap'ſt with. 

Shep, Oh wy heart. 


Pol. Ilc have thy beauty ſcratcht with briers and made | 


| More homely then thy (tate. For thee (toad boy ) 


if I may cyer know thou doſt bur ſigh, | 
That thon no more ſhalt never ſce this knacke- (as neve! | 
| mcanc thou ſhalt) we'll barre thee from ſucceiſon, 


|. Not hold thee of our blood, nonor our Kin, 
| Farre than Dexcahonoff : (marke thou my words) 


| Follow ustothe Court, Thou Churle, forthis times | 
{ (Though full of our diſplcalure) yet we free thee | 
| From the dead blow of it: And you Enchantment, 6A 
| Wor- 


————— — 


— — 


That thus afeQts a ſheepe-hooke ? Thou old Traitor, | 


*” = Pw L ww << 10, 


oP 


CM Ou Lo Td |_| Wy by = HD ed od OD ot <4 iO 


 -< 
ES ® 


OO 


>» 7 - * 4 oy TI 


The Winters Tat. 


—————— 


295 


FERGIE _—_ 
Worthy enough a Hcardiſman ; yea him too, 
That makes himfcltc (but tor our Honor therein) 
Vnworthy thee. It ever henceforth, thou 
Theſe rurall Latches, to his entrance open, 

Or hope his body more, with thy embraces, 
| will deviſe a death, as crucll tor thee 
As thou art tender tot. 

Perd. Even heere undone ; 
| wasnot mucha-fear'd : for once, or twicc 
[ was about to ſpeake, andtell him plainely, 
The ſcite-ſame Sun, that ſhines upon his Court, 
Hides not his viſage from our Cottage, but 
Lookes o1 alike, Walt pleaſe you (Sir)be gon ? 
I told you what would come of this : Befcech you 
Of your owne ſtate take care : This dreame of mince 
Being now awake, Ile Queene it no inch farther, 
But mike my Ewes, and weepe. 

Cam. W hv how now Father, 
Sp.J+ks ere thou dy cit. | 

Shep. I cannot {peake, nor thiake, ; 
Nor dare to know, that which I know : Q Sir, 
Yu have undone a man of fourefcorethree, 
Thatchought to bill us grave in quiet : yea, 
To dyc upon the bed my father dy'de, 
To lyeclo'e hy his honc{t bones ; but now 
Some Hangman mult put on my ſhrowd, and lay me 
\W herc no Pricft thovels-in duſt. Oh curſcd wretch, 
That knew'tt this wasthe Prince, and wouldit adventure 
To mingle faith wich bim. Vndone, undone : 
If I might dye within this houre, I have liv'd 
To dye when I defire. 

Flo. Why looke you fo upon me ? 
I am but ſorry, not affear'd : delaid, 
But nothing altred : What I was, Iam: 
More {training on, for plucking backe ; not following 
My leaſh unwillingly. 

Cam. Gracious my Lord, 
You know your Fathers temper :at this time 
He will allow no ſpeech : (which I doc gheſſe 
You dce not purpoſe to him :) and as harcly 
Will he endure your ſight, as yet I feare ; 
Then till the fury of his Highnefle ſcrtle 
Come not before him. 

Flo. 1 not purpolc it : 
Ithin.c Camilo. 

Cam. Even he, my Lord. 

Per. Ho'v often have 1 rold you 'twould be thus? 
How often fail, my dignity would laſt 
Bur till 'rwere knowne ? 

Flo. I: cannot faile, but by 
The viol-tion of my faich, and then 
Let Nature cruſh the fides o'chearthtogether, 
And marre th: ſeeds within. Lift up thy lookes : 
From my ſucceifion wipe me ( rather) 1 
Am heyre to my affeCtion. 

Cam. Bcadvis'd. 

Flo, I am: and by my fancy, if my Reaſon 
Willthereto be obedient : lhavercaſon : 
[fnot, my ſences berter (pleas'd with madneſle ) 

| Docbidit welcome. 

(«m. This is deſperate (ir) 
Fi, Socallit : but it do's fulfill my vow :; 

[ needs muſt thinke it honeſty. Comule, 

| Nor tor Lobemia, nor the poinpe that may 

| Be thereat gleaned : for all that the Sun ſees, or 

| Thecloſeearth wombes, or the profound fcas hide 


| 
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In unknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath 
Tothis my faire belov'd : Therefore, I pray you, 
As you have cucr bin my Fathers triend, 
W hen he ſhall mifſc me, as (in faith 1 meare not 
1o ſee himany more) caſt your good counlailes 
V pon his paſhon : Let my ſclte, and Fortune 
Tug for thetime to come. This you may know, 
And ſodeliver, | am pur to Sea 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on ſhore ; 
And moſt opportune to her necd, 1 have 
A Vellell rides faſt by, bur not prepar'd 
For this defigne. What courſe 1 meane to hold 
Shall nothing benetic your knowledge, nor 
Concerne me the reporting. 
Cam. Omy is 2 
I would your f{pirit were caſicr tor aduice; 
Or ſtronger for your nced. 

Flo. Hearke Perdua, 
He heare you by and by. 

Cam. He's irremoveable, 
Rofolv'd tor fight : Now were I happy,it 
His going, I could trame to ferve my turne. 
Save him trom danger, doc him love and honour, 
Purchaſe the ſight againc of deere Sicilia, 
And thatunhappy King, my Malter, whom 
I fomuch thirlit to ce. 

Flo. Now good {amillo, 
[ amo fraughe with curious bulinefle, that 
I leave out ceremony. 

Cam. Sir, I thinke 
You have heard of my poore (ervices,i'th love 
That I have borne your Father ? 

Flo, Very nobly 
Have youdeſerv d : It is my Fathcrs Muſicke 
Toſpeake your deeds : not little of his care 
To havethem recompenc'd, as thought on. 

Cam, Well (my Lord) 

If you may pleaſeto thinke I love the King, 
And through him, what's ncereſt to him, which is 
Your gracious fcltc ; embrace but my direction, 
If your more ponderousand fetled projet 
May ſuffer alteration: On mine honor, 
le point you where you ſhall have ſuchrecceiving 
AS ſhall become your Highnefle, where you may 
Enjoy your Miltris ; from the whom, I ice 
There's nodifiunRion to be made, but by 
(As heavens foretend) your ruine : Marry her, 
And with my belt endevours, iayoue abl ence, 
Your diſcontenting Father, {trive to quailihe 
And bring him up to liking. 

Flo. How Camslls 
May this (almoſt a miracle) be done ? 
That I may call thee fomething more than mar, 
And attcr that truſt to thee, 

Cam, Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'll goe ? 

Flo,Not any yet ; 
Bur as th'unthought-onaccident 1s guilty 
To what we wildly doe, ſo we protele 
Our ſelves to be the ſlaves of chance, and flyes 
Of every winde that blowes. 

Cam. Then —> rome : | 
This toilowes, if you will not change your le 
But undergoe this flight ; make for Sicilia, I 
And there preſent your ſelfe, and your faire Princeſſe, 


(Forſo I ſee ſhe muſtbe)*fore Leantes; 4 | 
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She ſhall be babited, asit becomes 
The partner of your Bed, Me thinkes | lee 
Leontes opcning his tree Armes, and weeping $ 
His Welcomes forth : asksthecthere Sonne torgiveneiie, 
As *twere 1'th' Fathers pcrton : kifles the hands 
Ot your treſh Princcfic ; orc and ore divides him, 
'Twixt his unkindncſlc, and his kindneſle : thone 
He chudcs to Hell, and bids the other grow 
Faſtcr then Thought, or Tune. 
Flo, Worthy Camilo, 
W hat colour tor my V1titation, ſhall 1 
Hold up bctorc him ? 
Cam. Sent by the King your father 
To greet him, and:io give him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your beartingtawards him, with 
W hat you (as trom veur Father) ſhall deliver, 
Things krowne betw1xt us three, Ne write you downc, 
The which ſhall poiat you torth at every fitting 
What you mutſt fay , that he ſhall not perceive, 
Butthac you have your tathcrs Botome there, 
And tpcake his very cart. 
Fle. Iau bound to you : 
There 1s tome {appe 1m this. 
Cam. A Couric more promitling, 
Then 2a wild dedication of your tclves | 
To unpath'd Watcrs, undrcam'd Shorcs ; molt certazne, | 
{ To Miſcrics enough :no hope to helpe you, | 
| Butas you ſhake oF one, to takeanorher : | 
Nothing fo certaine, as your Anchors, who | 
Doe the:r beſt thee, if they can but ſtay you, 
Where you'lbe loth to be : befides you knoyy, | 
Profperitic's the very bond ot Love, 
VV hotc treth complexion, and iy hoſc heart together, | 
Afton alters. 
Per. One of thele 1s true : 
I thinke Afiftion may ſubdue the Checke, | 
Bur not take-in the Mind, | 
Cam. \ca? lay you lo? | 
There ſhall not, at your tathers houle, theſe ſeven yecres | 
| 


— 


 — _ —— ———— 


Bc bornc another luch, 

Flo, My good Camilo, 
She's as forward, of her Breeding, as 
She 1s 1th rcare 'our Birth. 

Cam. I cannot {ay, 't15 pitt y 
She lackes inſtructions, tor the tcemes a Miſtreſſe 
To molt that reach. 

Per. Your pardon Ir, tor this. 
Ile blu}: you Thankes. 

Flo. My pretticlt Perdite, 
But O, the Thornes we [tan4 upon : (Camille) 
Prelcrver of my Father, now of me, 
The Mcdicine of our Houſc : how ſhall we doe? 
VWecarc not turnith'd like Zoheria's Sonne, 
Nor ſhall appeare un Szcv/7. 

Cam, My Lord, 
Feare none of this: Ithinke you know my tortunes 
Doe all lc there : it ſhall be fo my care, 
To have you royally appointed,asif 

The Scxne yov play, were mine. For inſtance Sir, 
That you may know you ſhall not want ; one word, 

Enter Amtoliene. 

| Aut. Ha ha, whata foole Honeſty is ? and Truſt (his | 
{werne brother) a very ſimple Gentleman. I have 1old | 


ME Hs <a 4 
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| Glafle, Pomander, Browch, Table-booke, Ballad, Knife, 
| Tapc, Glove,Shooe-tyc, Bracclet,Horne-Ring,to keepe 


——  —— ——— 


| 


| my Packe from taſtning :they throng who ſhould buy 
hrit, as if my Trinkets had beene hallowed,and brought 


relt ot the Heard to me, tht all their other Sences ſtucke | 


in Earcs: you migkt have Pt ch'd a Placks eur was {endce- 
kile ,"tv as rothivg to gueld a Cod-peece of a Purſe : 1 
would have fil.'d Keyes of that kung in Chaynes : 
no hzaring , no tecling, but my Sirs Soug, and admiting 
the nothing of it. So that tn this rime of Letharey, I 
pick'd and cut moſt of their Feltivall Purſes : And had | 
not the old-man come in witha WW hoo-bub againſt his | 
Daughter, and the Kings Senne,and fcar'd my Chowpghes | 
from thc Clatie, I Ladnot ict a Puric alive in the whele | 
Army, | 
Cam. Nay, but my Letters by this x:canes being there | 
$0 loone as you arrive, ſhall cleare that doubt. | 

Fls. And thoic that vou'll pr Ocure from King L eonte:”? | 


{ a. Shall {atisfhic your Farkcr. | 
Perd. Happ! be You : 
A.l chat y ou tpcake, ſhewes fairc. | 


Cam. Wig havewe here ? 
We'iiimake an Iniftrument of this: omit | 
Nothing may give us ayde. 

Ant. 1* tic, have over-heard me now : why hanging, 

Cam. How now {yood Fellow) 

Why ſhak it thou {02 Feare not (man) 
Here's no hats intenced to thee, 
eAnt. 1 am a poore feliow, Str, 


Cam. \V be {oftili : here's nobody will teale that 
from thee : y<t tor the our-lide of thy poverty, we mult | 
makean exchange ; theretore diſ-cale chee inſtantly (thou 
muſt thinke there's a neceflity in'c ) and change garments 
with this Gentleman : T hough the penny-w - (on his 
ſide) be the worlt, yet hold thee, there's ſome boot. 

Avwt. 1 ama poore Fcliow, Sir : (1 krow ye well e- 


| enough.) 


Cam. Nay prethee diſpatch : the Gentlemap is halte 
tied aircad y. 
Ant. Are you incarneſt,Sir ? (I ſmellthe tricke on't.) 
Flo. Diipa'ch, I prethee. | 
Aut, lndccd I have had carne, but I cannot with | 
Cont CIence tacit. | 
Cam. \V nbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortund Miltreſſe (let my prophecy 
Come hometo ye :) you mult retue your ſelte 
Into tome Covert ; take your tweet-hearrs Hat | 
And plucke it ore your Browecs, mufflle your face, | 
Diſmanr'e you, and (as you can difliken | 
The truth of your owne ſ{ceming, that you may 
For I doc fcarc cycs over) to Ship-boord | 
Ger undeicry'd. 
Fer. 1iccthe Play folyes, 


That | mult beares parc. | 
{ am. No remedy : 

Have you done the: c? | 
Flo. Should I now meet my Father, | 

He would not call me Sonne. | 


(am. Nay, you ſhall have no Hat : 


al my Trompery : not a counterfeit Stone, nota Ribbon, | Come Lady, come : Farewell (my tricnd.) | 


eAnt, Adicu, Sir. 
Fle. O Perdua : what have we twaine forgot ? 


' 


'Pray | 


— 9 > —_— 
— 


_— IEEE CEE_ 


—  —_ 
|” an 


——_—  ——_ CO Cn on ory, Dy 


| what ſhe ha's with her:) This bcing doac, let the Law goe 


| 


mm 


i The Winters Tale. 


= 


'Pray you a word. | 
Cam. What I doe next, ſhall be totell the King 
Of this eſcape, and whither they are bound ; 
Whereis, my hope is, I ſhall ſo prevaile, 
To force him after z in whoſe company 
[ hall re-view Sica/s8 ; for whote tight, 
I hiwea Womans Longing” 
Flo, Fortune ſpeed us : 
Thus we ſet on ( Camilio ) to thi Sea-(ide, 
(am, The twitter ſpeed, the vdertcr. E xit, 
Awt. I underſtand the buſinefſe, I heare it : to have a1 
opea carc,a quicke eyr,and a nimbic hand,is neceflary for 
a Cut-puric ; a good Nolc is requiſite allo, tro {mel} out 
worke for th'other Sences. I tee this isthe time that the 
anj.(t man doth thrive. What an exchange had this been, 
without boot ? What a boot is here, with this exchange; 
Sure the gods doe this yecre conniveat us, and we may 
doe avy thing extempore. The Prince tumfelte is about 
a peece of iniquity ({tealing away from his Father, with 
tis Clog at tus heeles : ) it [chought it were a pecce of 
honeſty to acquaint the King withall, 1 would not do't : 
[ ho!d 1t the more knavery ro conceale it ; and therein am 
I con!tant to my Protefſion, 

Enter ( lowne, and Shepherd. 
Aſide, aſide, here is more matter for a hot braine: Every 
Lanes end, every Shop, Church, Sc{lion, Hanging, ycclds 
a carctull man worke- 

Clow. Sce, {ce : whata man youare now ? there 15 no 
other way, bur te tcll the King ſhe's a Changeling, and 
none of your fleſh and blood. 

Shep. Nay, but heare me. 

Clow. Nay ; but hearc me. 

S$hep. Goe to then. 

Clow. She being none of your ficſh and blood, your 
ficſh and blood ha's not offended the King, and fo your 
ficth and blood 15 not to be puni(h'd by him. Shew. thoſe 
things you found about her (thote ſecret things, all but 


| 


— — 


whiſtle : I warragt you. 

Shep. 1 will tell the Kingall, every word, yea, and his 
Sonnes prancks too ; who, 1 may lay, is no honeſt man, 
nettherto his Father, nor to ax,to goe about to make mc 
the Kings Brother 1n Law. 

(tow. Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheſt off you 
couid have bcene to him, and then y our Blgod had beene 
the deerer, by I know hoiy much anounce. 

eAur. Very wilcly (Puppies ) 

Sbep. Wel: Ict ustethe King : there is that iti this 
Farthell, will make him ſcratch tis Beard. 

Amut.I know not what impediment this Complaint may 
ve tothe flight of my Malter. 

Clo. "Pray heartily he beat Pallace. 

At, Though 1 am not naturally honeſt, I am ſo ſome- 
umes by chance : Let me pocket up my Pedlers excre- 
ment. How now (Ruſtiques ) whicherare you bound ? 

Shep. TothyPallace (and it like your Workhip.) 

Aut. Your Aﬀaires there? what ? with whom ? the 
Condition of that Farthell ? the place of your dwelling ? 


, YOur names? your ages ? of what having? breeding, and 
| any thing that is firting to be knowne, diſcover ? 

(9. We are but plaine fellowes, Sir. 

Aut, ALye : youarc rough, and bayrie: Let me have 
| 00 lying ; it becomes none but Tradcl-men, and they of- 


| wriek TY 
| with ſtamped Coyne, not ſtabbing Steele, therefors they 


en give us (Souldiers) the Lye, but we pay them for it | 


FEE 
| ©ocnotgive us the Lye. 


| 


Cs. Your Worſhip had like co have givey us one, if 
eendadautmrerdibunh the — 

Shep. Are yona Courticr, and't like you Sir ? 

Aer. Whether it like me, or no, Iam a Courticr,Sceſt 
thou not the ayre of the Court,in theſe enfoldings * Hach 
not my gate 1n it, the meaſure of the Court ? Receivs not 
thy Note Court-Odour from me ? Refiet I not on thy 
Baleneſle, Court-Contempt 2 Think'it thou, for that I 
inſtnuate, or toaze from theerthy Bulineſle, Iam there- 
fore no Courtier? I am Courticr Cap-4-p* ; and one that 
will either puſh-on, or pluck-backe, thy Bulincfle there : 
whereupon I command thee to open thy Ataire, 

Shep. My bufinefle, Sir, 1s tothe King. 

Aut, \W hat Adaocate ha'(t thou ro him ? 

Shep, 1 know nor (and'tlike you.) 

Clo. Aduocate'sthe Court-word tor a Phcazant : fay 
you have nene. | 

Shep. None, Sir ; I have no Pheazant Cocke,nor Hen. } 

eAut. How bletled are we, that are nor fimple men ? 
Yer Nature might have made me as theſe arc, 

Theretore | will not diſdaine, 

('s. This cannor be but a great Coartier. 

Shep. His Garments are rich, bat he wearesthem not 
handſomely. 

Clo. He ſcemes to te the more Noble, in being fanta- 
ſticall: a great man, le warrant ; I know by the picking 
on's Teeth. | 

Amt. The Farthcll there ? What's i'th' Farthell ? 
Wherefore that Box ? | 

Shep. Eir, there [yes ſuch fecrets in this Farthell and 
Box, which none muſt know but the King, and which he 
> know within this houre, 1t I may come toth'ſpeech 
of him. | 

Ant. Ape,thou halt loſt thy labour. 

Shey, Why Sir? 

Art. The King isnot atthe Pallace, he is gone aboord 
a new Ship, to purge Melancholy, and ayre himſclte : for 
if thou bee'ſt capable etthings (crious, ithou muſt know 
the King is full of griete, 

Shep. So'tis Gai ( Sir :) about his Sonne, that ſhould 
have marryeda Shepheards Daughter. | 

Amt. If that Shepheard be not in hand-taft, let him 
fiye; the Curſes he ſhall have,the Tortures he ſhall teele, | 
will breake the backe of Man, the heartot Montter. 

( {0. Thinke you ſoy Sir ? 

Amt. Not he alone ſhall fufer what Wit can make 
heavy, and Vengeance bitter; but thoſe that are lermaine 
to him (though remov'd fifty times ) thall all come under |} 
the Hang-man : which, though it br great pitty, yet iris 
neceſlary. An old Sheepe-whittling Rogue, a Ram-ten» 
der, to offer to have his Daughter come tmro grace? Some 
fay he ſhall be ſton'd : but that death is too fott tor him 
( is I: ) Draw our Throne in!oOa Sheen-Coat ? alldeaths 
aretoo few, the ſharpelt too ealie. 

Ch. Ha'sthe old-manere a Soanc Sir ( doe you heare) 
and't hke you, Sit ? 

Axt. He ha'sa Sonne : who ſhall be flayd alive, then 
'noynted over with Hoacy, fct on the head of a Walpes 
Nett,then (tand till he bethree quzrtersand a dram dead ; 
then recover'dagaine with Aquavitz, or ſome other hoe 
Infulion: then,raw as he is (and in the hotell day Progno- 
ſtication proclaymes ) ſhall he be tet againit a Brick-wall 
(the Sunne looking with a South-ward eye upon him; 
where he i5 ro behold him,with Flyes blowne rodeath.) 
But whar talke we of theſe T raitorly-Raſcals, whoſe mi. 
ſeries arcto be ſmil'd at, their offences being (0 et | 

ell i; 


: 
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Tell me (for you ſcemeſo be honeſt plaine men) what you 
have to the King : being ſomething gently confider'd, le 
bring you where he 1s aboord your 


ſhall doe it. 

Cle. He ſeemes to be of great authority : cloſe with 
him, give him Gold : and though Authority be a ſtub- 
borne Beare, yerhe is oftled by the Noſe with Gold : 
ſhew the in-lide of your Purſe to the out-fide of his 
hand, and no more adoe. Remember ſton'd, and flay'd 
alive. 

Shep. And't pleaſe you (Sir) ro undertake the Baſineſſe 
for us, here 15 that Gold I have: Ne make it as much 
more, and leave this young mann pawoe, till I bring it 


you. 

Ant. After I have done what I promiſed ? 

Shep. I fir. ; 

eAnt, Well, give me the Moity : Are youa party 1n 
this Buſineſle ? 

(to; In ſome fort, Sir : but though my calc be a pit- 
titull one, I hope 1 ſhall not be flayd our of it. 

eAst. Oh, that's the cale of the Shepheards Sonne : 
hang hia, he'le be made an example, 

Clo. Comfort, good comfort : We muſt to the King, 
and ſhew our ſtrange ſights : he muſt know #'tis none of 
your Daughter, nor my Siſter : weare goneelſe. Sir, I 
will give you as much as thisold mando s, when the Bu- 
ſinefle is performed, and remaine (as he fayes) your 
pawne tull it be broaght you. | 

Amt. 1 will truſt you. Walke before toward the Sea- 
fide, goc on the right hand, I will but looke upon the 
Hedge, and follow you. 

_ Weare blefl'd, inthis man: as I may fay, even 
bleſ'd. 

Shep. Let's before, as he bids us : he was provided to 
doe us good. * Execunt. 
Axt. It bad a mind to be honeſt, 1 ſee Fortwne would 
not ſuffer me : ſhe drops Booties 'in my mouth. 1 am 
courted now with a double occaſion : (gold, and a means 
to doe the Prince my Maſter good ; which, who knowes 
how that may turne backe to my aduancement ? ) I will 
bringtheſc rwo Mca'es, theſe blind-enes,aboord him,if 
he thinke1t fit to ſhoare them 3gaine, and that the Com- 

laintthey have tothe King, concernes himnothing, let 
call mc Roo, for being (0 farre othcious, for I am 
proofe againſt that Titic, 'and what ſhame clſc belongs 
to't : To him will I prefent them, there may be matrer in 
it, Exenn, 


— 
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Emery Leontes, Cleommes, Dion, Panlina, Servants 
Florizel, Perdita. 


Cleo, Sir, you have doneenough, and have perform'd 
A Saint-like Sorrow : No fault could you make, 
Which you have not redeem'd ; indeed pay'd downe 
Morepenirence, then done treipas : Atthe laſt 
Doe, as the Heavens have done; forget your evill, 
With them, forgive your ſelfe. 

-Leo. Whulcſt I remember 


| Her and her Yertues, I cagnot forget 


My blemiſhes in them, and fo {till thinke of 
The wrong I did my ſclfe : which was ſo much, 


perſons to his | That Heirc-lefſe it hath made my Kingdome, and 
| preſence, whiſperhim in your behaltes ;and if ir be in | 
man, beſidesthe King, tocffeR your Suites, here is man | Bred his hopes out of, true. 


Deſtroy'd the ſweet'ſt companion, that ere man 


- Paul. Tootrue(my Lord :) 
If one by one, you wedded all the World, 
Or from the All that are, tooke hen $900, 
Tomakea pertet Woman ; ſhe you kKll'd, 
Would be unparallell'd. 

Lee. I thinke fo. Kill'd? 
She I kill'd? Ididfo : but thou ſtrik'ſtme 
Sorely, to (ay I did : itis as bitter 


Vpon thy Tongue, as in my Thought, Now, good now, 


Say ſo but ſeldome. 
Cleo. Not at all, good Lady : 


You might have ſpoken a thouſand things,that would 


Havedone the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindneſfle better. 

Pax. You arc one of thoſe 
Would have him wed againe. 

Dre. If you would not ſo, 
You putty not the State, nor the Remembrance 
Ot his moſt Soveraigne Name : Conſider lirtle, 
What Dangers, by his Highneſfle faile of Ifluc, 
May drop upon his Kingdeme, and devoure 
Incertaine lookers on. What were more holy, 
Then to rejoyce the former Queene is well ? 
W hat holyer, then for Royalticsrepaire, 
For preſent comfort, and for futuregood, 
To blefle the Bed of Majeſty againe 
Witha ſweer fellow to't? 

Pani, There is none worthy, 
(ReſpeRing her that's gone :) beſides the Gods 
Will have fulkll'ntheir ſecret purpoſes : 
For ha's not the Divine Apolle (aid? 
ISr notthe tenor of his Oracle, 
That King Leontes ſhall not have an Heire, 
Til! his loſt Child be found? Which, thatirt ſhall, 
Is all as monſtrous toour humane reaſon, 
As my Antgomw to breake his Grave, 
And come againeto me: who, onmy life, 
Did periſh with the Infant. *T1s your coancell, 
My Lord ſhould to the Heavens be contray, 
Oppoſcagainſt their wills. Care not for lue, 
The Crowne will find an Heire. Great Alexander 
Lett his to th*Worthicſt: ſo his Succeſlor 
Was like to be the beſt. 

Lee. Good P aulins, 
Who haſt the memory of Hermione 
I know in honor : O, that ever I 
Had ſquar'd meto thy councell : then, even new, 
I might have look'd upon my Queenes tull cyes, 
Have taken Treaſure trom her Lippes. 

Paxl. And leftthem 
More rich, for what they yecldcd. 

Leo. Thou ſpeak'(t truth ; 


No more ſach Wives, therefore no Wite : one worle, 


And better us'd, wonld make her Sainted Spirit 
Againe poſleſle her Corps, and on this Stage 
(Where we offendors now appcare )Soule-vext, 
And begin, why tome; 

Paxl. Had ſhe ſuch power, 
She had juſt ſuch cauſe. 

Leo. She had, and would incenſe me 
To murther herl marrycd. 


> 
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Paul. 1Iſhould fo : | 
Were I the Ghoſt that walk'd, 1i'd bid you marke 
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part un'c 
You choſe her : then I'd ſhricke,that even your cares 
Should rift to heare me, and the words that follow'd, 
Should be, Remember minc. 

Leo, Starres, tarres, } 
And alleyeselle, dead coals : fcare thouno Wite ; 
lle have no Wite, Paula, 

Paxl. Will you ftweare 
Neverto marry, but by my free leave ? | 

Lie. Never (Panxline) (0 be blels'd my Spirit. 


Cleo. Youtempt him over-much. 
Panl, Vnl:M& another, 
As like Hermione, as is her PiQture, 
Aﬀront his ey. 
Clo. Good Madam, I have donc. | 
Paul, Yet if my Lord witl marry : it you will, Sir ; 
No remedy but you will : Give me the cthce 
To chuſe you a Queene : ſhe (hail not be ſo young 
As was your former, but ſhe ſhall be ſuch 


Toſce her in your armes. 
Leo; My truce Panlma, 
We ſhall not marry, ti!lthou bidſt us. 
Pax, T hat 
Shall be when your firſt Queene's againc in breath : 
Never till then. 
Enter a Servant, 
Ser, One that gives out himlelte Prince Floriel, 
Sonne of Pelixenes, with his princeſſe (ſhe 
The faireſt I have yet behcld) deſires acceſlc 
To your high preſence. | 
Leo, \V hat with him ? he comes not 
Likero his Fath-rs Greatneſle : his approach 
| (So out of ci-camtance, and faddaine)tells us, 
'Fis not a Viiiewiin fram'd, bat torc'd 
By need, an. 2ccident. VV hat Trayne? 
| Ser, Burfew, 
And thoſe 'n:t 1:canc. 
Lee. His P:incefle (fay you) with him ? 
Ser. 1 : tbe moit peercleſic perce of Earth, 1 thinke, 
Thar e:e the Sunne ſhone bright on. 
Paxl. Oh Hermmone, 
Asevery preſent Time doth boaſt ir (clfe 
Abovea berter, gone ; {o muſt thy Grave = 
| Give way to what's ſeene now. Sir, you your (clte 
| Haveſaid, and writſo; but your writing now 
| 1Iscolder thenthat Theame : ſhe had not beene, 
Nor was notto be equali'd, thus your Verſc 
How'd with her Beauty once, 'tis ſhrewdly ebb'd, 
Tolay you have ſcenea becter. 
Ser, Pardon, Madam: 
The one, 1 have almoſt forgot (your pardon :) 
] The other, when ſhe ha's obrair'd your Eye, 
Will have your Tongue too. This isa Creature, 
Would ſhe begina SeR, might quench the zcale 
| Ofall Profeflors clſc ; make Protelytes 
; Of who ſhe burbid foilow. 
Pani, How ? not women? 
Ser, Women will loye her, that ſhe is a Woman 
| More worth then any Man : Men, that ſhe is 
Therareſt of all Women. 
Lro. Gor Cleominer, 
Yourlelfe (aſſiſted with your honor'd friends) 


' 


Pan. Then good my Lords,bcare witne(icto his Oath, 


As(walk'd your firſt Quecnes Gholt) ir ſhould take joy 


— — — CO m—— _ 


Brwgthem to ovr «mnbracement. Sill *c1s firange, 
He thus ſhould ftcalc upon us. 
Paul, Had our Prince. 

| (lewell of Children) feenethis houre, hc had payr'd 
| Well withthis Lord ; there was not full a moneth 
Berweene therr births. 

Lee. *Prerhec no more ; ceaſe :thou know'lt 
He dyesto m< againe, when talk'd-of : ſure 
When I thz!l tc this Gentleman, thy ſpeeches 
WI bring me to conſider that, which may 
Vnturniſh me of Reaſon. They arc come. 

Enter lonizell, Perdita, Cleomines, and others. 

Y our Mor hee was mo't true ro Wedlocke, Prince, 
For ſhe did print your Royail Father off, 
Concetving you, Were I but cweury one, 
Your Faticrs Image 1$ fo hit 1 you, 
(His very ayrc ) that I ſhonld £:u you Brother, 
ASI did him, and fpeake of form: thins wildly 
By us pe: form'd betore. Moſt dear ly welcome, 
And your taire Princefle (Geddetie) wh : alas, 
I loſt a couple, that 'twixe Heaven and Earth 
Might thus have [tood, begetting wonder, as 
You (gracious Covple) doe : andthen | lott 
(All mive owne Folly) the Society, }. 
Amity toc of your brave Father, whom 
(Though bearing Mitery) I defire my lite 
Once moreto looke on him. 

Flo. By his command 
Have I here touch'd Sic:/ia, and from him 
Give you all grectings, that a King (as triend) 
Can ſend bis Brother : and but infirmity 


—— — — 


His with'd Ability, he had bimſelte 
The Landsand Waters, '*twixt your Throne and his 
Meaſur'd, tolooke upon you ; whom he loves 
(He bad me fay fo.) more then all the Scepters, 
And thoſe that beare them , living. 

Leo.” Oh wy brother, 


A freſh within me : and theſe thy orhices 
(Sorarcly kind ) are 25 Interpreters 
Of my behind-hand flackenefie. Welcome hither, 
As 15 the Spring toth Berth. And hath he roo 
Expos'dthis Pa agontoth'fearetu!l uſage 
(Aticalt ungemtle } of the drcadini] Neprane, 
Togreeta man, not worth her patucs; much lee, 
Th'adventure of her perſon ? 
Flo. Good my Lord, 
She came from L644. 
Leo, WW here the Warltke Smaiw, | 
That Noble honor'd Lord, is tear'd, and loy'd > 
Fle. Molt Royall Sir, 
From thence : from him, whoſe Daughter 
His Tearcsproclaim'd his parting with her : thence 


To execute the Charge my Father gave me, 
For viliting your Highnetle : My beſt Trainc 
I have from your Siutian Shores diſmils'd ; 
W ho for bob. mia bend, to lignitic 
Not onely my ſuccefle i Lib4a((ir ) 
But my arrivall, and my W ites, ia fafety 
Here, where we are. 
Lee. The bleſſed gods 
Purge all infetion from our Ayre, whileſt you 
Doe Clymate here : you have a holy Father, 
A gracetull Gentleman, againit whoſe perſon 


_ 


N% 


Exim. 


(Which waits upon worne times) hath ſomething ſciz'd 


(Good Genticman } the wrongs I bave done thee, ſtirre 


( A profperons South-wind friendly ) we have croly'd, 


—_—— 
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TbeW, mnters Tale. 


(As be from Hcaven merits it) with you, 
Worthy his ce. What might | have beene, 
ight 1 a Sonne and Daughter now have look'd on, 
Such goodly things as you ? 
Sing Enter 4 Lord, 
Lord. Moſt Noble Sir, | 
That which 1 ſhall report, will beareno credit, 
Were not the proote 10 nigh. Pleaſe you (great Sir ) 
Bohemia greets you from himlelfe, by me : 
Deſires youto attach his ſonnc, who ha's 
(His Dignity, and uty both caſt off) : 
Fled from his Father, from his Hopes, and with 
A Shephcards Daughter. 
Leo. Where's Bohemia? ſpeake ; | 
Lor. Hcere. in your Citty : I now came from him. 
I ſpeake amazedly, andit becomes 
My mervaile, and my Mcfſage. To your Court 
W hiles be was haſtning (in the Chaſe, it ſcemes, 
Of this faire Couple) meets he on the way 
The Father of this ſceming Lady, and 
Her Brother, having both their Country quitted, 
With this young Prince. 
Flo, Camillo ha's betray'd me ; 
W hoſe honor, and whotc honeſty tall now, 
Endur'dall Weathers. 
Lerd. Lay'cfo to his — 
He's with the King your Father. 
Leo. Who? (amille ? c 
Lord, Camille (Sir :) I ſpake with him ; who now 
Ha'stheſe poore men in queſtion. Never faw I 
Wretches ſoquake : they kneele, they kiſſethe Earth ; 
Forſweare themſelves as often as they ſpeake : 
Bohemia ſtops his cares, and threatens them 
With divers deaths, in death. 
Per. Oh my poore Father: 
The Heaven\cts Spycs _— us, willnot have 
Our Contra celebrated. 
Leo. You are marrycd ? 
Fle. We are not (Sir ) nor are welike tobe : 
The Starres (1 ſce) will kiſle the Valleyes firit : 
The oddes for high and low's alike. 
Les, My Lord, 
Is this the Daughter of a King ? 
Fl. Shes, 
W hen once ſhe is wy Wake, 
Lee. That once (1 ice) by your good Fathers ſpeed, 
Will come-on very ſlowly. 1am fory 
(Mott ſorry) you bave broken from his liking, 
Where you were ty'd in duty : and as forry, 
Your Choyſe 15 not {o rich in Worth, as Beauty, 
That you might well enjoy her, 
Flo. Dearclooke up: 
Though Fortune, viliole an Enemy, 
Should chaſe us, with ay Father : powreno jor 
Hath ſhe to change our Loves. Belcech you ( Sir) 
Remember, fince you ow'd no more to Time 
Then doe now : withthought offuch AﬀeRions, 
Step forth mine Aduocate : at your requeſt, 
My Father will grant preciousthings, as Trifles. 
Lee. Would he doe ſo, 1'1d beg your precious Miſtris 
Which be counts but a Trifle. 
Pasl. Sir (my Liege) 
Your eye hath too much youth in't : not a moneth 


300 
(Sofacred as it is) | have done {inne, Fore your Queene dy'd,ſbe was more worth ſuch gazes 
For which the Heavens (taking angry note) _ Then what you looke on now. 
Have left me Ifſue-lefſe 2and your Father's blefs'd Lee. I thought of her, 


Even 1n theſe Lookes I made, Bat your Petition 

Is yet un-anſwer'd : 1] will to your Father : 

Your Henor not o're-throwne by your deſires, 

I am fricad to them, ar.d you ; upon which Errand 

I now goe toward him : therefore follow me, 

And marke what way I make; Come good my Lord, 
Exeant, 


ee ee as ys my ag 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Amolicu, and a Gentleman, 


L Ant. Belcech you (Sir) were you preſent at this Re- 
tion ? 
Gent, TI. I was by atthe opening ofthe Farthell, beard 
the old Shepheard deliver the maniner how he found it : 
whereupon (after a little amazednefſe) we were all com- 
manded out of the Chamber : onely this (we thougtt)1 
heard the Shepheard ſay, he found the Child. 

Ant. 1 would moſt gladly know the ifſue of it, 

Gem, 1, I make a broken delivery of the Buſineſle : 
bur the changes I perceived 1n the King,and (amle,were 
very Notes of admiration : they ſecm'd almoſt, with ta- 
ring on one another, to teare the Caſes of their Eves. 
There was ſpeech intheir dumbneſle, in thei 
very geſture : they look'd asthey had heard of a World 
ranſom'd, or one deſtroyed : a netable paſſion of Won- 
der appeared in them:but the wiſcſt brholder,that knew 
ne more but my not ſay, if th'im were 
loy, or Sorrow ; but in the extremity of the one,it mult 

$s be. Enter another Gemt 
Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knowes more : 
The Neives, Regero, 

Gen. 2. Nothing but Bonfires : the Oracle is fulfill'd : 
the Kings Daughter is fourd : ſuch a deale of wonder is 
broken out within this houre, that Ballad-makers cannot 
be able toexpreſle it. Enter anotber Gentleman. 

Here comes the Lady Paxlina's Steward, he can deliver 
you more, How goes itnow (Sir. )This Newes (which 
is call*] true) is {0 like an 6!d Talc, thatthe verity of ir is 
in ſtrong ſuſpiticn : Ha'sthe King found his Heire? 

Gen. 3. Molttrue, if ever Truth were pregnant by 
Circumſtance : That which you heare , you'l ſweare 
you ſce, there isfach unity in the proofes. The Mantle 
of Qucene Heymones : her Iewell L wo: the Necke of it: 


the Letters of Antigonw tound with it, which they know 
to be his Charratter ; the Majeſty of the Creature, in 
reſemblance of the Mother: the AﬀeRion of Nobleneſle, 
which Nature ſhewes above her Breeding, and many 0- 
ther Evidences, proclaime ber, with all certainty, tobe 
the Kings Daughter. Did you ſee the meeting of the two 
Kings ? 

Gent. 2, No, 

Gent. 3, Then have you loſt a Sight which was to bee 
ſcene, cannot be ſpoken of. There might you have bc- 
held one Toy crowne another,ſo and in ſuch manner, that 
it ſeem'd Sorrow wept to take leave of them : for their 
loy waded inteares. There was cafting up of Eyes, hol- 
ding up of bands, with Countenance of fach diſtraQtion, 
that they were to be knowne by Garment, not by __ 


_—% 


— 
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ing being ready to leape out of himſelfe, for joy of | 
| Oo eames Daughter go if that joy were now become a 
| Loffe, cryes, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother : then askes | 
Fohemia forgiveneſle, then embraces bis Sonne-1n Law : 
| then againC tage vv he his Daughtcr,with clipping her. 
| Now he thanks the old Shepheard (which ſtands by,like 
a Weather-bitten Conduit, of any Kings Reignes.) 1 
er heard of ſuch 2nother Encounter;which lames Re- 
ro follow it, and undo's defcription to doe it, 
Gen, 3. What, pray you became of Antigone, that 
carryed hence the Child ? = | 
|  Gente3+ Likeanold Tale (till, which will have matter 
| to rehearle, though Credit be aſleepe, and not an care 0- 
| pen; he was corne to picces with a Bcarez This avOuches 
| the Shepheards Sonne, w ho ha's not onely his Innocence 
| (which tecmes much)ro joſtifie him, but a hand-ker- 
| chicfe and Rings of h1s, that Paxbne Knowes, 
| Gent. 1, Whar became of his Barke, and his Follow- 
| DO Wrackt the ſane infiant of their Maſters 
death, and in the view of the Shepheard: fo that all the 
Inſtruments which aydedtocxpole the Cluld,- erc even 
then loſt, when it w as found. Burt oh the Noble Combar, 
that *twixt Toy and Sorrow was _— Paxlina, She 
had one Eye declin'd for the lofſe of her Husband, ano- 


| ther elevated, thatthe Oracle was fulfill'd: She lifted the 
Princefſe from the Earth,and fo lockes her in embracing | 
| a5if ſhe would pin herto ker heart, that ſhe might no 
more be in danger of loting. 
Gent. 1. The —_ ot this AX was worth the au- 
dierce of Kingsand Princes, for by fuch was it acted. 
Gert. 3 One of the prettyeſt touctes of all, and that 
which angl'd for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though | 
not the Fiſh) was, when -t the Relation of the Queenes | 
| death (with the manner how ſhe came to't,bravely con- 
| fels'd, and lameatcd by the King) how atrentiveneſſe | 
| wounded his Daughter, till (from one ig" of dolour to 
| another ) ſhe did (withan A/as) | would taine ſay, bleed 
| Teares; tor I am {ure, my heart wept blood, Who was 
| moſt Marble, there changed calour : ſome {v owndcd,all 
' forrowed : ifall the World could have iecn't, the Wor 
| had beene univerſal. 
| Gent.1, Arcthey returned to the Court? 
| Gent.3. No : ThePrinceilc heariog of her Mothers 
| Statue (which is inthe keeping of Pavan) a Peece many 


| yceres1n doing;and now newly pertorm'd, by that rare 4 


| Italian Maſter, {ulio Romano,who (had he himlclie cter- 
| nity, andcould put Breath into his Worke) would bee 
| gwle Nature of her Cuſtome,o perfeRtly he is her Ape : 
| He {oneere to Hermione, hath done Hermione, that they 
| fay one would ſpeaketo her,and ſtand in hope of anſwer. 
| Thither (with all greedineſſe of affeRion) are they gone, 
| andthere they intend to Sup. 
| Gent.2, Ithoughtihe had: {ome great matter there in 
| hand, for ſhe hath privately, twice or thrice aday,. ever 
| fince the death of Hermoxe,vilited that removed houſe. 
Shall we thither, and with our company peccethe rejoy- 
| Cing 7 
| Gemt.1, Who would be thence, that ha's the benefir 
of Acceſle? every winke of an Eye, ſome new Grace 
| Will be borce: our Abſence makesus unthrifty to” our 
| Knowledge, Let's along. Exit, 
; Aut. Now (bad I northe daſh of my former life in 
| me) would Preferment drop on my head. 1 he the 
; 91d man; and his Sonneaboord the the Prince; told bim,1 


the Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy hands, and that 


beard them talke of a Farthell,and I know not what: 'Y 


ns 


he at that time ove1-fond of the Shepheards daughter (fo | 
then tooke her to be) who began to be much Sea-fick, 
and himſclfe licrle better, extremity of Weather conti- 
uing, this Myſtery remained undiſcover'd. But 'tisall 
oneto me : for had 1 beene the tinder-out of this ſecret, 
It would not have retliſh'da my other diſcredits. 
Enter St d, and Clare, 
Here come thoſe I have done good to againſt my will, 
= alrcady appearing in the bloſlomes of their For- 
e 

Sbep. Come boy. Iam paſt more Children : bur thy 
Sonnes and Daughters will beall Gentlemen borne. 

Clown, You are well met (Sir;) you deny'd to fight 
with me this ocher day, becauſe 1 was no Gentleman 
borne. Sce you thele Clothes? ſay you ſee them not, 
and thinke me ſtill no Gentleman borne : You were beſt 
fay theſe Robes are not Gentlemen borne. Give methe 
Lye : doe ; and try whether Iam not now a Geneleman 

NC. 

eAut. I know youare now (Sir) 2 Gentl-man borne. 

Clow.1,and bave beene ſo any time theſe foure houres, 

Shep. And fo have 1, Boy. | 

C aw. So you have : but I wasa Gentleman borne be- 
fore my Father; forthe Kings Sonne tooke me oy the 
hand, and cal/*d me brotter ; and then the two Kings 
ca'l'd my Father brother : and then th: Prince (my bro- 
ther)and the Princeſſe( my Siſter )call'd my tather,tather; 
and fo we wept : and there was the firſt Gentlemarslike 
teares that ever we ſhed. 

Shep. We may live (Sonne) to ſhed many more. 

Clo. I : or elle *twere hard lucke, being in ſo prepoſte- 
rous eſtate as we are. 

Aur. | bumbly beſeech you (Sir) to pardon me all the 
faults I have committed to your Worſhip, and to give 
me your good report tothe Prince my Matter. 

Shep. 'Prethee Sonne doe : for we :1uſt be gentle,now 
we are Gentlemen, 

Clow, Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

«#1, I,anditlike yuur good Worſhip. 

Clow, Give me thy hand : I will ſweare to the Prince, 
thou art as honeſt a true Fellow as any isin Bohemia, | 

Shep. You ay fay it, but not ſweare it, 

Clow, Nottiweare it, now I am a Gentleman ? Let 
Boores and Francklins lay it, le tweare it. 

Shep, How if it be falſe (Sonne?) 

(ow. If itbene're fo falſe, a true Gentleman may 
{wcarc ir, inthe behalfe of his friend : And Ile fweare to 


Cr ——— — —_ —Q 


thou wilt nor be drunke : but I know thou art no tall fel- 
low of thy hands, and that thou wilt bu d-unke : bur ile | 
ſweare it, and I would thou would'ſt be a tall Fellow of | 
thy hands. | 
Ant. I will prove ſo (Sir) romy power. | 
Clo. 1, by any mcanes prove a ta!l Fellow: if I doe not 
wonder, how thou dar'lt ventur* to be drunke,not being ) 
a tall Fellow,rruſt me not. Harke,the Kings and the Prin- 
ces(our Kindred)aregoing to ſeethe Quzenes Picture. | 


Come, follow us : we'll be thy good Matter. Exemnt. 
Scana Þ ertia. | 


Enter Leomes, Polixemmes, Þ lorizell, Perdita, Camilo, 
Panlima : Hernuone (like a Starne:) Lords, oc, | 

Leo. O grave and good Paxlna, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee ? : | 
c 
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Pax!,\What(Soveragine Sir) 
I did not weli, I mcant well : all my Services : 
You have pay d homc. But that you have vouchſat'd 
(With your Crown'd Brother,and theſe your contracted 
Heires of your kingdomes) my poore Houſe to valit; 
It is a ſurplus of your Grace, which never 
My life may laſt ro anſwer. 
Ler, O'Paniina, 
We honor you with trouble : but we came 
To ce the Statue of our Queene. Your Gallery 
Have wepaſs'd through, not without much content 
In many fingularities ; but we ſav not 
That whichmy Daughter came to looke upon, 
The Statue of her Mother. 
Pawl. As ſhe liv'd peerelceſle, 
So her dead likenefſſe I doo well beleeve 
ExXlls what cver yet you look'd upon, 
Or band of Man hath done : thercture I keepe it 
Lovely, apart. But here it 15: prepaie 
To ſcethe Lite as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still Slcepe mock*d death : behold, and lay 'tis well, 
I like your filencs, it the more ſhewes off 
Your wonder : but yct ſpeake, firlt you (my Licge) 
Comes it not ſomething accrc ? 
Leo. Her naturail Poiture. 
Chide me (deare Stone) that I may fay indeed 
Thou art Hermone ; or rather, thou art ihe, 
in thy not chiding : for ſhc was as tender 
As infancy, and Grace. Burt yet ( Parlima) 
Hermione was not ſo much wrincklcd, nothing 
So agcd as this {ccmes. 
Fol. Oh, not by much. 
Paxl. So much the more our Carvers excellence. 
W hich lets goc-by ſome lixtecne yecres, and makes her 
As ſhe liv'd now. 
Leo. Asnow the might have done, 
So much to my good comtort, as it 1s 
Now picrcing tomy Soulc. Oh, thus ſhe ſtood, 
Even with {uch Lite of Majcity (warme Lite, 
As now it colidly {tands) when tirſt I wov'd her. 
I am aſham'd : Do's not the Stone rebuke me, 
For being more Stone then 1t ? Oh Royall Peece : 
There's Magicke in thy Majclty, which ha's 
My evils conjur'd to rememorance zand 
From thy admiring Daughter touke the Spirits, 
Standing like Stone wich thee, 
Perd. And give mc leave, 
Anddoc not (ay *t15 Superitition, that 
I kneele, and then implorc her Blelling. Lady, 
Deerc Queene,that ended when I but began, 
Give mc that hand of yours, to kitle. 
Pant. O, patience : 
T he Statue is but newly fix'd ;the Colour's 
Not dry. | 
(am. My Lord, your Sorrow was too ſore lay'd-on, 
W hich fixtcene Winmers cannot blow away, 
Somany Summers dry : (carce any Loy 
Did ever ſo long live ; no Sorrow, 
Bur kill'd it ſclfe much ſooner. 
Pol. Deere my Brother, 
Let him, that was the cauſe of this, have powre 
To take off to much gricte from you, as he 
Will peccc up infhimiclte, 
Paxl. Indecd my Lord, | 
If I had thought the ſight of my poore Image 
Would thus have wrought you (for the Stone is mine) 


Mm 


| If this be Magicke, letitbe an Art 


II'd not have ſhew'd it. 
Lro. Doe not draw the Curtaine. 
Paxl. No longer ſhall you gaze on't, leaſt your Fancy 
May thinke anon, it moves. 
Lee. Letbe,lct be. 
Would I were dead, but that me thinkes Gs 
(W hat was he that did make it? ) See (my Wen: 
Would you not deeme it breath'd?and that thole veines 
Did verily beare blood ? 
Pol. Maiterly tone. 
The very Lite ſcemes warme upon her Lippe« 
Leo, The tixure ot her Eye ha's motion t, | 
As WEare mock'd with Art. 
Panl. ic draw the Curtaine : 
My Lor@'s almoſt to farre tranſported, that 
Hee'llthinke ano: it lives. 
Leo, Ohiweet Pawlins, 
Make me to thinke ſorwenty yeeres rogether z 
Nofetled Scences of the World can match 
The pleaſure of that madneſſe, Let't alone. _ 
Pawl. I am ſorry (Sir) I hayethus farre ſtir'd ycurbut 
I could afflict yuutarther. 
Leo. Doc Pawhns : 
For this Afition ha's a taſte as {weet 
As any Cordiall comfort. Still me thinkes 
T bere isanayre comes from her. W har fine Chizzell 
Could evcr yet cut breath? Let no man mocke me, 
Fo 1 will ufſe her, 
Paul. Good me Lord forbeare; 
The ruddinefſe upon her Lippe, 15 Wet : 
You ll marre it, it you kifle it ; {tae your owne 
With Oyly Paintiug : ſhall Idraw the Curtainc? 
Les, No: notthele twenty yeeres. 
Ferd. S0 long could I 
v8nd by,a loukcr-0ns 
#Fanl. Eucher torbeare, 
Quit prefently the Chappell, or retolve you 
For more amazement ; af you can behold it, 
llc make the Statue move indeed ; deſcend, 
Ad take you by the hand : but then you'll thake 
( Which | proteſt againſt) Iam aſtilted 
By wick. d !'owers. 
Leo. \V hat you can make her doe, 
I ain content to looke on : what to ſpeake, 
I ain content to heare : for 'tis as caſie 
lo make her ſpeake, as move. 
Paul, It isrequir'd 
You doe a1wake you Faith : then, all ſtand ſtill: 
Oa : thoſe that thinke it 13 unlaywtull Buſinſle 
| am about, let thern depart» 
Les. Procced : 
No foot ſhall {turre. 
Paxl. Mulicke ; awake her : Strike : 
Tis came: deicend : be Stone no more : approach : 
Strike all thatiooke upon with mervaile : Come :; 
Lie ll your Grave up : {tirre : nay ,come away : 
Bequeath to Death your numneſle : (for trom him, 
Deare Lite redzemes you) you perceive ſhe ſtirres : 
Start not : her Actions ſhall be holy, as 
You heare my tpell is lawfull : doe not ſhun her, 
Varill you ice her dye againe ; for then 
You kill her double : Nay, preſent your hand : 


When ſhc was Young, ou weo'd her + NOW, inage, 
Is ſhe become the Suiter? | 
Leo. Oh (he's warme : 
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Lawfullas Eating. 
Pol. She embraces him. 
| Cem. She hangs about his necke, 
| If ſhe pertaineto lite, let her ſpeake to0. 


Or how ſtolne from the dead ? 
Pax, That fhets living, 
Were it but told you, ſhould be hooted at 
Like an old Tale : bur it appeares ſhe lives, 


Our Perdiais found. 
Her. You gods looke downe, 


Knowing by Paula, that the Oracle 
My ſelfe, toſee the iſſue. 

Paxl. There's time cnough for that; 
Leaſt they deſire ( 


You precious winners ail : your exultation 


Pol. 1,and make it manifeſt where ſhe ha's liv'd, 


Though yet ſhe ſpeake nor. Mark a little while ; 
Pleaſe you to interpole (faire Madam) kneele, 
And pray your Mothers bleſſing; turae good Lady, 


And from your ſacred V iols poure your graces 

Vpon my daughtershead : Tell me (mine owne) 
Where haſt thou bin preſerv*d? Where liv*d?How found 
Thy Fathers Court? For thou ſhalt heare that I 


| Gave hope thou walt 10 being, have preſerv'd 


nthis puſh ) to trouble 
Your joyes, with like Relation. Goe together 


| Partake toevery one: I (an old Turtle) 
Will wing me toſome wither'd bough, and there 
My Mate (that's never to be found againe ) 
nt, till I am loſt, 

Leo. O peace Paulina t 
Thou ſhouldſt a husband take by my conſent, 
As Ibythine a Wife. This isa Match, 
And made betweene's by Y owes. Thou haſt found mine, 
But bow, isto be queſtion'd : for 1 ſaw her 
(As Ithought) dead :and have (in vaine) ſaid many 
A prayer upon her grave. licnot ſecke tarre 
( For him, 1 partly know his mindc) to find thee 
An honourable husband. Come Camilo, 
And take her by the hand : whoſe worth, and honeſty 
Is richly noted: and bcere juſtified 
By Vs, apaireof Kings. Let's from this place. 
What? looke upon my Brother ; both your pardons, 
That ere I put betweene your holy lookes 
My ill fufpition : This your Son-in-law, 
And Sonne unto the King, whom heavens direing 
Istroth-plight to your daughter. Good Paniina, 
Leade us from hence, where we may leyſurcly 
Each one demand,and anſwer to his part 
Perform in this widegap of Time, ſince firſt 
| Weweredilſever'd Haltily leade away. 
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The Names of the Actors. 

Eontes, King of Siculia, Emilia, a Laay. E 

CAlamillns, youg Prince of Sicilia. Polixenes, King of Bohemia. 
Cann. Fliizel, Prince of Bohemia, 
eAntvgenm. Fonre. | Old Shepheard, reputed Father of Perdita. 
(lommes. ( Lords of Sicilia, Clowne hus Sonne. 
Dion. eAntolicus, « Rogue. 
Hermione, © weexe to Leontes, Archidanus , 4 Lord of Bohemia. 
Perdta, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione, Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Servants. 
Paulina, wife to Antigone. Shepheards, and Shephear dde(ſes. 
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Enter King Iobn, Ducene Elinor, Pembroke, Eſſex,and S4- 
labury, with the Chattylton of France. 


King Job, : 
Ow ſay (hettillion, what would Frexce with us? 
Nt Chart. Thus (after greeting)ſpeakes the King 
of France. 
In my behaviour to the MajzeRy, 
The borrowed Majeſty of Englend heere. 
flea. A (trange beginning : borrowed Majeſty ? 


Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalfe 
Of thy deccaled brother, Geffrezerſonne, 
«Arthur Plantaginet, layes molt lawtull claune 
Tothis faire lland, and the Territories : 
To Ireland, Poythiers, Anjowe,L , Mane, 
Deſiring thee to lay aſide theſw 
Which ſwayes vſurpingly theſe ſeverall titles, 
And pur the ſame into yong Arthurs hand, 
Thy Nephew, and right royall Soveraigne. 
King lob. What followes if we diſallow of this ? 
('bap. The proud controle of tierceand bloudy warre, 
Tountorcetheſe rights, , ſo torctbly withbeld. 
K, lob. Here have we war for war,& bloud for bloud, 
Controlement for controlement : ſoanſwer Fraxce, 
Char. Then take my Kings defiance from my mouth, 
The fartheſt limit of my Embaſſie. 
King [obn, Beare mine to him, and ſo depart in peace, 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 
Forere thou canſt report, I will be there : 
The thunder of my Cannon ſhall be heard. 
$o hence: bethoutherramper of our wrath, 
And fullen preſage of your owne decay : 
Anhonorable conduct Ict him have, 
| Pembrebe looke too't : farewell (battillion. 
Ext Chat, and Pem. 
Ele, What now my ſonne, have Inotever (aid 
How that ambitious (onitazce would not ceale 
Till Nie had kindled Fraxce and all the world, 
Vpon the right ad party of her ſonne? 
This might have becne prevented, and made whole 
With very calic arguments of love, 
| Which now the of two kingdomes mult 
Wit! tcarefull bloudy ue arbitrate. 
&, lobn, Or ſtrong poſſcetlion, and our right for us, 
£4. Your {trong potlefſion much mere than your righe 
| Ur elle it muſt goe wrong with you and me, 
50 much my conſcience whilpers in your care, 


King lob. Silence (good mother) heare the Embaſſie, | 
A 


Whichnone but heaven, and you,and I, ſhall heare:; 
Enter 4 Shersfe. 

ffex. My Leige, here is the {trangett controyerſic 
Come trom the Country to be judg'd by you 
Thaterel heard : ſhall [ produce the men? 

K. Toh, Let them approach ; 

Our Abbies and our Priorics ſhall pay 
This expeditions charge. W hat menare you? 
Enter Robert Fanlconbridge, a1d Philip, 

Philip. Your faithfull ſubjcR,l a Gentleman, 
_ 10 rang, and e}deſt tonne 
AsI e, to Faulconbridge, 

Souldir by the Funiogts, hand 
Or Cordelion,Knighted inthe fic'd. 
- K. Tobn, What artthou ? 

Robert. The ſon and heireto that ſame Faxlconbridge. 

K. ITobm. 1s that the elder, and art thou the heyre ? 
Youcamenot of one mother then ir ſecmes. 

Philip. Moſt certaine of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well knowne, and as I thinke one father : 
Bur for the certaine knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o're to heaven, and to my mocker ; 

Of thar I doubt, asall mens children may. | 
Eli, Out oiithee rude man,thou doft ſhame thy.mother, 
And wound her honor with this duhdence. | 

Pb;l. I Madame? No, I have no reafon tor it, 
Thar is my brothersplea, and none of mine, 

The which it he can prove, a pops me our, 
At leaſt from faire five hundred pound a yeere : 
Heaven guard my motkers honor, and my Land. 

K. John. A good blunt tcllow : why being yonger borne 
Doth he lay claime tothine inheritance ? 

Phil. I know not why, exceptto gu” land ; 

But once he ſlandered me with baltardy : 

But where I be as true begot or no, 

That (till lay upon my mothers head, 

But that I am as well begot my I cige 

(Faire fall the bones that rooke the paines for mc) 
Compareour faces, and be judge your (c!te 

lf old Sir Robert did beget us both, 

And were our father, and this fonne like him : 

Oold Sir Reber: f ther , on my knee | 
give heaven thankes I was not like to thee, 

K. lebsa. Why what a mad-cap hath heaven lentus here? 

Fflen. He hath a tricke of Cordelsons face, 

The accent of his tongue aſfecicth him : 
Do you notreade ſome tokens of my fonne 


It. the large compolition of this man ? 
a K. lob. 
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X.li.n. Mine eve hath well examined his parts, 
Ard finds them perteR Rickard : {1a ſpcake, 
W hat doth move you tociaime your brothers land ? 
Phil. Becauſe hc hath a halfe face like wy father, 
With haltc thar face would he have all my Land, 
A halfc-fac'd groat,five handred pound a yeare? 
Rb, My gracious Leige, whey that my father liv'd, 
Yourtbrother dd 1mPp:0y my tarhcr much. 
Phil. Well fir, by this you cannot get my land, 
Yourtale mult be how he imploi'd my mother. 
Rob. Ard once difpatch'd him inan Embaſhe 
To G:rmany, there with the Emperor 
To treat of hich 2faires touching that time 2 
Th advantzge of his abſence tooke the King, 
And in the meane time ſojourn'd at my fathers ; 
\W here how he &id prevaile, 1 ſhame to ſpeake ; 
Bur reuth istruth, large lengchs of ſeas and (LOres 
Betwecne my tather, and my mother lay, 
As | have heard my father ſpeake himſclte 
When this famelulty Genti: man was got: 
V pon his dcath bed he by will bequearhd 
His lands to mc, and tooke it on his death 
T hat this my mothers fonne was none of his ; 
\nd if he were, he came into the world =» 
El fourteene weekes bc fore the courle of time x 
Then good my Licdge let n;c have what 1s mine, 
My fathers tand, «s was my fathers wilt, 
K. Tobn. Sirre, your brother is I cg:rrimare, 
Your fathers wife didof.cr wediocke beare him : 
And if ſhe did play falſe, the fault was hers, 
W hick tault Ives on the hazzardsof all husbands 
That marry wives: tcll me, how if my brother 
\W hoas you ay, rooke paines to get this fonne, 
Had of your father clatm'd this ſonne for his, 
Infooth, good friend, your f:ther might have kept 
This Calte, brcd from his Cow from all the world : 
Inſooth he might : then if he were my brothers, 
Mybrorhc: might not c'aime him, nor your father 
Bcing none of his, rcfulc him : this concindes, 
My mothers ſonne did get your tathers heire, 
Your fathers hcize mult 41 e your fathers land. 
Reb. Shall then my fathers Will be of no force, 
To diſpoſtefle that child which 1s not his ? 
Fil, Ot no morc force toditpoſiefle me Sir, 
Then was his willto get mc, as 1 think?. 
Eli. Whether hadit thou rather be a Faulcorbridge, 
And iike thy brother to mjoy thy land : 
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Or the reputcd fonac of Cordelion, 
Lord ofthy preſence, and no lind beſide. 
Baſt. Madam, and if my brother had my ſhape 
\n« | had his, Sir Roberts hislike bim, 
\nd if my legs were two tach riding rods, 
My armecs, ſuch ccle-skins {tutt, my tace ſothin, 
That in mine care I dur{t not (tickea roſe, 
Leſt men ſhovkd ſay, looke where three tarthings goes, 
ind tc his ſhape were hcire to all this land, 
Would I might never ſtirrc trom oft this place, 
| would given every toor to have this face : 


%. 
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I would not be fir nobl:c in any caſts 

E/s. I like thee well ; wilt thou forſake thy fortunne, 
Bequeaththy and tohim, and follow me ? 
[ am a fouldicr, and now bound to Fraxce, 
| $aſ?. Brother, take you mz !and, Ile take my chance ; 
{ Your face hathgor five hurdred pound a yeere, 


But whocomes in {uch hattc in riding rooes / 


Eli. Nay, I would have you goe before methirher, 
Baſt, Our Country manners giue our betters way, 
K. Tohn. What is thy name ? 
Baft. Philp my Liege, fo is my name begun, 
Philip, good old Sir Roberts wives cldeft fonnes 
K. lohn. From henceforth bearc hisname 
Whoſe torme thou beareſt ; 
Kneele thou downe Phlyp, but riſe more great, 
Arile Sir Richara,and Plantagenet. , 
Baſt. Brother by th'mothers ſide, give, me your hand, 
My father gave me honor, yours gave land, 
Now bleſled be the houre by night or day 
Vhen I was got, Sir Robert was-away. 
Ele. The very ſpirit of Plantaginet : 
F am thy grandame Richard, call me ſo. 


Baſt. Madam by chance, but not by truth,whattho ; | 


Something about a little from the right, 
In at the window, or elſc orethe hatch : 
W ho dares not ſtirreby day, muſt walke by night, 
And have is have, how ever men doe catch : 
Neere or farre oft, well wonne is {till well ſhor, 
And 1 am I, how ere I was begot, 

K. lobs, Goe Faulconbridge, now haſt thou thy deſire, 
A landlicfle Knight, makes thee a landed Square ; 
Come Madam, and come Richard, we mult ſpeed 
For #raxce, tor Fraxce, tor it is more then necd. 

Baſt. Brother adicu, good tortunc come to thee, 
For thou waſt gott th way of honeſty. 

Exemm all but battard. 


Ba#t, A foot of honor better then I was, 
Bur many a many toot of Land the worte« 
We'l, now can I make any /oanea Lady; 

Good denne Sir Richard, Godamercy tellow, 
And 1t hisname be George, ile call hi) Peter ; 
For new made honor doth torget mens names 2 
Tisc0 rifpechive, and too fociable 

For your converſion, now yourtraveller, 

He and his tooth-pickeat my worſhips meſle, 
And when my knmghtly ſtomacke 15ſwhs'd, 
Why then I tucke my teeth, and catechize 
My picked man of Countrics ; my deare fir, 
Thus leaning on mine elbuw I begin, 

I ſhall be{cech you ; that 1squeltion now, 

And then comes an! wer like an 5Lley booke x 
O fir, ſaycs an{wer, at your belt command, 

At your employment , at your ſervice lic : 

No fir, fayes queſtion, I ſweet lir at yours, 

And io erean{wer knowes what queſtion would, 
Saving in Dialogue of Complement, 

And taiking of the Alpes and Appenines, 

The Pyrenncan andthe river Poe, 

Ir drawes toward ſupper in concluſion ſo. 

But this is worſhiptull fociery, 

And firs the mzounting {pirit like my ſelfe ; 

For he is but a battard to the time 

That doth not ſmoxrke of obſervation, 

And {o am I whether I ſmacke or no : 

And nat alone in habit and device, 


Exterior for mc, outward accoutrement ; 


But trom the inward motion to deliver 
dweet, {weet, {weet poyſon for the ages tooth, 
Which though I will not practice to deceive, 
Yer toavoyd [cit I mcanc to learne ; 
For it tha!l (trew the tooriteps of my riſing : 
What 
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\What woman polt isthis? hath ſhe no husband 
That will cake painesto blow a horne betore her ? 
O me, 't1s my mother : how now good Lady, 

\ hat brings you here to Court fo haſtily ? 


Emer Lady Faulconbridge, and lames Gurney. 


Lady. Where is that (lave thy brother ? where is he ? 
That holds in chaſe mine honor up and downe. 

Bait. My brothcr Robert, old Sir Kobertstonne ; 
{olbrandche Gyant, that fame mighty man, 
1s it Sir Ryoberrs {onne that you ſceke fo ? 

Lady. Sir Roberts (onne, ] thou unreverend boy, 

Sir Roverts fonnc ? why ſcorn'ſtthou at Sir Rober: ? 
He 15 Sir Roberts ſonne,, and foart thou, 

Baſt, Iames Gonrney, wilt thou give us leave 2 while ? 

Gour, Good leave good Philip. 

Baſt. Philip, iparrow, lame, 

There's toyes abroad, anon ile tell thee more. 
Exu James. 
Madame, I was not old Sir Roberts ſonne, 
Sr Robert might have cate his part in me 
Vp-n good Friday, and necre broke his faſt : 
$:: 226:rt could doe well, marry to gonfellc 
Could ger megSir Robert could nor doe it ; 
\\ c know his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
To whom am I beholding for theſe limmes ? 
Sir Robert never holpeto make this legge. 

Lady. Hait thou conſpired withthy brother too, 
That for thine owne game ſhouldſt detend mine honor ? 
\V hat mcancsthis ſcorne, thou molt untoward knave ? 

Baſt. Knight, knight good mother, Bailiico-like . 
What, I am dub'd, 1 have iton my ſhoulder : 

But mother, 1 am not Sir Roberts fonne, 

[ have diſclaum'd Sir Robert and my land, 
Legicimation,name, and all is gone ; 

Then good my mother, let me know my father, 
yoime proper man I hope, who was it mother ? 

Lazy. Haſt thou demied thy ſelfe a Fawlconbridge ? 

Baſt. As faithfully as 1 deny the devill. 

Lady. King Kichard Cordelion was thy father, 

By long and vchement ſuit 1 wasſeduc'd 
Tomake roome tor him-in my husbands bed : 
tlcavenlay not my trangreſlion to my charge, 
Thar art the iſlve of my deere off.nce 

Which was {0 {lrongly urg'd paſt my detence. 

Zaſt, Now by thislight were I to get againe, 
Mavame 7 would not wiſha berter father : 

Some linnes doe beare theirprivitedge on carth, 
Ando doth yours : your fault, was not you tolly, 
Needs mult you lay your heartat his diſpoſe, 
Subjeced tribute rocommanding love, 

Againſt whoſe tury and unmatched torce, 

The awleſſe Lion could not wage the fight, 


Nor keepc his Princely heart from Richards hand : 
He that pertorce robs Lions of their hearts, 

May eaſily winnea womans : aye my mother, 
With all my heart 1 thankethee for my father : 
Who livesand dares but ſay, thou didit not well 
When | was got, tle fend his fouleto hell. 

Come Lady 1 will ſhew thee tomy kinne, 

And they ſhall fay, when Richard me begot, 

If thou had(t faid him nay, it had beene finnc ; 
Who fayes it was, he lyes, I fay twas not. 


F xemumt. 


Scena Secunda. 
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Enter before Angiers, Philep King of France, Lewis, Dant- 


phin, Anſlria, Conſtance, «Arthur, 

Lewis. Betore were well met brave Anitria, 
eArthurthat great forerunner of thy bloud, 
R ichard that rob'd the Lion of his heart, 


And fought the holy Warres in PaleFine, 

By this brave Duke came carly to his grave + 

And for amendsto his poſterity, 

At ourimporrance hither is he come, 

To ſpread his colours boy, inthy behalfe, 

And to rebuke the uſurpation 

Otthy unnaturall Vncle, Engliſh /obn, 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither; 
Arth. God ſhall forgive you (ordelions death 

Therather, that you give his oft-ſpring lite, 

Shadowing their right under your wings of warre : 

I give you welcome with a powerleſſe hand, 

But with a heart tull of unſtained love, 

Welcome betorethe of 4ngiers Duke, 
Lew. A noble boy, who would nor doe thee right ? 
Anſt. V pon thy cheeke lay I this zealous kiſle, 

As fealeto this indentnre of my love : 

Thatto my home I will no morerernrne 

Till Awgievy, and the right thou haſt in Frarce, 

Together withthart palc, that whitc-fac'd ſhore, 

W hoſe toot ſpurnes backe the Occans roaring ticles; 

And coopes from other lands her Jlanders, 

Even till that Emgland hedg'd in withthe maine, 

That Water-walicd Bulwarke, (till ſecure 

And confident from forraine purpoſes, 

Even till that urmoſt corner of the Weſt 


{ Salute thee for her King, till then taire boy 


Will I noe thinke of home, but follow Armes. 

{onft. O take his mothers chankes,a widdows thankes, 
Till your itrong hand ſhall helpe to give huwa ttrength, 
1o makea morerequitall to your love. 

Auſt. The peace of heavenis theirsthat lift their {words 
In fiacha juſt and charitable warre. 

King. Well, then to worke our Cannon hall be bent 
Againtt the browes of this reſiſting rowne, 
Call for our cheefeſt men of diſcipiine, 
To cull the plots of beſt advantapes : 
Wee'll lay 0k this rowne our Royall bones, 
Wade tothe market-place in French-mens bloud, 
But we will make it ſubject to this boy. 

Cemſt, Stay tor an an{wer to your Emballic, 
Leſt unaduif'd you ſtaine your ſwords with blond; 
My lord Charrslon = rom England bring 
That right in peace which hcere we urge im warre, 
And then we ſhall repent each drop of bloud, 
That hot raſh haſte fo indirely ſred. 

Enter Chattilion. 

King, A wonder Lady ; lo upon thy with 
Our Meſſenger (barrillien isarriud, 
What £»9/axd ayes, fay breitcly gentlelord, 
We coldly pauſe for thee, Chartslzon ſpeake. 

(bat. Then turne your forces from this paltry ſiege, 

\nd ſtirrc themup againſt a mightier raske : 

Ensland impatient of your jult demands, 
Hath put himfelfc in Armes, the adverte windes 
a 2 Whole 
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Whoſe iciſare I have ſaid, have given him time 
Toland his Legions all as foone as TI : 

His marches are expedient to thisrowne, 

His forces ſtrong, his ſouldiers confident : 

With him along 15 come the Mother Queene, 

An Ac* ſtirring him to bloud and rite, = 

With ker her Neece, the Lady Blauch of Spaixe, | 
With them a Balitard of the King deceaſt, 

And all th'anſet!ed humors of the Land, 

Raſh, inconſiderate, fiery voluntarics, _ 

With Ladics faces, and fierce Dragons ſplcenes, 
Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birth-rights proudly ontheir backes, 
To make a hazzardof new fortunes here : 

In briefe, a braver choiſc of dauntledle ſpirits 
Then now the Emgl/b borromes have watt 0 re, 
Did never flote upon the ſwellingrtide, 

To doe offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendome : 

The interruption of their churlifh drummes 

Cuts of more circumſtance, they areat hand: 
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Drummes beates, 


To parly or to fight, therefore ©. Go 
Kin " How —_ unlook'd ors this expedition, 
ef. By how much unexpected, by ſo much 

We muſt awake indev our for defence, 

For courage mounteth with occaſion, 

Let them be welcome then, we are prepar'd, 


Enter King of England, Baſtard, O went, Blanch, Pems- 


broke, and others. 


RK. lohn. Peace be to France : if France in peace permit 

Our jult and in-all entrance to our owne ; 

|fnot, bleed France, and pcacc alcendto heaven. 

\V hiles we Gods wrathtull agent doe correct 

Their proud contempt that bates his peace to heaven, 
Fran. Peace bc to England, it that warie returne. 

From France to England, there to live 1n PEACE : 

Enrland we love, and tor that Englands take, 

With burden of our armor here we {weat : 

This tovle of ours ſhould be a worke of thine, 

But thou from loving &ngland art to farre, 

That thou haſt under-wrought his lawtull King, 

Cut off the ſequence ot poſterity, 

Out-taced Intanc Stare, and done a rape 

Vpon the maiden vertue of the Crowne : 

Looke heere upon thy brother Geffreyes face, 

Theſe eves, theſe browes, were moulded our of his ; 

This little abſtratdoth containe that large, 

\W hich dicd in Geffr-y : and the hand of time, 

Sha'l draw this breric intoas hugea volume : 

That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne, 

And this his tonne, £=gland was Geffreyer right, 

And this is Geff-eyes in the Name of God : 

How comes itrhen that thou art call da King, 

When living blood doth inthete temples bear 

WW hich owe thecrowne, that thou ore-maſtereſt ? | 
XK. lobn, From whom halt thouthis great commillion | 

Todraw my an{wer from thy Articles? ( France, | 
Fra. Fromthat tupernal jadgethat ſtirs good thoughts | 

In any breaſt of ſtrong authority, 

To looke mtothe blots and (iaines of right, 

Thar judge bath made me guardian to this boy, 

Vnder whofe warrant I impeachthy wrong, 

And by whole helpe 1 meane to chaltiſe it. 


King lob. Alacke thou doſt uſurpeauthority. 
Frax, Exculc it is to beat ulurping downe, 
£ucen, Who is it thoudoſtcall ulurper France ? 
( *nſt. Lerme make anſwer ;thy uturping ſonne, 
Dnees. Out infolcnt, thy baſtard ſhall be King, 

T hat thou maiſt be a Queene, and checke the world. 
Conſt. My bed wasever to thy lonne as true 

As thine was torthy husband, and this boy 

Liker in tcatureto his father Geſfrey 

Thenthouand /obw, in manners being as like, 

Asraine to water, or devill ro his damme. 

My boy a baſtard ? by my ſouleI thinke 

His father never wasſo true begot, 

Ir cannot be, and if thou wert lus mother. 


Qs. Theres a good mother boy, that blots thy faher, 


{ ont. There's a good grandame boy | 


That would blot thee. 

eAvuſl. Peace, 

Bait. Heare the Cryer. 

Auſt. Whatthe devill art thou ? 

Bajt. Onethat will play the devill fir with you, 
And'a may catch your hide and youalone: 
You are the Hare of whom the Proverbe goes 
Whote valour pluckes dead Lyons by the beard ; 
Ile ſmoake your skin-coat and | catch you right, 
virra looke too'r, yfaith I will, yfaiths 

Blan. O well did he become that Lyons robe, 
Thar did diſrgbe the Lyonof that robe. 

Baſt. Ir lyesas ſightly on the backe of him 
Asgreat Alcides ſhooesupan an Aﬀl ; 
But Aſſe, Ile take that bucthen from your back, 


Or lay onthat ſhall make your ſhoulders cracke. 

AniF, \W hat cracker 15 this ſame that deates our cares 
With this abundance of ſupertiuous breath? | 
King Lewis, determine what we ſhall doe {trait, | 

Lew. \\ omen and ftooles, breake oft your conkerence. | 
King /ohz, thisis the very fumme of all : | 
England and Ireland, «Argiers,T orame, Alaine, | 
In 11ght of «Arthar doe 1 claime ot thee : | 
Wilt thou refigne them, and lay downe thy Armes? 

loehn. My lite as ſoone : I doe defie thee France. | 
Arthur of Britame, yeeld thee to my hand, | 
And out of my deere love lic givethee more, 
Then cre the coward hand of France can wane 3 | 
Sudmut thee boy. 

Leen, Cometo thy grandame child. 

Cont. Doe child, gee to it grandame child, 
Give grandame kingdome, and it grandame will 
Give ta pium, a cherry, and a hgge, 
There's a good grandare. 

Arthur, Gocd my mother peace, 

i waald thar I were iow laid in my grave, \ 
I am not worth this coyle that's made for me, (weepes 
Os. Mo, His mother ſhames him ſo,poore boy bc 
{ #nit. Now ſhame upon you where ſhe does of 119+ 

Hisgrancames wrongs, and not his mothers ſhamcs 
Draws thoſe heaven-moving pearles trom hus poor £165, 
Which keaven ſhall take in nature of a fee; 

I, with thelc Criſtall beads heaven (hall be brib'd 

To dot him luſtice, and revenge on you. 

9s, Thou monltrous Nlandercr of heaven, aud car:\ 

{onſt. Thou monſtrous Injurer of heaven and carth, 


| Call not me {] .nderer, thou and thine uſurpe 

| The Dominarion, Royalries, and rights | 

| Orrhis opprelſed boy ; this isthy eldeſt ſfonnes tonre, 
| Infortunate mnothung bur in thee ; 
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Thy ſinnes are viſited in this poore child, 
The Canon of the Law is laid on him, 
Being bur the ſecond 10n 
Removed from thy (inne-cancciving wormbe, 
[obm. Bedlam have done. 
Conft. I have butthis to ſay, . 
That he isnot onely tor her ſinne, 
But God hath made her finne and her, the plague 
On this removed iſſue, tor her, 
And with her plague her finne : his injury 
Her injury the Beadle to her ſinne, 
Allpuniſh'd in the perſon of this child, 
Andall tor her, a plague her. 
Que, Thou anadviſcd fcold, can produce 
A Wall, that barres the title of thy ſonne. 
Conſt, 1 who doubtsthat, a Will: a wicked will, 
A womans will, a cankred Grandames will. 
Fran. Peace Lady ,pauſc, or be more temperate, 
It ill beſcemes this preſence to cry ay mc 
Totheſc ill tuned repetitions ; 
Some Trumpet ſummon hither to the walles 
Theſe men of Angiers, let us heare them ſpeake, 
Whole title they admit , »Arthwrs or Jobn;, 


Trumpet ſonnd;, 
Enter a Citizen upon the walles. 

Cutts, Who is it that hath warn'dus to the walles? 

Fran, "Tis France, for England. 

lohn. England tor it ſelfe 3 
You men of Angiers, and my loving fubjeQs. 

Fran. You loving men of Angiers, Arthars (ubjefts, 
Our Irumpet call'd youtothis gentle parle. 

Tohn, F or our advantage, therefore heare us firſt ; 
Theie flagges of Fraxce that are advanced here 
Bctore the eye and proſpect of your Towne, 

Have hither march'd to your endamagement. 

The Canons have thcir bowels full ot wrath, 

And ready mountedare they to ſpit forth 

Their Iron indignation 'gainlt your walles ; 

All preparation tor a bloody fiedge 

And merciles proceeding, by rhetc French. 
Comfort yours Citieseyes, your winking gates : 
And but for our approch, thoſe ſleeping itones, 
Thatasa waſte doth girdle you about 

By the compulſion of their ordinance, 

By thistime tromtheir fixed beds of lime 

Had becne diſhavited, and wide havecke made 
For blocdy power toruſh upon your peace. 

But onthe light of us your lawtull King, 

Who painetully with much expedient march 
Have brought a counter-checke before your \ 2" 
Totaveuntcratch'd your Cities threatened cheekes : 
Bebold the French amaz'd vouchſafe a parle, 

And now inſtced of bullets wrapt in fire 

To make a ſhaking fever in your walles, 

They ſhoote but calme words, folded up in ſmoake, 
To makea taithleſic error in your cares, 

Which truſt accordingly kind Citizens, 

And |:tus in. Your King, whoſe labour'd ſpirits 
Fore-wearied in this ation of ſwift ſpeede, . 
Craves harbourage within your City walles. 

Frax, \W hen [ have ſaid, make anſwer ro us both, 

Loe in thisright hand, whoſe protection 
Is moſt divinely vow'd upon the right 
| Othim it holds, hands yong Plantagentt, 
; »onnie to the elder brother of this man, 
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And King orc him, and all that he enjoyes : 
For this downe-troden equity, we tread 
In warlike march, theſe greencs betore your Towre, 
Beirg no further enemy to you 
Thenthe conſtraint of hoſpitable zcale, 
In the relcite of this oppreſſed child, 
Religiouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then 
Topay that duty which you truely owe, 
To him that owes it, namely ,this yong Prince, 
And then our Armes,like to a muzled Beare, 
Save inaſpect, hath all oftence feal'd up : 
Our Cannons malice vainely ſhall be ſpent 
Againſt th'invulnerable clouds of heaven, — 
And witha bleſſed andun-vextrerire, 
Withunhack'd ſwords, and Helmets all unbruis'd, 
We will beare home that luſty bloud againe, 
Which heere we came ro ſpout againit your Towne, 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 
Burt it you tondly pale our proffer'd offer, 
Tis notthe rounder of your old tac'd walles, 
Can hide you from our meſſengers of Warre, 
Though allthefe Engliſh, and their diſcipline 
Were harbour'd intheir rude circumference : 
Then tell us, Shall your City call us Lord, 
Inthat bchalfe which we have challeng'd it? 
Or ſhall we give the Hgnall ro our rage, 
And ſtalk in bloud to our poſleſſion ? 
Cits. In breife, wearethe King of fnglandsſubjeAts, 
For hin, aad in his right, we hold this Towne, 
fokn. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 
Cuti. That can we not : but he that proves the King 
Tohim will we prove loyall, till that time 
Have we ramm'd up our gatesagainitthe world. 
lohn. Doth not the Crowne of England, prove the 
King ? | 
And if not that, I bring you Vitneſles 
Twice fifreenc thouſand hearts of Englaxa; Leeed., 
Baſt. Baſtards and clic. 
lobn, To verific our ticle withtheir hives, 
Fran. As many and as well borne bloods as thote, 
Ba#t. Some baſtacds too. 
Fran. Stand in his face to contradict his claime, 
Citi. Till you compound whoſcright is worthuclt, 
We for the worthieit hold the right trom both. 
lobe. Then God forgive the finne of all thoſc tfoules, 
That to their everlaſting reſidence, 
Before the dew of evening fall ſhall feete 
Indreadfulltriall of our Kingdomes King. 
Fran, Amen, Amen, mount Chevaiicrs to Armes, 
Baft. Saint George that {windg'd the Dragon, 
Ande're ſince fit's on's horſebacke at mine Holtefle dore, 
Texchus ſome fence. Sirrah, were I at home 
At your dcnfirrah, with your Lyonnette, 
[ would ſet an Oxc-head to your Lyons hide ; 
And nnake a monſter of you, 
eAnft. Peace no mote. 
Bait. Otremble : for you hearethe Lyon rore. 
lohn. Vp higher to the plaine, where we'l ſer forth 
In beſt appomntment all our Regiments. 
Baſt. Spccd then to take advautage of the field, 
Fran, It (hall be fo, and atthe other hill. 
Commandthe re{tro ſtand, God and our right. Fxemnt, 
Heers after excurſions, Emter the H erald of France 
with Trumpets to the gates. 
F. Her. You menof Angiers open wide your gates, 


And et yong «Arthur Duke of Eritaine 11, | 
a J Ly wo | 
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Who by the hand of Fraxce, this day hath made 
Much worke for teares in many an Engliſh mother, 
W hoſe ſonneslye ſcattered on the bleeding ground ; 
Many a widdowes husdand groveling lyes, 
Coldly embracing thediſcolourcd carth, 
And victory with little loſſe doth play 
Vpon the dancing banners of the French, 
Who arcat hand triumphantly diſplayed 
Teenter Conquerors, and to proclaume | 
«Arthur of Britaine, Englands King, and yours. 
Enter Engliſh Herald with Trumpet. 
E, He, Rcjoyce you men of Angicrs, ring your bels, 
King /ohn, your King and &»gland;, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day, 
Their Armoursthat march'd hence ſo filver bright, 
Hither retarneall gilt with Frenchmens blood ; 
There (tucke no plume in any Engliſh Crelt, 
That isrcmoved by a it fc of France, 
Oar colours doe rcturie in thoſe ſame hards 
That «1d diſclay them when we firſt march forth : 
And likea j».1y troope of Huntimen come 
Our Ii{ty Engiulh, al! with purpicd hands, 
Dide in the dying 1 .11gh:<cr of rherr foes, 
Open your gates, and give the V1ctors Ways 
Hub. Hceralds, trom oft our towres we might behold 
From firſttolatt, the on-ict and reryre, 
Ot both your Armics, whoſe equaliucy 
By our beſt eyescannot be cenſured : (blowes : 
Blood hath bought bloud, and blowes have anſwered 
Strength matchr with ſtrength, and power confronted 
Wcrrs 
Bothare ike, and bothalike we like :; 
One muſt prove greateft. While they weigh ſo even, 
We hold our Towne for ncither : yetfor both, 


Enter the rwo Kings with thezr pgwers 
at ſeveral aoores, : 


Toh. France, haſt thou yet more bloud to caſt away ? 
Say, ſhall the carrant of our right runne on, 
W hole paſſage vext with thy impediment, 
Shall [cave Jus native channc |, and cre ſwell 
With courſe diſturb'd even thy confining ſhores, 
Vnlefſethou let his filver Water, keepe 
A peacctullprogreſle to the Occan. 
Fran, England thou haſt not ſav'd one drop of blood 
In this hot triall more than we of France, 
Rarherlolt more, And by this hand 1 ſwcare 
That ſwaycs the carth this Climate over-lookes, 
Before we will lay downe our juſtborne Armes, 
Wee'l put thee downe, 'gainſt whom theſe Armes we 
Or adde a royall number to the daad ; (beare, 
Gracing the icroule that rels of this warres loſle, 
With ſlaughter coupled to the name of Kings. 
Baft. Ha Majeſty : how high thy glory towres, 
When the rich blood of Kings is (cron fire; 
Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with ſtecle, 
The {.vords of ſouldiers are his teeth, hisphangs, 
And y9w he tealts, mouſing the fleſh of men 
'n undetermin'd differences of Kings. 
Why 'tand thele royall fronts amazed thus : 
Cry havocke kings, backe to the ſtained ticld 
You equa!l Porents, fiery kindled ſpirits, 
Then let contulion of one part contirme 
The otherspeace : till then, blowes, blood, and death. 
/obn, \V hole party doe the Towneſinen yet admit ? 
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Fran, Speake Citizens for England, who's your King, 
Hub, The King of England, when we know the King, | 
Fran, Know him inus, that here hold up his right, 
lobn, In us, that arc our owne great Deputy, 

And beare poſſeſſion of our Perion here, 

Lord of our preſence Angiers, andif you. _ 

Fran. A greater powre than We denicsallthis, 
And till it be undoubted, we doe locke 
Our former ſcruple in our ſtrong barr'd gates 3 
Kings of our feare, uncill our feares refolv'd 
Be by ſome certaine King, purg'd and depoſ['d. 

Baſt. By heaven, thelc {croyles of Angiersflout you 
And ſtand ſecurely on their battelments, (kings, 
AS ina Theater, whence they gape and point 
At your induſtrious Scenes and as of death, 

Your Royall preſences be rul d by me, 

Doe like the Matines of /ernſalew, 

Be triendsa-while, and both conjoyntly bend 
Your ſharpeſt Deeds of malice onthis Towne. 
By Eaſt and Weſt let Fraxce and £n9/and mount 
Their battering Canon charged to the mouthes, 
Till their ſoule-fearing clamours have braul'd doyyng 
The flioty ribbes of this contemptuous City, 
I'de play inceſſantly upon theſe lades, 

Even till unfenced Gelolation 

Leavethem as naked as the vulgar ayre : 

That done, difſever your united ſtrengths, 

And part your mingled ccloursonce againe, 
Turne face to face, and bloody point to point : 
Ther 1na moment Fortune ſhall cull forth 

Our of one {ide her happy Minion, 

To whom in favour ſhe (hall give the day, 

And kifle hia witha glorious victory ; 

How like you this wilde counſel mighty States, 
Smackes it not ſomething of the policy? 

lobn, Now by the sky that hangs above our heads, 
Tlike it well. France, ſhall we knit our powers, 

And lay this Angierseven withthe ground, 
Then after tight who ſhall be king of it? 

Baſt . And itthou haſt the mettle of a King, 

Being wrong'd as weare by this peevith Towne: 

Turnethou the mouth of thy Artillery, 

As we will ours, againſt theſe ſawcy walles, 

And when that v.c have daſh'd them rothe ground, 

Why then defie each other, and pell-mell, 

Make worke upon our ſelves,tor heaven or hell, 
Fran. Let it be fo; ſay, where will you aſſault ? 
lobhn. Wetrom the Weſt will ſeud deſtrution 

Into this Cites bolome. 

eAs#7, I from the North, 


Fran, Our tbunder from the South, 
Shall raine their dritt of bullets on this Towne, | 
Baft. O prudent diſcipline! From North to South: | 

Anſiria and France (hoot in cach others mouth, | 

lle ſtirre them toit : come, away, away. | 
Hub, Heare us great Kings, vouchſafe awhile to ſtay | 

And 1 ſhall hew you peace, and faire-fac'd league : | 

Win youthis City without ſtroke, or wound, | 

Reſcue thee breathing lives to dye iu beds, | 

Thar heere come ſacrifices for the field, 

Pertever not, but heare me mighty Kings. | 
John, Speake on with favour, we are bent to heare» | 
Hub. 1 hat daughter there of Spaine, the Lady Planes 

[sncere to England, looke upon the yeeres | 

OF Lews the Nolpkin, and that lovely mayd- | 

It luſty love ſhoule gocin queſt of beauty, | 

| Want! 
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Where ſhould he find ir fairer, than in Blanch : 

If zealous Love goe inſcarch of vertue, 

Where ſhould he find it purer than in Blaxch ? 

If Love ambitious, ſought a match of birth, 

Whole veines bound richer bloud then Lady Blanch ? 
Such as ſhe 15.in beauty, vertue,hurth, 

Is the yonug Dolphin every way complicat, 

If not compleat of,fay he 1s not ſhe, 

And the againe wants nothing, to nazne want, 

If want it be not,that ſhe is not he : 

He is the haltc part of a bleſled man, 

Left to be fuuſned by ſuch as ſhe, 

And ſhea faire divided exccllence, 

Whoſe taineſſe of perfeRion lyes in him. 

Orwo ſuch lilver Currents when they joyne, 

Doe gloritie the bankes that bound them 1n : 

And two ſuch ſhores,to two ſach (treames made one, 
Two ſuch controlling bounds (hall you be, Kings, 


Tothefe two Princes,it you marry them : 
This vnion (hall doe more than battery can, | 
Toour falt cloted gates : for atrhis match, 
With ſwitter ſpleene than powder canenforce, 
The mouth of paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance : but withoutthis match, 
The Sca enraged isnot halfe ſo deate, 
Lyons more confident, Mountaines and Rocks, 
More tree from motion, no not death himſclte 
An mortall tury halte ſo peremptory, 
As we to keepe this Citi. 
Baſt. Hcerc s a ſtay, 
That ſhakesthe rotten carkaſſe of old death 
Our of his ragges. Here's a large mouth indeed, 
That ſpits forth death,and meuntaines,rocks,and ſeas, 
Talkes as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 
As Maids of chi teenc doe of Puppi-cogs. 
What Cannonecre begot thisluity bloud, 
He ſpeakes plaine Cannon tire,and ſmoake,and bounce, 
He gives the Baſtinado with his tongue : 
Our carcsare cudgei'd, not a word of his 
Bur buffers better chan a fiſt of France : 
Zounds,l was never fo bethumpt with words, 
Since I firſt call*d my brothers father Dad. 
Old 2n.Son,lift to this conjunction,make thismatch, | 
Give with our Neece a dowry large enough, 
For by this Knot,thou ſhalt fo ſurely tye, 
Thy now unſur'd aſſurance to the Crowne, 
That yon greene Boy ſhall have no Sunneto ripe, 
The bloome that promiſctha mighty truit, 
[ fee a yeelding in the lookes of France : | 
Marke how they whitpcr,urgechem whiletheir ſoules 
Are capeable of this ambition, 
Leaſt zeale now melted by the windy breath 
Ot tote peuutions, pitty and remorſe, 
Coole aud congeale againe to what it was, 
Hnb, Why anſwer not the double Majeſties, 
Thus triendly Treaty of ourthreatned towne? 
Fra. Spcake England (irſt that hath been forwardfirſt, 
To ſpeake unto this Citie : what fay you? 
John If that the Dolphin there x & Princely ſonne, 
Can in this booke of beauty reade,l love : 
Her Dowry ſhall weigh equall with a Queene, 
For 4ngiers,and faire Toraine, Maine, Poy(tiers, 
And all that we upon this ſide the Sea, 
(Except this Citie now by us befieg'd) 
Find l:able to our Crowne and dignity, 
Shall gild her bridall bed and make her rich. 


Ss 


Intitles, honours,and promotions, 

AS (the in beauty,cducation,bloud, 

Holds hands with any Princcfle ot the world. 

Fra, Whatfay'ſt thou Boy ? looke in the Ladics face. 
Dol, Idoe my Lord,and in her eycl tind, 

A wonder,or a wondrous miracle, 

The ſhadow of my ſcife form'd in her eye, 

Which being but the ſhadow of your tonne, 

Becomes a ſonne,and makes your fonne a ſhaddoy 3 

I doe proteſt I never lov'd my ſeife 

Till now,infixed I beheld my {cltc, 

Drayne in the flattering table of her eye. 

Whiſpers with Blanch, 
Baſt. Drawne inthe flattering table ut her cye, 

Hang d inthe frowning wrincic of her brow, 

And quarter'd in her hcart,he doth c(pic 

Himſelfe Loves traitor,this is pitty now; 

That hang'd and drawne,and quartcr'd ther e ſhould be 

Inſucha love,ſovilea Lout as he. 

Blee. My Vncles will in this reſpeismine, 

If he ſee oughtin you that makes him like, 

That any thing he f{ce's which moves his liking, 

I can with calc tranſlate it te my will : 

Or if you will, to ſpeake more properly, 

I will enforce itcaflic ro my love. 

Farther 1 will ner flatter you, my Lord, 

Thar all T fee in you 1s worthy love, 

Than this, that nothing doe I ſce im you, 

Though churliſh thoughts chemiclyes ſhould be your 

Judge, 

That I can hd, ſhould merit any hate. 

John, \W tar {ay theſe youg-ones? V hat fay you my 
Necce? 
Blas. That (he is bound in honour till to doe 
Vat you in witedome {ti]| vauchiatero lay. 
lobn, $ , c then Prince Dolphin, can you love this 
Ady ? 
Del. Nay aske me if I can refraine from love, 
For I doe love her moſt unfainedly, 
lohn, Then doel give Volgaefſen, Toraine, Iſaine, 

Poythers, and eAwjow, thee tive Provinces 

With herto thee, and this addition more, 

Fall thirtythouſand Markes of Engliſh coyne ; 

Philip of France, if thou be pleat'd withall, 

Command thy ſonne and daughter to joyne hands. 
Fran, It likes us well young Princes: cloſe your hands. 
Aut, And your lippes too, for I am well atlur'd, 

That I did ſo when was firitafſur'd. 

Fran. Now Citizens of Angiers ope your gates, 

Let in;that amity which you have made, 


| For atSaints Afaries Chappellprefently, 


Therights of marriage ſha!l be ſfolemmz'd. 
Is not the Lady Conitaxce in this troope ? 
I know ſhe is not for this match made up, 
Her preſence would bave interrupted much, 
Where is ſhe and her ſonne, tell me, who knowes ? 
Del. She is ſad andpaſſionate at your Highneſic Tent. 
Fran, And by my faith, this lcague that we have made, 
Will give her {adacfſe very httle cure : 
Brother of Eng/41d, how may we content 
This widdow Lady ? In herright we came, 
\W hich we God knowes, have turned another way, 
To our owne yantage:; 
lohn. We will heale up all, 
For wee'l create yong Arthur Duke of Priraine 
And Earle of Rs ' and thisrich faire Towne 
We 


| 
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We make him Lord of. Callthc Lady Conſtance, 
Some ſpeedy Mcflenger vid her repaire 
Toour folemnity ; I truſt we ſhall, 

(It nos fill upthe meaſure of her will) 

Yet inſome meaſure ſatisfic her fo, 

That we ſhall ſtop her exclamation. 

Goe we as well as halt will ſuftcr us, 

To this unlook'd for unpreparcd pompe.  Exeum. 

Baſt. Mad world,mad kings, mad compoſition : 

lohn to ſtop Arthur: Title in the whole, 

Hath willingly departcd with apart, 

And France, whole armour Conſcience buckled on, 
Whom zeale and charity brought tothe field, 

As Gods owne ſouldicr , rounded in the care, 

With that ſame purpoſc-changer, that ſlyc davel, 
That broker ,that ſill breakes the pate of faith, 
That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all, 

Of kings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids, 
Who having no externall thing to loſe, 

Butthe word Maid, chcats the poore Maide of that. 
That \mooth-fac'd Gentleman, tickling commodity, 
Com:nodity , the byas ot the world, 

The world, who of it ſclfe is peyſed well, 

Made to run even, upon even ground : 

Till this advantage, this vile drawing byas, 

This {way of morion, this commodity , 

Makes 1t take head from all indifferency, 

From all direion ,purpole, courſe, intent. 

And thisſame byas, this commodity , 

This Bawwd, this Broker, that all-changing-world, 
Clap'd onthe outward eye of tickie France, 

Hath drawne him from his owne determin'd ayd, 
From a rcſolv'd and honorable warre, 

Toa moſtbaſcand vile concluded peace. 

And why raile I onthis commodity ? 

But for becauſe he hath not wooed me yet * 

Not that I have the power toclutch my hand, 

W hen his faire Angels would falute my pale, 

But tor my hand, as unattemprcd yet, 

Likea poore begger, raileth on the rich, 

Wcll, whiles I am a begger, 1 will raile, 

And fay there 1s no finne but tobe rich, 

And bcing rich, my vecrtue then ſhall be, 

To fay there isno vice, but beggery : 

Since Kings breake faith upon commodity, 
Gaine be my lord, for 1 will worſhip thee. Exit. 
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Enter ( onſtance, Arthur, and Salubwry. 


Conft, Gone to be marricd ? Gone to ſweare a peace ? 
Falſe blood to falſe blood joyn'd, Gone to be triends ? 
Shall Lews have Blawnch, and Bliwnch thoic provinces ? 
It 15 nor fo, thou haft miſpoke, miſhcard, 

Be well advif'd, tell ore thy tale againe. 

[t cannot be, thou do'it but fay 'tis to, 

I truſt I may not truſt thee, for thy word 

Is but the vaine breath ofa common man : 
Belceve me, I doe not belceve thee man, 

[ have a Kingsoathto the contrary. 

Thou thaltbe puniſh'd tor thus frighting me, 
For I am ficke, and capeable of feares, 


> — 


| Tharno (upporter but the huge firme carth 
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Oppreſt with wrongs, and therctore full of teares, 
A widdovw, husbandles, ſubject to feares, 

A woman naturally borne to feares ; 

And though thou row confeſſc thou didſt but jelt 
With my vext ſpirits, | cannottake a Truce, 


Bur they will quake and trembleall this day, | 


What doſt thou meane by ſhaking of thy head ? 
Why dolt thou looke ſo ſadly on my ſonne ? 
VW hat meanes that hand upon that breaſt of thine? 
Why holdesthine eye that lamentable rhewme, 
Like aproud river peering ore his bounds ? 
Be theſe fad fignes confirmers of thy words ? 
Then ſpeake againe, not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
Sal. Astrue as I beleeve youthinke them falſe, 
That give you cauſe to prove my laying true. 
Conſt, Oh ifthouteach me to beleeve this ſorrow, 
Teachthouthis ſorrow, how to make medye, 
And let belcefc,and life encounter ſo, 
As doth the tury of two deſperate men, 
Whichin the very meeting fall, and dye. | 
Lews marry Blannch ? O boy, then where art thou? 
Fraxce triend with England, what becomes of mc ? 
Fellow be gone : 1 cannot brooke thy ſight, 
This newes hath made thee a moſt ugly man- 
Sal. Whart other harme have I good Lady done, 
Burt ſpoke the harme, that is by others done ? 
Coaſt, Which harme withia it ſcife ſo heynous is, 
As it makes harmcfull all that ſpeake of it. 
Arthwr. I doc beleech you Madame be content. 
Conft, If chouthat bidſt me be content, wert grim 
Vgly, and flandrousto thy Mothers wombe, 
Fuil of unpleaſing blots, and fghtlefle Naines, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, ſwart, prodigious, 
Patch'd with toule Moles, and cyc-oftendivg markes, 
I would not care, I then would be content, 
For then I ſhould not love thee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a Crowne: 
But thou art taire, andat thy birth (deere boy ) 
Nature anc Fortuue joyn'd tomake thee great. 
Of Natu cs gifts, thou mayſt with Lillies boaſt, 
And withthe haifc blowne Roſe. Burt Fortune,ob, 
She is corrupted, chang'd, and wonne from thee, 
Sh'adultcrates houcely with thine V ackle John, 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread downe faire reſpect of Soveraignty, 
And made his Majeſty the bawd to theirs. 
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king /obn, 
That ſtrumpet Fortune, that uſurping /obn: 
Tell me thou fellow, 15 not France fortſworne ? 
Envenom him with words, or get thee gone, 
And leave thoſe woes alone, which | alone 
Am bound to under-beare. 
Sal. Pardon me Madam, 
I may not goe withour yoa to rhe Kings, 
Conſt. Thou mayſt,thou ſhale,l will not goe withithee, 
i will inſtruct my forrowes to be proud, 


: 


For greif is proud, and makes his owner ſtoope; 
To me andtothe ſtate of my great greite, 
Let kingsaſſemble : for my greite's {o great, | 


P_ 


Can hold it up ; here I and forrowes fit, | 
Here 15 my Throne, bid kings come bow to 1t, 
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Emer 5 wag lobn, France ,Dolphsn, Blaxch, Elianor, Phnlip, 
Auſtria, Conſtance. 


f-en, 'Tistrue (faire daughter) and this bleſſed day, 
Ever in Frame (hall be kept teſtivall : 
Toſolcmnize this day the glorious funne 
Stayes in his —_— __ the Alchymilt, , 
Turning with {plendor precious eye 
The eager cloddy carth to glittering gold : 
The yearcly courle that brings this day about, 
Shall never {ce it, but a holy day. ; 
{onſt. A wicked day, and not a holy oay. 
\W hat hath this day deſcru'd? what hath it done, 
That it in golden letters ſhould beſet 
Among the high rides in the Kalender ? 
Nay, rather turne this day out of the weekec, 
ſhisday of ſhame, opprellion, perjury. 
Or if it muſt ſtand (till, ler wives withch 
Pray that their burtheus may not tall chis day, 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly bc crolt : 
But (on this day) let Sca-men teare no w racke, 
No bargaines breake that are not thus day mac; 
This day al! things begun, come to ill enc, 
Yea, faith it (elte to holiow falſhood change. 
Fran. By heaven Lady, you ſhall have no caule 
To curſe the faire proceedings of chis Gay : 
| Have | vot pawn'd to you my Majeſty ? 


| (onft. Youbave beguitd ine witha counterfeit | 


oAftus Tertins, Scena prima. | 


| Relembling Majeſty, which being touch'dand ride, 
Proves valuckeſic ; you are tortworne, torlworne, 
| You camein Armes to ſpill mine enemies bloud, 
But now in Armes, you {trengchen it with yours. 
The grapling vigor, and rough frone of Warre 
Iscold 1n aunty, and painted peace, | 
And our oppreiſion bad made up this league : = 
Arme, arme, you heavens, againit theſeperjur'd Kings, 
A widdow cries, be husband ro me (heavens) 
.ctnot the houres of this ungodly day 
Weare or the dayes m peace : butere Sun-ſct, 
St armed difcord'twixt theſe perjur'd Kings, 
Hezre rac, Oh, heare me, 
eAuſt, Lady Conſtance, peace. 
{ onſt. Warre, warre, no pcace, peace i5to mea warre: 
O Lymeges, O Anitria, thou dolt ſhame 
That blow dy tpoile:thou flave,thou wretch,thou coward, 
Thou littie valiant, great in vilany, 
Thou ever ſtrong vponthe ſtronger ſide ; 
Thon Fortunes Champion, that do'ſt never fight 
But when her humourous Ladiſhip is by 
loreach thee fafery : thou art perjur'd too, 
And footh'{t up greatnefic. W bata foole art thou, 
A ramping foole, to brag, and ſtamp, and ſweare, 
| Vpon my party ; thoucold blouded ſlave, 
| Haltthounor ſpoke like thunder on my fide? 
beene {worne my ſouldier, bidding me depend 
Vpon thy ftarres, thy fortune, and thy Grengrh, 
\nd doſtthou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou weare a Lyons hide? doff it ſor ſhame, 
And hang a Calves skin on thoſe recreant limbes- 
Aui?, Othat aman ſhould {peake thoſe words to me. 
Phil, And hangaCalves skinon thoſe recrcantlimbes. 


| 


—_—  — — 


©4%?. Thou dar'it notfay fo villaine for thy life, 


Phil. And hang a Calves skin on thoſe recreant limbs, 
lobn, Welike not this, thou doſt forge: thy lelfe. 
Emer Pandulph, 
Fran. Heere comes the holy Legat of the Pope. 
Pas, Haile youannointed deputies of heaven ; 
To thee King /ohz my holy errand is : 
I Pandalph, of faire Millane Cardinal, 
And from Pope /wnocent the Legate heere, 
Doe in his name religiouſly demand 
Why thou againſt the Church, our holy Mother, 
So wiltully doſt ſpurne; and force perforce 
Kcepe Stephen Langtonchoſen Arſhbiſhop 
Ot Cant trom that holy Sea : 
This in our foreſaid Fathersname 
Pope Innocent, I doe demand of thee. 
lobn. What carthy nameto interrogatories 
Can taſt the free breath of a ſacred King ? 
Thoucanſt not (Cardinall) deviſe a name 
So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous 
Tocharge me to an anſwer, as the Pope : 
Tell hin this tale, and from the month of England, 
Adde thus much more, that no /ta/san Pricſt 
Shall tythe or toll in our dominions : 
Buras we, under heaven, are ſupreamghead, 
So under himthat great tupremacy 
Where we dec rcigne, we wil' alone upho!d 
Without th'afſiſtance of a mortall hand ; 
So tell the Pope, all reverence ſet apart 
To himand his uſurp'd authority, 
Fran. Brotherot E«gland, you blaſpheme in this, 
Tobn. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendome 
Arc led ſo groſlely by this medling Prieſt, 
Dreading the curſethat money may buy our, 
And by the merit of vilde gold, drofle, dult, 
Purchale corrupted pardon of a man, 
W ho1n that ſale ſels pardon from himſelfe : 
Though you, and allthe reſt ſo groſſcly led, 
This jugling witchcraft with revertue cheriſh, 
YetI alone, alone doc me oppoſe 
Againſt the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 
Pard. Then by the lawfull power that | have, 
Thou ſhalt ſtand curit, and excommunicate, 
Ard blefſed ſha'l he berhat doth revolt 
From his Aliegeanceroan heretique, 
And meritorious ſhall that hand be call'd, 
Cnonized and worſhipp'd asa Saint, 
Thattakesaway by any ſecret courſe 
Thy hatctulllife. 
Conit, O lawfull ler it be 
That I haveroome with Rome to curſe a while, 
Good Father Cardinall, cry thou Amen 
To my keene curſes; tor without my wrong 
Theres no tongue/hath power tocurſc him right, 
Pan, There's 'awand warrant (Lady) for my curſe. 
Conit, And for mine too, when law can doe no right. 
Let it be lawfull, that Law barre no wrong : 
Lavv cannot give my chi'd his kingdome Hecre ; 
For hethat holds his kingdome, holds the lavv 7 
Therefore (ince Law it feife 18 pertect wrong, 
How can the Law forbid my tongue to curic? 
Pand. Philip of France, on perill of a curle, 
Let goe the hand of that Arch-heretique, 
And raile the power of France upon his head, 
Vnlefſc he doe ſubmit himl{clfe to Rome. 
flea Look'(tthou pale France?do notler go thy hand. 
(o*#t. Looke to that devil, leſt that France GR F 
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| And by diliovning hands hcll loſe a ſoulc. 
| | 


And til! m 
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eXujt, King Philip, '1\ten to the Cardiaall. IP 
Baſt. And hang a Calves-5kin on his recreant lumves, 
Anſt, Wcll rwijzan, I muſt pocket up thcle wrongs, 


Eccauſc, 


Bat. Your brceches belt may carry them. 
lon, Philip, vehat failt thouto the Cardinal ? 
{ -n, What ſhould hc lay, but asSthc Cardinal]? 
Dolp's. Bethinke you father ,tor the diftexence 


[s purchaſ: of a heavy curle from Rome, 
Or the light loſle of England, tor atricnd : 
Forgoe the calicr. 


Fla, That isthe curic of Rome. 
Con. O Lewis, (tand faſt, the devilltempts thee heere 


In likencſle of a new untrimmed Bride, 


Bla. T he Lady Conſtance ſpeakes not from her faith, 


But trom her nced. 


Conſt, Oh, if thou grant my necd, 


Whichoncly lives but by the death of taith, 

That need, muſt needs inferre this pruciple, 

That faith would live againe by death of need : 

O then tread downe my need, and faith mounts up, 
Keepe my need vp,and faith is trodden downe, 


lohn, The kind 15 moved,and anfwers notto this. 
Cont. O be remov'd trom him, and anſwer well, 
«Auſt. Doe to king Philsp, hang no more in doubt. 
Baſt. Hang nothing bur a Calves-$kin molt ſweet louts 
Fras, 1 ampcirplcxt, and know not what tolay. 


Far. Whar canitthou fay, but will perplex thee more? 


! [f thou ftand cxcommmunicatec, and curlt ? 


Fran, Good reverend fatber, make my perſon yours, 
how you would beſtow your felte ? 


11s rovall hand, and mince are newly knit, 


And MC CONTIN ton otout inward foulcs 
| Niartic HETYTTUE 
: 
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, co; 1d, and link'd rogether 
ws flronnh of ſacred vowes: 
© the ſound of words 
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Was dcepe-tworne taitli, peace, amity, true love 

B 
Andevcnbctorc thistruce, but new before, 

No longer than we well could waſhour hands, 

To Ciap tns royall Dargaine up of pPcace, 

Heaven knowes they were belmear'dand over-ſtaind 

With {laughterspencill ; where revenge Cid paint 

The tcarctull difcrence of incenied Kings: 

And {hall thule hands {olatcly purg'dot bloud ? 

O NEWIY Je yn d 11 love ? 10 {trong in both, 

'pyoke this ſeyfure, and this kind regreet ? 

Pp! ] falt and looſe with faith ? fo jolt with heaven, 

Make fnch unconttant children of our iclves 

A$5now TUELG 

V 

Ot liniling peace to march a bloody hoaſt, 

\nd make a ryot on:hc gentle brow 

Of truc ftincciity ? O holy fir 


' Mos 
etweenc our kmgdomecs and our royall ſeives, 


Cto fnaxchour palmc from palme : 
faith {tiorne, and onthe marriage bed 


, {vos ' , 
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My rcevercnd tutors ietit not C10; 
Out of your grace, deviſe, ordaine, umpolſc 
Some gentle order, and then we ſhall be bleit 
To doe your pleature, ard continue tricnds. 


Para, Ailforme 15 tormclefic,Order orderlefir, 


Save what1s oppoſite to England: love. 
Theretorero Armes, be Champion of our Church, 
Or let the Church our mother breathe her cure, 


mothers curſe, on her revolting ſonne. 


Fraxce, thou maiſt hold a {erpeit by the tongue, 


caicd Lon by thc mortall paw, 


_ _— 


T he Life and Death of Kino lol. 


] A faſting Tyrcr titer by the tooth, 

| Than kcepc im peace that hand whichthou doſt hold, 

| Fran, 1 may dilioync my hand, but not my fatth, 

| Fand. Somak'ſt thou taith an enemy to taith, 

And like a civill warre {ctſt oath to oath, 

| Thy tongueagainit thy rongue. O let thy vow 

| Firſt made to heaven, tirlt be to beavenpertorm'd, 
Thatis, to bethe Champion of our Church, 

| What ſince thou fivor'ſt, is ſworne agaiatt thy ſclte, 


| And may not beperformed by thy (cle, 
| Forthat which thou haſt ſworne to doc amille , 
| Is notamiſle when ir 15 truely done : 
| And being nor done, where doing tends toill, 
The truth is then moſt done not doing it : 
The better Act of purpoſes miltooke, 
Isto miltake ni. chrngh indirect, 
Yetindireftion thereby growesdirect, 
| And falichood, falichood cures, as fire cooles fire 
{ Within the ſcorched veines of one new burn'd. 
| Itis religion that doth make vowes kept, 
But thou haſt {worne agamlt religion : 
| By what thou ſwear'(t againit the thing thou ſweat (t, 
And mak {t an oath the turety for thy truth, 
Againlt an oath the truth , thou art unſure 
To twearc, {weares onely not to be for{worne, 
Elſe what a mockery ſhould it be ro ſweare ? 
But thou doſt ſweare, onelyto be fortworne, 


Theretore thy later vowes, againitthy firlt, 
Is inthy {clterebelliontothy ſclte : 
And better conqueſt never canſtthon make, 
Than arme thy conſtant and thy noblcr parts 
Againſt thelc giddy looſe ſuggeſtions : 
Vpon which berrer part, our prairs come in 
| If thou vouchlafethem. Bur 1t not, then know 
The perill of our curfeslighr on thee 
So heavy, as thou ſhalt not ſhake them off 
| But in detpaire, dye undertheir blacke weight, 
Anjt. Rebellion, fiat rebellion. 
| Baſt. Wil tnotbc 
; Will ncta Calves*kin ſtop that mouth of thiae ? 
Daxl, Father,to Armes, 
| Blench. Vponthy wedding day ? 
Again(t the blood that thou halt married ? 
What, ſhall our teaſt be kept with Nlaughtered mer: ? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlith drums 
Clamors ot hell, be meaſures to our pompe ? 
O husband heare me : aye, alacke, how new 
Is huzand in my mouth ? even for that namne 
Which til! chis time my rongue did necre pronounce ; 
V pon my knee I beg, goenot to Armes 
Agaitit mine Vnclc, 
(onſt. O, upon my knee made hard with kneeling, 
| doe pray to thee, thou vertuons Daxlphin, 
| Alter not the doome fore-thought by heaven. 
| Blan, Nov ſhall 1 ſeethy love, what motive may 
| 
| 
' 


Be ſtronger withthee, thanthe name of wife ? 


Conſt, That which upholdeth him, thatthee upholds, 


{ His honor, Oh thine honor, Lews thine honor. 
Dolph, 1 muſe your Majcity dothſeeme fo cold, 

When ſuch protound reſpects doe pull you on ? 
Panda. I will denounce a curſe upon his head. 


Conſt, O faire returne of baniſh'd Majeſty. 
flea. O foule revoltot French inconttancy, 


— —— 


— cs er eo, 


And moſt fortworne, to keepe what thou dolt tiycare, 


_—  — 
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Fra,T hou ſhalt not need. England, 1 will fall trom thee. 


Ong, France,thcu ſhalt rue this houre within this houre. 
Eat. 
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Fab.Old Time the ciocke fetter,that bald ſexron Time: 
Is it as he will? well then, Fraxce ſhall rue. | 
Ble. The Sun's orecalt with bloud : faire day adieu, 
Which is the (ide that I muſt goe withall ? 
[am with both, cach Army hath a hand, 
Andintheir rage, 1 having bold of both, 
They whurlc a-tunder,- and ditmember me. 
Husband, 1 cannot pray that thou mailt winne ; 
Vncle, I nceds mult pray that thou maiit loſe : 
Father, | may not wiſh the fortune thine ; 
Grandam ,I will not wiſhthy withesthrive ; 
Who ever winnes, on that fide thall I loſe ; 
Aſſured loſſe, before the match be plaid, ; 
Dolph. Lady, with me, with me thy tortune lies, 
Ble. There where my fortune lives, there my lite dies. 
lobn. Coſen, goe draw our puiſance together, 
Frence, lam burn'd up with inflaming wrath, 
A rage, whoſe hear hath thiscondition ; 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood and deereſt valucd bloud of France, 
Fran, Thy rage ſhall burne thee up,and thou ſhalt curne 
To aſhes, cre our blood ſhall quench that hire : 
Looke to thy felfe, thou art in jeopardy. 
lobn. No more then he that threats. To Armsle'ts hie. 
E xevnt. 
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Scana Secunda, 


eAllarums, Excurſiont : Enter Bailard with Auſtria's 


head. 


Baſt. Now by my life,this day grows wondrous hot, 
Some ayery devil hovers 11 the $kie, 
And pour's downe nuſchicte. Anftris head ly there, 
Enter John, Arthur, Hubert. 
While Phubp breathes, 
lobm, Hubert, kcepe this boy: * hilip make up, 
My Mother 1s aflailed in our Tent, 
And tane I teare. 
Beft. My Lord Lreſcucd her. 
Her Highneſte is in ſafety, feare you not : 
Bat on my Leige, tor very little paines 
Will bring this labour roan happy end, Exit. 
Alarums, excur ang, Retreat, Enter Tobn, Eleanor, Arthoy , 
Baſtard, Hubert, Loras, 


lehn, So (hall it be : your grace ſhall Nay behind 
SO {trongly guarded : Coſen, looke not fad, 
Tty Grandame loves thee, and thy Vnkle will 
As deere be to thee, as thy father was. 

Arth. O this wili make my mother die with gricte, 

lohs, Cofen away for &»gland, baſte before, 
7 ndere our comming feethou ſhake the bags 
Ot hoording Abbots, imprifoned angels 
Setat liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Mult by the hungry now befed upon : 
Vie our commiſſion in his utmoſt force. 

Baſt. Bell, Booke,and Candle,ſhall not drive me backe, 
When gold and filver becks me to come on. 
[ |eave your highnefſe : Grandame, 1 will pray 
(It ever I remember to be holy) 
For your faire ſafety :101 kifle your hand, 

£.*. Farewellgentle Cofcn, 


lehn, Cor, farewell. 
Ele. Come hetherlittle Kinſman, harke,a word, 
lobm, Come kether Hubert. O ry gentle Haberr, 
Weowe thee much : withinthis wallof ficth 
There 1s a fouic countsrhee her Creditor, 
And with advantage meanes to pay thy love : 
And my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives 1n this boſome, deerely cheriſhed, 
Give methy hand, I had a thing to ſay, 
Bur I will fit it with forme berrer rune. 
By heaven /7»berr, 1amalmoſt aſhani'd 
To fay what good refpe&t I have of thee. 
Hub. I am much bonnden to your Majeſty. 
lobhn, Good tricnd,thou kattno cauſe ro tay fo vet, 
But thou ſhalt have: and creepe titne necre {o flow, 
Yet it ſhall come, for me todoe thee good. 
I hadathingto ſay, butler it goe : 
The Sunne 15 in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleaſures ofthe world, 
Is all roo wanton; and too full of gawdes. 
Togive me andicnce ; if the midnight bell 
Did with bis iron rongue, and brazen mouth 
Sound on into the drow2y race ot night ; 
It chis {ame werea Church-yard where we and, 
And thou peſlciicd with a thouſand wrongs : 
Or it that ſurly ſpirit mclancholy 
Had bak'd thy bloud, and made it heavy, thicke, 
Whichelle runnes tick lingup and downe the veines, 
Making that jd1ot laughter kcepe mens cycs, 
And ſtraine their cheekesto idle merriment, 
A paſſion hatctull ro my purpoſes : 
Or if that thou couldit tee me withont eyes, 
Heare me without thine cares, and make reply 
Withouta tongue, ufing concett alone, 
Without eyes, cares, and harmefull found of words ; 
Then, in defpight of brooded watchtull day , 
| would into thy bolome poure my thoughts : 
But (al) 1 will nor, yet I love thee well, 
And by my troth I thinke thou low'it we well. 
Finb. So wel, that what you bid me undertake, 
Thuugh that my death were adjunctro my AR, 
By heaven | would doe it, 
/okn. Doc not | know thou woulet ? 
Good Habert, Hubert, Hubert throw thine eye 
On yon young toy : Ile tell rhee what my tricnd, 
He 15a very fcrpent in my way, 
And whereſocre this foot of mine doth tread, 
He lyes b*fore me : dolt chou underitand ine ? 
Thou art his keeper. / 
Hub. Andi: keepe himfo, 
Thar he ſhall 10r oftcnd your Majeſty. 
loby. Dear. 
Hub. Mv Lord. 
join, A Grave, 
Hub, He ſhall not live, 
Iohn. Enocgh. 
I could be merry now, Habert, I love thee. 
Wl, le not fay what I intendfor thee : 
Remember : Madam, fare you well. 
llc fend thoſe powerso1eto your Majeſty. 
Ele. My blcling goe with thee. 
lohn, For FzgimaColen,goc. 
Hubert (hail be your man, attend on you 
With all cruc Cucty : cu toward Cale, hots 
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A whole Armado of convicted faile 
Is ſcattered and difioyned from fellowſhip. 


So hot aſpeed, withſuch advice diſpol'd, 

Such remperate order in fo fierce a cauſe, 

| Doth want example : who hath read, or heard 

Of any kindred-action like to this ? : 

. Fran, Well could I beare that England had this praiſe, 
{ So we could finde ſome patterne of our ſhame. 


Looke who comes here? a grave untoa ſoulc, 
Holding th'eternall ſpirit againſt her will, 

' inthe vilde priſon of affiitted breath ; 

| I prethee Ladygoe away with me. 


Burthat which ends all counſcil, true redreſlc ; 
Death, death, O amiable, lovely death, 

Thou odoriferous ſtench : ſound rottenneflc, 
Arite forth from the couch otlaſting night, 

Thou hate and terror to proſperity, 

And I will kifſe thy deteſtable bones. 

| And put my eyeballs inthy vaulty browes, 

And ring theſe fingers withthy honſhold wormes, 

| And Rop this gap of breath with fulſome duſt, 

And be a Carrion Monſter like thy teite ; 

Come, grin on mc, and I willthinke thou ſmil'ſt, 
And bufle thee as thy wite : Muleries love, 
Ocometome. 

Fran: O faire affi:Rion, peace. 

Conf, No, no, I will act, haviag breath to cry : 
O that my tongue were in the thunders mouth, 
Then with a paſſion I would ſhake the world, 

And rowze from {lcepe that fell Anatomy 

Which cannot heare a Ladies feeble voyce, 

Which ſcornesa moderne invocation, 

Pand. Lady, you utter madnefle, and not ſorrow. 
{nſt, Thouart holy to belye me fo, 

I am not mad : this baucl ceare is mince, 

My name 15 { enitarce, 1 was Geffreyer wife, 

Yong Arrbur is my lonne, and he 15 loſt : 

[ am not mad, I would to heaven 1 were, 

For then'tis like I ſhould forget my (cle : 

O, if I could, what gricte ſhould I forper ? 

Preach ſome Philoſophy to make me mad, 

And thou ſhalt be Canomiz'd (Cardinall)” 

| For 
My reaſonable partproduces realon 
How I may be dcliver'd cf thefe woos, 
And teaches mc to kill or hang my ſelte : 
It I were mad, I ſhould forget my tonac, 


Enter France, Dolphin, Pandupho, Attendants. 


Fra. So by a roaring Tempeſt on the flood, 


Fand. Courage and comfort, all ſhall yet goe well. 


Fran, WW hat can goe well, when we have runne fo 1ll? 

Are we not beaten e Is not Angers loſt ? | 
Arthar tane priſoner ? divers deere friends (laine ? 
And bloudy England into 
$ Orc-bearing interruption {pight of France ? 


gone, 
Dol. What he hath won, that bath he fortified ; 


Enter ( onſt ance, 


{onft. Lo,now:now feethe iflue of your peace. 
Fran, Patience good Lady, comfortgentle Conſtance, 
Con#t, No, I dctic all counſell , aliredrefle, 


—_— — 


Or madly thinke a babe of clowts were he ; 
lam not mad : too well, roo we 111 fee 


The different c otcach calamity. 
Fran. Bind up thoſetreſics : O what love I norc 
In the faire multitude of tholc her haires ; 


Where bur by chance a ſilver drop hath falne, 
Even to that droptenthonſand wicry ficuds 
Doe glew themſelves infociable gricte, 
| Like true, inſeparable, faithtull loves, 
| Sticking together incalamity. 
Conft, To Englazd, if you will. 
Frar. Bind up your haires. 
Conft. Yesthat 1 will : and wherefore will I doit? 
I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud, 
O, that theſe hands could ſoredceme my ſonne, 
Asthey have given theſe hayrestheir liberty x 
Butnow I envy at their liberty, 
And willagaine commit then to their bonds, 
Becauſe my poore child 15a priſoner. 
And father Cardinall, I have heard you ſay 
Thar we ſhall ſee and know our friends in heaven ; 
If that be true, 1 ſhall ſce my boy againe z 
| Forſince the birth of Caine, the firſt male-child 
To him that did but yeſterday ſuſpire, 
There was not fuch a gracious creature borne z 
But now will Canker-foOrrow cate my bud, 
And chaſe the native beauty from his checke, 
And he will looke as hollow as a Ghoſt, 
As dim and meiger as an Agues fit, 
And fo hee'll dye : and riſing ſoagaine, 
W hen I ſhall mcet him inthe Court of heaven 
I ſhall not know him : therctore never, never 
Muſt I behold my pretty Arthwr more. 
Pand. You too heynous a refpeR of greefe. 
Conft, He talkeste me, thatnever had a fonne. 
Fran. Youare a5 fond of greete, asof your child, 


Lyesin his bed, walkes up and downe with me, 
Puts on his pretty lookes, repeates his words, 
Remembers me of all his graciuns parts, 
S:uffes out his vacant garments with his torme ; 
Then, have l rcaſon tobe fond of gricte ? 

Fare you well : had youſnch a loſle as I, 

I could give better comfort than you doc. 

L will not keepe this forme upo': my head, 
When there is ſuch diſorder in my wit: 

O Lord, my boy, my eArthar, my tatre faxine, 
My lite, my joy, my food, my all the world : 


Life is as tedious as a twice-told taic, 

V exing the dull care of a drowtie man z 

And bitter ſhame hath ſpoyl'd the ſweet words taſte, 
That ir yeelds nought but (hame and bitterneſle, 


— 


— —_— 


, being not mad, butſenlible of grecte, 


Pang, Betore the curing of a ſtrong diicalc, 
Even in the inſtant of repatre and health, 

The fit is ſtrongeſt : evils that take leave 

On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evill ; 


| What have youloſt by loſing of this day? 


Dol. All dayes of glory, joy, and bappineſſe. 
Pand, If you had won it, certainely you had. 


; No, no : when Fortune meancsro men moſt good, 
| Shee lookes upon them with a threarning eye : 
' "Tis {trange tothinke how mach King /obs hath lolt 


in this which he accounrs fo clearcly wonne : 


—_— _— 


(ont. Greete fils the roome up of my abſent child : 


My widow-comtort, and my forrowes cure. Exit, 
Fren. 1 feare ſome outrage, and tle foilow her, &xu, 
Dol. There's nothing in this world can make me joy- 


> ) 


| 
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Are not. yqu griev'd that eFrebwy is his priſoner ? 
Dol. ry; tbe he is glad he hath him. 
Pand. Your mind isallas youthfull as your blood. 
Now heare me fpeake with a propheticke fpirit ; 
For even the breath of what I mcaneto ſpeake, 
Shall blow cach duſt, cach ſtraw, cach lirtle rub 
Our of the path which (hall directly leade 
Thy foote ro Englands Throne. And therefore marke : 
los hath {ciz'd Arthur, and it cannot be, 
That whiles warme life playes ia that infants veines, 
The miſ{-plic'd- [obs ſhouid cntercaine an houre, 
One minute, nay one quiet breath of reſt. 
A Sceptcr ſrarch'd withan unruly hand, 
Muſt be as boyſterouſly maintain'd as gain'd, 
And he that ſtands uponaſlipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of no vilde hold to ſtay him up : 
That [obz may ſtand, then eHrtbur needs mult fall, 
S$o0be it, for it cannot be but ſo. 
Do/, But what (hall [ by yous eArthurs tall ? 
Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wite, 
May then make all the claime that e-Frrbar did. 
Dol- And loſe it, life and all,as «Arthur did. 
Pad. How greene you are,and freſhinthis old world? 
lobn |ayes ycu plots: thetimesconſpire with you, 
For he tha: ſteepes his ſafety in true blood, 
Shall find bat bloody fafety, and untruc. 
This AR foevilly borne (hall coole the hearts 
Of all bispeople, and freeze up their zeale, 
That none fo ſmallady (hall ſtep forth 
Tochecke hs reigne, but they will cheriſh it. 
No randy wg in _ skie, 
No (cope of Nature, no diſtemper'd day, 
No coinmon wind , no cuſtomed - —_ 
But they will plucke away his naturall cauſe, 
And call theay Meteors, prodigics,and fignes, 
Abvortives, prefages, and tongues of heaven, 
Plainely denouncing vengeance upon Jobs, 
Dol. May be he will nat touch yong Arthw-lite, 
Bat hold hunſelfe fafe io his pritonmene. 
_Paxd, OSir, when he ſhall heare of your approach, 
If that yong «Arthur be not gore already, 
Pven at that newes hedies : andchenthe hearts 
_ his pooghe wap from him, 
iſle rhe lippes of unacquainted change, 
And picke ftrong matter of revolt, and —_ 
Out of the bloody fingers ends of lohs. 
Me thinkes I ſee this hurley all on foot ; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you, 
Than 1 have nam'd, The baſtard Falconbridge 
[s10w in England ranfacking the Church, 
Oftending Charity : If but adozen French 
Were there in Armes,they would be as a Call 
Totraineten thoaſand Engliſh totheir ſide ; 
Or,as 4 little ſnow,tumbled about, | 
Anon becomes a Mountaine, O noble Dolphine, 
Go with me to the King,” tis wonderfull, 
What may be wrought out of their diſcontent, 
Now that their ſoules are toptull of offence, 
For Eng'and gozl will whet on the King- 
Dol. Strong reaſons makes ſtrong actions : let us go, 
[t you lay 1,the King will not ſay no» Exewng. 


—_ a 


eAttns Quintus. Scena Prima, 


—— OD ——_— RE" 


Emer Hubert end Executioners. 
Hwb, Heate me theſe Irons hot, and looke thou ftand 
Within the Arras : when 1litrike my foot 
Vpon the bolome of the ground, ruth torth 
And binde the boy, which you ſhall finde with me 
Falt ro the chaire : be heedtull : hence and watch. 
Exec, I hope your warrant will beare out the deed, 
Hub. V ncl:anly ſcruples teare not you : looke to0't- 
Yong Lad come torth ; I have to ſay with you. 
Emer eArthur. 
«4 Good morrow Hubers. 
Hab. Good morrow httle Prince. 
Ar. As little Prince, having to great a Tutle 
To be more Prince, as may be : you are ſad, 
Hmnb. Indecd I have beenc merrier. 
Art. "Mercie oa me : 
Me thinkes no body ſhould be fad bur I : 
YerI remembcr, when I was in Fance, 
Yong Gentlemen would be as fad as night 
Onely for wantonnefſe: by my Chriitendome, 
So1 were our of prifon,and kept Sheepe 
I ſhould be as as merrie as the day is long 
And fo I would be heere, but that I douber 
My Vnckk ies more harme to me : 
He is affraid of me, and I of him : 
Is it my faulr, that I was Geffrezesſonne ? 
No 1 it's not; and I would to heaven 
I were your fonne, {0 you would love me, Hubers : 
Hub. 1t I talke to him, with his ianocene prate 
He will awake my mercie, which lies dead : 
Therefore I will be ſodaiae,and diſpatch. 

Ar. Are you ficke Hubert? you lwoke pale to day, . 
Infooth I would you werea little licke. 

That I might fit all night, and watch with you. 
I warrant i love yuu more than you do me. 

Hub. His wordsdo takepotlcilion of my bolome. 
Reade here yong Anbwr. How now tootith rheume? 
Turning difpitious torture out of doore ? | 
[ muſt be breete, leaſt — 

Out at mine eyes, in tender womanith teares, 
Can you not reade ir? Is it nor faire writ ? 
Ar. Too fairely Huberr,tor to toule cffet, 
Muſt you with hot Irons, burne out boch mine cycs? 

Hwb. Yong Boy, I mult. 

Art. And will you? 

Hub. And 1 will, . 

Art. Have you the heart? When your head did but 

ake, | 
I Knit my hand-kercher about your browes 
(The beit I had,a Princefie wrought it me) 
And I did never aske it you againe : | 
And with my hand,at midnight beld your head ; - 
And like the watchtull minutes,tothe houre, | 
Stilland anon cheer'd up the heavy time; 
Saying, what lacke you? and where lies your greefe? 
Or what good love may I pa torme tor you? 
Many a poore mans foune would haue lyen till, 
And ne're have ſpokea loving word to you s 
But you,at your ficke ſervice had a Prince : 
Nay, you may thinke my love was craftic love, 
And call it cunning. Do,and 4 you will, 


—_ ww. 
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If heaven be pleaſ'd that you muſt uſe me itf, 

Why thea you muſt, Will you put out mine CxCy/ " 

Thele eyes, that never did , nor never (hally. ,- I 

So much as frowne on you. —— -* 

 Hab. 1 haveſworneto doe it : *xq 

And with hot Irons muſt 1 burne ther»outs Ds 
eAr. Ah, none but in this Iron wm GOET © 

The Iron of it ſclfe, though hcate rec hot, <t.. + &-.vv 


_- wy _ _ 


And quench this fiery indighation, . *- or 

Even inthe mattcr of mine Umnocence 3-712 «ii 

Nay, after that ,conſume away inraſt, '-*; 1 + 

Bur tor containing fireto harme mince eye + -* 

Arc you more ſtubborne hard, than hammer'd Iron * . . 

And it an Angell ſhould have come to me, 

And told me Hxbert (hould put out minceyes, 

I would not have belcev'd him 3 notongue but Hyberts, 

Hub, Come forth: Doe as I bid youdas. * 
«Ar. O ſave mc Habert, fave me; my eyes arcout 

Even with the ficrce lookes of theſe bloody meu. 

_ Hab, Give me the Iron I ſay, and bind him heere. 

Art. Alas, what need you be fo boittrous rough ? 

I will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand ſtone (till ; 

For hcaven ſake Hubert let me not be bound : 

Nay heare me Hebert ,drive theſe men away, 

And I will fit as quiet asa Lamb, 

I willnot {tirre, nor wince, nor ſpeakea word, 

Nor looke upon the Iron angerly ; ; 

Thruſt bur theſe menaway,and lle forgive you, 

\V hatever torment you doe put me row. — | 
Hub. Goe ſtand within : let me alone with hin. 
Exec, 1 am belt pleaſ'd tobe trom ſuchadecd. 

Art. Alas, I then have chid away my fricnd, 

He hath a ſtcrne looke, but a gentle heart : 

Let him come backe, that his compaſſion may 

Give lite to yours. : 

Hub. Come (Boy )prepare your {clte. 

i err. Is therenoremedy? 

| Hub. Non, but toloſc your eyes. 

Art. O heaven : that there were buta moth un yours, 

A grainc,aduſt, a gnat, a wandering haire , 

Any annoyance in that precious ſcnte : 

Then fecling what ſmall things are boyſterous there 

Your vilde intent muſt needs ſeeme horrible, 

Hub. 1s this your promiſe? Go too, hold your tongue. 
Art. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of rongues, 

Muſt needs want plcading tor a patre of eyes : 

Let me not hold my rongue : let me not Hberr, 

Or Heabert,if you will cuteut my tongue, 

So I may kcepe mine eyes. O ipare mine eyes, 

Though tono ulſc, but (till ro looke on you. 

Loe, by my troth, the inftrument 1s cold, 

And would not harme me. 

Hw#6, I can heatc it, boy. 
Art, No, in good footh : the fire 1s dead with grielc, 

Being create tor comfort, to beut'd 

Inundeſerved extreames : Sce clic your ſeltc, 

There is no malice in thts burning cole, 

The breath of heaven, hath blowne his ſpirit on?, 

And f{irew'd repentant aikes on his head. 

Hnb. But with my breath I canreviuc it Boy, 

Art. And it you doc, you will but make it blu(}:, 
And glow with (hate of your proceedings, Herbert : 
Nay, it perchance will ſparkle 1n your eyes : 

And, like a dogge that is compell'd to fight, 

Snatch at his Maltcr that deth tarce him on. 


O_ -—__ 
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Approaching necre theſe eyes, would drinke my Ut.B85, 4 4 
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All things that you ſhould uſe ro doe me wrong 
Deny their ofhce : onely you doe lacke 
That mercy, which ficrce fire, and Iron extends, 
Creatures of note for mercy,lacking ules. 

Hab. Well, ſee to ive ; 1 will not touch thine eye, 
Forall the Treaſure that thine Vnekle owes, 
Yetam 1 ſworne, and I did purpoſe, Boy, 
With this ſame very Iron, to burne themour: 


* Art. Onow youlookelike Hubert, Allthis while 


You-were diſpuiſ'd. 
Hb. Peace : no more- Adieu, 
Your Vnckle muſt not know but you are dead. 
Ile fill theſe dogged Spices with falſe reports :* 
And, pretty child, ficepe doub:lefle, and ſecure, 
That H bevt for the wealth of all the world, 
Wall not offend thee, 
Art. O heaven !I thanke you Habere. 
Hub. Silence, no more : goe cloſcly in with me. 


And look d upon, I hope, with chearctull c 


Was once {uperftiuous ; you were Crown'd betore, 
And that tigh Royalty was ne're pluck'd off: 
The faiths of men,ne're ſtained with revolt : 
Freſh expectation troubled not the Land 
With any long'd-tor-c ,or better State. 
Sal. Theretore, to te poſſefl'd with double pompe, 
To guard a Title, that was rich before ; 
To gild refined gold, to paint the Lilly ; 
Tothrow apertume onthe Violet, 
To ſmooth the yce, or adde another hew 


- _— — - w_ — 


Vntothe Raine-bow ; or with Taper-light 
Tolſecke the beauteous eye of heaven to garniſh, 
Is waſtetull, and ridiculous exccfle. 
Pem. But that your Royall pleaſure muſt be done, 
This ace is asan ancient tale new told, 
And, 1a the laſt repeating, troubleſome, 
Being urged ata time unfcafonable. 
$4". In this the Anticke, and well noted face 
Of plaine old forme, is muchdisfigured, 
And like a ſhifted winde untoa faule, 


| It makesthe courſe of thoughtsto fetch abour, 


Startles, and frights conſideration : 
Makes ſound opinion ficke, and truth ſuſpeAed, 
For putting on ſonew a faſhion'd robe. 


| 
Perm, \N hen workemen ftrive to doe better than wel, 


They doc confound their $kill in covetouſhefle, 

And oftentimes exculing gt « fault, 

Doth make the faultthe worſe by th'excule : 

As patches ſctupon a little breach, 

Diſcredite more in hiding of che fault, 

Than didthe fault before it was fo patch'd, | 
S$at, TorhiscftcR, before you were new crown « 


We breath'd our Councell : but it plcat'd your highnedl | 


To over-beare it, and we areall wellpleal d, 

Since all, and every part of what we would 

Doth makea ſand, at what your highneſſe will, 
We 


Ton, 
= 
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Much danger doe I undergoe tor thee, Exeun, 
Scana Secunda. 
Enter John , Pembrolg, Salubary, ard other lord:. 


Tobn, Hceere once againe we hit : once againſt crown'd 
Rinet 
Pez. T hus once againe (but that your highnelle pleal 9) 


| 
| 
| 
| 


POIs 


lob. Some reaſons ofthis double Coronation 
[ have poſſelt you wich, and thinkethem ſtrong- 
And more, more firong, then lefſe is my feare 
[ ſhall induc you with : Meanc time, but aske 
W hat you would have reform'd, thac 1s not well, 
And well ſhall vou perceive, how willingly 
I will bot heare, and grant you your requeſts; 
Pem, Then 1, as one that am the oftheſe 
To {ound the. pagpoles of all their hearts, 
Both tor my trlfe, and them : but chiefe of all 
Your ſafety : forthe which, my felfe and thear 
|| Bendtheir belt ſtudics, hearrily requeſt 
Th'infranchilſcment of «4r1hwy, whole reſtraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of difcontent 
To bycake into this dangerous argument. 
| If what inre(t you have, inrighe you Hold; 
W hy then your teares, which(as they Gay)attend 
The iteppes of wrong; ſhauld move you tomew up 
Your tender kinſman, and to choake his dayes 
With barbarousipnorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exerciſe, 
That the times enermes may nor have this 
Tograce occaſions : let it be our fare, 
That you havebid usagke his liberry, 
W hich for our goods, we doe no further aske, 
Than, whereupon our weale on you depending, 
Councs it yeur weace : he have his hberty. 
Enter Herts 
John. Lct it be ſo : 1doe commut his youth 
To your direction :; Heber, what newes with you ? 
Pem. This is the man hould doe rhe bloody deed ; 
He ſhew'd hts warrane to a friend of mine, 
| he 1umage of a wicked heynous fault 
Lives in lus Ce: that cloſealpeR of his, 
Doeſhew the mood of a much troubled breaſt, 
And I dor tearctully beieeve *ris doae, 
What we {o tcar'd he had acharge to doe, 
Sal. The coloar of the King doth come, and goe, 
Betweene his purpote and his conſcience, 
Like Heralas 'Tlvixe wo dreadful batratles ſet + 
Hispaition is {o ripe, ut needs muſt breake. 
Pem. And when it breakes, I tcare will iſſue thence 
The foule corruption of a fweetchildg death. 
lon. We cannot hold mortalities ſtrong hand. 
Good [ords, although my willto give, is living, 
The fui:e which you demand is gone, and dead. 
Hetcls us Arthyr isdeceat 'd ronight, 
Sal, Indeed we fear'd his ficknele was paſt cures 
Pem. Indeed we heard how necre his death be was, 
Beforethe child himfclfe felt he was ſicke x 
This maſt be anfwer'd either heere, or hence. 
lom, Why doe you bend fuch folemne browes on me ? 
Thinke youl beareche Sheeres of deſtiny ? 
| Havel commandement on the pulſe of life ? 
| Sal, It iSapparant foule-play,and 'tis fame 
Thatgrearnefle ſhould ſogroflely offer it ; 
Sothrive it in your game, and ſo farewell. 
. Pem, Stay yet (lord Salubwry) Ile goe with thee, 
And tind th'inheritance of this poore child, 
His little kingdome of a torced grave. 
| [hatblood which ow'dthe bredrh of all thisTle, 
Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while : 
This muſt not be thus borne, this will breake out 
Toall our forrowes,and erc long I doubt. Exennt. 
lon, They burne inindign=tion: 1 repent : Enter Meſ 
There is no ſure foundation ſet on blood : 


—”—— — 


All 
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| No certaine life atchieu'd by others death : 
A fearcfullcyethou haſt, Where isrhac blood, 


—_ 


ſlept ? Where is my Mothers care 
Thar fuch an Army could be drawcu in France, 
+ My Leige, herexre | 
Is ſtopt wh dy the firſt of Apill di'de 
Your noble mother ;and as Theare, my lord, 
'The Lidy Conffence in frenize di'de 
Three oyeoiiaee * onepernafy— wetya tu 
not. 


d 


That thou for tfurh giv'ſt ous arc latdert heere ? 
Meſ. oat. 
 Onger Bafterd, and Peter of Pomfret, 
Iobn, Thoa haſt made tyc giddy 
With heſcill rydings : Now ? Whazſayes the world, 
To your proceedings ? Doe nor feek to ſtutte 


— 


My hea with more ill newes : for it istull. 
Baft. Butif you beafeard to heare the worſt, 
Then let the worſtunheard, fall on your head. _ 
lobe. Ecare with the" Colen, for 1 wasamaz'd 
Vnder the tide ; bnetiow 1 breath aguine 
Aloft the fiood, and cab give audience 
To any tongne, ſpeake ir of whar'it will. 
Fit. How | havefped among the Clergy men, 
The ſumnes I have colleRed hall e: : 
But as [ travail'd hither through the lang, 
[ find the people dly fantaſied, 
Poſſeſt with rumors, tull of 1dle dreames, 
Not knowing what they feare, butfull of feare. 
And here'sa Prophet thar I bronght with we 
From forth the {trects-of Pomfree, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heeles : 
To whom ke ſung in rude harth ſounding rimes, 
Thar erethe next Aſcenſion day at noone, | 


Your highncfle ſhould deliver up your Crowne. 
1h. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didſtrhouſo ? 
Pet, Fore-knowing that thetruth will fall outſe. 
Joh. Hubert ,avvay with him : imprifon him, | 
And on that day at noone, whereon he fayes 
I ſhall yeeld up my Crowne, let him be hang'd. 
Deliver himto fafcty, and returne, | 
For I muſt uſe thee. O my gentle Coſen, 

Hear'ſt thoa the newes abroad, who are arriu'd ? 1 
Baft.The French (my lord) mens mouths are ful of it: 
Beſides 1 met lord Biget, and lord Safubary 
Witheyesas red as new enki fire, 

Andothers more, goingto ſeeke the grave 
Of e-Hrhur, whom they (ay 15 kill'd ro night, on your 
lobn. Gentle kinſ{man, gor ; (fuggeſtion. 
And thruſt thy ſclte into . Companies, . 
2 


—_— 
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| Whilſt he that heares, makes fearctull ation 
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Some Meſſcnger betwixt me, and the Pecres, 
And be thou he. 


Atcſ. With all my heart, my Liege. 
lobn. My mother dead ? 
Enter Hubert, 


Johns, Five Moones ? 
Hb, Old men, and Beldames, in the ſtreets 
Doe propheſic upon it dangerouſly 


b 
| Yong Archar: death is common in their mouths, 


And when they ralke of him, they ſhake their heads, 
And whiſper one another in the care. 
And he that { . doth gripe the hearers wrilt, 


With wrinkled browes, with nods, with rolling cyCs- 

I faw a Smith ſtand with his hamuner (thus) 

The whilſt his Iron did outhe Agvile coole, 

With open mourh (wallowing a Taylors newes, 

Who with his Sheeres, and Mcaſure in his hand, 

Standing on ſlippers, which his nimble hate 

| Had falcly thruit upon contrary feete, 

Toid ot a many thouſand warlike French, 

That were embattailed, and rank'd in Kent, 

Another leane, unwaſh'd Artifcer, 

Curs off his ale, and talkes of Arrbars death. 
lob. Why ſeek'ſt thouto poſleſle me with theſe feares? 

Why urgeſt thon (o oft yong Arthwrs death ? 

Thy hand hath murdred him : 1 had a mighty cauſc 

To wiſh himdead, butthou hadſt none to kill him. 
H.No had (my lord?) why, did you not provoke me ? 
lobs. It is thecurſe of Kings, to be attended 

By Claves, that take their humors for a warrant, 

To breake the bloody houſe of life, 

And on the winking of Authority 

Tounderſtand a Law ; to know the meaning 

Of dangerous Majclty , when perchance it trownes 


More upon humor, than advil'd a__ 
Hub. Heere is your hand and Seale for what I d1d. 
Job. Ob,when the laſt accompt twixt heaven and carth 
Is tobe made,then (hall this hand and Scale 
Wieneſlc againſt usto damnation. 
How oft the ſight of meanestodoe ill deeds, 
Makedeeds ill bone ? Had'ſt notthou beene by, 
A fellow by the hand of Nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and fign'dto doea deed of ſhame, 
This murther had not come into my mind. 
But taking note of thy abhorr'd AſpeR, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany : 


Apt, liable to be employ'd 1 

I funtly broke with thee __ : 
And thou, to be endeered to King, 

Made it no conſcience to deſtroy a Prince. 


Heb. My lord, they fay five Moones were ſcene to 
Foure ixetond eh id whirle about (ught: 
The ather foure, in wondrous motion. 


16 
[ have \ winne their loves againe ; | Heb. Mylotd. 
Brig Con, | lob, Had {tthou but ſhooke thy head, or made a pauſe 
Ba#t, I will ſecke them ont, ; When '> 07-3 192-5 at I purpoled : 
Joly. Nay, but make haſte ; the better foot before. Orturn'd ancyc of doubt upon my face ; 
O, let me have no ſubzeRts enemies, _... As bid metc ny tale in cxprefſe words : 
W hen adverſe Forreyners affright my JOWnes - ſhame bad ſtruck me dumbe, made me breake off, 
With dreadfull pompe Ao ara. thoſe thy feares, might have wrought teares in me. 
Be Mercury, ſet feathers tothy hecles, > _ ro thou didſt underſtand me by my hignes, 
And flye (like thought) from them, ro me againe. didſt in 1gnes againe parley with finne, 
Baſt. The ſpirit of the time ſhall teach me ſpeed, Exw8. | Yea, without ttop, didſtlet thy heart conſent, 
Job, Spoke like a ſprightfull Noble Gentlemane And conſequently, thyr ude hand to ate 
Goe aficr him : for be perhaps ſhall need { The dced, whuch both our tongues held vild to name 


bene wry 8 05a never {ce me more : 
| My Nobles leave me,and my State is braved, 


—_—_— 


Even at my , with rankes of forraigne powres ; 
Nay, inthe body ofthis fieſhly Land, ow 
Thais kingdome, this Confine of blood, ard breathe 
Hottlity, and civill tumule reignes 
Betwerne my conſcience, and my Coſins death, 

Hub. Arme you againſt yourother enemies: 
Ile make a peace berweene your ſoule, and you, 
Yong A4rther is alive : This hand of mine 
Is yct a maiden, and an innocent hand, 
Not wich the Crimſon ſpots of blood: 
Within this boſame, never entred yet 
The dreadfuli motion of a murderous th ought, 
And you have {lander'd Nature inwy forme, 
Whuch howſocver rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fayrcr mind, 
Thanto be butcher of an innocent child. 

lohn. Doth Arthwrlive ? O haſt thee tothe Peeres, 
Throw this report on their incenſcd rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience, 
Forgive the Comment that my paſſion made 
Vpon thy feature, tor my rage was blind, 
And toule immaginary eyes of blood 
Preſented thee more +> naw thanthou art. 
Oh, anſwer not ; but to my Cloſſet bring, 
The argry Lords, with all expedient baſh, 


I conjure thee but lowly : run more faſt. Exeunt, 
Scena Tertia, 
Fnter Arthar on the waller. 
Art. The wallis bigh, and yet will I leape downe. þ 
Good ground be pitifull, and kurt me not : 


There's tew or none doe know me, if they did, 

This Ship-boyesſemblance hath diſguiſ'd me quite. 

I am afraide; and yet Ile venture ir, 

If I gerdowne, and doe not breake my limbes, 

Ile find a thouland ſhifts to getaway ; 

As good to dyc, and goe ; as dyc, and ſtay, 

Oh me, my Vnckles ſpirit is in theſe ſtones, 

Heaventake my foule, and England keepe my boties, Die! | 


Enter P embrooks and Salibury, and Bigot. 
Sal. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Sdmwondibury, 
It is our ſafety, and we muſt embrace 
This gentle offer of the perillous time. | 
Pem. Who brought that Letrer from the Cardinal!? 
$al, The Count Xelone, a Noble lord of France, 
Whoſe private with me ofthe Dolphines love, | 
Is much more gengrall, thantheſe lines import. 


OY Fugot, 


— 


The Life and Death of. King lohn. 


Fig. To morrow morning let us meete him then. 
$4. Or racher then ſer tor ward, for 'twill be 
Two long dayes journey (lords) or ere we mecte. 
Enter Baſtard. 
Baft, Once more -- day well met, —_— ords, 
King by me requeſts your prelence itraight. 
_ Toc King hach dilpaiſc himſclfe ofns X 
We will n ot lyne his thin-beſtainedclake 
With our pure Honors : nor attend the toote 
That leaves the priat of blood where ere it walkes. 
Rerurne, and ell him ſo : we know the worſt. (beſt, 
Baſt, What cre you thinke,good words I thinke were 
Sel.Oar greifes, and not our manners reaton now. 
Baſt. Bur there is lictle reaſon in your gricte. 
Therfore ewere a you had manners now. 
Perm, Sir, (ir, impatience hath his priviledge. 
Baſt. 'Tistrue, to hurt his malter, no man cl(e. . 
Sal. This is the priton ; W hart is he lyes hcere ? 
P.Oh death made proud with pure and princely beuty, 
The earth had nota hole co hide this deed. 
$4, Marther, as hating what himlſclte hath done, 
Dath lay it open to urge on revenge. 
Big. Or when he doom'd this beauty to a grave, i 
Found it roo precious Princely, for a grave. 
Sal. Sir Ric2ard, what thinke you ? you have beheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you thunke 
Or doc you almolt thinke, although you fee, ' _ 
That you doc ſce? could thought, withouc this object 
Forme ſuch another ? this is the very top, 
The heighth, the Creſt ; or Crelt unto the Creſt 
Of murchers Armes : this is the bloodicſt ſhame; 
The wildeſt Savagery, the vildeſt ſtroke 
That ever wall-cy d wrath, or ſtaring rage 
Preſcnted to the reares of ſott remorſe. 
Pem. All murther paſt, doe ſtand excul'd inthis 3 
And thisfo fole, and fo unmatchcable, 
Shall give a holineſfle, a purity, 
Tothe yer unbegacren fiance ot times ; 
And prove adeadly blood-thed, but a jeſty 
Exampled by this beynous ſpectacle. 
Bait. It 1s a damned, anda bloody worke, 
The graccleſſc ation of a heavy hand, 
Itthar it be the worke of any hand. 
Sd. If that it be the worke of any hand ? 
We hada kind of light, what would enſue : 
Itisthe ſhamefull worke of Hebert hand, 
The practice, and the purpoſe of the King ; 
From whoſe obedience forbid my ſoule, 
Kneeling beforethis ruine of ſweet life, 
And breathing to his breathleſle excellence 
The incenſe of a Vow,a holy Vow : 
Never to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight, 
Nor converſant with Eaſe, idleneſle, 
Tul I have (ct a glory to this hand, 
By giving it the worſhip of Revenge. 
Per.Big, Oar foules religiouſly confirme thy words. 
Hub. Lords, I am hot with hate, in fecking 
. $, I am hor with haſte, in ſceki 
4tbar doth live, the —_— lene for you. 00s 
0 on _ _ uthes not atdeath; 
ant t Nai 
Heb. Pe villaine, get thee gone, 
a Muſt I rob the Law. 
- Yourſword is bright fir, put ir 
Se. NottillI ſheathit ina -— 


up againe, 
murtherers $Kin. - 


Heb. Stand backe lord Salſbwry, ftand backe I ſay 
By heaven, I thinke my ſword'sas ſharpe as yours. 
1 would not have you (lord) forget your lclic, 

e; 


U4 : dar't thou brave a Nobleman ? 
Hab. Not for my life : but yer I dare defend 
My innocent life againſt an Empcror, 

Sal.Theuarta Murtherer. 

Hmub. Doe not prove me o : 
Yet Iam none. Whoſe tongue ſo cre {peakes falle, 
Nottruly ſpeakes : who ſpeakes not truly, Lies, 


Few. Cut him topeeces. 
Baſt. the peace, 1 ſay. | 
Sa. z Or I ſhall gaul you Faulconbridge. 


- Baſt. Thou wer't better gaul the divel, Salsbnr7. 
If thou but frowne on me, or ſtirrethy foote, 
Or teach thy halty ſpleene to doe me ſhame, 
Ile ſtrike thee dead. Put up thy fword betime, 
Or lle {ſo maule you, and your toſting- Iron, 
That you ſhall thinke the divel is come from hell. 
Big. What wilt thou doe, renowned Fanlconbridge? 
Seconda Villaine, and a Murtherer ? 
Hub, Lord Biove, I ain none. 
Big, Who kill'd this Prince? 
Hb, 'Tis not an houre ſuice I left him well + 
I honour'd him, Ilov'd him, and will weepe 
My date of life out, for his ſweet lives loſe. 
Sal, Truſt not thoſe _— waters of hus cyes, 
For villanie1s not without ſuch rheume;, 
And he, long traded in it, makesir ſceme 
Like Rivers of remorſe and innocency. 
Away with me, all you whoſc fouls abhorre 
Th'uncleanely favour of aſlaughter-houle, 
For 1am ſtitied with'this {mcl1 of fivne, 
Big. Away, toward Bury, to the Dolphin there. 
P. There tell the King, he may inquire us out -Ex.Lord:. 
. Ba, Here's a good world:knew you of this faire worke? 
Beyond the infinite and boundlefle reach of mercy, 
(If thou didſt this deed of death) art thou daamn'd Hubert. 
Hub. Doe bur heare me (ir. 
Baſt. Ha? Ile tell thee what, 
Thou'rt damn'd asblacke,n ay nothing is ſo blacke, 
Thou art more deepe dam n'd than Prince Lecifer, 
Therc is not yet fo ugly a fiend of hell | 
As thou ſhalt be, if thoudidit kill thischuld, 
Hub. Vpon my {oule. 
* Baſt, If thoudidſi but conſent 
To this moſt craell Act t doe but deſpaire, 
Andifthou want'ſt a Cord, the ſmalle(t thred 
Thatever Spider twiſted from her wombe 
Will ſerve to : Aruſh will bea beame 
To hang thee on, Or wouldfſt thou drowne thy telte, 
Put bur alittle water inaſpoone, 
And it ſhall be as all the Ocean; 
to ſtifle ſuch a villaine up; 
I doe w__ thee very greivoully. WP 24, 
Heb, If I ina&, conſent, or finne of thoughr, 
Be guilty of ingthat ſweet 
_ embounded in this beautcous clay, 
t hell want cnough to torture me + 
T left him wells *.*- 
Bait. Gon Lenin geanes : 
I am amaz'd me thinkes,a my way 
Amongrthethornes, and Gpgers of this world, 
3 
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—_— _— 


Haw eafic doſt thou take all Englandup, 

From forth this morcell of dead Royaity ? 
The lite, the right, and truth of all this Realme 
Is ied to heaven : and England now islett 

To tuz and {camblc, and to part by th'rceth 
The unowed intereſt of proud ſwelling State : 
Now for the bare-pickt bone of Majelty, 

Doth dogged warre briſtle his angry crett, 
And ſnarlcth inthe gentle eyes of peace ; 

Now Powers from home, and diſcontent 's at hom? 
Meet in cneline : and valt confuſion wattes 

As doth a Raven on a ſicke-falne beaſt, 

The imminent decay of wreſtcd pompe. 

Now happy he, whoſe cloake and center can 
Hold out this tempeſt. Beare away that child, 
And follow me with ſpced ; Ile to the King ; 

A thouſand buſineſſes are briete in hand, 


And hcavenit ſ&lfe doth frowne upon the Land, Exw. 


—— — — — 


Atlus Quartus, Scena Primas 


— i _ 


- I 


F ritey Ring [ oby, ard Pandnulph attendants. 


K. John, Thus have 1 yeclded up into your hand 
The Circle of my glory. 

Pard. Take againe 
From this my hand, as bolding of the Pope 
Your Soveraigne greatnefle and authority. 

lon. Now keepe your holy word,goe meet the French, 
And trom his bolincile uſe all your power 
To {top their marches *fore we are enflam'd : 
Our di{contented Counties doe revolt : 
Our people quarrell with obedience, _ 
Swearing Allegiance, and the love ot fovle 
To ſtranger-bioud, to forren Royalty ; 
This !n:andation of miſtempred humor, 
Reits by you onely to be qualihed. 
Then pauſe not; tor the pretent time's ſo ficke, 
[ hat pretent mcdcincanuſt be miniſtred, 
Or overthrow incurecable enſues. 

Pavd. It was iy breath thatblew this Tempeſt up, 
\ pon your ſtubborne uſage of che Pope ; 
Bur ſince you arca gentic convertite, 
My rongue ſhall huth againc this ſtorme of warre, 
And make faire weather in your bluſtring land : 
On thus Aſcention dav , remember well, 
V pon your oath of ſervice to the Pope, 
Goc 1 to make the French lay downe their Armes, Ex, 

Ton. Is this Aſcenſion day ? did not the Prophet 
Say, that before Aſcenſionday at noone, 
My Crowne I ſhould give oft ? evenſol have ; 
I did {uppeſc it ſhould be on conſtraint, 
But (hcav'n be thank'd) it is but voluntary, 
Enter Battard. 

Baſt, All Xent bath yeelded ; nothing there holds our 
But Dover Caſtle : London hath recciv'd 
Like 2 kind Hoſt, the Dolphin and his powers. 
Your Novies willnot heare you, but are gone 
Toctter {crviceto your enemy : 
And wilde amazement hurrics up and down 
The little number of doubtfull friends. 

Ten, \Would not my lords returne co me 222ine 

Atcerthey heard yong eAfrthar was alive ? 


—_— 


Baſt, They found him dead,and caſt into the ſtreets, 
| Ancmpty Casket, where the Iewcll of lite 
By ſome damn'd hand was rob'd, and tane away. 
John, That villaine Hwbert told mc he did live 


—— ee, ERS —_— 


— 


Baſt. Soon m y {oule he did, for ought he Knew : 
But wherefore doe youdroope ? why looke you lad ? 
Be greatinaR,as you have beene in thought : 

Let not the world ſcefeareand fad diſtrutt 
Goverre the motion of a kinglye eye : 
Be ſtirring as the time, be fire with fire, 
Threaten the threatner, and out-face the broyy 
Ot bragging horror : So ſhall inferior eyes 
Thar borrow their behaviours from the great, 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntlefle ſpirit of reſolution. 
Away, and gliſter like the god of warre 
When he intendeth robecome the field : 
Shew boldneflcand aſpiring confidence : 
W tar, ſhall they ſeeke the Lyon in his denne, 
And fright him there? and make himtremble there 2 
Ohlcr it not be faid ; forrage, and runne 
To meet diſpleaſure farther from the doores, 
And grapple with himere he come ſo nye. 
lohn. The Legatof the Pope hath becne with mee, 
And I have madea happy peace with him, 
And he hath promit'd to diſaiſle the Powers 
Led by the Delphin, 
Bait. Oh inglorious league : 
Shall we upon the tooting of our land, 
Send faire-play-orders, and make comprimiſe, 
Infinuation, parley, and baſe truce 


a _ 
— — — 


— 


9 i— — — - 


| Returncthe preſident tothele lords againe, 


_ 


_— - 


' And hcalc the invetcrate Canker of one wound, 


To Armes Invaſive ? Shall a bcardleſe boy, 
A cockred-ſilken wanton brave our helds, 
And fleth his ſpirit in a warre-like ſoyle, 
Mocking the ayre with colours idlcly (pred, 
And find no checke? Letus my Leige to Armes ; 
Perchance the Cardinall cannot make your peace ; 
Or it he doe, lctitat leaſt be (aid 
They ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence, 

obs. Have thou the ordering ot thispreſent time. 

aft. Away then with good courage x yet I know 
Our Party may well meet a prowder toe. 
E x:mnt, 


———”_—  —— 
PU ——_ 


Scena Sectinda. 


Enter (in Armes) Dolphin, Salubmury, Mel one, Pembrote, 
Bigot, Souldzers. 


Deol. My lord Melloone let this be coppicd out, 
And keepe it ſafe for our remembrance : 


Thar having our taire order written downe, 
Both they and we, peruſing ore theſe notes 
May know wheretore we tooke the Sacrament, 
And keep our taithes firme and mviolablc. 

Sal. Vponour fides it never ſhall be broken. 
And Noblc Dolphin, albeit we ſwtare 
A voluntary zeale, and an un-are'd faith 
To your proceedings: yet belceve me Prince, 
[ am not glad that ſuch a {ore of time 
Should ſceke aplaſter by contemn'd revolt, 


4 
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By making many : Oh it grieves my foule, 

That ! mult draw this mettle from my (ide 

To be a widdow-maker : ob ,and there 

W herc honourable reſcue, and defence 

Cries outupoarthe name of Salubwry. 

But ſuch is the inteRtion of the time, 

That for the health and Phyticke of our right, 

| We cannot deale but with the very hand 

Of tzrne injuſtice,and coatuted wrong: 

1nd is't not piety, (oh my grieved friends) 

1hu we,:thez ſonnes and children of this /ſle, 
Were borne to fee {0 fad an houre as this, 
Whicrcin we ſtepatter a (tranger, march 

Vpon her ge "tle boſome, and fill up 

Her enemies rankes? I muſt withdraw, and weepe 
Vpon the ſpot of this inforced cauſe, 

To grace the Gentry of a Land remote, 

And tollow unacquainted colours hcere : 

\V hat h:c:< 2 O Nation that thou couldſt remove, 
That 2\ eprunes Armes who clippeth thee about, 
\W ould veare thee from the knowledge of thy feite, 
And cripple thee unto a Pagan ſhore, : 
Where theſe two Chriſtian Armies might combine 
The bloud of malice, ina veine of league, 

And not to {ſpend it fo un-neighbourly . 

Dol. A noble temper doſt thou ſhew in this, 
And great affections wraſtling in thy boſome 
Doth make an carth-quake of Nobility ; 

Oh, what a novle combate haſt fought 

Berwcene compulſion, and a brave reſpec ; 

Let me wipe off this honourable dewe, 

Thar (ilverly doth progreſle on thy cheekes: 

My heart hath melted ata Ladiestcares, 

Bcingan ordinary Inundation z 

Bat this ctfafion of ſuch manly drops, 

This (howre, blowne up by tempeit of the ſoule, 


. , , - 
Starcles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz d 


Than had | (eene the vaulty top of heaven 
Figur'd quite ore with burning Metcors. 
Litt up thy brow (renowned Salubury) 
An with a great heart heave away this ſtorme 3 
Commend theſe warres tothoſe baby-eyes 
That never (aw the giant-worid enrag'd, 
Nor met with Fortune, other than at feaſts, 
Full warme of blood, of mirth, of goſſipping : 
Come, come ; for thou ſhalt thruft thy hand as deepe 
Into the purlc of rich proſperity 
As L-awir himiclte ; fo (Nobles) ſhall you all, 
That knit your {inewestothe ſtrength of mine: 
Enter Þ andulpho, 
And eventhere, methinkesan Angel ſpake, 
Looke where the holy Legate comes apace, 
Togive us warrant fromthe hand of heaven, 
And on our ations ſet the name of right 
Wrth holy breath. " 
Pand, Haile noble Prince of France : 
The next is this : King /obn hath reconcil'd 
Himſclte to Rome, his ſpirit is come in, 
That fo ſtood outagainit the holy Church, 
The great Metropolis and Sca of Rome : 
Therctore thy threatning coloursnow wind up, 
And :amethe favagefpirit of wilde warre, 
That like a Lyon toſtered up at hand, 
It maylye gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no turther harmefull than io ſhew. 
Delph. Your grace ſhall pardon me, I willnot backe : 


os —_—_ 


es es ts ee 
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I am too high-borne to be properticd 

Tobe a {ecnocary at controull, 

Or uſctull ſcrving-man, and inſtrument 

Toany Soveraigae State throughout the world. 
Your breath firlt kindled the dead coale of warres, 
Berweene this chaftiz'd kingdome and my felte, 
And brought in marter that ſhould feed this hire ; 
And now t1s farre too huge to be blowne out 


| With that ſame weake wwd, which enkindlcd it : 


You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainced me with intereſt to this land, 
Yea, thrult rbis enterprize into my heart, 
And come ye now totell me /obn hath made 
His peace with Rome ? what 1s that peace tome? 
I (by the honor of my marriage bed ) 
Atter yong sFr%ber, claime this land for mine, 
And now1t is halte conquer'sd, mult I backe, 
Becauſe that John hath axade his peace with R ome ? 
Am I Romes ſlave ? what penny hath Rome borne ? 
What mcn provide what municion tent 
Tounder-prop this Action ? Is't not | 
That under-goethis charge 2 who clic but I, 
And fuch as to my cluime arc liable, 
Sweat in this buſinetle, and maintaine this warre ? 
Have I not heard thele lilanders ſhout out 
Uive le Roy, as Ihavebank'd their Townes ? 
Have 1 not heere the belt Cards tor the game 
To winne this calie match, plaid tor a Crowne? 
And ſhall I now give ore the yeeiced Ser 2 
No, no, on my ſoule it never ſhall be taid, 
Pand. Youlooke but onthe out-fide of chis worke, 
Dolph. Out-lide or 1a-fice, I will not returne 
Till my attempt fo much be glorited, 
Asto my ample hope was promitcd, 
Before I drew this gallant head of warre, 
And cull'd thcte fiery ſpirits trony the world 
Toout-looke Conquett, and to winre renowne 
Even inthe jawesof danger, and of ccath ; 
What luſty Trumpet thus corh fummon us ? 
Emer Baſtard. 
Baft. According to the fairc-play ofthe world, 
Let me have audience : I am tcntto fpeake: 
My holy lord of Mfillaze, from the King 
I come to learne how you havedealt for him ; 
And, as you an{wer, 1 doe know the ſcope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue, 
Pand. The Dolphen is too wiltull oppoſite 
And will not temporize with my intreanics : 
He Batcly (ayes, hee'll not lay downe his Armes$. 
Baſt. By all thebloudthar ever tury breath'd, 
The youth ſayeswell. Now beare our Englifs King, 
For thus his Royalty doth ſpeake in we : 
He is prepar'd, and reaſon too he ſhould, 
Thisapith and unmannerly approach, 
This harne(l'd Maske, and uvadvited Revell, 
This unheard {awcincile and boyiſh Troopes, 
The King doth ſmile at, and is well prepar'd 
To whip this dwartiſh warre, this Pigury Armey 
From ont the circle ct his Territories, 
That hand which had the (treagth ,evenat your dore, 
To cudgell you, and make youtake the hatch, 
Todive like Bucketsin concealed Wells, 
Tocrowchinlicter of your table plankes, 
To lyc like pawnes, lock'd up in chelts and trunckes, 
To hug with ſwine, toſecke tweet fatety out 


In vaults and priſons, andto thrilland Ghake, 


Even 
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Even at the crying of your Nations crow, 
Thinking this voyce an armed Engl mans 
Shall that victorious hand be feebled heere, 
Thar in your Chambers gave you chaſticement? 
No : know the gallant Monarch1sin Armes, 
And like an Eaghe, o're his ayery towres, 

To ſowfſe annoyance that comes neere his Neſt ; 
And you degenerate, you ingrate Revolts, 

You bloudy Nero's, ripping up the wombe 

Of your deerc Mother-Eng/and: bluſh for ſhame 7 
For your owne Ladies, and palc-viſag d Maides, 
Like «Amazons, come tripping after drummes : 
Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change, 
Their Needl's to Lances, and their gentle hearts 
To herce and bloudy inclination. 

Dol. There end thy brave, and turne thy face in peace, 
We grant thou canſt out-ſcold us: fare thee well, , 

We hold our time roo precious to be ſpent 
With ſecha brabler. 

Pan. Give me leave to ſpeake. 4 

Bait. No, I will ſpeake. 

Dol. We willattend to neither + 
Strike up the drummes, and let the tongue of warre 
Pleade for our intereft,and our being heere. 

Baſt. Indeed your drummes being beaten,wil cry out; 
And ſo ſhall you, being beaten : doe but ſtart 
Aneccho withthe clamor of thy dramme, 

And evenat hand, adrumme is ready brac'd, 

That ſhall reverberate all, as lowd asthine. 

Sound but another, and another ſhall 

(As lowd asthine) rattle the Welkins care, 

And mocke the deepe month'd thunder : tor at hand 

(Not truſting to this halting Legate heere, 

Whom he hath uf'd rather tor ſport, than accd) 

Is warlike Tohn: and in his forchead fits 

A bare-rib'd death, whoſe otice 1s this day 

To fealt upon whole thouſands of the French. 
Del. Strike up our drammes, to find this danger out. 
Baſt. And thou ſhalt find it (Dolphin) doc not doubt 


E xcunt, 


—— 
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Alarwms. Enter Tohn, and Hubert, 


Tohn. How goes the day with us? oh tell me Hubert, 
Hnb, Badly I teare; how fares your Majeſty ? 
Tobn, Thus Feaver that hathtroubled me fo long, 
Lyecs heavy on me : oh, my heart 15 ficke, 
Eater a Meſſenger. 
Mef. My lord : your valiant kinſman Fawlconbridge, 
Defires your Majeſty to leave the field, 
And ſend him word by me , which way you goe. 
John. Tell himtoward Swiefted,tothe Abbey there, 
CIMeſ, Be of good comfort : for the great ſupply, 
That was expected by the Dolphin heere, 
Are wrack'd three nights agoe on Geodwin ſands. 
This newes was brought to Richard but even now, 
The French fight coldly, and retire themſelves. 
lobm, &yeme, thistyraot Feaver burnes me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good newes. 
Set on toward Swinited ; to my Litter ſtraight, 
W cakeneſle poſleiieth me, and I am faint. 
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Eater Salu bury, Pembroke, and Bigot. 
Sal. I did not thinke the King io ſtor 'd with friends, 
Fem. Vp once againe : pur ſpiritin the French, 
If they miſcarry : we miſcarry too. 
Sal. That miſbegotten divell Faxlconbridge, 
In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. 
Pem, They ſay King Jobw ſore ficke, hath left the field, 
Enter Meloon wounatrd. 
Mel. Lead me tothe Revolts of £ng/and heere., 
Sai. When we were happy, we had other names, 
Tem. Itisthe Count Meloove, 
Sal, Wounded to death. 
Ate. Flye Noble Onghſ, you are bought and ſcld, 
Vathred the rude eye of Rebellion, 
And welcome home againe diſcarded faith, 
Secke out King /obw, and fall before his feet |, 
on if the French be lords of this loud dy, 
© Mmeanes tO recompence the paines you take, 
By cutting off your heads: Thus! hath he tworne, 
And I with him, and many moe with me, 
Vpon the Altar at Saint Edmondsbery, 
Even onthat Altar, where we ſwore to you 
Deere Amity, and everlaſting love, 
Sal. May this bc poſſible 2 May this be true ?| 
l CAlet. _ I not = death within my view, 
etai ta quant1 ie, 
Which biceds —_ —_ torme of waxe 
Relolveth from his figure 'gainſt the fire? _ 
What in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 
Since I muſt loſe the uſe of all deccite ? 
Why fhould I then be falſe, ſince it istruc 
That I muſt dye heere, and live hence, by truth? 
I ſay againe, 1t Lews doe winne the day, 
He 15 forſworne, if ere thoſe eyes of yours 
Bchold another day breake in the Ealt : 
But even this night , whoſe blacke contagious breath 
Already {moakes about the burning Creſt 
Ot the old, feeble, and day-wearicd Sunne, 
Even thas ill night, your breathing ſhall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated Treachery, 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives : 
If Lew, by your aſſiſtance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King z 
The love of him, and this reſpeR belides 
(For that my Grandfire was an Engliſhman) 
A wakes my conſcience to confteſſe allthis, 
In lieu whereot, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of the field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace :and part this body and my ſoule 
With contemplation, and devout deſires. 
Sat. Wedoe delcevethee,and beſhrew my ſoule, 
But Idoe lovethe tavour, and the forme 
Of this molt faire occaſion, by the which 
We will untread the ſteps of damned flight, 
And like a bated pu ras flood, oj 
Leaving our rankeneſſe and irregular courſe, 
gn. within thoſe bounds we have orc-look'd, 
And calmecly run on in obedience, 
Eventoour Ocean, to our great King /ohn. 
My arme ſhalt givethee belpe to bcare thee hence, 


| 
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For I doe ſcethe cruell pangs 
Rightinthine cye. Away 
And happy newnefſe 


if 
#. 
—_ 


Ba#t. Bricfe then : and what's the newes? 
Hab. O my ſweet Sir,newes fitri 
Blacke, tcarctull, comfortleſſe, and horrible. 
Baft. Shew me the very wound of this ill newes, 
I am no woman, lle not fwound at it. 


my friends, new flight 


oo , to the night, 
rig Extevn. 


$ 


C 


Flnb. The Ki 


'dby a Monke, 
Left himalm 


with this prompt he 
you this evill,that you mi 
The better arme reneeds oldinecins;” - 


w Quinta, 


lt 


Emer 


Than if you had at leiſure knowne of this. 

Baſt. How did he take it ? W ho did taſte to him ? 
Hab, A Monke 1 te!l you,a reſolved Villaine 
Whole bowels ſuddenly burſt out : The King 
Yer ſpeakes,and enture may recover. 
thou leaveto rend his Majeſty? 
Hub. Why know you not? The Lordsarc all come 


And brought Prince Henry ig their company, 
ne heck don'd them, 


ned bis Tv aine. 
Dol. The Sun of heaven(me 
Bur ſtaid, and made the Weſterne W 
When Eng4/6 meaſure backeward their owne ground 
In faint reryre : Oh bravely came we off, 
When with a Volley of our necedleſſe ſhor, 
After ſuch bloody toyle,we bid good night, 
And woon'd our tatt'ri 
Laſt inthe field,and 
Enter 4 
CMeſ. Where is my Prince 
Del. Heere,what newes ? 
Meſ.The Count eMeleene is (laine : The £ngiih Lords 
By his per{waſion are at leng 
And your ſupply which you have wiſh'd ſo long, 
Are ca(t away,and funke on Goodwin Sands. 
Del. Ah fouic ſhrew'd newes.Beſhrew thy very heart: 
I did not thinke to beſo fad tonight 
As this hath made me, Who was he that ſaid 
King lohn did fly an houre or two before 
The tumbling night did part our weary powres ? 
Me(. Who ever ſpoke it,it is true my Lord, 
Del. WW ell: keep good 
The day ſhall not be up ſo foone as I, 
To try the faire adventure of to morrow. 


)wasloath to ſet; 


Baſt. Whodi 


At whoſe {the Ki 
aeraebent his Maj ic. 

Baſt. With-hold thine indignarion,mighty heaven, 
Andtemptus not to bexre above cur power. 
Ile tellthee Hubert, halfe my 
Palſing theſe Flars,are taken by the Tide, 
Theſe Lincolne-waſhes have devoured them, 
My felte, well mounted, have eſcap'd. 
before : Conduct me to the King, 
I doubt he will be dead,or cre I come. 


power this nighe 


Scena $ eptima. 


Hen. Itis too late,the lite of all his bloud 


Scana Sexta. 


— — ns 
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Isrouch'd,corruptibly : and hispu 
(Which ſome luppolc the ſoules fraile dwelling houſe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 

Foretell che ending of mortality. 


Emer Baſtard and Hubert ſeveraly. 
way os hoſe there ? Speake hoa, ſpeake quickly; or 1 
00t. 
Baſt. AFriend. What artthcu ? 
Hab. Ofthe 
Bat, Whit 
Hub. What's that to thee ? 
Why may not I demand of thine affaires, 
As well as thou of mine ? 
_ Hubert, thinke. 
H«5. Thou haſt a perfe 4 thought : 
I will upon all ha well bats 
Thou art my friend 
Who artthoeu ? 
Baſt. Who thou wilt 
Thou maiſlt be-friend me 
[come one way ofthe Plantagenets. 
Hub. Vakinde remembrance 
Have done me ſhame : Brave 
That any accent b 


Should ſcape the 


Emer Pembroke, 
— Fm, His Highneſſe yet doth ſpeake, and holdsbeleefe, 
That being brought intothe open ayre, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poyſon which aſlayleth him. 

Hes, Let bim be broughtinto the Orchard heere : 
Doth he ſtill rage? 

Pem, He is tmore paticnt 
Than when you lett him ; even now he ſung. 

Hev. Oh vanity of ſickneſle : fierce extreames 
In their continuance, will not feele themſelves. 
Death having prei'd upon the ourward parts 
Leavesthem inviſible 
Againſt the wind,the which he 


Which in their thr 


of England. 
doſt thou goe ? 


,and hir fiege is now 
icks and wounds 


and preſſe to that laſt hold, 
Confound themſelves. Tis ſtrange that death ſhould ſing: 
I amthe Symet tothis pale faint Swan, 
Who chaunts adoletull hymne to his owne death, 
of frailty (ings 

their laſting reſt. 
comfort ( Prince) for you are borne 
To ſet a forme upon that indigeſt 
Which kc hath left ſo ſhapelefſe,and fo rude. 

lobn brought is, 
Tohn, I marry,now my foule hath 


hat know'ſt my tongue ſo well : 


:and if thou pleaſe 
fo much,asto thinke 


:thou,and endleſſc night, 
Souldier,pardon me, 
ceaking from thy tongue, 
true acquaintance of mine carc. 
Bat, Comncoms : ſans complement, W hat newes 
r 

Hub. Why here walke L,in the blacke brow of night, 

To fade you out, - 


And from the 
His foule and 


eiboyw-roome, 


4 
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That all my bowcls crumblevp to duſt ; 

I ama (ctibled fome drawre with a pen, 

Vpona Parchmeat ,and agaialt this tire 

Doe | ſhrinke up. | 
Hen. How farcs your Majeſtic ? | 
leh. Poylou'd,ill fare : dead,torſooke,caſt off, 

And none ot you l bid the Winter come 1.2 

Tothraſt his ycic fingers un my maw ; 

Nar kt my ; _ Rivers take their courle - 

Through my,burn'd boſome : nor intreatthe North 

To make hi pwiades kiile my parchedlips, 

And comfort me withcold,I doe not aske you much, 


I be cotafort;, and you are ſo Rraight 
And {oingratetull, you « 
Hen. ( there 


ere were fome vertue in) my teares, 
1EVE YOu s ; 
Ton. Theaaltof them is Yor. ; 
Within me is a hell, and there the poyſon 
Is,as a fiend,contin'd to tyrannize, 
_ unrepreeveable condemned blood- 
Enter Baſtard. | 
Bait, Oh, I am ſcaided with wy violent motion 
An1 ſpleens of ſpeed,to ice your Majcitic. 
lon. Oh Cozen, thogart come to ict mine cye : 
The tzc%lc of my heart,is crack 'dand burnt, 
And allthe ſhrowds whe: ewith ry life ſhould ſaile, 
Are turncd to one thred, onc little Þaire ; 
My heart hath one poore ſtring. itay it by, 
Which holds but r:ll thy newes be uttered, 
And then all this thou icelt, is buta clod, 
And module of confounded Ro) _ 
Baſt. The Loiphin is preparing hither-ward, 
Where heaven he knowes how we ſhall anſwer him. 
For in ani2ht the beſt part of my power, 
As 1 uponadyaarage did remove, 
Were in the #4ſfbes all unwarily, 
Devoured by the unexpected flood, 
Sal. You breathe theſe dead newes inas dead an care 
My Liege,my Lord : but now a King,now thus. 
Hen. Evenio muſt Lrunne on and cvenio ſtops 
What ſurcty ofthe world, what hope,w har ftay, 
W hen this was now a King,and now 1s Clay? 
Bi. Art thou gone ſo? I doe butſtay behinde 
To doe the aftice for thee,ot revenge, 
And then my {oule ſhall waite on thee to heaven, 


——— 


Ic would not out at windowes,nor at doores, $1 £Seank hath been thy ſcrvantRill. 
There 15 ſo hot a Summer in my boſome, Dd uleer 


Straight let us ſeekeyortraigh 
The Dolphinrages at our very hee 
Sat. itſeemes yon know not then ſo much as we, 
The Cardinail Pandephis withinat reſt, 
Who halfe an houre {ince came from the Dolphin, 
And brings from him ſuchoffers of our peace, 
As we with honour and reſpeR may take, 
With preſently to leave this warre. 
Baſt. He will the rather doe it when he ſees 
Our ſelves well finew'd 80 0ur detence. 
Sal. Nay, tis ina mannerdone already, 
For many carriages he hath diſpatch'd 
To the Sea-(ide,and put his caute and 
To the diſpoſing of the Cardinal, 
With whom your (elfc,my (clfe and orher Lords, 
If you thinke mecte,this afrernoone will poſt 
To conſummate thus bufineſic happily. 
Ba#t. Let itbeſo,and you my Noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall waite upon your Fathcrs funerall. 
Hen. At wer fer mul his body be unterr'd, 
For fo he will'd it. 
Baſt. Thither ſhall itthen, 
And PING your ſweet ſelfe pat on 
The lincall ſtate,and glory of the Land, 
To whom with all ſnbmiſſion on my knee, 
I doe bequeath my faithtull ſcrvices 
And true ſubjeRtion cverlaſtingly: 
Sal. And the like tender of our love we make 
To reſt withouta ſpot for evermore, 
Hem. | havea kindeſoule that would give thankes, 
And knewes not bow to doe itybut with teares. 
Baft, Ohlert us pay the time : bur needtull woe, 


| Since it hath beene beforehand with our grictes, 


This &»glaxd never did, ror never ſhall 

Lye at the proud foote of a ft 

But when it firft did helpe ro wound it ſelfe,Q@. * 
Now,thelc her Princesare come home againe, 

Come the three corners of the warld in Armes, 

And we ſhall ſhocke them : Nought ſhall make us rue, 
If England to it ielte,doe reſt but true. Exmm, 
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eAttns Primus, Scaena Prima, 


KPC 


Emer King Richard, lohn of Gaxat with other Nobles 
aud Attendants. , ' a 


King Richard. 
LL John of Gant, tune-honoured Lancaſter, 
M8 Haſt thou according to thy oath and band, 

J Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fon : 
Here to make good the boyſterous late ap» 
. | Whichthen our leaſure would not let us heare, (peale, 
| | Againſt the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbr ay ? 

Gaunt, 1 have my Liege, 
King. Tell me moreover,haſt thou ſounded him, 
If heappeale the Duke on ancient malice, 
Or worthily asa good ſubjeR ſhould, 
On ſame knowne ground of treachery in him. 
awnt, As neere as I could fitt him on that argament, 
Ontome apparant danger (cene in hum, 
Aym'd at your highnefle,no invetcrate malice. 

King. Then cali them roour preſence face to face, 
And frowning brow to brow,ourfelves will heare 
Thaccuſer,and the accuſcd,treely ſpeake ; 

High (tomack'd are they both,and full of ire, 
la rage,dcafy as the ſea ; haſty as fire, 


—_ - 
— _ 


Enter Bullingbrooks and Mowbray. 
Ball. Many yeares 57, ates. dayes betall 

My gracious Soveraigne,my molt loving Liege. 
CMow. Exch day ſtill better others happinele, 

Vrxill the heavens envyingeartbs good hap, 

Adde an immortall title to your Crowne. 
K ing. Wethanke you both,yet one but fiatters us, 

As we'l appeareth by the cauſe you come, 

Namely to appeale cach other ofhigh treaſon .” 

Coulin of Hereford what doſtthou obje&t 

Againſt the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mombr ay ? 
Bull. Firſt, heaven be the record to my ſpeech, 

In the devo:1on of a fubjeRts love, 

Tendringthe precious ſafety of my Prince, 

And tree trom other miſ-begotren hate, 

Come [ appealant to this Princely preſence. 

Now Thomas Atowbray doe I turne tothee, 

And marke my greeting well : for what 1 ſpcake, 

» | MyCody ſhall make good upon this carth, 

Or my divine ſoule anſwer it in heaven. 

Thou art a Traitor and a mi{creant ;, 

Too good to be ſo,and too bad to live, 

Sce the more faire and Criſtall is the skic, 


er, 


{ The uglier ſceme the cloudes that init flye : 
Once more,the more toaggravate the note, 
wy a foule traitors name ttuffe I thy throat, 
And wiſh(fo pleale my Soveraigne)Jere I move, (prove. 
What my cg_ tpeaks,my right drawne {word may 
Afow. Let not my coole words here accuſe my zcale : 
Tis not the trya/l of a womans warre, 
The bitter clamour of twocager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this cauſe betwixt us twaine : 
The bloud is hot that mult be cool'd for this, 
Yet can I not of ſuch tame patience boaſt, 
As tobe huſht,and nought atall to fay. 
Firſt the faire reverence of your highneſſe curbes mee, 
From giving reines and ſpurresto my tree ſpeech, 
Which clſe would poſt,unrill it had return'd 
Theſe tearmes of treaſon,doubly downe lus throat, 
Serring aſide his high blouds royalty, 
And let him be no kinſman to my Liege, 
| doedetic him,and { (pit at him, 
Call bim a (landerous Coward,and a Villaine : 
W hich to maintaine,I would allow him oddes, 
And meet him,were I tide to run afoot, 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
Or any other ground inhabrable, 
Where ever Englioman durit fer bis foot, 
Meane time\let this detend my loyalty, 
By all my hopes moſt falſely doth helye. 
Bul.Pale trembling Coward,there I throw my gage, 
Diſclaiming here the kindred of a King, 
And lay aſide my high bloods Royalty, 
Which fcare,not reverence makes thee to except, 
If guilty dread hath kfrthee fo much ſtrength, 
Asto take up mine honours pawne,then [toope. 
By thar,and all the rights of Knighthood cite, 
Will I make good agaialt rhee arme to arme, 
What I have ſpoken,or thou canſt devile. 
Mow. | take it up,and by that (word I {weare, 
\Vhich gently laid my Knighe-hood on my Moulder, 
lle anſwer thee inany taire degree, 
Or Chivalrous deſigne of knightly tryall : 
And when I mount; alive may I not light, 
[f I be traitor, or unjuſtly tight, 
King, W hat doth our Couſin lay to ſowbrajes charge? 
It mult be great that can inberite us, 
So much as of a thought of ill in hum. 
Bul. Looke what I ſaid, my life ſhall prove ittrue, 
That onbray hath receiv'd eight thouſand Nobles, 
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Inname of endings for your Highneſſe Souldiers, 
The which he hath detain'd for lewd imployments, 
Like a falſe traitor and injurious Villaine. 

Beſides I ſay,znd will in battaile prove, 

Or hecrc,or elſewhere to the furtheſt Verge 

That ever was ſurvey'd by Emglaſh eye, 

That all the treaſons tor theſe c1ghteene yeares 
Complotted and contrived in this Land, : 
Fetchr from falſe Mowbray their firſt head and ſpring. 
Further I fay,and further will maintaine 

| Vpon hi sbad life, to make all this good, ® 

| Thar he did plot the Duke of G/enfers death, 
Suggelt his ſoone belecving adverſaries, 

And conſequently like a traitor Coward, 


W hich bloud,like ſacrificing eAbels cryes, 
(Even from the tonguelefle cavernes of the earth) 
Tome for luſtice,and rough chaſtiſement ; 
And by the glorious worth of my deſcent, 
This arme fh4ll doe 1t,or this life be ſpent, 

King. How higha = his reſolution ſoarcs: 

Thomas of N.grfolke,why ſayſtchou to this ? 
Mow. Oh let my Soveraigneturne away his tace, 

And bid hiscares a little while be deafe, 

Till 1 have told this {lander of his bloud, 

How God and good men hate ſo fowle a lyer- 
King. Mowbray,impartiall are our cyes and carcs, 

Were he my brother,nay,onr Ki heire, 

As he is but my fathers brothers ſunne ; 

Now by my Sceptersawe, I make a vow, 

Such neighbour-necrencſſc toour ſacred blood, 

Shonld nochiog privilcdge him,nor partialize 

The unſtooping tirmeneile of my upright toulc. 

He is cur ſubjea( Mowbray) fo art thou, 

Free ſpecch and fearcleſſc, I to thee allow. 

Mew. Then Bullingbrookeas low as tothy heart, 
Through the falſe paflage of thy throat ; thou lycſt : 
Three parts of that xecciptI had for Callice, 
Disburkt I to his Highneſſe ſouldiers ; 

The other part reſerv'd I by conſent, 
For that my Soveraigne Licge was in my debt, 
Vpon remainder of a deere account, 
Since laſt I went to Frexceto fetch his Queene ; 
Now ſwallow downe that lye. For Gloxſters death, 
I New him not ; but (to mine owne diigracc) 
NegleRted my tworne cuty inthat caſc : 
For you my noble Lord of Lanca#Fer, 
The honourable Father tomy Foe, 
Once I did lay an ambuſh for your life, 
A treſpaſſe that doth vex my grieved ſoule : 
Buterc I laſt recciv'd the Sacrament, 
I did confeffe 1t,and exatly begg d 
Your Graces pardon,and I hope I had it. 
This is my fault: as for the reſt appeal'd, 
It ifues frem the rancour of a Villaine, 
A recreant and molt degenerate traitor, 
Which in my felfc | boldly will dctend, 
And interchangeably hurle downe my gage, 
V pon thisoverweeningtraitors foot, 
To prove my {cltc a leyall Gentleman, 
Evenin the beſt bloud chamber'd in his boſome. 
In haſte whereof moſt heartily I pray 
Your Highneſle to affigne our tryall day. 
Kmg. Wrath kindled Gentlemen be rul'd by me : 
Let's purge this choller withourlertting blood : 


This we preſcribe,though no Phyſition. 


I 
_— 


Sluc'dout his innocent ſoule through ſtreames of blood: 


—_— 


ns 


Oe malice makes too deepe incilion. 

orget,forgive,conclude,and beagreed, 

Our Doftors ſay,this is no time to 

Good Vnele,let this end where in begun, 

Wee'l calme the Duke of N ,you your fon. 
Gauni, Tobe a ul become my age, 

Throw downe (my fonne) e of Norſotkes g:oe. 


King. And Norſolkethrow downe his. 
when? Obedience bids, 


Gans, When Harry 


Obedience bids, ſhould not bid agen. 


King. N grfolke, throw downe , we bid ; there is 59 
boote 


Mow. My ſelfe I throw (dread Soveraigne )at thy foo. 
My life thou ſhalt command, but not my ſhame, 
Theone my duty owes,but my faire name 
Deſpight of death that lives upon my grave 
Todarke diſhonours uſc,thou fhalt not have, 

] amdiſgrac'd,impcach'd,and baftel'd here, 
Prerc'd to the foule with ſlanders venom'd ſpeare + 
The which no blame can cure,but his heart 


Which breath'd this poyſon. 


King. Rage mult be withſtood : 
Give me his gage : Lyons make Leopard 
ſpots: take but my ſhame, 
And 1 o__ gage. My deere,deere Lord, 

tr mortall times afford, 
Is ſpotleſſe reputation : that away, 
Men are but gilded loame,or painted clay, 


Maw.Yca,but not change his 
T he pure 


A lewell in aten-times barr'd up Cheſt, 


Is2 bold ſpirit in aloyall breſt. 


Mine honour is my lite ; both grow in one : 
Take honour from me,and T7 lite i 


Then (deere my Liege )mine 


In that I livezand for that will I dic. 
King. Coolin,throw downe your gages 


Doe you begin, 


Bnl. Oh hcavendefend my ſoule from ſuch foulc ſins 
Sha!lI ſeeme Creſt-falne in wy fathers ſight, 
gar-fears impeach my hight 
'ddaſtard? Eremy toong, 
Shall wound mine honor with ſach feeble wrong ; 
Or ſound fo baſe a parle : my teeth ſhalltcare 
The ſhaviſh morive of recanting feare, 
And ſpit it bleeding in his high diſgrace, 
Where ſhame doth harbour, even ua Afowbrayer face. 
Exit Cann, 
omimand, 


Or with pale 
Before this oar 


King, We were not borne to fac, butto c 
Which ſince we cannot doe to make you fricnds, 


done. 
rlet metry, 


Be ready, (as your lives ſhall an{wer it) 
Ar (oventree, upon Saint Lamberts day : 


There ſh:ll your ſwords and Lances arbitrate 
Theſwelling differenceof your {etled hate ; 

Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall {ce 

Luſtice deſigne the ViRors Chivalry. 

Lord Marſhall, command our Othicers at Armes, 


Be ready to dire theſe home Alarmes, 


Event, 


—— _ —_ > —— _——— Cn es 


Scena Secunda. 


Emer Gaunt, and Dutcheſſe of Glonerfter. 
Gamnt. Alas,the part | had in Gleaers blood 
Doth more ſolicite me than your exclaimes, 
To ſtirre againſt the Butchers of his life, 
| 


— 
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Bur fiace corre&tion lyerh in thoſe hands 
W hich made the fault that we cannot corre, 
Put we our quarrell to the will of heaven, 
Who when they tee the houres ripe on carth, 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Dut. Findes brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpurre? 
Hath love 1a thy old blood no living fire ? 
Edwards (even tonacs ( whereof thy (elfe art one ) 
Were as tevea vialles of his Sacred blood. 
Or (even taire branches ipringing from one roote : 
Some of thote ſevenare dride by natures coucle, 
Some of thote branches by the deltinies cur : 
But Thomas, my deere Lord, my life, my Gloſter, 
One Viall tull of Edwards Sacred blood, 
One flouruhing branch of his moſt Royall roote 
1s crack'd, and all the precious liquor ſpilr ; 
Is hackt dowae, and his ſummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murdezs bloody Axe. 
Ah Gaz ? His blood wasthine, that bed,that wombe, 
That mettle, that felte-mould taat faſhion'd thee, 
Made hima :naa : and chough thou liv'ſt, and breath'ſt; 
Yet artthou flaine in him : thou doett conſent 
11 ſome large mealure to thy rathers death, 
In that thou ſcelt thy wretched brother dye, 
Who was the modell of thy Fathers lite. 
C2ll it nut patience (Gawn') it 15 defpaire, 
In ſuffering thus thy brother to be ſlaughrer'd, 
Thoa ſheiw'ſt the naked pathway to thy lit, 
Teaching iterne murther how to butcher thee :; 
That which in meane men we intitle patience 
Is pale cold cowardite in noble breits: 
W hat ſhall [ fay, to fategard thine owne life, 
The belt way is to venge my Gloſters death. 


His Deputy 2nnoynted in his fight, 

Hath c2us'd his dcath, the which it wrongfully 
Let heaven revenge : tor 1 may never litt 

An angry arine againlt his Miniſter, 

Dmt. Where then (alas) may I complaine my (clic ? 

Gaz. To lzavengthe widdowes Champion todetence. 

Dat. W hv then 1 will : farewell old Gazar. 

Thou go lt toC oventry, there ro behold 

Our Coſine Hereford,and tell Mowbray fight: 

O lit my husbands wrongs on Herefords ſpeare, 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes brelt : 

Orif misfortune miſſe the firſt carreere, 

Be Mowbrayes finnes fo heavy in his boſome , 

That they may breake his foaming Courters backe, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Liſts, 

A Cayrifte recreant to my Coline Heretord. 

Farewell o!d Gawnt, thy ſometinics brothers wife 

With her companion Greefe, muſt end her lite, 
Gas. Silter fare well : I muſt ro Couentric, 

As much good ſtay with thee, as go with me. 

Dat. Y<t one word more: Greete boundeth where it 
Nor with the cmptic hollowneſſe,but weight: (falls, 
I take my !cave, before I have begun, 
| For ſorrow ends not: when ir ſeemeth done. 

Commend meto my brother Edward Yorks. 
Loe, this is all : nay yerdepart nor ſo , 
Thoughthis be all, do not ſo quickly goe, 

all remember more. Bid hun, Oh, what? 
With all good fpeedar Plaſhie viſit me- | 
Alacke,and what ſhall good old Yorke there ſce 
But empty lodgings, and unfarniſh'd wallcs, 


Gawne. Heayens1s the quarrell : tor heavens ſubſtiture | 


; And by the grace of God and this mite axme, 


—_r 


And what heare there for welcome, but my grones ? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 
To ſecke out ſorrow, that dels every where ; 
Deſolace, deſolate will 1 hence, and dye, 


The laſt leave of thee, takes my weeping eyes Excant 


he —— ———— —_ — — —_—————_—_— 
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| ScanaT ertia, 


.- © "HANDE Y Ty 


Enter Marſhall, mdeAumerts. 
Aar. My L. eAumert,js Harry Hereford arm\'d? 
Awm. Yca,at all poynts, and longs tocnter in, 
Mar. The Dake of Nort9ike, ſprightfull and bold, 
Stayes but the ſummons of the Appealants Trumper. 
An. Why then the Champions, are prepar'd,and ſtay 
For nothing but his Majeſtics approach. Flowriſh, 
Emer Kg, Gaunt, Buſby, Bagot, Greene, & 
| others : Thin Mowbray in Ar- 
mor, and Harrold. | 
Rich. Marthall, demand of yonder Champion 
| The cave of has arrivall heere in Armes, | 
| Aske him his name, 2nd orderly procced | 
| To {were him in the yuſtice of his cauſe. 
| CMar.ln Gods Name,and the Kir.gs,fay whothou art, | 
| And why thou com'ſt, thus knightly clad in Aines? | 
| Againſt what man thou com'ſ{t,aad what's thy quarrell, | 
| 
| 


Speake truely on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 
As fo defend thee hcaven, and thy valour. | 
| Aow. My ramets Tho, Mowbray Duke cf Nortelke, 
| Who hither come engaged by my oath 
| {Which heaven defend a knight ſhould violate 
Both to dctend my loyalty andrruth, | 
To God, my King, and his ſucceeding iflue, 
; Agiine the Duke of Hereford, that appeales me; 


Toprove him (in defending of my felte ) 
A Traitor tomy God, my King,and mc, : 
And as I truly hght, detend me heaven. 
Tucker, Enter Hereford, and Havold. 
Rich. Marſhall : Aske yonder Knight in Armes, 
Both who hee 15, and why he commeth hither, | 
Thas placed in habiliments of warre : 
And forma'ily :ccording to our Law 
Depole hun 11 the jultice of his cauſe. 
Aa. Whit is thy name?& whertore com'ſt thou hither 
Before King Kickard in his Royall Lifts 2 
Againt whom com it thou? and what's thy quarrell ? 
Speake like a true Kwight, ſo defend thee heaven. 
Bull. Harry of Heretord,Lancatter, and Derbie, 
Am I : who ready here do ſtand in Armes, 
To prove by heavens grace, and my bodyes valour, 
In Liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke ot Norfolke, 
Thar he's a Traitor foule and dangerous, 
To God of hcaven, King Richod, androme, 
And as I truely iaght,detend me heaven. | 
Mar. On paine of death, no perton be ſo bold, | 
Or daring hardie as rotouchthe Liſtes, 
Except the Marthall, and ſuch ozhicers 
Appointed to dire theſe faire deſignes, 
' Bull. Lord Marſhall, let me kiſſe my Soveraigns hand, ? 
And bow my knee before his Majeſtic : A 
For Abwhray and my lelfe are like two men, | 


Vn-peopel'd Offices, untroden ſtones? = 


That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 


C Then | 
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Thea let us take a ceremonious leave | 

And loving farcwvell of our ſcverall friends. 
Mar. 1 he Appcalant in all duty greets your Highnes, 

And craves to kiſſe your hand,and take his lcave. 
Kich,” \W c will dcſcend,and fold him in our armes« 

Coſin of Hereford as thy cauſc is juſt, 

So be thy fortune in this Royall hight : 

Farcwell,my blood,which it to day thou ſhead, 

Lament we may,but not revenge thee dcad. 
Bull, Ohlct no noble cyc prophane ateare 

For mc,it 1 begor*'d with CMombrayes {pcarc : 

As contideat, as is the Falcons flight 

Againſt a bird,doe 1 with Mowbray tight. 

My loving Lord,l take my leave of you, 

Ot you (my Nuble Colin) Lord 4umerk ; 

Not ſickc,although 1 have to doe with death, 

But luſtic,yong,and chcerely drawing breath, 

Locas at Enguth Feaſts,{fo 1 regreet 

The daintictt Jaſt,to make the end moſt fiveet. 

G!; thou the carthy author ot my brood, 

W hole yuurhtull tpiitin me regencrate; 

Poth with arwe-told vigor httine up 

To 1cach ar victory avove my head, 

Adde proofe unto mine A1mour with thy prayers; 

And with thy blcilings ſtcele my Lances point, 

That 1t may enter CMowbrajes waxen Coate, 

And turnith new the name of [ohne Gaunt, 

Even in the luſty haviour of his ſonne. 
Gamnt Heaven in thy good cauſe maketkee proſp'rous, 

Be {wifr like lightning in the execution, 

And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 

Of thy amaz'd pernicious enemy, | 

Rouzcup thy youthfull blood, be valiant,and live. 
Bull. Minc innoccncc,and S.George to thrive. 
Atow, How ever heaven or fortune caſt my lot, 

There lives,or dies,truc to King Richards Throne, 

A loyall,jult,and upright Gentleman : 

Never did Captainc witha treer heart, 

Calt off his chaincs of bondage,and embrace 

His golden uncontroul'd enfranchitement, 

More than my dancing ſoule doth ceicorate 

This Fea't of Battell,with minc adverfarie. 

Moſt mighty Licgc,and my companioa Pecrces, 

Take from my mouth,the with cf happy yceres 

As gentle,and as 10cond,as to jet, 

Gol ro fight : Truth, hath a quict breſt. 
Rich. Farcwcll,my Lord,tccurcly I cpy 

Vertue with Valour,conched 1n thine eye : 

Order the trial Marthall,and dcgin, 
Mar. Harrie of Hereford, Lancaſter,and Derby, 

Reccive thy Launcce,und heaven detend thy right. 
Bull. Strong as a tow:rc in hopc,l cry Amen. 
Ala. Go bare this Lance to Thomas D.of Norfolke. 
1. Harry of Hereford La .caſter,and Derby, 

Stands here for © d, his Sos craigne,and himſclfe, 

On paine to be found taiſc,and recreant, 

To prove the Duke of Nortolkxe, Thomas Mowbray, 

A Traitor to his Cod, his King,and him, 

And dares himto fer forwards to the fight. 
2.Har, Bcerc ſtandeth Tho. Mowbray Duke of Nortolk 

on paine to be tound falſcand recreant, 

Bothto defend himfclfe,and to approve 

Herry of Rerefard, Lancaſter and Derby, 

To GocG,his Sorcraigne,and to him difloyall : 


Couragioaſly,and with afree deſire, 


Attending but the ſignall ro begin. A charge ſounded 
| Car. Sound trumpers,and (er forward Conbatants; 
{ Stay,the King hath throwne his Warder downe- 

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets & their Speares, 
And both returnec backe to their Chaires againe : 
Withdraw with us,and let the Trumpers lound, 
| While we returne thele Dukes what we decrees 

A long Floursh, 
Draw neere and lilt 
W hat with our Councell we have done. 
For that our kingdomes earth ſhould nor be ſoyld 
With that deere blood which it hath foitercd, 
{ And for our eyes do hate the dire aſpeRt 
Ot civill wounds plowgh'd up with neighbors ſwords, 
Which ſo rouz'd up with boyltrous untun'd drummes, 
With harſh reſounding Trumpets dreadfull bray, 
And grating ſhocke of wrathtull yron Armes, 
Mighttrom our quiet Contines fright faire Peace, 
And make us wade even in our kindreds blood : 
Theretorc,we baniſh you our Territories. 
You Colin Heretord,upon paine of death, 
Till ewice five Summers have cnrich'd our ficlds, 
Shall nor regreet our faire dominions , 
Burt treade the ſtranger pathes of baniſhment. 

Bull. Your will be done : This muſt my comfort be, 
That Sun that warmes you heere,ſhall ſhine on me: 
Aud tholc his golden beames to you here lent, 

Shall point on me,and giid my baniſhmenr. 

Rich, Nortolke : tor thee remaines a heavierdoome, 
Which I with ſome unwillingaciic pronounce, 

The flye flow hourcs ſhall not determinate 
The datcleflc limit of thy deere exile ; 
The hopelcflc word,ot never to rcturne, 
Breathe I againſt thee,upon paine of life, 

Cow. A hcavy lentence, my molt Soyeraigne Licge, 
And all uniook'd tor trom your Highneſfe mouth : 

A decrer mcrit,not 10 deepe a maine, 

As to be calit torth in the common ayre 

| Have I detcrved at your Highnefſe hands. 
The Language { have lcarn'd theſe forty yeares 
(My native Englith)now I muſt forgo, 

! And now my tongues uſe is rome no more, 

| Than anunftringed Vyoll,or a Harpe, 

' Orlike a cunning initrument cas'd up, 

| Ordeing open, pur into his hands 

| That knowes no touch to tune the harmony. 


Mm — _ 


| Within my mouth you have cngaol'd my tongue , 
| Douvly perculliſt with my ecet1 and lippes, | 
And dult,unfccling barren ignorance, | 
Is made my Gaoler toattend on me : | 
[ am to00 old to fawne upon a Nurſe, | 
Too farre in-yceres to be a pupill novw : | 
W hat 15 thy ſentence then,but ſpeechlcſſc death, | 
' Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath? 
Rich. It Dootsthee not to be compalhonate, 
After our {cntence,plaining comes to late, 
Cow, Then thus I turne me from my countries light 
' To dwell ia folemne ſhades of cndlefle night. 
\ Rich. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee, 
Lay on our Royall {word,your baniſht hands; 
| Sweare by the duty that you owe to heaven 
| (Our part therein we baniſh with your ſelves) 
To keepe the Oath that we adminiſter : 
You never (hall (to helpe you Truth,and Heaven) 
Embrace cach others love in baniſhment, 
Nor cver looke upon each others face, 


A 
= 
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Nor ever Write,regreete,or reconcile 

This lowrug tempelt of your home-bred hate, 
Nor ever by advited purpole mcere, 

To plot,contrive,or complor any ill, 

«Gaunlt V $,0ur State,our tubjects,or our Land. 

Bul. 1 1weare- 

Mow. And I,to keepeall this, 

Bul. Nortolke,0 tarre,as to mine encmic, 

By chis runc(had the King permirted us) 
One of our loules had wandred in the ayre, 
Baniſh'd thus traile (epulCher of our fleſh, 
Asnow our ficth is banilh'd from this Land. 
Confelle thy Treaſons,cre thou flye this Realme, 
Since thou halt tarre to go,beare nor along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty ſoule. 
Mow. No Bullingbrooke: If ever I were Traitor, 
My name be blotted trom the booke of Life, 
And I from heaven baniſh'd,as from hence : 
Bur what thou art,heaven,thou, and I doknow, 
Andall roo ſoone( | teare) the King ſhall ruc. 
Farewell (my Licge) now no way caul ſtray, 
Gave backe ro England,all the worlds my way- 

Rich. Vncle,evenin the glaſſes of thine eycs 
I ſee thy greeved heart : thy (ad aſpeR, 

Hath from the number of his banith'd yeares 
Pluck'd fourc away : Six frozen Winters ſpent, 
Returne with welcome home,from baniſhment. 

Bull, How long atime lies in one little word : 
Foure lagging Wanters,and foure wanton Springs 
End ina word,ſuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. Ithanke my Liege,that in regard of mc 
He ſhortens toure yeares of my {onnes exile : 

Bur little vantage ſhall I reape thereby. 

For ere the ſixe yeares that he hathto ſpend 

Can change the Moones,and bring their times about, 
My ogle-iride Lampe,and time-bewaſlted light 

Shall be extin& with age,and endleſle night ; 

My inch of Taper,will be burnt,and done, 

And blindfold death,nort let me (ce my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vacle,thou halt many yeeres to live. 

Gaant. Burt not a minute (King) that thou canſt give ; 
Shorten my dayes thou canſt with ſudden ſorrow, 
And plucke nights from me,but not lend a morrovy : 
Thou canſt belpe timeto furrow me with age, 

But ſtop no wrinkle 1n his pilgrimage : 
Thy word is currant with hum, for my death, 
But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Rich, Thy ſonne 1s baniſh'd upon good advice, 
Wheretothy rongue a party-verdic gave, 

Why at our Juſtice fſeem'ſt thou then to lowre ? 

Gas, Things ſweet totaſt, prove in digeſtion ſowre : 
You urg'd me asa Iudge,but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a Father. 
Aias,l look'd when ſome ot you ſhould ſay, 
[ was t00 {tri to make mine owne away : 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 
Againſt my will,zo do my ſelfe this wrong. 

Rich, Cofine farewell : and Vncle bid him fo : 
Mix yexres we baniſh him,and he ſhall go. 
Flowrslh. 


Exit, 


—— 


Lu, Coſine farewell : what preſence muſt not know 
m where you do remaine,let paper ſhow. 
Mar. My Lord,noleave take I,tor 1 will ride 
| Asfarre as land will let me,by your fide. 
Gawnt,Oh to what purpoſe doſt thou hord thy words, 
thou return'ſt no greeting tothy friends ? 


—— 


W— —— 


—_— 
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Bull. 1 have too few totake my leave of you, 
when the tongues oulice ſhould be prodigall, 
To breath th'abundane doiour of the heart. 
Gas. Thy grecte is but thy abſence for a time. 
Bull. loy abſent,greete is preſent for that time. 
Gas. W hat is ſixe Winters, they are quickely gone ? 
Bull. To men 1n joy, but greete makes one houre ten. 
Gev. Call it a travell that thou tak'ſt tor pleaſure. 
Bull. My heart will ſfigh,when I miſcall it to, 
Which _ it m—_— gon. 
Gax. The {ullen pallage of thy w pcs 
Eſtceme a "rg ner thou = fs 
The precious Iewell of thy home returne. 
Bull, Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the froſtic Cancaſue ? 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 
By bare 1magination of a Feait ? 
Or Wallow naked in December ſnow 


| By thinking on tantaſticke Summers heate ? 


Oh no,the apprehenſion of the good 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worſe : 

Fell ſorrowes tooth, doth ever ranckle more 
Then when it bites,bur lanceth nor the ſore. 


Gaw. Tome,come (my ton) lle bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth,and cauſe,l would not ſtay. 

Bull. Then Englands ground farewell:{ſweet ſoil adicu 
My Mother and my Nurſe, which beares me yet :; 
Where cre [| wander,boaſt of this I can, 

Though baniſh'd,yet a true-borne Engliſhman. 


——_— ——_— 


Scana Quarta, 
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Emery King ,Aumerlc,Greene and Bagor. 
Rich. Wedid obierve. Coline Aumeric, 
How farre brought you high Hereford on his way? 
eAwm. 1 brought high Hereford (if you call hin 10) 
Bur to the next high way,and there 1 lett him. 
Rich. And ſay, what ſtore of parting teares were ſhed? 
Amnm. Faith none by me : except the Northeaſt wind 
Which then grew bitterly againſt our face, 
Awak'd the !leepic rhewme,and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 
Rich, What faid our Cofin when you parted with him? 
An. Farewell:and for my hart diſdained y my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word,that taught me craft 
Tocounterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch greete, 
That word ſeemde buried in my ſorrowes grave. 
Marry,would the word Farwell, had lengrhen'd houres, 
And added to his ſhort baniſhment, 
He ſhould have had a volume of Farewels, 
Bur ſince it would not,he had none of me, 
Rich. He is our Colin(Colin) but 'tis doubr, 
When time ſhall call him home trom baniſhment, 


| Whether our kin{man come to ſee his friends, 


Our ſclfe, and Buſby : heere Bagot and Greene 
Obſervde his Courtſhip tothe common people ; 
How he did ſeeme to dive into their hearts, 

With humble, and familiar courrecſie, 

What reverence he did throw np hem ſlaves ; 
wooing Crafteſ-men, with the craft of ſoules, 
And patient under-bearing of his Fortune, 

As *tweretobaniſh their affets with him. 

Off gocs his bonnet to an Oylter-wench, 


——  <w—_— 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God tpecd hun well, | 
And had the tribute of his tupple knee, _ 
With thankcs my Countrimen , my loving triends, | 


AS werc our England 13 revcrtion his, 
And he our ſubjets next degree in hope. | 

Gr. Well,he is gone, & with him goec theſe thoughts: 
Now for the Rebels, which ſtandout in Ircland, 
Expcdicnt mannage mult be madc my Licgze 
Ere further leyſare, yeeld the tuther meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highnelle lofle. 

Rich. We willour telte in perſon to this warre, 
And for our Coftc1 s, with too greata Cow Tr, 
And liberall Largcilc, arc growne ſomewhar light, 
\We arc inforc'd to farme our royall Realmic, 
The reycnnevw whereot ſhall furniſh us 
For our affayres in hand : if they come (ſhort 
Our ſibſtitures ar bome ſhall have Blanke-charters : 
Who, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhaiifabſcribe them for large ſummies of Gold, 
ar4 {cnd them atter to lupply our wants - 
For ve wil make for Ircland preſently. 
Enter Buſhy. 

Buy, what newes ? 

Bu. Old lohzof Gawnt is vericlicke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken , and hath ſent poſt haſtc 
Tocntzcat your Majeſty to vitit hum- 

Ric. Wherelyes he ? 

Bu. At Ely houſc. | 

Ric. Now put it (heaven) in his Phyſitians minde, 
To hclpe him to his grave immed iately : 
The lining of his cotters ſhall malce Coates 
To decke our {ouldicrs for theſe Iriſh warres- 
Come Gentlemen, let's all go viſit hum : 
Pray heaven we may make haſt, arid come too late, Zave, 
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Enter Gaunt, fic he wit h Torke. 


Gan. Will the King com e, that I may vreathe my laſt 
In wholſcme council to his unitaid youth ? 

Tor. Vex not your tcite,ncor {trivenot with your breth, 
For all in vainc comes coun{cllto his care. 

Gax. Oh but (they ſay) thc tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deepe harmony z , 
Where wordsare {carſc,thcy are ſeldome ſpentin vaine, 
For they brcath truth, that breath their words in painc. 
He that no more muſt ſay, 1s [i{ten'd more, 

Thenthcy whom youth and cale have taught togloſe, 
More arc mens ends markt, then their lives before, 
The ictting Sun, and muſicke 15 the cloſe 
As thc laſt raſte of aveetes, 15 {weetelt laſt, 
Writ in remembrance, more thenthings long paſt ; 
Though R:chard my lives counſell would nor heare, 
My deaths fadale, may yet undeafe his care. 

Yor. No, it is ſ{topt with other flatt'ring ſounds 


— Ce egy on. 
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As prayſes of his ſtate : thenthere are found 
Laicivious Mceters, to whoſe venom ſound 
The open cares ot youth doth always liſten, 
Report of faſhions in proud Italy, 

W hoſe manners {till our tardie apith Nation 
Limpes after 1n baſe imitation, 


— 


Where doth the world thruit forth a vauty, 
So 1t be new,there's no reſpect how vile, 
That is not quickly buz'd into their cares ? 

Thar all too late comes countell to be heard, 

W here will doth mutiny with wits regard : 

Dire not him, whoſe way himſclte will choote, 
Tis breath thou lackſt, and that breath wilt thou looſe 

Graunt. Mc thinkes I am a Proph=tnGiy infpir'd, 

And thus expiring do foretcll of hi. 

His raſh fierce blaze of Ryot cannot lalt, 

For violent fires foone burne out themlielves; 

Small ſhoiwres lalt long, but ſodaine ftormes arc ():orr, 
He tyres betimes, thar ſpurs too talt betings*: 

With cager feeding, food doth choake re: * der : 
Light vanity, inſatiate cormorant, k 
Conſuming meanes ſoone preycs upon it ſelte, 

This royal Throne of Kings, this iceptred Iſle, 

This cart]1 of Majeſty, this icate of Mars, 

This other Eden, demy paradiſe, 

This Fortres built by nature for her ſclfe, 

Againſt infeion, and the hand of warre : 

This happy breed of men, this little world, 

This pecious ſtone ſet in the filver Sea, 

W hich ſerves it inthe orhce of a wall, 

Or asa Moate detenſiue to a houſe, 

Againſt thecnuy of lefſe happier Lands, "BE 

Thus blefied plor, this Earth, this Realme gthis England, 
This Nu:tc, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings, 
Fear'd by their brced, and famous tor their birth, 
Renowncd for their deeds, as farre from home, 

For Chrittian ſervice,and true Chivalrie, 

\s 1s the ſepulcher 1n ſtubborne Iwry 

Ot the worlds ranſome, blefled Manes Sonne. 

This Land of ſuch deere ſouics, this deere-deere Land, 
Dccre tor hcr reputation through the world, 

is now Lea; d out( 1 dyepronouncing it) 

Like toa tenement or peiting Farme. 

England bound 1n wich thetrtumphant Sea, 

Whote rocky (hore beates backe the envious ficdge 
Ot watery Neprtunc,ts now bound in with ſhame, 

W ich Inky blots, and rotten Parchmcent bonds. 
That Engiand that was wont to conquer others, 

Hath macca {i;amctull conquelt cf it (elfe. 

Ah? would the ſcancall vanith with my life, 

How happy then were my enſuing death ? 


Enter King, Qncene, eAumerle, Bully, Greene, 
Laqor, Ros, and Willouehby, 
Tor. The King is come, dcale mildiy with his youth, 
For young hot Coalts, being rag'd,do rave the more 
L#. How tares our noble Vncle Lancaſter ? 
Rs. What comfort man ? Hoy ilt with aged Gawn? 
Ga. Oh how thatname bctirs my compoſition: 
Old Gaznt indeed, and gaunt in being old 
Within me greete hath kept a tedious fat, 
And who abitaines from mcate, that is not gaunt ? 
For flecping England long time have I watch, 
Watching breeds leannctic, leanneſſe is all gaunt: 
The pleature that tome Fathers feed upon, 
Is my ſtrict faſt, I mcanc my Childrens lookes, 
And therein faſting, haſt rhou made me gaunt : 
Gatmt am I tor the grave, gaunt as a grave, 
Whole hollow wombe inherits nought butbones. 
Ric. Can (icke men play fo nicely wh their nam®s* 
Gas. No, miſcry makes ſport to mocke it {c!te: 
Sunce thou doſt tecke to kill my name 12 mee, 
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I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 
Ric. Should dying men flatter thoſe that live ? 
Gawu. Nuno men living flatter thole that dye. 
Rich. Thou now a dying, ſayit chou flatter it me. 
Ges. Oh no,thou dycit,though | the flicker be, 
Rich. Iam in health, breathe, 1 ſee thee 11l. 

aw. Nov he that made me, knowes I tcethee lll : 

Ill inmy ſelte .0 {er,and in thee,lecing 1lf, 

Thy death-bed is ad leſſer then the Land, 

Whercin thoulyelt in reputation ficke, 

And thou too care-lefſe patient as thou art, 

Commitr'ſt thy tat wo body to the cure 

Of thoſe P--(itions, that firtt wounded thee: 

Athouſp S.tterers lit within thy Crowne, 

Whoſe cunpaſle is no bigger then thy hand, 

And yet incaged in 0 {mall a Verge, 

The waſte is no whit leſſer then thy Land. 

Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophets eye, _ 

Serne how his ſonnes ſonne, ſhould Ceſtroy his ſonnes, 

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy ſhame, 

Dc<poling thee before thou werr pollcit, 

W hich art poſſeſt now ro depote thy lelte. 

Why(Coſine) were thou Regent of the world, 

It were a ſhame tolet his Land by leate : 

But for thy world enjoying but this Land, 

[s it not more then ſhame,ro ſhame it to? 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King : 

[hy ſtate of Law,is bond(lave to the law, 


Rich, And thou,a lunatickelcanc-witted foole, 
Prefuming on an Agues priviledge, 
Dar'it with thy frozen admonition | 
Make pale our cheeke, chating the Royall blood 
With tury,from his native reſidence? 
Now by my Scates right Ro1 all Majcſtie, 
Wer't thou not Brother to great £awa- di ſonne, 
This tongue that runs 19 roundly in thy hcad, 
Should run thy head from thy unreverent (hou'ders. 

Gau, Oh ſpare me nor,my brothers Edwaras lunne, 
Forthat 1 was his Father £dwwd fonne : 
That blood already (like the Pellicar) 
Thou haſt rapt out,and drunkealy ca: ows'd. 
My brother Glouceſter,plaine well meaning ſoule 
(Whom faire befall in heaven 'mongſt happy tuules) 
May de a preſident,and witnefſc good, 
That thou reſpe'it not ſpiling Edwards blood : 
loyne with the preſent fickeneſle thar | have, 
And thy unkindnefle be like crook ed age, 
Tocrop at once a too-lo17 wither'd flowre. 
Live in thy ſhame, but dye not ſhame with thee, 
Thele wor ds hereafter,thy rormentors be. 
Convey me to my bed,then to my grave. 
Lovethey to live,that love and honor have. Exut 

Rich, And let them dye,that age and tullens have, 
For both haſt thou, and boch become the grave. 

Tor, I doe beſecch your Maceſtic impute his words 

To wayward ficklinefſe,and age in him : 
Ae loves you on my life,and holds you dcere 
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he heere. 

Rich. Right, youſay true : as Herefor ds love;ſo tus ; 
As theirs,10 mine : and all be as itis. 


Enter N orthumberland. 


Nor, My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to your 
Majrltic, 


— 


| 


Rich. What fayes he ? 
Nor. Nay nuthing, all 1s faid : 
His tongue is nuwa fſtringletic inſtrument, 
Words, lite,and all,old Lancatter hath tpcnt. 
Tor, Bc Yorke the next, that mult be bankruptto, 
Though death be poore,it ends a morta'l wo. 
Reich, The ripclt fruit tirlt tals,and fo doth he, 
His time 1s ſpcnt,our pilgrimage mnt be ; 
So much tor that. Now tor our Ir1th warres, 
We mult tupplant thoſe rough rug-headed Kernes, 
W hich live like venom, where no venom elic 
But onely they,have pt ivil.dge to live. 
And for the great affayres do aske tome charge 
Towards our alliltance, we do {cize to us 
The plate,coyne,and revennewes,and movcables, 
W hereof our Vncle Gamne did ftand pollelt, 
Tor. How long (hall 1 be patient 2 Oh how long 
Shall tender dutie make me tuffer wrong ? 
Not Glouſtersdeath,nor Herefords banifhment, 
Nor Gaznees reoukes,nor Englands private wrongs, 
Nor the prevention ot poore Bullmgbrooke, 
Abourt his marriage,nor my owne d11grace 
Have ever made mc fowre my paticnt cheeke, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my Soveraignes face : 
Iam the lalt of noble Edwards fonnes, 
Of whom thy tather Prince of Wales was firlt; 
In warres was never Lyon rag'd more fierce; 
In peace, was never gentle Lambe more miide, 
[ hen was that yong and Princely Gentleman ; 
His face thoa haſt,for even 1o look'd ke 
Accoimplith'd with the nzumber of thy howers: 
But when he frown'd, it was againſt the French, 
And not againlit his friends : his noble hand 
! id win what he did ſpend : and ſpent notthat 
W hich his triumphave fathers hand had won ; 
His hands were guiltic of nokindreds blood, 
But bioody with the enemies of his kinne : 
Oh Rrchard, Yorke is t00 farre gone with greete, 
Or elle he never would compare bctyyeenc, 
Rich. Why Vacle, 
What's the matter ? 
Tor. Oh my Liege pardon me if you pleaſe, if not 
[ pleas'd not to bepardon'd,am content with all : 
Seeke you to {cizc,and gripe into your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of baniſh'd Hereford? 
Is not Gaz»: dead? and doth nor Hereford live? 
Was nct Gawrt jult 2 and 1s not Harry true ? * 
Did not the one deterve to have an heyre ? 
Is not his heyre a well-deſerving fonne ? 
Take Herefords rights away,and tai e from time 
His Charters,and his cuſtomarie righs:; 
Let not ro morrow then infue to day, b 
Be not thy teltc. For how art thou a King 
But by faire ſequence and ſucecilion ? 
Now atore G od,God torbid 1 fay true, 
It you doe wrongtully fcize Herefords right, 
Callin lus Letters Pacents that he hath 
By his Atturneyes grnerall,to fue 
His Liveric,and denic his offcr'd homage, 
You plucke athoutand dzngers on your head, 
You looſe a thouland well -diſpoſcd hcarts, 
And pricke my render patience ro thoſe thoughts 
Which honor and allcgcance cannot thinke. 
Ric. Thinke what you wil : we ſeile into our hands, 
His plate, his goods, his money .and hislands, 
Tor. llc not be by the white : My Letge tarewell, 
C3 W hat 
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What will enſue hereot,there's none can tell, 
But by bad courſes may be underſtood, 
T hat their events can never fall out good. Exits 
Rich. Go Buſtzero the Earle of Virſhire ſtreight , 
Bid him repaire to us to Ely houlc, 
To {ee this bulineſic : ro morrow next 
We w.ll tor [relard, and 'tis time, I troy : 
And we create in abſence of our telte 
Our Vnckle Yorke, Lord Governor of England : 
For be is jult,and alwayes lov'd us well. 
| Come 02 our Queenc,to morrow mult we part, 
| bc merry,fer our time of ſtay is ſhort. Flowryb. 
CAlanet N orth.Yiloughby,and Roſſ. 
XN -r. Well Lords, the Dake of Lancaſter is dead. 
keſſ. Andliving too,tor now his ſonne is Duke- 
Wi, Barely in title,not in revennew. 
» Nor. Richly in both,it juitice had her right. 
Roſſ. My heart is great: but it muſt break with ſilence 
Er't ve disburthen'd with a libcrall tongue. 
Nor.Nay ipcake thy mind: & ler him ne'r {peake more 
That {peakes thy words againe todoe thee harme. 
wil. Tendsthatthou'd(t ſpeake toth'Du.ot Hereford? 
If it be fo0,out with it boldly man : 
Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him. 
Roſſ. No good at all that I can doe for him, 
Vnlcile you call it good to pitic him, 
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Berett and gelded ot his patrimonic. 


Nor. Now atore heaven, 'its ſhame ſuch wrongsare 
borne, 
In him a royall Prince,and many moe 
Ot noble blood 1a this declining Land ; 
The King 15 not him{cifc,but batelyled 
By flatterers,and what thcy will informe 
Meerely in hate *gain{t any of usall, 
T har will the King ſeverely proſecute 
| *Gainſt us,our lives,our children,and our heires- 

Keſſ. The Commons hath he pill'd with greevous taxes 
And quite loſt their hearts : the Nobles hath he fin'de 
For ancient quarrels,and quite loſt their hearts. 

#1. And daily new cxactionsare devis'd, 
As blankes,benevolcnces,and I wot not what: 
But what o'Gods name doth become of this ? 
Nor. Wars hath not waltcd it,for war'd he hath nor, 
But balcly ycelded upon comprimize, 
That which his Anceſtors atchicu'd with blovwes : 
More hath he ſpent in peace,then they in warres. 
Ro/. The Earic of Wiltſhire hath the realme in Farme. 
Wil. The King's growne bankrupt like a broken man, 
N'r. Reproach,and diflolution hangeth over him. 
Ro/: He hath not monie for thetic Irith warres; 
(His burthenous taxations nutwith{tanding ) 
But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke, 
N gr. His noble Kinſ:nwn,molt degenerate King : 
But Lords,we hcarethis tcarcfull rempelt ſing, 
Yet ſeeke no ſhelter roavord the ftorme : 
We lcc the winde fit fore upon our tailes, 
And yet we ſtrike not, but fecurety perith. 
Roſ, We icc the very wracke that we mult ſuffer, 
| Fer now 
Or {uttering 10 the cautes of our wracke, 
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1 How ncerc the tidings ot our comtort is. 


Wil, Nay letus ſhare thy thouglits,as thou doſt ours. 
Ref. Be conticent to ſpeake Northumberland, 
We thrcezare out thy icitc,and {peaking lo, 
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Nor.Not 19: even throngh the hollow eyes of death , | 


i 


| 


Thy words are butas thoughts, therefore be bold. 
Nor. Then thus : I have trom Port le Blan 
A Bay in Britaine,recciv d inteiligence, 
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord (obhan, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His brother Archbiſhoplare of (anterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingham,Sir lobw Ramnſton, 
Sir Jobs Norberie,Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Onoin, 
All theſe well furniſh'd by the Duke of Britaane, 
With cight tall ſhips, three thouſand men of warre 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 
And ſhortly meane to touch our Northerne ſhore : 
| Perhaps they hadere this,bur that they ſtay 
The firit departing of the King tor Ireland. 
It then we thall ſhake off our {laviſh yoake, 
Impe out our drooping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme trom broaking pawne the blemiſh'd Crone, 
Wipe off the duſt thar Pudes our Scepters gilt, 
Andmake high Majeſtic looke like it ſelfe, 
Away with me in polte to Kavenſpwrgh, 
But if you faint,as fearing to doe fo, 
Stay,and be fecret,and my (elfe will go. 
Ref. To horſe,to horic,urge doubts to them that feare, 
Wi. Hold out my horic,and I will firſt be there. 
Exemn. 


Scena Secunda. 


—lll— 


Enter © meene,Bnſly,and Bagot 


Buſh. Madam,your Majeſty is too much ſad, 
You promis'd when you parted with the Kang, 
To lay afide (clfc-harming heavineſle, 
And entertaine a checretull diſpoſition. 
2s. Topleaſe the King,l did : to pleaſe my ſelte 
I cannot doe it : yet 1 know no caulc 
Why I ſhould welcome ſuch a guelt as greeſe, 
Save bidding farewell to {o {weet a guelt 
As my {weet Kichard, yet againe me thinkes 
Some unborne ſorrow,ripe iu tortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me,and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles,at ſomcthing it greeves, 
More than with parting from :ny Lord the King. 
Bujh.Each Ghlace of a greete hath rwenty thadows 
\V hich ſhewes like greefe it {elte,but1s not {© ; 
For ſorrowes cyc,glazed with blinding teares, 
Divides one thing intire,to many objects, 
Like perſpetives,which rightly gaz'd upon 
Shew chick but confuſion,cy dawry, 
Diſtinguiſh torme : ſo your tweer Majeſtic 
Looking awry upon your Lords departure, 
Finde ſhapes of grecte,more then himſelfe to walle, 
Which look'd on as itis,is nought but ſhadowes 
Of what it 1s not : then thrice-gracious Qyeene, - | 
Morc then your Lords departure weepe not,more's act 
Or if itbc, tis with falſe forrowes eye, (teene ; 
Which tor things truc,weepe things imaginary« 
Ox. It may be fo : but yet my inward fouſe 
Perſwades me it is otherwiſe : how ercit be, 
I cannot but be {ad : {o heavy fad, 
As though on thinking on no thought I thinke, 
Makes me with heavy nothing taint and ſhrinke. 
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0». 'Tis nothing leffe : conceir is {till deriu'd 

From ſome tore-father greete,mine is not {o, 
For nothing hath begot my ſomething grecte, 
Or ſomething, hath the nothing that I greeve, 
'Tis in reverhonthar I doe poſteſle, 

But what it is,that is not yet knowne,what 
I cannot name, tisnameletle woc 1 wot. 
Enter Greene. 

Gree. Heaven ſave your Majeſty,and wel met Gentle- 
[ hope the King is nor yet ſhipt for Lceland. (men; 

2s. Why hop'ſt thou ſo? 'Tis better hope he is : 
For his deltgnes crave haſte,good hope, 

Then wherctore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipt ? 

Gree. That he our hope, might have reryr'd his power, 
and driven into defpaire an enemies , 

Who ttrongly hath (cr footing in this Land, 
The baniſh'd Bulmgbrooks repeales Humicite, 
And with up-litted Armes is fafe arriu'd 
At Ravenſpurg. 

2s. Now God in heaven forbid. | 

Gree, O Madam 'tis r00 true : and that is worſe, | 
The L.Northumberland, his yong ſonne Henry Percie, 
The Lords of Reſſe, Beauwmond,and Ws , 

With all their powerfull friends are fled ro him, 

Buſs. W hy have you not proclaim'd Northumberlatid 
And the reſt of the revolted faction, Traitors ? . 

Gree, We have : whereupon the Earle of Worceſter 
Hath broke his ſtaffe,reſign'd his Stewardſhip, 
Andalthe houſhold ſervants fled with him to Bullenbrook 

2s. So Greene,thou art the midwite of my woe, 
And Pulinbrooke my {orrowes ditmall heyre . 

Now hath my ſoule brought forth her prodigie, 
And 1a gasping new delivered mother, 
Have woe to woe, ſorrow to torrow joyn'd. 
Buſh. Deſpaire not Madam. 
2». Who (tall hinder me? 
I will deſpaire,and be at enmitie 
With couzening hope ; he is a Flatterer, 
A Paralite,a keeper backe of death, 
Who gently would diſſolve the bands of life, 
Which falſe hopes linger in extremity. 
Emter Terks, 

Gree, Heere comes the Duke of Yorke. 

2s. With fignes of warre about his aged necke, 
Oh full of carctull buſinefle are his lookes : 
Vnckle,for heavens ſake ſpeake comfortable words. 

To", Comtort's in heaven,and we are on the carth, 
Where nothing lives bur croſſes, care and greete : 
Your huſband he is gone to ſave farre off, 
Whullt others come to make his looſe at home : 
Hcere am I left ro underprop his Land, 
Who weake with age,cannot ſu my felte : 
Now comes his ficke houre that his ſurtet made, 
Now (hall he try his friends that flattered him. 
Enter a Servant. | 
Ser. My Lord,your ſonne was gone before I came. 
Tor. He was : why fo, goall which way it will: 
The Nobles they are fled,the Commons they are cold, 
And will I feare revolt on Herefords ſide. 
Sr74,get theeto Plaſhic tomy fiſterGloſter, 
Bid her ſend me preſently athouſand pound, 
Ho.d,-abe my Ring. 
Ser, My Lord,! had forgot 
| Totell your Lordſhip,ro day 1 came by, and call'drhere, 
Put 1 ſhall greeve youto report the reſt. 
| Tor, What is't knave ? 


Ee 


Ser. An hotire befIre 1 came, the Dutcheſle dr'de. 
Tor. Heav'n ter his mercy,what a tide of woes 

Come ruſhing on this wotull Land at once ? 
| I know not what to doe : I would to heaven 
(So my antruth had not provok'd him to it) 
The King had cut off my head with my brothers. 
What,arc there poltes diſpatchr for Ireland ? 
How thall we doe for mony tor theſe warres ? 
Come lifter (Cozen 1 would fay) pray pardon me. 
Go follow,getthee home,provide ſome Carts, 
And bring away the Armour that is there. 
Gentlemen,will you muſter men ? 
It I know how,or which way to order theſe affaires 
Thus diforderly thrutt into my hands, 
Never beleeve me. Both are my kinfmen, 
I hone 1s my Soveraigne,whom both my oath 
And dutie bids detend : th'other againe 
Is my kinſman,whom the King hath wrong'd, 
Whom conſcicnce,and my kindred bids toright, 
Welljtomewhat we mult do : Come Cozen, 
le diſpoſe of you. Gentlemen, go muſter up your men, 
And mcet me pretently at Barkley Caſtle : 
I ſhould to Plaſhy too : but time willnot permit, 
All is uneven,& every thing isleft at ſix and ſeven. Exit. 

Buſb. The wind fits faire for newestogo to Ireland, 
But none returnes : For us to levy power 
Proportionable toth'enemy,is all impoſſible, | 

Gre. Beſides our neerenefle to the King in love, 
Is neere the hate of thoſe love not the King. 

Bag. And that's the wavering Commons,tor their love 

Lies 1a their purſes,and who fo empties them, 
By ſo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 


Bulb. W herein the king ſtands generally condemn'd. 
Bag. If judgement lye in them,then fo do we, 
Becauſe we have beene ever ncere the King. 
= We<ll:1 will for refuge ſtreight to Briſtoll Caſtle, 
The Earle of Wiltſhire is already there. _ 
Buk. Thither will | with you, for little orice 

Will the hatetu:l Commons pertorme tor us, 

Except ike Curres,to tcare us all in peeces : 

Will you goe along with us ? 

Bag. No,l will to Ireland to his Majeſtic : 

Farewell,it hearts prefages be not vaine, 

We three here part,that neu'r ſhall mecte againe. 
Be.Thart's as Yorke thrives to beate backe Baullmbrooke 
Gr. Alas poore Duke,the taske he undertakes 

Is numbring ſands,and drinking Oceans drir, 

Where one on his (id: tights, thouſands will lye. 
Buſh, Farewell at once, tor once, for all,and cver. 
Well,me may meete againe, 


Bag. I teare me never. Exit. 


_—. 


> _ 


Scena T ertia. 


| li nes 
Emer the Duks of Hereford, and Norihum- 
berlaud. 
Bal. How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 
Nor. Belecve mc noble Lord, 
I am a ſtranger here in Glouſterthire, 
Theſe high wilde hilles,and rough unceven ways, 
Drawce«s out our miles, and mak es them wearitome : 
And yer our faire diſcourſe hatch beene as ſugar, 
Making 
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Making the hard way ſweetand deletadle: 
Bur | bethinke me,what a wearie way 
From Ravenſpurgh to Cottihold will be found, 
In Reſſe and wwlonghby, wanting your companic, 
W hich I proteſt hath very much beguild 
The tediouſneſſe,and procefle of my travel! : 
Bur theirs 1s ſweetned with the hope to have 
The preſent benefit that I poſleſle : 
And hope to joy,ts little leſle 1n joy, 
1hen hope enjoy'd : By this, the wearie Lords 
Shall mai e thcir way ſceme ſhort,as mine hath done, 
By ſight of what I have,your Noble Companic. 
Bull, Of much leſſe value is my Companie, 
Then your good words : but who comes here ? 
Emer H.Percy. 
N orth. it is my Sonne,young Harry Perce, 
Sent trom my brother Worceſter : W hence focver. 
Harry, how tares your Vncklc ? 
F excie. 1 had thought, my Lord,to have learn'd his 
heaith of you. 
North. Why,is he not with the Queene ? 
Percie.No,my good Lord,he hath torſooke the Court, 
Broken his Stafte of Orhice,and diſperſt 
1he Houſchold of the King. 
Norih. W hat was his reafon ? 
He was not fo reſolv'd, when we laſt ipake together. 
Percie,Bccauſe your Lordſhip was proclaimed I raitor. 
But hee,my Lord,is gone to Raven{purgh, 
To offer tor vice tothe Duke of Heretord, 
And tent me over by Barkely,todiicover 
What power the Duke of Yorke had levied there, 
1hen with diretion to repaire to Ravenſpurgh. 
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hcretord(Boy.) 
Fercie. Nogmy good Lord ; tor that 1s not forgot 
W hich ne're I did remember:ro my knowledge, 
I never 11 my life did looke on him. 
N #th. Then learne to know him now : this is the 
Duke. 
Percie, My gracious Lord, I tender you my ſervice, 
| Snchas 1: 1s,being tender, raw,and young, 
| Which clder dayesſhall riper and confirme 
To morc approved ſervice,and deſcrt. 
Bull. Ithanke thee gentle Percie,and be ſure 
I co:nt my ſelfe in nothingellc 10 happy, 
As in a Soule remembring my good Friends : 
And as my fortune ripens with thy Love, 
It ihall be {tl thy trae Loves recompence; 

\\y heart this covenant inakes,my hand thus ſealcs it. 
North. How farre is itto Barkely ? and what itirre 
Keepes good old Torke there, with his Men of Warre ? 

Peres. There ſtands the Caſtle,by vond tuft of Trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred men,as 1 have heard, 
Ard in it arc the Lords of Torke, Barkely,and Seymor, 
None clic of Name, and noble eſtunate. 
Enter Roſſe and Willowghby. 
Merch. Here come the Lords of Reſſe and Willowghby, 
Bioody with ſpurring,fieric red with hatte. 
Bull, Weicome my Lords, wort your love purſues 
A banitht ] raitor ; all my Treaſurie 
is yet but unfcitthankes, which moreenrich'd, 
Shall be your lovc,and l2dours recompence. 
| Reſle. Your preicace makes us rich,molt Noblc Lord. 
Wel's, And farre ſurmounts our labour to attaiue ut. 
Bull. Ecermore thankes, th'Exchequer of the poor, 
W hichrill my intant-tortune comes ro yeeres, 
Stands for my Bounttc : but who comes here ? 


OO IIS ——— 


| Enter Barkely. 

N th. It ismy Lord of Barkely,as I gheſle. 
Bark, My Lord of Heretord,my Mcſlage 15 to you. 
Bull. My Lord,my an{wer 15 to Lancaiter, 

| And I am come to {ce e that Name in England, 
And I mult finde that Title in your Towne, 
| Before 1 make reply to aught you tay. 


To raze one title of your honour out, | 
To you, my Lord,! come (what Lord you will) 
From the moſt glorious of this Land, 
The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the abſcnt time, 
And tright our Native Peace with ſelte-borne Armes, 
Enter Yorke. 
Bull. I ſhall not need tranſport my words by you, 
Here comes his Grace in Perton.-My Noble Vnckle. 
Tor. Shew me thy humble heart,and ndt thy knee, 
W hoſe dutic is deceivabic, and falſe. 
wil. My gracious Vnckle. 
Ter. Tut,tut,Grace me no Grace,nor Vnckle me, 
I am no Traytors Vnckle ; and that word Grace, 
In an ungracious mouth,is but prophane. 
W hy have theſe baniſh'd,and torbidden Legges, 
Dar'd once to touch a Dult of Englands Ground ? 
But more then why,why have they dar'd to march 
So many miles upon her peacctull Boſome, 
Frigh!11g her pale fac'd Villages with Warte, 
And oltcrration of detpiſed Armes ? 
Com'it th u becauſe th'anoynted King 1s hence? 
Wh» too!:ſh Boy,the King is kfrbchind, 
And 1n m! loyal Botome lycs his power. 
Were i but nos the Lord of ſuch Lan youth, 
As when brave Gawnt,thy tather,and thy ſelte 
Reſcued the Black ”rmee,that yong Alars of men, 
| From torth the Kankes of many thouſand French: | 
Oh then, how quickly ſhould this Armg of mine, 
Now Pr11oncr to the Palſic,chaſtiſe thee, 
| And miniſter correction to thy Fault. 

Bull. My gracious Vnckle,let me know my Fault, 
On what condition ſtands it, and wherein ? 

Tor. Even in condition of the worlt degree, 
In groſic Rebcllion,and deteſted Treaſon: 
Thou art a banith'd man,and here art come 
Before th'expiration of thy time, 
In braving Armes againſt thy Sovcraigne. 

Bull. As 1 was banifh'd,l was baniſh'd Hereford, 
Bur as | come, | come tor Lancaſter. ' 
And Noble Vnckic,l beleech your Grace 
Looke on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

You are my Father, tor me thinkes in you 

I ſee old Gawntalive-Oh then my Father, 

Wili you permit,that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 
A wandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties 

| Pluckt from my armes pertorce,and given away 

| To upſtart Vnthritts ? W herc fore was I borne? 

| If that my Couſin King,be King of England, 

' It mutt begrauntcd, | am Duke of Lancaſter. 

| You have a Sonne,;Awmerie,my Noble Kinſman, 

| Had you firſt died and he beenc thus trod downe, 
He ſhould have found his Vnckle Gawnta Father, 
Torow:ze his Wrongs,andchaſc them tothe bay. 

I am denyde tofue my Livenric here, 

And yet my Letters Patents give me leave : 
| My Fathcrs goods areall dilLraynd,and fold, 
| And thelic,and all,arcall amifle imployd. 


_ - — — — 


Bak. Miſtake me not,my Lord, tis not my meaning 
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What would you have me doe? I ama ſubject, 
and challenge Law: Attorneyes are denyde me , 
And chereture perſonally I lay my claime 
To mine inheritance of rree Det cent, 
North, The Noble Duke hath beenc too muchabusd. 
Ko. It itands your Grace upon, to doe him right. 
Wis, Bale mea by his cadowments are made great. 
Tork. My Lords of England, ler me tell you this, 
| have had teeling of my Cotens Wrongs, 
Andlabour'd all 1 could to doe him right: 
But in this kind, to come 1m brauing Armes, 
Be his owne Carver, aad cut out his way, 
To fiad our Righe with wrongs, it may nor be ; 
And you that doe abet him 1n this kind, 
Cher:h Rebellion, aad are Rebels all. 
North. The Noble Duke hath tworne his comming 1s 
But for his owne ; and ror the tight of that, 
\We all have ſtrongly ſwornerto give him ayd, 
And let hum nev'r ice Ioy,that breakes that Oath. 
Tork, Well, well, I ice the iflue of theſe Armes, 


' I cannot mend 1t, 1 muſt needes contefle, 


Becaule my power 15 weake and all ill left : 

But if I could, by him that gave me life, 

| would attachyou all, and make you ſtoope 

Vnro the Soucraigne mercy of the King. 

But ſince 1 cannor, be it knowne to you, 

I doc remaineas Neuter.$0 fare you well, 

VYnlelſe you pleaſe ro enter inthe Caſtle, 

Andthcre repoſe you for this Night. 
Bul. An otter Vackle, that we will accept : 

But we mutt winne your Grace to goe with us 

| To Briſtow Caſtle, which they fay 1s held 

By Bu/bie, Bagot, and their Complices, 

The Caterpillers of the Commonwealth, 

Which 1 have {worne to weed, and plucke away. _ 
Terk. It may be I will go with you: but yet le pawle, 

For I am loth ro breake our Countrics Lawes : 

Nor Friends, nor Foes, to me welcome you are, 

Things palt redrefle, arc now withme palt care. Exeunt, 


OO Sy OO, 


Scena (Quarta. 


Enter $ alubury, and a C aptazne, 


Capt. My Lord of Salisbury,we have _ ten dayes, 
And hardly kept your Countrey men together, 
And yet we heare no ridings trom the King; 
Therefore we will diſperſe our ſelves : farewell. 
_ Sel. Stay yet another day, thou truitic Welchman, 
The King repoſcthall his confidence inthee. 
Cape. Tis thought the King is dead, we will not (tay; 
ie Bay-trees in our Countrey all are wither'd, 
And Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Heaven; 
tx pale-fac'de Moone lookes bloody on the Earth, 
Aud |cane-lookt Prophers whilper tcarcfull change; 
Rich men looke ſad, and Rwhans danceand lcape, 
* one 1n teare,to loſe whatthey enjoy, 
The Other to enjoy by Rage, and Warre : 
Theſe ſignes fore-run the dcath of Kings. 
rewell, our Countreymenare gone and fled, 


As well aur'd Richodtheir King is dead. Exit; 


OR 


 —-— 
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Sal. Ah Richard, with eyes of heauie mind, 
| ſee thy Glory, like a ſhooting Starre, 
Fall tothe baſtc Earth, trom the Eirmament : 
Thy Sunne ers weeping in the lowly Welt. 
Woutneiling Stormes to come, Woe, and Vnrelt: 
Thy Friends are fled; to wait upon thy toes, 


And croſlely to thy good, all fortune goes. Exit, 


© — 


— 


eAcln T ertins. Scaena Prima, 


I Ds; —— mare. 
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Enter Bullingbrooke, Yorke, Northumberland, 
Roſe, Percie, Willonghby, with Bubie 
and Greene F rifoners, 


Pull, Bring forth theſe men : 

Buſhre and Greene, I will not vex your ſoules, 

(Since pretently your ſoules muſt part your bodyes) 
With zoo much urging your permitious lives, 
For 'twere no Charitic : yer to waſh your blood 
From off my hands, here inthe view of men, 
I will unfold foe cauſes of your deaths. 
You have mis-led a, Prince, a Royall King, 
A happy Gentlemab in Blood, and Lineaments, 
By you unhappicd, and disfigur'd cleane : 
You have in manner with your ſinfull houres 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Queene and him, 
Broke the poſſellion of a Royalil Bed, 
And [tayn'd the beautic of a faire Queenes Cheekes, 
With teares drawn tro her eyes,with your toule wrongs. 
My feifc a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 
Neere to the King in blood, and ncete in love, 
Till you did mak; him miſ-interprete me, 
Have itoopt my necke under your injuries, 
And figh'd my Erglith breathin forraine Clouds, 
Eatingcre bitter bread of bantſhment ; 
W hile you have fed upon iny Sceignories, 
Dif-park'd my Parkes ani fe! d iny Forreſt Woods ; 
From mine owne Windowes torne my Houſchold Coar, 
Raz'd out my Imprelie, leaving me no (ig, 
Save mens opinion*,and my living blocd, 
To ſhew the world 1 am a Gentieman. 
This, and much more, much more then twice all this, 
Condemnes you tothe death : ſee them delivercd over 
To exccution, and the han4 of death. 

Buſhie. More welcome is the ſtroke of deathto me, 
Then ZBullmgbrooke to England, 

Gree. My comtort is,that ticaven will take our ſoules, 


Andplague Iniuſtice with the paines of Hell. 


Bull. My Lord Northumberland,ſce them diſpatch'd: 
Vnckle, you ſay the Queene is at your Houte, 
For Heavens ſake faircly lt her be entreated, 
Tell her I ſendto her my kind commends; 
Take ſpeciall care my Greetings be deliver'd. 

York, A Gentleman of mine | have diſpatch'd 
With Letters of your love, to her at large. 

Bul. Thankes gentle Vucle ; come Lords away, 
To fight with Glend-wre, and bis Couplices ; 
A while to worke, andatter holliday, 
E xemunt. 


Sc-na 
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A glorious Angell : then it Angels fight, 


$cena Secunda. 


Drums: Flouriſh, and Colours. 
Enter Fichard, «Awmerle,Car lite and Souldierte 


Rich. Barkloughly Caſtle call you this at hand ? 
ern, Yea,my Lord:how brooks y!' 
After your late roſſing onthe breaking Scas? | 
Rich. Needes mult L like it well : I weepe for 10y 
To itand upon my Kingdome once againe. 
Deere Earth, 1 doe ſalute thee with my hand, 


As along parted Mother with her Child,; ; 
Playes fondly with her teares, and {miles 1n meeting , 
So iveeping, ſmiling, greet I thee the Earth, 
And doc thee tauor with my Royali hands. 
Fecd not thy Soveraigns Foe, my gentlc Earth, 
Not with thy ſweetes, comfort His ravenous tence; 
But let thy Spiders that ſucke up thy Venome, 
And heavie-gated Toadcs lyc 1n their way, 
Doing annoyance to the trecherous feere, = 
Which with uſurping ftcps doc trample thee, 
Yceld itinging Nettles to mine Enemies ; ; 
And when thcy trom thy Boſome plucke a Flower, 
Guard it I prethee witha lurking Adder, 
V\ hoſe double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death upon thy Soveraignes Enemies. 
Mocke not my ſencelcfle Conjuration: Lords ; 
This Earth (hall have a feeling, and theſe Stones 
Provc armed Souldicrs, cre; her Native King 
Shall talrer under foule Rebcllious Armes, | 
Car,Feare notmy Lurd,that Power that made yott King 
Hath power to keepe you King, in ipight of all. 
eAnm. He mrancs, my Lo:d,that we are too remille, 
WW hileſt Bulimpbreoke through their {ecurity, 
Growes {trong and grcat, in ſubſtance and in friends. 
Rich. Diſcomtai table Couſin, knowelt thou not, 
That when the ſcar ching Eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World, 
Then Theeues and Robbers raunge abroad unſcene, 
In Murthcrs and in out-rage bloody here : 
Bur when trom under this Terreftriall Ball 
He fires the prowd tops of the Ealterne Pines, 
And darts his Lightning through ev'ry guiltic hole, 
Then Murthers, Treaſons and detelted finnes 
(The Cloake of Night being pluckt from off their backs) 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves. 
50 when this I heete, this Traytor Bullinghrooke, 
Who al! this while hath revcll'd in the Night, 
Shall fee us riſing in our Throne, the Eaſt, 
His Treafons will fit bluſhing in his face, 
Not able to endure thc {ight of Day ; 
Bur ſelte-affrighted, tremble at his finne. 
Not all the water in the rough rude Seca 
Can waſh the Balme from an anoynred King ; 
The breath of wordly men cannot depoſe 
The Depurtie ele&ted by the Lord : 
For every man that Bellmnghrooke hath preſt, 
To litt ſhrewd Steele againſt our Golden Crowne, 
Heaven for his Richayd hath in heavenly pay 


— | Weake men muſt fall, for Heaven ſtill guards the right. | 


ks your Grace the ayTre, Orethrowes thy Ioyes, Friends, Fortune,and thy tate. 


Though Rebels wound thee with their Horles hootes : 


Emer Salu bury. 

Welcome my Lord, how farre off lyes your Power ? 

Salizh. Nor neere, nor farther off, my gracious Lord, | 
Then this weake arme ; diſcomfort guides my tongue, 
And bids me ſpeake of nothing but deſpaire ; 
| One day to0 late, I feare (my Noble Lord) | 
| Hath clouded all my happie dayes on Earth : | 
| Oh call backe Yelſter day, bid tune returne, | 
| And thou ſhalt have twelve thouſand fighting men : | 


Today, today, unhappic day too late 


For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 
| Are gone to Bullingbrooke, diſperit, and fied. 
eAnm, Comfort my Licge, why lookes your Grace {9 
ef 
a But now the blood of twentic thouſaud men 
Did triumph in my face, and they arc ficd, 
And till ſo much blood thither come againe, 
Have I not reaſon to looke pale, and dead? 
All ſoules that will be ſafe, fiye trom my ſide, 
For time hath ſet a blot upon my pride. 
Aum. Comfortmy Licge, remember who you are. 
Rich, T had forgot my ſelfe. Am I not King? | 
Awake thou ſluggard Majeſtic, thou ſleepeſt : 
Is notthe Kings Name fortic thouſand Names ? 
Arme,arme my Name : a punicſubje-t {trikes | 
Atthy great glory. Looke not to the ground, 
Ye Favorites of a King : are we not high ? 
High be our thoughts : I khow my Vnckle Torks 
Hath Power enough to ſerve our turney 
Bur who comes here? Enter Scroope 
Scroope. More health and happineſſe beride my Leige, 
Then can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him. 
Rich. Mine care is open, and my heartprepar'd : 
The worſt is woridlyloſle, thou canſt untold : 
Say, Is my Kingdome iolt? why 'rwas my Care : 
And what loſle is it to be 11d of Carc? 
Strivcs Bullingbrooke to be as great as we? 
Greatcr he ſhall not be : It hc (erve God, 
Wee'l ſerve him too, and bee his Fellow ſo. 
Revolr our ſubjets ? Thar we cannot mend, 
They breake their Faith to God ag well as us : 
Cry Woe, Deitru&tion,Ruine, Loſle, Decay, 
The worſt is Death,and death will have his day. 
Scroepe. Glad am I, that your Highneſle is foarm'd | 
To bearetheridings of Calaminie, | 
Like an unſcaſonable ſtormic day, 
Which make the filver Rivers drowne their Shores, 
| As if the World were all diſlolu'dto teares : 
So high, above his Limits, {wells the Rage 
Ot Bulungbrooke, covering your fearctull Land 
[ 
| 


— 


With hard bright Steele, and hearts harder then Stecle: 
| White Beares have arm'd their thin & haireleſle Scalps 
| Againſt thy Majcſty, and Boyes with Womens Yoyces, 
| Striveto ſpeake bigge, and clap their female joynts 
| In ſtiffe unwieldie Armes :againſt thy Crowne 
Thy very Beadi-men learne to bend their Bowes 
Ot double farall Eugh : againſt thy ſtare 
Yea Diltafte-Wom-n manage ruſtic Bills : 
Againſt thy Scat bot': zoungand old rebell, 
And all gocs worſe thica I have power to tell. 
Rich, Too well, roo well thou tell'ſt a Tale Co ill, 
W here is the Earle of Wiltſhire? where is Bagor? 
| What 1s become of Buſbie? where is Greene? 
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That they have let the dangerous Encmy 
Mcſure our Confines with tuch peacetull ſteps ? 
' If we prevailegtheir hands (hall pay for it. 
[ warrant they have made peace with Bui ngbrooke. 
Scroope. Peace have they made with him indeede(my 
Lord. ) >, | | 
Kich.Oh Villains, V ipers,damn'd without redemption, 
Daggesgalily won to tawne on any man, 
Snakes it my heart blood warm'd, that ſting my heart, 
Three Iudaſlzs,c2ch one thrice worle then /udas, 
Would they make peace ? terrible Hell make warrC 
Vpoathcir | porred Soules for this Offence. 
Scraope. Sweet Love ( Lice ) changing his property, 
Tarnesto the towreil, and molt deadly hate : 
Aganc uacacte their Soules ; their peace 1s made 
With Heads,and not with Hands:thoſe whom you curſe 
Haveteclt the wortt of Deaths deltroying hand, 
And lyc full low, grav'd in the hollow ground. 
eAum. 1s Buſbie, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltſhire 
dead ? 
Scraope. Yea, all of them at Briſtow loſt their heads. 
Amum.\Where 1s the Duke my Father with his Power? 
Rich. No matter where, ot comfort no man {pcake: 
Let's ctalke of Graves, of Wormes, and Epitaphs, 
Make Dutt our Paper, and with Rainy eyes 
Write Sorrow 11 the Botome of the Earth, 
Let's chuſe Executors, and talke of Wills :; 
And yetnot fo; tor whatcan we bequeath, 
Fave our depolcd bodyecs rothe ground ? 
Oar Lands, our lives and all are Bullingbrooker, 
And nothing can we call our owne, bur Dcath, 
And that {tnall Modcll of the barren Earth, 
Which ſerves as palte, and Cover to our Bones 3 
For Heavens fake letus fit upon the ground, 
Andtell fad ſtories of the death of Kings : 
How ſome have becne depos'd, ſome flaine in warre, 
Some haunted by the Gholts they have depos'd, 
Some poylon'd by their Wives tome ſleeping kill'd, 
All murther'd. For within the hollow Crowne 
Thatrounds the mortall Temples of aKing, 
Keepes Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 
ScI11ng his State, and grinning at his pompe, 
| Allowing him a breath, a little Scenc, 
To Monarchize, be tear'd, and kill with lookes, 
Infuling him with lfe and vaine conceir, 
Asif this Fleth, which walls about our Lite, 
Were Bralle impregnahle : and hamor'd thus, 
| Comes atthe lalt, and with a little Pinne 
Boaresthrough his Caitle Walls, and farewell King. 
Cover your heads, and mocke not ficth and blood 
| With folemne Reverence : throw away ReſpeR, 
Tradition, Forme, and Ceremonious dutic, 
For you have but miſtooke me all this while ; 
[tc with bread hike you, feele Want, 
Tait Gricfe, need Friends : ſubjeRted thus, 
How can you ſay to me, lam a King ? 
Coat.My Lord, wife menne're wailetheir preſent woes, 
but preſently prevent the wayes to waile : 


| To fearethe Foe ,fince fearc oppreſſeth ſtrength, 

| Givcs in your weakenefſle, ſtrength unto your Foe; 
| Feare, and be Nlaine, ro worſe can come to fight, 

| And fight and die, is death deſtroying death. 

| Where fearing, dying, payes death ſervile breath. . 
| eAwm. My tather hath a Power, enquire of him, 
| And [carne to makea Body of a Limbe: 


Tochange blowes with thee, tor our day oft Doome; 
This ague fit of tcare is over-blowne, 
An cafte taske it 15 to winne our OWNE. 
Say Scroope, where lyes our Vnckle with his Power? 
Speake ſweetely man, although thy lookes be fowre. 

Scroope. Men judge by the complexion of the Skis 
The ſtate and inclination of the day , 
So may youby my dull and heavie Eye : 
My tongue hath bur a heavier Talc to lay; 
I play the Torturer, by finall and fmall 
To lengrhen our the worlt,that mutt be ſpoken. 
Your Vnckle Torke 15 joyn d with Bullngbrooke, 
And all your Northerne Caſtles ycelded up, 
And all your Southcrne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon tus Fation, 

Rich. Thou hatt fayd enovgh. 
Belhrew thee Coutlin, which didſt leade me forth 
Of that ſweet way I was in, to defpaire : 
What tay you now 2 What comfort have we now? 
By heaven lic hate him cverlaſtingly, 
1 hat bids me be of comfort any more. 
Goe to Flint Caltle,there lle pine away, 
A King, Woes ſlave, ſhall Kingly Woe obey : 
That Power I have, diſcharge, and let 'cm goe 
Tocare the Land, that hath tome hope to grow, 
For it have none. Let no man ſpeake againe 
Toaltcr this, for counſaile 1s but vaiues 

Aum. My Licge, one word. 
Rich. Hedoes me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the Hatterics of his tongues 
Ditcharge my followers : let them hence away , 
From Richerds Night, to Z ullkegbrooke faire Day, 
E xcunt, 


—  __  . 


Scena Þ ertia, 


er een ay. ro ee A —_ mm——_— 6 —_—_ _ © —_——— - — - 


Enter with Drnm and Colors, Bulizpbrooke, 
Torke, Northumberland, Anenaants. 


Bull, So that by thus intclligence we learne 
The Welchuneca are difpecrs'd,and — 
[s gone tomect the King, who lately landed _ 
With ſome tew private tricads, upon this Coalt, 


N orth. The newes is very faire and good, my Lord, | 


Richard not farre from hence, hath hid his head. 

Tor. It would beſceme the Loid Northumberland, 

Toſay King Richard: alacke the heavie day, 

W hen ſucha facre.l King ſhould hide his head. 

N 2rth. Your Grace miltakes : onely to be bricte, 

Lett 1 his Tice out. 

Tor. The time hath beene, 

Would you have bcene fo briefe with him, he would 

Have becne ſo bricte with you, to ſhorten you, 

For taking ſo the head; your who. heads length. 
Bull. Miſtake not (V nckic) farther rhaii you ſhould, 
Yor. Take not (200d Coutin) farther than you ſhould, 

Lcaſt you miſtake the heavens are ore vour head. 
Bull. I know it (Vncklc) and oppoſe not my lelfe 

Againe their will. Bur who comes here? 

EmntePr ercie, 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caſtle yecld 2 

Per. The Caltle royally 15 mann'd, my Lord, 


Fich:Thou chid't me well:proud Bullingbrooke I come | Againſt thy cntrancc- 


—— 
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Bul. Roxally ? W hy,it contaynes no King ? 

Fer, Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King : Kind Richard lyes 

Within the limits of vond Lime and Stone, 

And with bim,the Lord Awmerle,Lord Salubury, 

Sir Stephen Seroope,belides a Clergic man 

Of holy reverence ; who, 1 cannotlearnc- 

N yrth. Oh,belike it is the Biſhop of Catlile, 
Bul. Noble Lord, 

Goe tothe rude Ribs of that ancient Caſtle, 

Through Brazen Trumper {cnd the breath of Parle 

Into his ruin'd Eares,and thus deliver : 

Henry Bullingbrooke upon his knees doth kiſſe 

King Kicbargs hand,and ſendsallegeance : 

And true faith of heart to his royall Perſon : huther come 

Evenat his feet, to lay my Armesand power, 

Provided,that my Baniſhment repeal d, 

And Lands reſtor'd againe,be treely graunted : 

If not, lic ute th'advantage ct my power, 

And lay the ſummers dutt with ſhowers of blood, 

Rayn'd from the wounds of ſlaughtcr'd Engliſhmen ; 

The wiuch,how farre off trom the mind of Bullmgbrooke 

Itis,ſuch Crimſon Tempelt ſhould bedrench 

The freſh greenc Lap of taiic King Richards Land, 

My ſtooping duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. 

Goe ſigntfic as much,while here we march 

Vpon the Grailic Carpet of this plaine : 

Let's march without the noy1ec of threatning Drum, 

That from this Caltles tatter'd Battlements _ 

Our taire Appointments may be well perus'd. 

Me thinkes King Kichard and my fclte ſhould meete 

With no leſſe terror than the Elements 

Of Fircand Watcr,when their thundring ſmoake 

At mecting tearcs the cloudic Cheekes of Heaven : 

Be he the fre, Ile bethe yeclding Warer ; 

The Rage be his, while on the barth I raine 

My Waters on the Earth,and not on him. 

March on,and marke King Richard how helookes. 
Parle without and an{were within : then a Flowriſh. 
Enter on the Walls, Richard, { arbile, Aumerle,Scroop, 
Selirbury. 

Sec,{ce, King Richard doth himſclfc aNpcaIc 

As doth the bluſhing ditcontented Sunne, 

From out the fieric Portall of the Eaſt, 

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent 

To dimme his glory, and to ſtaine the tract 

Of his bright paſſage to the Occident. 

Tork. Yct lookes he like a King : behold his Eye 
(As bright asis the Eagl:s) lightens forth 
Controlling Majeſtic : alack, alack, tor woe, 

That any harme ſhould ftaine fo fairea ſhow. 

Rich. We are amaz'd,and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the tea: ctull bending of thy knee, 

Becaulc we thought our ſclitc thy lawfull King : 
And it we be, how dare thy joynts forget 

To pay the aufull dutic to our prelence ? 

It we be nor, ſhew us the Hand of God, 

That hath diſmiſs'd us from our Stewardſhip, 

For well we know, no hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe the ſacred Handle of our Scepter, 
Vnicile he doe prophanc, ſtcale or uſurpe. 

And though yourhinke, thar all, as you have done, 
Have torne their ſoules, by turning them from us, 
And we arebarren, and berett of Friends : 
Yerknow, my Maſter, God Omnipotent, 

Is muſtring in hts Clauds, on our behaltc, 


Armies of Peſtilence, and they ſhall ſtrike 
| Your Children yet unborne, and undegot, 
That lift your V aflall Hands againit my Head, 
And threat the Glory of my precious Crowne. 
Tell Bufngboocke, tor yond me thinkes he 15, 
That every ſtride he mak es upon my Land, 
Is dangerous Treaſon : he is come to ope 
The purple Teſtament of bleeding Warre ; 
Butcre the Crowne he lookes tor, live in peace. 
Ten thouſand bloody crownes of Mcthers Sonne's 
Shall ill become the lower of Englands face, 
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Pcace 
To Scarlet indignation, and bedew 
Her Paſtors Grafſe with faithfull Engliſh Blood. 
XN orth. The King of Heavenforbid our Lord the King 
Should fo with civill and uncivill Armes 
Beruſh'd upon : 1hy thricc-noble Couſin, 
Harry Bullwgbrooke, doth humbly kifſe thy hand, 
Andb the Honorable Tombe he ſweares, 
Thar ſtands upon your Royall Grandfires Bones, 
And by the Royalties of both your bloods, 
( Currents that ipring trom one moſt gracious Head) 
And by the buried Hand of Warlike Gaunt, 
And by the Worth and Honour of himſelte, 
Compriſing all that may be ſworne, or ſaid, 
His comming hicher hath no further ſcope, 
Than for his Lincall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchiſencnt immediate on his knees: 
Which on thy Royall partic granted once, 
Hisglittering Armecs he wiil commend to Ruſt, 
His barbed Stecdes to Stabics, and his heart 
To faithfull ſervice of your Maicſty : 
This ſweares he as he 1s a Prince, 15 juſt, 
And as I am a Genticman, I credit him. 
Rich. Northumberland, (a; thas : The King returnes, 
His Noblc Coutia is right welcome hither, 
And all the numbvcr ot h:5 taire demands 
Shall be accompliſh'd without conmradition : 
Withallthe gracious rtcrance thou haſt, 
Speake to his gente hcaring kind commends. 
We doe debate our 1cif; (Coutin) doe we not, 
To looke {o poorcly, and roſpeake fo faire ? 
Shall we call back Northumberland and (cnd 
Dehance tothe Ir rot and (odie? 
eAwm.No,good my Lord,let's fight with gentle words, 
Till timeicnd triends, & friends their hopetull Swords. | 
Rich. Oh God, oh God,that cre this rongue of mine, 
That layd the Sentence ot dread Baniſhmenr 
On yond proud man, ſhould rake ir off againe 
With words of ſooth: Oh that I were as great 
As is my Gricte, or leſſer than my Name, 
Or that I could torget what I have beene, 
Or not remember what I muſt be nouy : 
Swell it thou proud heart ? Le give thee ſcope to bente, 
Since foes have {cope to beate both thee and me. 
ednw, N wthumber{ind comes backe from Pulme- 
brooke, 
Rich. \W hat muſt the King doe now?mult he ſibmit? 
The King ſhall doe it : Mult he be depos'd ? 
The King ſhall be concented : Mult he loſe 
The Name of King ? o' Geds Name let it goe, 
He give my lewels tor a ct of beades, 
My gorgeous Pallace, tor a Hermitage, 
M) gay Apparell, tor an Almes-mansGowne, 
My tegur'd Goblets, tor a Diſh of Wood; 
My Scepter, tor a Paliners walking Staffe, 
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My Subjects, for a payre of carved Saints, 
And my large Ki c, fora little Grave, 
Alittle little Grave, a1 obſcure Grave. 
Or 11c be buried in the Kings high-way, 
Some way of comunon Trade , where Subjects feete 
May howrely trample on their Soveraignes Head: . 
For 02 my hcart chey tread now, whulctt I live ; 
And buricd once, why not upon my Head? 
Aumarle, thou weep'lt ( my tender-hearted Couſin) 
Wee'le make toule Weather with defpitcd Teares: 
Our fighes, and they, ſhall lodge the Summer Corne, 
And makea Dearth in this revolting Land. 
Or (hail we play the Wantons with our Woes, 
And make ſome prettie Match with ſhedding Teares? 
As thus : todrop them itill apon one p!ace, 
Tilithey have fretred us a payre of Graves, 
Within the Earth : aad therein lay'd, their lyes 
Two Kin{men digg'd their Graves with weeping Eyes? 
Wouid not this 111, doe well ? Weil, weil,I ſce 
I alke bur idly, and you mocke atae. 
Moſt mightie Prince, my Lord N orrlamberland, 
Wha: layes King Bullmgbrooke? Will his Majeltie 
Give R«chard icave to live, wll Richard dic ? 
You mak: a Legge, and Bullngorooke fayes I. 
N th. My Lord, wt the bale Court he doth attend 
To .peake with you, may it picale you to come downe, 
Rich. Doawne, downe I cone, like gliſt ring Fhacton, 
Wanting the manage of unuly lades. 
In the 5a'e Court? baſe Court where Kings grow bale, 
Tocome at Traytors Calls ,and doe them Grace. 
In the baſe Court come down:down Court,down King, 
For night-Ow.s ſhrive, where mounting Larks ſhould 
Bull. What-tayes his Majcltic ? (fing. 
N #rth. Sorrow, and gricte of heart 
Mak-s hun tpcake tondly, line a trauticke man :; 
Yet he 1s come. 
Bull. Sta:id ail apart, 
And ſhew faire datic to his Majcſtye. 
My gracious Lord. 
Rich. Faire Couſin, 
You devaſe your Princely Knee, 
Tomake the bale Earth proud with kiſſing 1t- 
Me rather had, my Heart might feele your Love, 
Than my unplcas'd Eye ſee your Courteſic. 
VpCoulin, up; your Heartis up, I «now, 
Thus high at leaſt, although your Knee be low. 
Bull. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine 
{ Ovwne. 
| Rich. Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and 


al, 
PFal. So farre be mine, (my moſt redoubted Lord,) 


Kich. Well you deſerv'd: 
They well deſcrue to have, | 
That know the ſtrong'ft, and ſureſt way to get. 

Vackle give me your hand: nay, drie your Eyes, 
Teares ſhew their Love, but want their remedies. 
Couſin T am to young too be your Father, 
Though you are old enough to be my Heire. 
What you will have, [le give, and willing too, 
For doe we muſt, what force will have us doc, 
Sr aneto wards London: 
Couſin, is ito? 
Zul. ca, my good Lord. 
Rich. Then I muſt not ſay, no. 


| Flows. Excunt. 
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Enter Queene and two Ladies. 


2%. What ſport ſhall wedeviſe here in this Garden, 
Todrive away the heavie thought of Care ? 

£4. Madame, wee le play at Bowics, 

Lu.” Twill make methinke the World is full of Rubs, 
And that my tortune runnes again't the Byas. | 

La. Madame, wee'le Dance. 

Lu. My Legges can keepe no meaſure in Delighr, 
When my poore Heart no mealture keepes in Grigtes 
Theretore ao Dancing (Girle) tome other ſport. 

Za. Madanc, wee'tc teil Tales. 

2s. Of Sorrow, or of Griete ? 

La. Ot cyther, Madame. 

2s. Ot ncyther, Grice, 

For if of loy, being altogerher wanting, 

It doth rem<emoc me the more or Sorrow 2 
Or if of Gr«tc, bung altogether had, 

It addes mo;c »orrow tomy wat of loy ; 
For what i have, i need nut torepat ; 


” OD ——— 


And what I want, it dourtes not to complaines 
Le. Madame, lic ting, 


Qs. 'Tis wei chat thou haſt cauſe : | 
But thouſhould'it pleate me better, wou'd*ſt thou weepe. 
| £#. I couid weepe, Madame, weuid it duc you gold. : 
2s. And I could ing, would weeping doe me good, | 
And never borrow any 1 care of thce. 
Enter a Garamer, and two Servants. | 
But ſtay, hzcre come the Gardiners, 
Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe Trees. 
wretchcdneſſe, unto a Rowy of Puntics, 
They'le ralke of {tate : tor every one doth to, 
Againſt a Change ; Woe is fore-runne with Woe. 
ard. Gor binde thou up yond dangling Apricocks, | 
Whichlike unruly Children, make theu Syre 
Stoupe with oppreſſion of their prodigall weight : 
Give ſome ſupportancetothe bending rwigges« 
Goe - veins, likean Executioner 
Cur off the heads of roo fait growing ſprayes, 
That looketoo loftie in our Common-wealth x | 
All muſt be even, in our Governement. 
You thus imploy'd; I wili got root away 
The noyſome wecdes, that withour profit ſucke 


As my true ſervice ſhalideterue your love. | 


| Her Knots ditorder'd, and her wholkctome Hearbes 


The Soyles tertilitie from whole'ome flowers. 
Ser. Why ſhould wee, in the compaſle of a Pale, 

Keepe La v and rorme, and due Proportion, 

Shewing as ina M-dcit our ftirmetta.c ? 

When our Sea-walicd Garden, (the whe Land ) 

Is full of Weedes, ber {an clt Ftowers choaktup, 

Her Fruit-t: ecs ail unpruia d,her Hedges rai 


Swarming with Caterpulcrs. 
Ged. Aold thy peace. 

He that ha-h [affer'd this diſorder'd Spring, 
Hath now himicitc mer with che ball of Leafe, | 
The Weeds that his broad-(preading Leaves did ſhelter, 
That ſeem'd, in cating him, to hoid him up, Nt 
Are pull'd up, Root and all, Dy Bulingbrooke : 

I mcaze, the Earle of / —_ Buſh, Greene, 


| 
Ser. What | 
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Ser. What are they dead? 
Gard. They arc, 
And Bulbngbrookg hath ſciz'd the waltcfull King. 
Whar pity is it, that he had nor trim'd 
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden, at time of ycare; 
And wound the Barke, the skin of our Fruit-tyces, 
Leaſt being over-proud with Sap and Blood, 
With r00 much riches itconfound itfelte ? 
Had he done fo, togreat and growing men, 
They might haveliv'd to beare, and he to taſte 
Their fruites of dutic. All ſuperfiuous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughes may hve : 
Had he done1o, himſelfe had borne the Crowne, 
Which watlte and idle hourcs,hath quite thrown downe- 
Ser. What thinke you the King ſhall be depos'd ? 
Gor. Deprelt he is already, and depos'd | 
'Tis doubted he will be, Letters came laſt night 
Toa dcrere Friend of the Duke of Yorke, 
That celi blacke tydings. _ 
#.Oh Iampreſt ro death through want of (peaking: 
Thov cold eAdaems likeneſle, ſet rodrefle this Garden : 
How dares thy harſh tongue found this unpleating 
W hat Eve ? what ſerpent hath ſuggeſtedthee, (newes ? 
To makea ſecond fall of curſed man'? 
Why do'{t thou ſay King Rechard is depos'd? 
Dar'it thou (thou little better thing then earth) 
Divine his downfall? Say where, when, and how 
Cann'!t thou by this ill tydings ? Speake thou wretch, 
Gard. Pardon me Madam. Little joy have 1 
To breath theſe newes; yct what I ſay, 1s true; 
King Richard, he 1s in the mighty hold 
Or Ballmpbrooke, their tortunes bothare weigh'd : 
In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himſclte, 
And iome tew Vanitics, that make him light : 
Bur in the Ballance of great Ballmgbrooke, 
Beſides himlelte, are all the Englith Peeres, 
And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downue- 
Poſte you to London, tnd you'l finde it fo, 
I ipeake nomore, then every one doth know. 
9+, Nimvle mitchance, that art ſolighr of toote, 
Douth not thy Emoaſſage belong to me ? 
Andam TI laſt chat knowes it ? Oh thou think t 
To {erve me lalt, that 1 may longelt keepe 
Thy ſorrow inmy breaſt. Come Ladies goe, 
To mcet at London, Londons King in woe, 


| What, was [I borne tothis! that my Jad looke, 


Should grace the Triumph of great Bullimgbrooke! 

Gard'ncr, for telling me this newes of woe, 

| wouid the Plants thou graft'ſt, may never grow. Erit, 
G, Poore Queene,ſo that thy ſtate might beno worlte, 

[ would my $k1ll were ſubjet to thy curſe: 

Heeredid ſhedrop a teare, heere in this place 

tle ſet a Banke of Rew, (lowre Herbe of Grace: ) 

Rue,cu'n tor ruth, heere ſhortly ſhall be ſcene, 


In the remembrance of a Weeping Queene. Exit, 
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Atlus Quartus. ScanaPrima. 


Enter as to the Parliament, Builingbrooke a Aumerle, I or- 
thumberland, Percie, Fitz-Water, Surrey, Carlile, Abbot 
of We /tminſter. Herauld, Officers, and Bagor, 


Bullingbrooke, Call forth Bagot. 


Engageit to the Triall, if thou dar'lt. 


Now Bagor, freely ſpeake thy minde, 
What thou do'{t know of Noble Glouſters death ; 
Who wronghr it with the King, and who pertorm'd 
The bloody Othice of his timeleſie cnd, 
Bag. Then {ct before my face, the Lord Anumerte. 
Bull. Coin, ſtand forth and looke upon that man. 
Bag. My Lord azmerle, 1 know your daring tongue 

Scornes to unſay, what it hath once deliver'd. 

In that dead rime, when Glouſters death was plotred, 

| heard you fay, 1s not my arme of length, 

Thar reacheth trom the reſt tull Englith Court 

As farreas Callis, ro my Vnckles head? 

Amonglit much other talke, that very time, 

| beard you fay, that you had rather retuſc 

The offer of an hundred thouſand Crownes, 

Then ZBullmgbrooke returne to England; adding withall, 

How leſt this Land would be,in this your Coins death, 
eAwm. Princes and Noble Lords: 

VW hat an{wer ſhall make to this baſe man ? 

Shall Ifo much diſhonour my faire Starres , 

On equall termes to give him chaiticement ?. 

Either I muſt, or have mine honour ſpoyld 

With th' Arteindor of his Nand'rqus Lippes- 

There 1s my Gage, the manuail Scale of death 

That markes thee out for Hell. Thou lyclt, 

And will maintaine what thou halt ſaid, is falfc, 

In thy heart blood, though bcing all too baſe, 

To itainc the temper of my Kn:ghtly tiword. 
Bul. 'Bagot torbcare, thou ſhalt not take 1t 4's 
eAwwm. Excepting one, I would he were the bcit 

In all thispreſence, that hath moved me fo. 

Fiz. It that thy valour ſtand on ſympathies : 

There 1s my Gage, 4umerle, in Gage tothine : 

By that faire Sunne, that ſhewes me where thou {i 

I heard thee ſay ( and vantingly thou ſpak it it ) 

That thou wer't cauſe of Noole Gloukters death. 

If thou denicit it, twenty times thou lyelt, 

And I will turne thy falſhootd to thy heart, 

Where ic was torged with my Rapicrs point. 
eAum. Thou Gar'lt not (Coward) live toſec the day. 
Furs. Now by my Soule, 1 would it were this hows: 
Anm, Fizwater thou art damn'd to hell tor this. 
Per. eAwumerle, thou lyc'ſt : his Honor 1s as true 

Inthisappcale,asthou artall unjuſt : 

And that thouart ſo, there I throw my Gage 

Toprove it on thee, to th'extrcamelt point 

Of mortall breathing. Scize ir, if thoudar'ſt. 

Aum. And if 1 do not, may my hands rot oft, 
And never brandiſh more revengefull Steele, 
Over the glittering Helmet of my toc. 

Swrre). My Lord Fitz-water : 

I do remember well, the very time 

efwmerle, and you did talke. 

Fi:z. My Lord, 

Tis very true : You were in preſence then; 

And you can witneſſe with me, this is true. 
Swrrey. As talſe, by heaven, 

As heaven it ſelfe is true. 

Fitz. Surry, thou Lyelt. 

Swry. Diſhonourable Boy ; 

That Lye, ſhall lic ſo heauy on my Sword, 

Thar it ſhall render Vengeance and Revenge, 

Till thou the Lye-giver, and that Lye, doc lyc 

In carthas quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. 

In proote whereof, there is mine Honors pawne, 
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Fitzw, How fondly do'it thou tpurre a forward Horſe? 
If I dare cate,or driuke,or breath,or live, 
| dare meete Swryy ina \Vildernetle, 

And 1pit upon tum,whilft I fay he Lyes, 

And Lyes,and Lyes : there 1s my bond of Faith, 
To tye thee to my ltrong Correction. 

Al ueended to thrive 11 thus new World, 
Aumerle 1s guilty of my truc Appeale, 

Belides, | heard the banilh'd Norjelke ſay, 

That chou 4xmerie didit icnd two of thy men, 
1oexecutc the Noble Duke at Callts. 

Aum. Some honelt Chriitian truſt me with a Gage, 
That Norfolke lyes : here doe I throw downe this, 
If he may be repeald, to try his honour. 

Bui. Thelc ditterences thall all reſt under Gage, 
Till N orfolke be repeal'd : repeal'd he ſhall be ; 
(And though mine Enemy ) rettor'd againe 
Toall his Lands and Seignorics : when hee's return'd, 
Agunit Awmerle we will intorce his Tryall. 

(1. Thar honorable day thall ne're be ſeenc. 
Many a time harh baniſh'd Norfelke fought 

For ic{u Chriſt,in glorious Chriitian field 

Streaming the Entigne of the Chriſtian Crofle 

Agaialt blacke Pagans, Turkes,and Saracens : 

And toyl'd with workes of Warre, retyr'd himſelfe 
To Italy,andrhere at Venice gave 

His Body to that pleaſant Countries Earth, 

And his pure. Soule unto his Captaine Chriſt, 

Y nder whole Colours he had toughe fo long. 

Bel. Why Biſhop,is N orforke dead ? 

Carl. Asture as I ive my Lord. 

Bull. Sweet peace condut his tweet Soule 
To the Boſome of good old Abrabam. 

Lords Appcalants, your differeces (hal all reſt under gage, 
Till we aitigac you ro your dayes of Tryall. 
Emer Torke. 

Torke. Great Duke of Lancaſter, come tothee 
From Plame-pluckt K«cbard, who with willing Soule 
Adopts thee Heire,and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the puicthon of thy Royall Hand. 

Aſcend his | hrone,detcending now from him, 
And long live Heary,of that Name the Fourth. 

Bal. in Gods Name, Ile aſcend the Regall throne. 
, Col. Mary, Heavea forbid. 

Worſt in this Royall Preſence may I ſpeake, 
Yet beſt betecming me to ſpcake the truth. 
Would God,that any in this Noble Pretence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Tudge 

Of Noble Richard ; then true Noblenefle would 
Learnc hi:a forbcarance from to foule a Wrong. 
Whar SubjcA can give Sentence on his King ? 
And who lits here, that is not Kichards SabjeR ? 
Theeves are not judg'd,bur they are by to heare, 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And ſhall the figure of Gods Majcitic, 

His Captaine,Steward,Depuncelect, 
Anoynted,Crown'd and planted many yeeres, 

Be judg'd by ſubjeR peo. interior breath, 

And he himſclte nor preſent? Oh, forbid it,God, 
That in a Chriſtian Climate, Soules refinde 
Should ſhew ſo heynous,blacke,obſcene a deed. 

| {peake to SubjeRts,and a SubjeR ſpeakes, 
Strr'd up by Heaven,thns boldly for his King. 
My Lord ot Hereford here, whom you call King, 
is afoule Traytor to prowd Hereford: King. 
\ndif you Crowne him,let me prophecic, 
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[ he blood of Engliſh ſhall manure the ground, 
And tuture ages groane for his foule Act. 

Peace ſhall gue fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 
And in thus Seat of Peace,tumuluous Warres 
Shall Kinne with Kinne,and Kinde with Kinde confound. 
Ditorder, Horror, Feare,and Mutinic 

Shall here inhabite,and this Land be call'd 

The ficld of Goigotha,and dead mens Sculls. 

Ohyif you rcare this Houſe,againlt this Houſc 

It will the wotulleſt Diviſion prove, 

That ever fell upon this curſed Earth, 

Prevent 1t,refilt it, let it not beſo, 

Leaſt Chil4,Childs Children cry againſt you, Woe. 

North. \Wcli have you argu'd $tr:and tor your palnes, 
OfCapirall Treaton we arreſt you here. 

My Lord of Weltminſter,be it your charge, 
To keepe him tafcly,till his day of Tryall. 
May it pleaſc you, Lords,to grant the Commons Suit ? 

Bull, Fetch hither Richerd,that in common view 
He may ſurrender : fo we ſhall proceede 
Without tuſpition. 

Tor, I willbc his Condud, Exit. 

Built, Lords,you that here are under our Arreſt, 
Procure your Sutcties for your Dayes of Anſwer ; 
Little are we bcholding to your Love, 

And little look'd tor at your helping Hands. 


Enter Richard and Torke. 
Rich, Alack,wiry am I fencfor to a King, 

Betore I have ſhooke off che Regall thoughrs 
Wherewith | c.ga'd ? 1 hardiy vet havelearn'd 
To infinuate,Flateer, bowe,and bend my Knce. 

Give Sorrow leave a while,to returneme 

ſo this fubmiition. Yet 1 will remember 
The favors of thele men : were they not mine? 

Did they not ſometime cry, All hayle to me? 

So /zadas did ro Chriſt : but he in twelve, 

Foun d truth in all, but one ; 1, 11 twelve thouſand, none. 

God tfavethe King : will no man fay, Amen ? 

Am I both Prictt and Clarke 2 well then, Amen. 

God fave the King,alchough I be nor he : 

And yet Amen,if Heaven doe thinke him me. 

Todoe w hat fervice,am I ſent tor hither ? 

Tor. To doc that orice of thine owne good will, 

Whichryred Majcltie did make thee offer ; 

The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 

To Henry Bullmgbrook;. 

Rich.Give me the Crown-Here Coutin,ſcize the Crown: 
Here Coſfin,on this fide my Hand,on that fide thine. 
Now tis this Golden Crowne itke adeepe VV cell, 

That owes two Buckers,filling one another, 

l he empricrcver dancing in theayre, 

The other downe,unfcenegand tull of Water; 

That Bucket downe,and tull of ? cares am 1, 

Drinking my Griefes,'. hilt you mount up on high. 
Bul. 1 thought you had beene willing toreligne, 
Rich, My Crowne | am,but {t:1] my Griefes are mine: 

You may my Glorics and my State depoſe, 

But not my Grietes;{tili am I King of thole, 

Bull.Part of vyur Cares you give me with your Crown. 

Rich, Your Cares fer up,doe not pluck my Cares down. 
My Care,ts !ofle of Care,by old Care done, 

Your Care, is gaine of Care,by new Care wonne : 

The Cares I give,l have,though given away, 

They tendthe Crowne,yer ſtill with me they ſtay x 
Bull. Arc you contented s reſigne the Crowne ? 

az | 
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' Rich, 1,n0;no,1 : for I mult nothing dee : 
Therefore mo,no,for I reſigneto thees = 
Now,mai ke me how 1 w1itl undoe my felte. 

[ givethisheavic Weight from off my Hcad, 

Aid this unwicldic Scepter from my Hand, 

Ihe pride of Kingly {way trom out my Hcart, 
With minc owne Tcarcs 1 Waſh away my Blame, 
With minc owne Hands I give away my Crowne, 
With mine owne Tongue denie my Sacred State, 
\W ith minc owne Breath reicaſe all dutious Oathes : 
All Pompc and Mazcttic I doe tortweare : 

My Manors,Rents, Revenues, 1 torgoc ; 

My Ats,Decrees,and Statutes I demic : 

God Pa! don all Oathcs that are broke tO me, 

God &cepe all Yowes unbroke arc made to thee- 
Make mc,that nothing have,with nothing griev'd, 
Aud thou vithail pleas*},that haſt allarchicv'd, 
[,0ng mayit thou live in K:charas Seat tO lit, 

And toonuc lyc Ricvard in an Earthie Pit. 

Cod ſave King Hemry,uneKing'd Richard (ayes, 
And ſend him many ycercs ot Sunne-{hine dayes. 
VW hat more rcaiatncs e 

North. No more : butthat you reade 

Theſe Accuſations,andtheſe grievous Crymes, 
Committed by your Perion,and your toliowers, 
Asainit the State,and Profit of this Land: 

That by contciling them the Soules of men 

May dcemegthat you are worthily depos'd. 

Kich. Mult 1 doc fo ? and mult 1 ravell our 

My weay'd-up tollyes ? Gentlic N orthamberland, 
If thy Offences were upon Record, 

Would it not ſhame thee, 1n {o tare a troupe, 
Torcadc a LeRture of them ? It thou would 'it, 
There (hould'it thou finde one haynous Article, 
Containing the depoſing of a King, 

And cracking the itrong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark'd with a Blot,dam:1'd inthe Booke of Heaven. 
Nay, 2/i of you,that itand and looke upon me, 

W hi'it thac my wretchedacfic doth bait my fſelfc, 
[hough tome of you, with -8/are wath your hands, 
Shewtng an outward pittic : ycr you Fulates 
Have here deliver'd mc to my fowre Crolle, 

And Water cannot watin away your finne. 


North. My Lord ditpatch,reade o're theſe Articles. 


Rich. Mine Eycs are tull of Tearcs;l cannot ice ; 

And vct ſalt-Water bliades them nor {o much, 
But thev can ſcea fort of Traytors here. 
Nay,it I turne mine Eyes apon my \clte, 
I finde my f{cltc a Traycor with the reſt : 
For I have given here my Soules conſent, 
T'undeck the pompous Body of a King ; 
Made Glory baſe ; a Soverarigne,a Slave; 
Prowd Majcttic,a Suvzcct ; Statc,a Pelant, 

North. My Lord. 


Rich. No Lord oi thine,thou haught-inſulting man ; 


No,nor no mans Lord : 1 have no Name, no T:tle; 
Nognot that Name was given mcatthe Font, 
But cis uiurpt; alack the heavie day, 

That I have worne 10 many Wanters out, 

And know not now,what Name tocall my ſclfc. 
Oh,that I were a Mockcric, King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sunnc of Ballingbrooke, 

To melt my tclte away 1m Water-drops. 

Good King,great King,zqnd ver not greatly good, 
And it my word be Stcrling yer in England, 

Let it commanda Mirror hither {traight, 


| 


That it may ſhewy me what a Face I have, 
Since 1t is Bankrupt of his Majeſtic. 
Bull. Goe ſome of you,and fetch a Looking-Glaſle, 
Nor.Reade o're this Paper, while the Glaſie doth come, 
Rich. Ficnd,thou torments me,ere I come to Hell, 
Bull. Vrge itnomore,my Lord Northumberland. 
North. The Commons will not then be fatisty'd, 
Rich. They ſhall be fatisfy'd : le reade enough, 
| When doe ſee the very Booke indeede, 
VV here all my finnes are writ,and that's my ſelfc, 
Emer one with a Glaſſe. 
Give me that Glafle,and therein will I reade- 
No deeper wrinckles yet? hath ſorrow ltrucke 
$0 many Blowes upon this Face of mine, 
And made no deeper Wounds ? Oh flatrring Glaſle, 
Like tomy followers in profperitic, 
Thou do'it beguile me. Was this Face,the Face 
Thatevery day, under his Houſc-hold Roofe, 
Did keepe tenthoutand men ? Was this the Face, 
That likethe Snnnedid make beholders winke ? 
[s this the Face, which tac'd 10 many tollyes, 
That was at latit out-tac'd by Bullngbrocke ? 
A brittle Glory ſhineth in this Face, 
As brittle as the Glory,1s the Face, 
For there it is,crackt 11; an hundred ſhivers. 
Marke ſilent King,the Morall of this port, 
How ſoone my Sorrow bath de{troy'd my Face. 
Eu/, The ſhadow of your Sorrow hath deltroy'd 
Thc ſhadow of your Facc. 
| Reb. Say that againe, 
The ſhadow of my Sorrow : ha, let's ſee, 
Tis veryrruc, my Gricte lyes all within, 
And theſe externall manners of Laments, 
| Arc mcerely ſhadowes to the unſcene Griete, 
* 1 bar {wells with filence in the rortur'd Soule, 
There lyes the tubitance : and I thanke thee King 
For eliy great bounty, that not onely giv'it 
Me caiic to watile, but tcachelt me the way 
How to laracat the cauic. le begge one Boone, 
\nd then be gone, and trouble you no mores 
| Shail i obrarrc 1t2 
Bu!. Namc it, ta're Coulin, 
Rs-h, Faire Couſin ? I am greaterthan a King : 
For when I was a iag, my liatterers 
Were then bur tubjects ; being now a tubjeR, 
[ havea King hcere tomy fiatrerer: 
Bcing ſo gre at, i have no ncede to deg gee 
Bul. \ctatke. 
Rich. And ſhall T have? 
Bal. You thall. 


kich, Then give me leave to goes » 

Bul. Whither ? 

Rich. Whither you will,ſo I were from your ſights. 
Bul, Goc tome of you, convey him tothe Towcr. 


Rich. Oh good : convey : Conveyers arc you all, 
Thatriſe thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Bul. On Wednciday next, we ſolemnly ſet downe 
Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your {clves. Exeunt- | 

eSbbot. A wofull Pagcant have we here beheld. | 

Carl. The Wore's tocome,the Children yet unborne, 
Shall feele this day as (harpe to them as Thorne. | 

Arm. You holy Clergic-men, is there no Plot | 
Torid the Realme of this pernicious Blor? | 

Abbot. Bctore I trecly ſpeake my minde heerein, | 
You ſhall not onely take the Sacrament, | 
Tobury mine intents, butalto to cttet | 


What 
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I | Whitevcr 1 hall happento deviſe. 

| ſee your Browes are full of Diſcontent, 

Your Heart ot Sorrow, and your eyes of Teares, 
Come home with me to Supper, lle lay a Plot 

Shall ſhew us all a merry day, E xewnt, 


—_— —_— 
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eAttus Quintus. Scena Prima. 
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Emer Qucene, and Ladies. | 

Qs. This way the King will come : this is the way 
To [ul Caſarsillerected Tower : 
| To whote fliut Boſome, my condemned Lord 
Is doom'd a Pritoner, by proud bullimgbrookes 
Hcre ict us relt, it this Rebellious Earth 
Have any reciting tor her true Kings Queene. 

| Enter Richard and Guard, 
| But ſoft, but ſce, or rather doe nor ice, 
My tare Rote wither : yetlooke up ; bchold, 
That you in pietie may ditiolve ro dew, 
And wath hum treth againe with true-love Teares: 
Ah thou, the Modell where oid Troy did itand, 
Thou Mappe ot Honour, thou King Richards Tombe, 
Andnoc king Rievards thou moit beautcous Inne, 
Why thowud hard-tavor'd Griete be lodg'd in thee, 
VWhca Triumph 1s become au Alc-houſe Guelt? 

Rich. loyue not with gricte, taire Woman, do not fo, 
To maKkec my cad £00 tuddcn: lcarnc g00d SyUule, 
Tochiunke our former State a happy Drcamec, 

From which awak'd, the truth of what we are, 

Shewecs us but this. 1 am tworne Brother (>weet) 
Toprim Necethitie ; and he and | 

Wl! kcepe a League till Death. H:gh thee to France, 
And Cloylter thee 1n Lome Religious Aoute ; 

Our holy lives mult winne anew worlds Crowne, 
Which our prophanc houres h-re have ttricken downe 

Qs. VW hat, is my Rrchard both in (ſhape and minde 
Transform'd, and weaken'd? Hath ZBulimgbrooks 
Depos'd thine Intcliet?hath ke beene in thy Heart? 
The Lyon dying thruſteth torth his Paw, 

And wounds the Earth,it nothing cle, with rage 
Tobeo're-powr'd:and wilt thou,Pupili-like, 
Take thy Correction miidly, kiſle che Rodde, 
Andtawnc on rage with balc humility, 
Whicha:ta Lyon and a King of Bealts? 

Rich, A King of bealts indeed : if aught but Beaſts, 
I hac becne ſtilla happy King of Men. 
Good(tometime Queene)prepare thee hence for France: 
Thinke 1 am dead, and that even here thourtak'ſt, 
As trom my Death-bed, my laſt living leave. 
ln Waters tedious Nights fitby the fire 
With good old folkes, and letthem tell thee Tales 
Ot wotuil Ages, long agoe beride: 
And cre thou bid good-night, to quit their gricfe, 
TUl thouthe lamentable fall of me, 
Ant icnd the hcai Crs weeping ro their Beds © 
For why ? the ſenceleffe Brands will ſympathize 
The heavie accent of my movin# Tongue, + 
And in compalſton, weepe the fre our ?: 
And fome will mourne in Aſhes, ſome coale-blacke, 
For the depoling of a righefull King. 

Enter I orchumber{and. 
N9th.My Lord,the mind of Bulingbrooke is chang'd. | 


— 
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You muſt to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. 
And Madame, there is order ta'ne for you: 
With all ſwitt ſpeed, you muſt away to Frances 
Rith, N orthumberiand, thou Ladder wherewithall 
| The mounting Bullngbrooke alccnds my Throne, 
| The time ſhall not be many hourcs of age, 
More than it 15, cre foule tinne, gathering head, 
Shall breake into corruption : thou ſhalt thinke, 
Though he devide the Realme, and give thee halfe, 
It1sto0 little, helping him toall ; 
He ſhall thinke, that thou which know'ſt the way 
To plant unrighttull Kings, wilt know againe, 
| Being ne're {0 little urg'd, another way, | 
To plucke him headlong from th' uſurped Throne, 
| The Love of wicked friends converts to Feare ; 
That Feare, to Hate ; and Hate turnes one, or both, 
To worthic Danger, and deicrved Death. 
N oth, My guilt be on my Head, and there an end : 
Take leave, and part, tor you mult part forthwith. 
| Rich. Doubly Hrored (bad men) ye violate 
A rwo-told Marriage ; *twixt my Crowne, and me; 
And then bertwixt me, and my marryed Witc. 
Let inc un-kiflc the Oath *twixt thee and me; 
And yct not fo, for witha kiſle 'twas made. 
Partus Northumberland: |, towards the North, 
W here ſhivering Cold and Sickneſle pines the Clyme: 
My Queene to trance:trom whenceict torth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither like ſweet May ; 
Sent backe like Hollowmas, or (horr'tt of day, 
2s. And mult wee be divided? mult we part? 
Rich.l,hand trom hand(my Love)and heart fro heart» 
Qx. Baniſh us both,and tend the King with me. 
North. That weretome Love, but lirtle Pollicy. 
Ds. Then whithcr he goes ,thither let me goe. 
Rich. So two together weping, make one Woc, 
Weepe thou for me in France; 1, tor thee heere ; 
Better farce off,than neere,be ne're the neere. 
Goe,count thy Way with Sighes; I, mine with Groanes. 
Li. S9 longeit Way ſhall have the longeſt Moanes. 
Ric. Twice tor one ſtep Le groane,the way being thort, 
And pcece the way out with a heavie heart. 
Come, come, in wooing Sorrow ler's be bricte, 
Since wedding 1t, there is ſuch length in Griete: 
One Kifle ſhali ſtop our mouthes, and dumbely part; 
Thus givel mine, and thus take I thy heart. 
2«.Give me mine owne againc: twere no good part, 
To take on me to keepe, and kill thy heart. 
So, now I have mine owne againe,ve gone, 
That 1 may itrive to kill it wr h a groane, 
Rich. We make Woe wanton with this tond delay: 
Once more adjeu; the relt ict Sorrow fay. Exennt, 


Scena Secunda, 


Emer Torke, and his Ducheſſe, 


Dech.My Lord, you told me you would tell the reſt, 
When weeping made you breake the ſtory off, 
Of our two Coutins comming into London. 

Tor, Where did | leave ? 

Dut. At thar fad [{toppe, my Lord, 
Where rude mil-govern'd hands, from Windowes tops, 
Threw dult and rubbith on King Richards bead. 


. : 
d 3 Ter. Then ! 
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To. Then, as 1 ſayd, the Duke ( great Bulling brooks,) 
Mounted upona hot and fierie Steed, 
Which his aſpiring Rider ſcem'd to know, 
With flow, bur {tately pace, kept on his courſe : 
While all rongues cride, God fave thee Bullngbrooke. 
You would have thought the very windowes ſpake, 
So many greedy lookes of youngand old, 
Through Caſcments darted their deſiring eyes 
Vpon his viſage : and that all the walles 
With painted Imagery had ſaydar once, 
lelu prelerve thee, welcome Bulingbrooke. 
Whail'it hc, trom one ſide to the other turning, 
Barc-hcadcd, lower then his proud Steedsnecke, 
Beſpake them thus : I thanke you Countrimen : 
And thus ſtill dving, thus he paſt along, 
Dmtch. Aias poore Richard, where rides he the whilſt? 
Yorke. As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
Aftcr a well grac'd Aftor leaves the Stage, 
Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be redious : 
Even ſo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did ſcowlc on Richard : no man cricce, Goud fave hum ; 
No joyfull rongue gave him his welcome home, 
ut duſt was throwne upon his Sacred head, 
Which with ſuch gentle ſorrow he ſhooke off, 
His face ſtill combating with tcares and ſmiles 
(The badges of his greefe and patience ) 
[ [1ar had not God (tor ſomettrong purpoſe) ſteel'd 
The hearts of men,they mult pertorce have melteg, 
And Barbaritme it felfe have pittied hum. 
ut hcaven hath a hand 1n theſe events, 
To whoſe high will we bound our calme contents. 
To Zallwgbrooke, are we {worne Subjects now, 
\V koſe State, and Honour, I for for aye allow. 
Enter eAumerle. 
Tut. Heere comes my tonne Ammerle. 
7 or. fumerle that was, 
But that is loſt, for beiag Richards Friend, 
And Madam, you mult call him Rutland now : 
| am in Parliament pledge tor his truth, 
And laſting fcaitic inthe new-made King. 
Dat. We'comemy tonne : who are the Violets now, 
That ſtrew the greeuc lap of the new-come Spring ? 
e4am. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, 
Ged knowes, | had as licte be none, as one. 
Yorke. Well,beare you well in this new-ſpring of tune, 
Leair you be cropt before you come to prime, 
\W hatnewes tro Oxtord?Hold thoie Iuits & Triumphs? 
Aum. For ought I know my Lord, they do, 
Jorg You will be there 1 know. 
Aum. It Cod prevent not, I pupole ſo. 
Tor, \V hat Sealc is thatthat hangs without thy boſom? 
Yea, look'ſt thou pale? Ler me fee the Wrating, 
eAum, My Lord, tis nothing. 
Ter. No matter then who lees 1t, 
| till be ansfied, let me fce the Writing, 
Amun, I dobeleech your Grace to pardon me, 
It 15 a matter of {mall conſequence, 
W hich tor ſome reaſons I would not have ſcene. 
7or. Whichtor ſome reaſons ir, I meane to ice : 
] teare, I feare. 
Dat. What ſhould you feare? 
'T1s nothing but ſome bond, that he is enter'd into 
For gay apparrell, againſt the Triumph. 


Tor. Bound to him (clfe? Whar doth he with a Bond * 
' ' . 
| Enquire at London, 'm ng [t the Tavernes there: 


That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a foolc. 


—. —__ __ 


| Boy, let me fee the Writing, 


eAww.l do belcech you pardon me, I may not ſhery ir, 


Tor. I will be ſatisfied, let me tec it I fay. Snatcber it | 


Treaſon, foule Treaton, Villaine, Traitor, Slave. 
Dat, What's the matter, my Lord? 
Torke. Hoa, who's within there ? Saddle my horſe,” 
Heaven for his mercy : whattreachery is heere? 
Dat. Why, what istmy Lord? 
Torke, Give me my boots, I ſay : Saddle my horle : 
Now by my honour, my lite, my troth, 
I will appcach the Villaine. 
Dat. What 1s the matter ? 
Torke. Peace fooliſh Woman. 
Dt. I will not peace. W hat 1s the matter Sonne? 
eAumwm, Good Mother be content, it 15 no more 
Then my poore lite muſt anſwer. 
Dat. Thy life anſwer ? 
Emer Servant with Boots, 
Tor, Bring my Bootes, 1 will unto the King- 
DweStrike him Awwerle. Poore boy,thou art amaz'd, 
Hence Villaine, never more come in my ſight, 
Ter. Give me my Bootes 1 ſay. 
Dat. Why Yorke what wilt thon do? 
Wilt thou not hide the Treſpaſle of thine owne? 
Have we more Sonnes? Or are we like to have? 
Is not my teeming date drunke up withrime? 
And walt thou plucke my faire Sonne from mine Age, 
And rob me of a happic Mothers name ? 
Is he not like thee? 1s he not thine owne? 
Tor. Thou tond mad woman: 
Wilt thou conceale this darke Conſpiracy ? 
Adozen of them hcere have tane the Sacramcar, 
And interchangeably fet downe their hands 
To kill the King at Oxford. 
Daz. He thall be none: 
Wee'l keepe him here : then what is that ro him? 
Tor. Away fond woman: where he twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him. 
Dut. Hadit thou groan'd for him as I have done, 
Thou wouldelt be more pitriful! : 
But now I know thy minde; thou do'ſt ſuſpeR 
That I have bcene dilioyall to thy bed, 
And thart he is a Baſtard, 10t thy Sonne : 
Syweet Yorke, ſweet huSband, be not of that minde: 
He is as like thee, as a man may be, 
Notlike to me, nor any of my Kin, 
And yetT love hun. 
Tor. Make way, unruly Woman. Exit 
Dat. After eA@merle, Mount thee upon his horſe, 
Spurre poſt, and get defore him to the King, 
And begthy pardon, ere he do accuſe thee, 
le nor be long behind: though 1be old, 
I doubr not but toride as faſt as Yorke: 
And never will Iriſc up trom the ground, 
Till Bullsngbrooke have pardon'd thee: Away,be gone. Exit 


—— 


—— ——— .— 


Scena T ertta, 


Enter Bullmgbrooke, Percie, and other Lords. 


_ _ > CDS > ——o—_ I re 
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Bu/. Can noman tell of my unthriftic Sonne ? 
Tis ful! three monthes fince 1 did ice him laſt. 
If any plague hang over us,'tis he: 
I wou!d to heaven ( my Lords) he mightbe found, 


For 


— -—-—- 
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's my | 


- 


Exit 
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For there (they {ay ) he dayly doth frequent, 
With unreitrained looſe Companions, 
Eyea ſuch ( they fay) as ſtand in narrow Lanes, 
And rob our Watch, and beate our paſſengers , 
W hich he ( yong wanton, and ctteminate Boy ) 
Takes on the point of Honour, to ſupport 
So diſlolute a crew» 

Per. My Lord,ſome two dayes ſince I ſaw the Prince, 
And told him of thcte Triumphes held at Oxford. 

Bal. And what fayd the Gallant ? 

Ter. His anſwer was : he would unto the Stewes, 
And from the common'ſt creature plucke a Glove 
And weare it as a tavour, and with tha: 

He would unhorſe the luſtiett Challenger. 
pul. As diſfolute as deſp'rate, yet through both, 
[ ſce ſome {parkes of better hope: which elder daycs 
May happily bring forth. But who comes here? 
Emer Ammerle. 
eAwm. \V here is the King ? 
Bul. What meanes our Couſin, that he ſtarcs 
And lookes {or wildely ? 

eAum.God fave your Grace-ldo beſecech your Majeſty 
To have ſome conterence with your Grace alone. 

Bull, Withdraw your ſelves, and leave us here alone: 
What is the matter with our Couftin now ? 

Aum, For ever may thy knees grow to the earth, 
My tongue cleave to my roote within my mouth, 
Vnlefle a Pardon, ere I rife or ſpeake. 

But. Intended or committed was this fault ? 

If on the tif ſt, how hainous cre it be, 
To win thy aftcr-Jovc I pardon thee. 

Awn. T hen give me lcave, that ! may turne the key, 
That no man enter till the tale be done. 

Ball. Have thy delire. Yorks within. 

Tor. My Licge beware, looke tothy (cite, 
Thou halt a Traytor inthy prelencethcre. 

Bull. Villaine, Iliemakethee ſafe. 

eAwm. Stay thy revengetull hand, thou halt no caule 
[O Care. 

Torke. Open the doore ſecure foole-hardy King : 
Shall I for love ſpeake treaſon to thy tace? 
Open the duore, or 1 will breake it open. 
Enter Torke. 

Bal. What is the matter (Vnkle) ſpeak,recover breath, 

Tell us how neere is danger, 
That we may arme us to encounter it- 

Tor. Peruſe this writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The reaſon that my haſte torbids me ſhow. 

Aum. Remembe as thou read'it,thy promite palt: 
[ do repeat me, reade not iny name there, 
My heart is not contederate with my hand. 

Tor. It was (villaine) erethy hand did fer ir downe. 
| tore it trom the traitors boſome, King. 
Feare and not Love, begets his penirencc; 
Forget to pitty him, leaſt thy putty prove 
A Serpeur, that wili ſting thee to the heart. 


For 
: 


Bull, Oh heinous, ftrong, and bould Conſpuacie, 
| Olopall Father of a treacherous Sonne : 
| thou ſheere, immaculate,and ſilver fountaine, 
From whence this ſtreame, through muddy pallages 
Hath had his current, and defil'd himſclte. 
Thy overflow of good, converts tobad, 
Ard thine abundant goodneſle ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blot, in thy digreiling ſonne. 
Ter $0 ſhall my vertue be his vices bawd, 
And he Call ſpend mine Honour, with his Shame: 


| 


— 


| 


| Asthriftleſle Sonnes their ſcraping Fathers Gold, 
Mine honour lives when his Sn dyes, 
Or my ſtham'd lite in his diſhonour lies : 
Thou kill'it me in his life, giving him breath, 
| The Traitor lives, the true man's put to death. 
Dmtche(ſe within. 
Dw#t,W hat hoa ( my Liege)for heavens fake let me in, 
Buil. W hat ſhcill-voic'd Suppliant makes this cager cry? 
Dat. A Woman and thine Aunt ( great King) 'tis I. 
Speake with me, pitty me, open the dore, 
A Begger begs, that never begg'd before. 
But. Our Scene isalcer'd trom a ſcrious thing, 
And now chang'd to the Begger, aud the King: 
My daungerous Cofin, let your Mother in, 
I know ſhe's come to pray for your foule ſin, 
Tor. Ifthou do pardon, whoſoever pray, 
More ſinnes for this forgiveneſle, proſper may, 
This felter'd joynt cut off, the relt reſts ſound, 
This kt alone, will all the reſt confound. 
Enter Dutcheſſe. 
Dat. O King,belceve not this heard-hearted man, 
Love,loving uot it ſ{elfe, none other can. 


Shall thy old dugges once more a Traitor reate ? 
Dt. Sweet Yorke be paticnt,heare me gentle Liege, 
Bul. Riſe up good Aunt. 
Daz. Nor yet, I thee beſcech. 

For ever will I kneele upon my knees, 

And never fee day that the happy tccs, 

Till thou give joy : vnrill thou bid mc ioy. 


, By pardoning Rutland, my trantgretling Boy. 


Auwm. Vato my Mothers prayers, I bend tiny knee, 
Torks, Againſt them both, my true joynts bended be, 
Dret. Pleades he 1 carnclt ? Looke upon his Face, 
His eyes dodrop no teares: his p:ayers are injelt : 
His words come trom his mouth, ours from our brett. 


| 
| 


He prayes but faintly, and would be denide, 

We pray with hearr, and foule, and all befide: 

His wearie joynts would gladly ritc, I know, 

{Zur Knees ſhall kneele, till to the ground they grow: 

His prayers are full of falic hypocritic, 

Ours of true zcale, and deepe integritie : 

Our prayers do out-pray his, then lctthem have 

That mercy, which true prayers ought to haves 
Bul. Good Aunt ſtand up. 

Dat. Nay do not tay {tand up. 

But Pardon firſt, and atecrwards Rand up. 

AndifI werethy Nurſe, thy tongue to teach, 

Pardon ſhould be the firit word of thy ſpeech. 

I never long'd to hcare a word till now : 

Say Pardon ( King,) let pitty teach thee how, 

The word is ſhort: bur not fo ſhort as ſweet, 

No word like Pardon, for Kings mouth's fo meet. 
Tor; Speake itin French (King) ſayd Pardon ne 97. 
Dt. Doſt thou teach pardon, yardon to deſtroy ? 

Ah my ſowre husband,my hard-hearted Lozd, 

That fer'it the word it (clte, againſt the word, 

Speake pardon as 'tis currant 18 our Land, 

The chopping French we doe not underſtand. 

Thine eye beginsto ſpeake, tet thy tongue there; 

Or in thy pitteous heart, plant thou thine care, 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pearce, 

Pitty may movethee, Pardon torchearle, 

Bul. Good Aunt, ſtand up. 
Dat. I donot fueto ſtand, 

Pardon isall the ſuicIhave 11 hand, 


Belt | 
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Yer. Thou tranticke woman,what dolt thou make here, 


| 
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Bu! I pardon him as heaven ſhall pardon me- 
Duz. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee : 


{ Yct am I ſicke tor feare : Speake 1t againe, 
Twice {aying Pardon, doth not pardon twain, 


But makes one pardon {trong- 
Bull. 1 pardon him with all my heart. 
Dst. A God on carththou art. 
Bul. But for our truſty brother-in-Law, the Abbot, 
With all the rc of that conlorted crew, 
Deſtruction ſtraight ſhall dogge them art the hecles: 
Good Vnckle keclpe to order teverall powres 
To Oxtord, or where cre thete Traitors are ; 
They ſhall not live within this worid I {weare, 
But I will have them once know wherc« 
Vnckie farewcll, and Cofin adicu : 
Your mother well hath prayd, and prove you true. 
Dt, Come my old ſon,I pray heaven make thee new- 
Exu. 
Enter Exton and Servant. 
Ext. Didf{t thou not marke the King what words hc 
ip iKC ? us : 
Have I no friend will rid me of this living teare : 
Was it norfoe 
Ser. Thoſe were his very words. 0 
£x. Have I no Friend? (quoth he: ) he ſpake it tW1CC, 
And urg'd it twice together, did he not ? 
Ser. He did, 
£x.And (peaking it,he wiltly look'd on me, 
As who (hall fay, 1 would chou wer't the man 
That would divorcethis terror from my heart; 
Meaning the King at Pomtret : Come, let's g0Cc; 


| am the Kings fricnd, and wall rid lus Foes Exit. 


_ —_ 9 — — 


Scana Quarta, 


— 


Emer Richard. 

Rich, 1 have bin ſtudying, how to compare 
This Prifon where 1 hive, unto the World: 
And for becauſe the world 1s populous, 

And hecre 1$not a Creature, but my elte, 

[ cannot doe 1t: yet llc hamuner't our. 

My Braince, 1c prove the Female to my Soulc, 

My {ou thc Father:and thele two beget 

A 248 NCILATION of itil] breeding [ houghrs d 

And thete tame Thoughts, people this Little World 
In humors, like the pcople of this world, 

For no though: 1s conteured, The berrer fort, 

As thoughts of chings Diving, are intermixt 


With ſcraples, and do fer the Faith it ſelfe 


4 


og? 
. 


. 
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A#unit the Futh;as thus:Come little ones: & then again, 
Ir 1S 42S hard tOoCUINEC, 4s IOC A C ameil 

To thred the potternc of a Needles eye. 

Thoughts rending to Ambition, they do plor 

Valikely wonders; how thete vaine wcake nailes 

May tcare 2 paſſage through the Flinty ribbes 


Of this hard world,my raggcd priſon walles: 


" , 

\nd tor thcy cannot, dyc in their owne pride. 
Thoughts rencing to Content, flatter themſelves, 
. . 

T hat they are not the firit of Fortunes Nlaves, 
Nor ſhali nor be the laſt. Like filly Beggars, 


- 
OS 


, Sas " 2 + 3% - les * 'T , L . 1 
Who fitting 1m the Stockes, retuge ther ſham 
" . : , " — 
Thar many have, and others mult fit there : 


And in ms Ihought, they finde a kind of eaſe 
» b | " þ 


* 


A. 


| Bearing their owne misfortune on the backe 

Of tuch as have before indur'd the like. 

Thus play I in one Priſon, many people, 

And none contented. Sometimes am I King; 

Then Treaſon makes me wiſh my lelfe a Beggar, 

And fo 1 am. Then cruſhing penurie, 

Pertwades me, I was better when a King : 

Then am I king'd againe : and by and by, 

Thinke that I am un-king'd by Bullingbrooke, 

And \traight am nothing. But what cre Lam, CMuſick 
Norl, nor any man, that but man is, 

W:th nothing ſhall be plcas'd, till he be cas'd 

With being nothing. Muticke dol heare? 

Ha, ha? keepe time : How ſowre (weet Muſicke is, 
When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept ? 

S015 1t in the Muſicke of mens lives; 

And here have 1 the daintinefle of care, 

Toheare time broke in a diforder'd ltring : 

Bur tor the Concord of my Statcand Time, 

Had not an care to hearc my true Time broke. 

I wattcd T1me, and now doth Time waſte me: 

For now hath Tune made me his numbring clocke; 
My Thoughts, are minutes; and with Sighes they iarce, 
T heir watches to mine eyes, the outward Watch, 

W hereto my hnger, like a Dialls point, 

Is pointing itill, in cienting them trom reares- 

Now {tr, the tound thattels what hourcir is, 

Are clamorous groancs, that {trike upon my heart, 
Which ts the bell: 1o S1ghes, and Teares, and Grones, 


—_— 


— 


Shew Minutes, Houres, and Times: O but my Tic 
Runs poalting on, in Budingbroekes proud joy, 
W hulc I itand fooling heere, his jacke o' th' Clocke. 
This Muſicke mads me,lct it found no more, 
For thought have holpe madmen torthcir wits, 
In me it leemes, it will make witc-men mad ; 
Yet bleiling on his heart that gives it me ; 
For 'tis a ligne of love, and love to Richard, 
Is a ſtrange Brooch, in this all-hating world. 
Enter Groome. 

Greo. Haile Royall Prince, 

Kicb. Thankes Noble Peere. 
The cheapeſt ot us, is tcn groates too deere. 
W hat art thou? And how com'ſt thou hither 2 
W here no man ever comes, but that ſad dogge 
That brings me tood, to make misfortune live? 

Oreo, I wasa poore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
VW hen thou wer't King, whotraveliing towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at icagch have gotten leave 
Tolooke upon my ( tometimes Royall) maſters face. 
O how it yern'd my heart,when I beheld 
In London (treetes, that Coronation day, 

When Bullmgbrockg rode on Roanc Barbary, 

That horſe, that thou ſo often halt beſtrid, | 

T bat horſe, that I fo carctully have dreſt. | 
Kh. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentle Friend, 


_ — —_— 


How went he under him ? 


_— 


Gree. 50 proudly, as if he had diſdaind the ground, 

Rich. So proud, that Bullwngbrooke was on his backe; | 
That lade hath cate bread from my Royall hand. | 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. {| 
Would he not ſtumble ? Would he not tall downe 
(Since Pride muſt havea fall) and breake the necke 
Ot that proud man, that did ufurpe his backe ? 
Forgiveneſlc horte : Why do Iraile on thee, 
SInce thou created to beaw'd by man 


Was © borne to bcare? I wasnot made a horſe, 
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And yet I beare a Hurthen like an Aﬀe, 
Spur-gall'd, and tyr'd by jauncing Bulingbrookg. 
Emer Keeper with a Diſh. 
Keep, Fellow, give placeheere is no longer ſtay. 
Kicb, It thou love me, 'tis time thou wer*taway- 
Gros. What my tongue dares nor,that my heart ny 
(aye x. 
Keep. My Lord, wilt plcaſe you to fall roo? 
Rico. Talte of it firſt, as thou wer't wont to 460, 
Xeep- My Lord [ dare not: Sir Pierce of Exton, 


Rich. The divelh take Henri of Lancaſter, and thee; 
Paticnce is ſtale ,and I am weary of 1ts 


Keep, Helpe, helpe, helpe. 


Emer Exton and Servants. 

Rj. How now?what mcanes Death in this rudeaſlale? 
Villaine,thine owne hand yeelds thy deaths inſtrument, 
Gothou and fill another roome in hell. | 
Exton ſtrikes bim downe. 
That hand ſhall burne in never-quenching fire, 

That ſtaggers thus my perſon. Exton, thy fierce hand, 

Hath wich the Kings blood, flain'd the Kings ownland. 

Mount, mount my toule, thy ſedte is up on high, 

Whil'it my grofle fleſh finkes downward, heere to dye. 
£xtom. As full of Valor as of Royall blood, 

Both have [ {pilr:Oh would the decd were good, 

For now the divell, that told mel did well, 

Fayes, that this deede is chronicled in hell. 

This dead King to the living King [le beare, 

Take hence the reit; and give them buriall heere, Ext, 


_———c _ o —_ — — — 


Scaena (Quinta, 


PP—I—_—  ——  ——_—_  — 


Flouriſh. Enter Bullingbrooke, Torke, with 
other Lords & attendants. 

Bul. Vnklc Yorke, thelatelt newes we heare, 
[s that the Rebels have conſum'd with fire 
Our Towne of Ciceter in Gloucclterſhire, 
But whether they be tance or flaine, we heare not. 

Enter N orthumberland. 

Welcome my Lord : W hat is the newes ? 

N or. Firlt tro thy Sacred State, wiſh I all happineſle: 
The next newes is, I have to London ſent 
The hcads of Sali5bury, Spencer, Bluxt, and Kent: 


Wholately came trom th' King, commandsthe contrary. | 


The manner of their taking may appeare 
Art large diſcourlcd in this paper hcere. 

Bull. We thanke thce gentle Percy tor thy paines, 
And to thy worth will adde right worthy gaines- 

| Emer Fuz-waters. 

Fitz, My Lord, I have from Oxford ſertto London, 
The heads of Broccas, and Sir Fenner Sect, 

Two of the dangerous conlorted Traitors, 
Thar ſought at Oxford, thy dire overthrow. 

Bull. Thy paines Firzaters ſhall not be forgot, 
Right Noble 15s thy merit, well l wot. 

Enter Percy 4nd Cavlile, 

Per, The grand Confpirator, Abbort of Weſtminſter, 
With clog of Conlcicnce, and ſowre melangholly, 
Hath yeclded up his body to the grave : 

Bur heere is {arfile, living to abide 
Thy Kingly doome, and tentence of his pride. 
Bull. Carlile, this 1s your doome : 


Chooſe our ſome ſecret you ſome reverend roome 
| Morethan thou haſt, and with ic joy thy ſelfe : 
| SOas thou liv'tt 11 peace, dye free from itrife: 
For though miac enemy thou halt ever beene, 
High ſparkes of Honor in thee have I ſeenc. 
Enter Exton with a Coff un, 
Exton, Great King, within this Coun Ipreſent 
Thy buried feare. Heerein all breathleſle hes 
The mightieſt of thy greateſt enemies 
Richard of Burdeaux, by me hither brought. 
Bull. Exton, I thanke thee not, for thou haſt wrought 
Adeecde of Slaughter, with thy tacall hand, 
Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 
Ex.From your owne mouth my Lord,did IT this decd. 
Bull. They love not poyton, that do poyſon neede, 
Nor do I thee: though 1 did w:th him dead, 
I hate the Murtherer, love him murthered. 
The guilt ot conictence take rhou for thy labour, 
But neyther my good word, 11or Princely favour, 
With (ame go warder through the ſhade of night, 
And never ſhew thy hcad by day, norlight, 
Lores,l proteſt my toule is tull of woe, 
That blood ſhould ſprinkle me,and make me grow. 
Come mourae with me, tor thar 1 do lament, 
And put on ſullen Blacke incontinent ; 
Ile make a voyageto the holy-land, 
To waſh this blood off from my guilty hand. 
March ſadly after, grace my mourning heere, 


| In weeping after this untimely Beere, Creme. 
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V pon whoſe dead corpes there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such beaſtly, ſhamecclic cransformation, 
By thoſe Welſhwomen donc,as may not be j 
( Without much ſhame) re-told or ſpoken of. | 
Kg. It leemes then, that the tidings of this broile, | 
Brake off our buſineſlc tor the Holy land. | 
wyft. This matcht with other ike,my gracious Lord, | 
Farre more vncven and unwelcome Newes 
| Came from the North,and thus it did report ; 
On Holy-roode day,the gallant Hotſpurrethcre, | 


Fgter the Kins,Lord Tobn of Lanceſter, Earle 
of «/t meriana,n ith others. 


K #1p. 
- nd . 
| SSSEV O ſhaken as we arc,to wan with care, 
Find we a time tor frighted Peace to pant, 
And brcath ſhortwinded acccnrs of new broils | 
To be commenc'd in Stronds a»farre remate ; 


No more the thirſty entrar ce of this SOyle, 
Shall dambe her lippes with her owne childrens blood : 


No more ſhall trenching Warre channel] her felds, Young Harry Percy,and brave Arctibald, | 
Nor briniſe her Howrets with the Armed hootes Thatever-valiant and approoved Scot, 
Ot hoſtile paces. Thote oppolcd eyes, At Holmedon met, where they did ſpend 

A ſadand bloody houre : 


\W hich like the Meteors ofa troubled Heaven, 
All of one Nature,of one Subſtance bred, 

Did lately meete in the inteſtine ſhocke, 

And furious cloze of civill Butchery, 

Shall now in mutuall well-beſeerung rankes 
March all one way,and be no more oppos'd 
Againſt Acquaintance,Kindred,and Allies. 
Theedgect Warre,likean ill-hcathed knite, 
No more ſhall cat his Maſtcr. Therefore Friends, 
As farre as to the Sepulcher of Chritt, 

Whole Souldicr now,under whoſe bleſſed Crofic 


As by diſcharge of their Artillerie, 
And ſhape of 11kelyhood the newes was told ; 
For he that broughe the:n,in the very hcate 
And pridc of their contention, did take hoy le, 
Vncerrtaine of the iflue any way, 

Kwg. Heere 15 a dcere and true induſtrious {; end, 
Sir Walter Blaentncw hghted trom his Horlc, 
Stain'd with the variation of cach foyle, 
Betwixt tha Ho/meden and this Scat of ours : 
\nd hc hath bro! ght uSimooth and welcome newes. 
Weare impreſſed and ingag'd ro fight, The Earle of Dowgle is diicomfited, 
Forthwith a power of Engliſh thall we levie, Tenthouland dold Scots,rwo and rwenty Knights 
Whole armcs were moulded in their Mothers wombe, | Balk'd in their owne biood did Sir Water fee 
To chace theic Pagans 1n thoſe holy Ficlds, ' On Holmedons Dlaincs. Of Pritoners, Horſparre tOOKE | 
Over \W hoſe Acres walk'd thole biclicd feete | CMordake Earle of Fite,and cidelt {onne 
Which fourtecne hundred YEA! TS 2g0 ETC dl d | Tobeaten Dowglas,an the Earle of eAtholl, 
For our advantage on the bitter Crolle. Of Harry, Anguiaud Merteth, 


—— > > yu_ 
Ot —— — —_ 
—— 


— 
— 


eo - — -- 


But this our purpole 1s a twelvemonth old, | And is not this an honourable ipoylc ? 
And bootlefle 'tis to tell you we will go : | A gailant prize ? Ha Colin,is it not? In faith it is, n 
Therefore we mecte not now. Then lct mc kcare | #eft. A Conqueſt for a Princeto boaſt of, 
Of you my gentle Couſin Weſtmerland, | Kung. Yea,there thou mak'it me fad, & mak'ſt me fin, 
| Inenvy,that my Lord Northumberland 


* 4 * gat bacon 9 \_— _ 1 ##% , Le 
What yelternight our Councecll did decree, 
In torwarding this deere expcdicnce. 
Weſt. My Licge : This haſte was hot inqucſtion, 


Should be the father of ſo bleſt a ſonne : 

A Sonne, whoisthe Theame of Honors tonoue | 
. ph g%% > 

Amonglt a Grove,the very traightelt Plant, 


— 


And many limits of the Charge ſet downe 


= $ 'T , , P yo U : 
| But veltermght $ when all athwart there came | Who 1s ſweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride : | 
A Poſt from Walcs, loaden with heavy Newes ; W hil'ſt I by looking on the prayſe of him, | 


See Ryor and Diihonor aine the brow 


| Whote worlt was, That the Noble Mortimer, 
Ot my yong Harry. O that it could be prov'd, 


> —— 


| Icadino che men of Herefordſhireto fiohe | 
| o_ . . _ . ——_— 
Again t The Tr egular and wilde Glendower, Thar ſome Night-tripping Faicry,had exchang'd 
Was dy the rud- hands of that Welſhman taken, In Cradle-clothes,our C hildren where they lay, 
rY 1 : "Y x - % , 1 . 43 - . of 
| And athouſand of his pcople butchered : | And call'd mine Percy,liis Plantavenct : 
£ The 


— _— —_ —— 


1s broile, 


cious Lord, * 


; . 


triend, 


* NEWES. 
ghts 
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mY 


Thea would 1 have his Harry, and he mine ; 
But let hi from my thoughts. What thinke you Coze 
Ofthis young Percezs pride? The Priſoners 
Which he inthis adventure hath ſapriz'd, 
To his owne uſe he keepes, and ſends me word 
1 hall have none but Mordake Earle of Fife. 
Weſt. This is his Vnckles teaching. This is Worceſter 
Malcvolcnt to you in all Aſpedts ; 
Which makes him prune hialſclfe, and briſtle up 
The creſt of Youth againſt your Digmty. 
King. But Ihavelent tor him to an{wer this ; 
And tor this cauſe a while we muſt negleR 
Our holy purpoſe to /eru{alem. 
Coin, on Wedneſday next, our Councell we will hold 
Atwwmd[or, {0 informe the lords: 
But come your ſeife with ſpced to us againe, 
For more 15 to be ſaid, and tobe done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 


welt. 1 will my Liege. Exennt, 


JE 


Scena Secunda, 


” —— ——— 
| —— 


Enter Henry Prince of F ales, Sir Tohn Fal- 
ſtaffe, and Pounz.. 


Fal. Now Hal, what time of day is it Lad ? 

Prmce. Thou art 10 fat-witted with drinking of old 
Sacke and unbuttoning thee afcer Supper, and ſiceping 
upon benches inthe atternoone, that thou haſt forgotten 
to demand that truely, which thou wouldeſt truly know. 
VW hat a divell haſt thoutodoe with the time of the day? 
unlefle houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons, 
and clockes the tongues of Bawdes, and duails rhe tignes 
of Leaping-houſes, and the bleſſed Sunue himfgite atait e 
hot Wench in Flame«coloured Taffata, Lfcc'no reaſon, 
why thou ſhouldelt bee forfuperfiuous, todemand the 
time of the day. 

Fal. Indecsd you came neere me now Hal. for we that 
take Purſcs, co by the Moone and ſeven Starres, and not 
oy Pheeous hee, that wand'ring Knight fo faire. And 1 
pray thee fweer Wagge, whenthou art King,as God ſave 
thy Grace, Maicity 1 ſhould fay,tor grace thou wilt have 
none 

Prin, W hat ! none ? 

Fal. No, not fo much as will ſerve to be Prologue to 
an Egoc and Butrer, 

Pris. well, how then? Come roundly, roundly, 

Fal. Marre then, tweet Wagge, when thou art King, 
let not us thatare Squires cf the Nights body, bee call'd 
Theevesof the Dayes beautic. Let us be Dianacs Forre» 
ſters, Genlemen of the Shade, Minicns of the Moone ; 
and lcr mentay, we be men of good Government, bein 
governed a5 the Sea is, by our noble and chaſt miſtris the 
Moone, und-r w hoſe coyntenance we ltea'e . 

Pria, Thou fay'it well, and it hoids well too : for the 
fortune ofus that arethe Moones men , doeth ebbe and 
towlike the Sea, being governed as the Seca is, by the 
Moone ; as for proote. Now apurſc of Gold moſt reſo- 
luttly ſnatch'd on Monda y night, and moſt diſſolutely 
[pent on Tueſday Morging; got with fivearing, Layd by: 


asthe foot of the Ladder; at 


as the ride of the Gallowes. 


ns 


_— 
i 


——— Wo 


the Taverne 2 moſt fivect Wench 2? 


not a Buffe Ierkina molt Liveet robe of durance? 


witha Buffe-Icrkin ? 
ſteſſe of the Taverne ? 


 timeand off. 
Prim. Did I evercal!l for thee to pay thy part ? 


Pris, Yea andelicwhere, fo tarreas my Coyne would 
ſtretch, and where ut would nor, I haveutd my credit. 


art King ? and refelution thus fobb'd as t is, with the ru- 
ſty curbe of old Father Anticke the Law ? Doenor thou 
when thou arta King, hang a Therte. 

Prin. No, thou (hair. 

Fal. Shall I? O rare! He be a brave TuCge. 

Priv. Thou judgeſt falfe alrcady. 1 mcane, thou ſhalt 
have the hanging of the Theeves, and fo become a raic 
Hangman. 

Fat. Well Hal, well : and in fome fort it jumpes with 
my humcur, as well as warring in the Court, I can tell 
YOUs 

Prin. For obrtamins of tuites ? 

Fat. Yea, tor obtaining of ftutes, whereot the Hang- 
man hath nolca:c Wardrobe. I am as Mclancholly asa 
Gyb-Cat, ora lugg d Beare, 

Prin. Or anoid Lyon, or a Lovers Lute, 

Fal. Yea, or the Drone of a Lsnce/«/xre Bagpipe. 


of Moore-Ditch ? 

Fal. Thou hait the moſt unſevoury ftmiles, and art 1:1- 
deedthe moit comparnti re ratcatk it tweet yong Prince, 
But Hal, | prythcetrouble me no more with vanity, 
would rhou and I knew, where a Commcgity of good 
narmes were to be bought ; an old L,rd of the Councelt ra- 
ted me the other day wu the ftreet avout you fir ; but 1 
mark'd him not,and yer he toIk'd very witely,bur T regar= 
ded him not,und yet he talker wifcly, and in the fixer coo. 

Frin. Thoudidit well : for no mwnregards its 

Fal. O, thou haſt damnable iteration, ard art indeed 
able ro corrupt a Saint. Thou haſt dons much barme un- 
tome Hal,God forgive thee for it. Betore 1 knew thee 
Hel,\ knew nothing:and now | am(1t a man ſhuuld fpeake 
truly )lirtle better than one of the wickee.l mult give 0- 


ver this life, 2nd 1 will give it over : and I do not, {am a 
Villaine, 1c be damn'd for never a Kings fonne 1n Chri- 
{tcndomec- 

Prim, Where ſha'l we take a purſe tomorrow, Iacke? 

Fa/. Where thou wilt Lad, tle make one : and 1 doc 
not, call me Villaine, and baftie me. = 

Prin. 1 ſee a good amendment of life in thee: From 
Praying, to Purtc-taking. 


Fal. Why, Hal. "tis my VocQtion Ha!. Tisno fin tor a 
man to labour in his V 0£4:107. 


erm. As isthe hony, my old Lid of the Caſtle : and is 


Fal. How how 2 kow now mad Wagge 2 What in thy 
quips and thy quiddities > What a plague have 1 to doc 


Prin. Why ,what apoxc have 1 to doe with my Ho- 
Fat. Wc<ll, thou haſt call'd her to a reckning many a 


Fal. No, llc give thee thy duc, thou halt paid ail there. 


Fal. Yea, and tous dit, that were ir heere apparant, 
that thou art Hcire apparant. But prythee {weet Wag, 
ſhall there be Gallowes ftanding in £:g/and when thou 


Prin, What fay'{t thou to a Hare, or the Mclancholly | 


_ CO _— — 


; Fai. Thon fay'ſttruc Lad :and is not my Hoſtefſe of | 


—_———— 


Pointz., Now ſhall wee know if Gals hill have ſet a * 


| Watch. O, if men were co be faved by merit, what hole 


and ſpent with crying, Bring in : now, in asloyy anebbe | in Hell were hoc enough for him? This is the molt omnt- 
- and by inas high a flow |) potent Villaine, that ever cryed, Stand, to a true man. 


Prin. Good morrow Ned. 


- —” —— —_ ——— 


Paints. -. 


——————_—_—_ 


—— 
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ſieur Remorte? Whar fayes Sir loha Sacke and Sugar. 
Jacke? How agrees the Divell and thee about thy Soulc, 
that thou ſoldelt hum on - mon; Ws laſt,for 2 Cup of 
Madera,aad a cold Capons legge ? ; 

Prim, Sir lohn SE ro A devill ſhall have 
his ba: gaine,for he wasnever yeta Breaker of Proverbs: 
lie will grve the devill by due. 

Pew Thenart thoudamn'd for keeping thy word with 
the divell ; 

Prin, Elſc he had bin damn'd for cozening the divell. 

P:y. But my Lads,my Lads, ro morrow morning, by 
fourc a clocke carly at Gads hill,there are Pilgrimcs g0- 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and 1 radcrs ri- 
ding to London with fat Purſes, I have vizards tor you 
all ; you have horſes for your ſelves : Gads-hull lyes to 
night in Rochcſter, I have beſpoke Supper to morroW in 
Eaitchcape; we may doc it as ſecure as ſleepe:it you wll 
go,l will ſtuffe you Purſes full of Crownes : if you will 
not,ta;ry at home and bc hang'd. 

Fal.:xcareye Yedward,it 1 tarry at home and gonot, 
Ilc hang you tor going» 

Poy. Lou wil: chops» 

Fal. Hal, wiltthou make one ? 

Frm. Who,ltoo? la l Lcete ? NotI. 

Fal. Thac's neither honeſty, manhood, nor good fel- 
lowſhip in thee,northou cam'lt not of the blood-royali, 
if thou dar'it not itand for ten ſhillings. 

Prin. Well then, once in my daycs Ile be a mad-cap. 
Fal. Why that's weil layd. 

Prin. Well, come what will, Ile tarry at home, 

Fad. Ic be a Traitor then, when thou art King- 


Pran. I carc nor. 


I wil 'ay him downe fuch rcafons for this adventure, 
that he ſhall go. 

Fat. Wcll, maiſt thou have the ſpirit of perſwaſion; 
and he the caccs of profiting, that what thou ſpeakcit, 
may moveand what he heares may be beleeved,that the 
true Princc,may (tor recreation ſake)provea falle theete; 
for the poorcabules of the rime, want COUntenance. 
| Farewell, you ſhall tinde me in Eaſtchcape. 

Prev. Farewell the latter Spring. Farew cil Alhollown 
Summer. Exu.Fal. 

Pe. Now,my good ſweet Hony Lord, ride with us 
to morrow. I have a zelt to execute, that I CANNOT Man- 
nage alone. Falftaſſe, Harvy, Refſill, and Gaas-bell » ſhall 
i 6bbc thoſe mcn that we have already wav-layar ; your 
{elte & 1,will nor be thete:and when they have rhe boo- 
ty,if you 2nd } doc not rob them,cut this head trom my 
ſhoulders. 

Prid.Buthow ſhall we part with them in ſetting forth? 

Pojn, W hy,wc will fer forth before or after them,and 
| appoint them a place of mecting, wherein it 1s at our 
pleature tofaile; and then will they adventure upon the 
exployt themiclves, which they have no fooner atchue- 
ved,but wee'l ſet upon them. 

Pres. I but tis like that they will know us by our 
horſcs,oy our habits,and by evcry other appointment to 
be our iclves. 

Poy. Turt,our horſcs they ſhall not ſee, Ietyethem in 
the Wood; our vizards wee will change atter wee leave 
then: and {irrah,l have Caſes of Buckram for the nonce, 
to immaske our noted ourward garments. 

Pr:n, But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Fey. Well,tor rwo of them, I know them to bee as 


_ 


Poinesr, Good morrow fivect Hal. W hat ſaies Mon- | 


OG 


Feyn.Sir Toh», pray thee leave the Prince & mealone, | Rr decmang time, when mcn thinke leaſt I will. 


true bred Cowards as ever turn'd backe : and forthe 
third if he fight longer than he ſees reaſon, le torſwear 
Armes. The vertue of this Ic{t will be,the incomprehen. 
ible lyes that this far Rogue will tell us, when we mecte 
at Supper : how thirty at leaſt he fought with, what 
Wardes, what blowes, what extremities he endured; 
and in the reproofe of this, lyesthe jeſt. 

Prim. Well,lle goe with thee, provide us all thingy 
neceflary, and meere mee to niorrow night in halt. 
cheape,there Lle ſup. Farewell. 

Pojn. Farewell, my Lord. Exit Pointz., 

Frw. 1 know yet all, and will a-while uphold 
The unyoak'd humor of your idlencſlc : 

Yet herein will 1 imitate the Sunne, 
W ho doth permit the baſe contagious cloudes 
To tmorher up his Beauty Tom the world; 
That when he picate againe to be hinelfe, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 
By breaking through the foulc and ugly milts 
Of vapours, that did ſeeme to ſtrangle him. 
It all the yeare were playing hulidayes, 
Toſport, would be as tedious as to worke ; 
But when they ſeldome come, they wiſht-for come, 
And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents. 
So when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the debt I never promitled ; 
By how much better than my word I am, 
By ſomuch ſhali I talfifie mens hopes, 
And iike bright Mecta!l on a ſullen ground : 
My reformation glittering o're my fault, 
Shall ſhew more goodly, and attrat more eyes; 
Than that which hath no ſoyle to ſet it off. 

le 19 offend, to make offence a $kill, 


OCD —_ 


Seana Tertia, 


— —— 
— —_— —_ 


Enter the King, orthumberland, Worceſter, Hot/burre, 
Sr Water Blunt, and others, 


King. My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt re ſtirre at thele indignities, 
And yoa have found me; for accordingly, 
You tread upon my patience : But be twe, 
I wiil from _— rather be my ſelfe, 
Mighty, and to be tcar'd, than my condition, 
W hich hath beene ſmooth. as Oyle,ſcft as yongDowne, 
And therefore loſt the Title of reſpe, 
Which the proud ne're payes, but to the proud. 

Wor.Our houlc ( my Soveraigne Liege )little deſerves 

The ſcourge ot'greatnefſe tobe utcd on it, 
And that ſame greatneſſe roo, which our owne hands 
Have holpe to make fo portly. 

Nor. My Lord. 

Kwmg. Worcelter get thee gone : for I do ſee 
Danger and diſobedience in thine eye. 
O fir, your prelence is too bold arid perem 
And Majeſtic might never yet Dm hg 
The moody Fronticr of a ſervant brow, 
You have good leave toleave us. When we need 
Your uſe and counſcll, we ſhall nd for you, 
You were about to ſpcake. 

North. Yea, my good Lord. 


Thoſe 


_ — 


© 
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Priſonersin your Highneſſe demanded, 
Ne Hery Poo here at Holaeden tooke, 
Were (as he ſayes) not with fach ſtrength denied 
As wasdclivered to _—_ ; 

Who cyther envy, or 
Was guilty yy regs. any 

My Liege, no priſoners. 
— Ars a woo ro was done, 
When I was dry with Rage, and extreame Toyle, 
Breathleſſe, and faint, leaning upon my Sword, 
Came there a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreſt ; 
Freſhas a B ,and his Chin new reapt, 
Shew'd like a Land at harveſt home. 

He was hike a Milliner, 

And 'ewixt his _ and his Thambe, he held 

A Pouncet-box : which ever and anon 

He gave his Noſe, and took't away againe : 

Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Tooke it in Snuffe. And ſtill he ſmil'd and talk'd : 
And asthe Souldiers bare dead bodies by, 27 
Hecall'dthem untaught Knaves, Vnmannerf7, 
Tobring a ſlovenly unhandſome Coarie 

Wirh many holidy y tearmes 
Hequeſtion'd me : the reſt, demanded 
My Priſoners, in your Majclties behalfe. 
| then, all-ſmarting, with my wounds being cold, 
(To be ſo peſtered with a Popingay ) 

Out of my Greefe, and my impatience, 

Anſwer'd ( ngly) I know not what, 

He ſhould , or ſhould not ; For he made me mad, 
Tolce him ſhine ſo briske, and ſmell ſo ſweer, 
And talke ſolikea Wat oman, 


And telling me, the Soveraign'ſt thing on earth 
Watunacky for an inward brute : 
And that it was great pitty, ſo it was 
Thar vilanous Salt-peter ſhould be digg'd 
Oat of the bowels of the harmeleſſe Earth, 
Which many a good Tall Fellow had deſtroy'd 
Socowardly, And but for theſe vile Gunnes, 
He would himſelfe have beene a Souldier. 
This bald, unjoynted Chat of tis ( my Lord) 
Made me to an{were indireRly ( as 1 fayd.) 
And 1 belcech you, let not this report 
Come currant for an Accuation, 
berwixtmy love and your high Majeſty. 
Blane, The circumſtance conſidered, good my Lord, 
What ever Harry Percie then had laid, 
Toluch a perſon, and in ſuch a place, 
Atluch a time, withall the reſt retold, 
May reaſonable dye, and never riſc 
Todo him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he ſaid, ſo he unſay it now. 
King. Why yet he doth deny his Priſoners, 
"1 withproviſoand Exception, | *\ 
That we at qur owne charge, ſhail rnſome ſtraight 


X Guns,andDrums,and Wounds: God fave the marke; 


No : anthe barren Mountaice let hi ſtarve : 
For I ſhall never hold tharman my Friend, 
\W hoſe rongue ſhall aske me for one peny colt 
Toranſome home revotted Aorrimer, 

Her. Revolted CAorcamer ? 
He never did fall off, my Soveraigne Licge, 
But by the chance of Warre: to prove that true, 
Needs no more but one - Forall theſe Wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly hetooke, 
When on the gentle Severnes ficdgic banke, 
Ia lingle Rica hand to hand, 
—_— ound the deſt þ ofan houre 
n changing hardiment wit Glendower : | 
Three times they dreath'd,anFrbree times did they drinke 


we , ſwift Severncs fiood ; 


gn gong 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds ; 
m—_ could the noble Aforrimer 

eceive fo many, andall willingly : 
_ him _ - fland'red with i bely bio 

mg. Thoudo' him Percy, t I 
He never did mens tw Glendowes : 
I rell thee, he durſt as well have metthe divell alone, 
As Owen Glendower for an cncmy. 
Art thou notaſham'd ? But Sirrab, henceforth 
Na ms ts ry er vey . 
me xtoners with the ſpcedieſt meanes, 

Or you heare in ſuch a kinde from me 
As will diſpleaſeye. My Lord Northumberland, 
We Licenſe your departure with your fonne, 
Send us your Priſoners, or you'l heare of it. Fxi8 King. þ 

Hee. Andif the divell eome and roare for them, 
I willnot fend them. 1 willafter ſtraight | 
Andtell him ſo: for 1 will caſe my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head, 

Nor. W hat? drunke with choller?ftay & pauſe awhile, 


Heere comes your Vnekle. Emer Worceſter. 
Hee. of Mortimer ? 
Yes; 1 will ſpeake of him, and let my ſoule 


Want mercy,if Ido not joyne with him. 

_ —_ y nr ren OY it 
drop 1'th duſt, 

Burl ll ——_—_—_ NP bu 

As bigh Yth Ayre as this unthank efull Ki 

2 cod Cankred Fade. 

Nov. Brother,the King bath r Nephew mad. 
| War. Who fireche his heateup after I was gone Þ 
Het. He will (forſooth) have all my priſoners : 

And when urg'd the ranſome once againe 
Of my wives Brother, then his checke look'd pale, 
- And en my facc he turn'd an eye of death, 
| Trembling eycnatthe name of CMHortioer. 
Wor, I cannot blame him : was he not proclaim'd 


fls Brother-in-Law ,the fooliſh Aſornimer, By Richerdthat dead is, the next of blood? 

Who(inmy ſoule) hath wilfully betrayd Ner. He was: I herd the Proclamation , 

Thelives of thoſe, that he did leade to Fighe, And then it was, when the unhappy King 

Wh peche great Magitian, damo'd ne . (Whole wrongs in us God pardon) did ſer forth 

daughter (as we hcare) the Earle of March Vpon his Iriſh ition 2 

ehlvrly married, Shall our Coffers then, From whence he intercepted, did returne 

thay 2d, to redeemea Traitor home ? To be depoſ'd,and (hurtly murthered. 

Whe 4) Treaſon ? and indene with Feares, Fer And for we in the workdowide moor 
they have loſt and forfeyred themſelves? Live ſo ſcandaliz'd, and fouly ſpeken of. £ 

— e ot, 


, 
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As full of pcrill and adventurous Spirit, 
As to0're-walke a Current , roaring loud 
Onthe unſtedfalt footing of a Speare. 

Hot. It he fall in, good night, or finke or ſwimme : 
Send danger from the Eaſt uato the Weſt, . 
So Honor croſle in from the North to South, 

And letthem grapple : The blood more ſtirres 
To rowze a Lyon, then to ſtarta Hare. 

Nor. Imagination of ſome great exploit, 
Drives him beyond the boundsot Patience. 

Hot. By heaven ,me thinkes it were aneaſic leap, 
To placke bright Honor trom the pale-fac'd Mocne, 
Or dive into the bottome of the deepe, 

Where Fadomc-liuc could never touch the ground, 
And plucke up drowned Honor by the Lockes : 

So he thar doth redeeme her thence, might weare 
Without Co-rivall, all her Dignitics ; 

Bur out upon this haltc-fac'dFellowſhip. 

Wor. Heapprchcndsa world of Figures here, 

But not the forme of what he ſhould artend ; 
Good Couſin give me audicnce for a-whilc, 
Andliſt ro me. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thoſc ſame Noble Scottes 
That are your Priſoners. 
Hot. Ile keepe them all, 
By heaven, he thall not bave a Scot of them : 
{ No, ii a Scot would fayc his Soulc, he ſhallnot. 


———— 


| 
| 


| 
| Vpon my life, it will do wond'rous well, 


Sz ; 
Hor. Burt ſoft I pray you ; did King Richerdthen | Ile keepe them, by this Hand. = 
Proclaime my brother Aortimer, Wor, You ſtart away, . 
Heyre to the Crowne? And lend nocare unto my £54 

Nor. He did, my {clfedid heare it. ; Thoſe Priſoners you ſhall keepe. 

Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Couſin King» Hot. Nay, I will ; that's flat : To 
That wiſh'd hum on the barraine Mountaines ſtarv'd- Heſaid he would not ranſore Afortimer : bo 
But ſhall ic be, that you that ſer the Crowne Forbad my tongue to ſpeake of Mortimer, Th 
Vpon the hcad of this furgettull man, Bur 1 will inde him when he lyes aſlcepe, roo 
And for his ſake, wore the deteſted blot Ard in his care, lic holla Aſortimer. | 
Of murtherous ſubornations ? ſhall it be, Nay, Ilc have a Starling ſhall be taught to ſpeake = 
That you a world of curſes undergoe, Nething but CAfertimer, and give it him, 7 
Being the Agents, or baſe (eco. d meanes, To kecpe his anger {till in motion, Yr 
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? Wor. Heare you Coulin : a word. | 
O pardon,it that I deſcend folow, Fot, All fiudies here Lolemnly defie, 4 
To ſhew the Line, and the Predicament Save how to gall and _ this Bulingbr oeke, The 
W hercin you range under this ſubrill King. | Andthat fame Swordand Bucklcr prince of Waks, Ly - 
Shall it for ſhame, be ſpoken in theſe dayes, But that I thunke his Father love $ big not, hy 
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come, And would be glad he met with ſome miſchance, W 
That men of your Nobility and Power, I would have poyſon'd him with a pot of Ale, ot 
Did gage them both in an unjuſt behalte Wor. Farewell Kiniman : Ile talke to you he 
(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) When you are better temper'd to attend. Why 
To put downe Richard, that ſi cet lovely Role, N or. Why v. hata W a{pe-tcrgu'd and impatient fock XN 
Andplaat this Thorne, this Canker 8ulingbrooks ? Art thou, to breake into ttzs Womans | Ho 
And (hall it in more ſhame be further ſpoken, Tying thine care to notorgue but thine owne? Tul 
That you are fool'd, diſcarded, and ſhooke off Hot. Why looke you, Iam whipt & ſcourg'd withrots, - LRfge 
By him, for whom theſc ſhames ye underwent ? Neticd, and ſtung with Piſmiers, whenlI hcare 
No: yettime ſerves, wherein you may redeeme { Otthis vile Politician Fulagbrooke. F 
Your baniſh'd Honors, ane reſtore your ſ{clvcs In Richards time ; W hat dce'ye call the place ? 

Intothe good Thoughts of the world againe. A plaguc upon, it is in Gloulterſhire : D— 
Revenge the gecring and diſdain'd contempt "Twas where the Duke his Vncle kept, 
Of this proud King, who ſtudics day and night His Vncle Yorke, wherel firſt bow'd my knee 
Toan\wer all the Debt he owes unto you, Vnto this King of Smiles, this Bullingbrooks 
Even with the bloody Payments of your deaths : W hen you and he came backe from Rauenſpur gh. 
Therefore 1 lay Nor. At Barkley Caſtle. 
Wor. Peacc Coulin, ſay no more. Hot. You ſay true : 
And now 1 will unclaspc a Secret booke, W hy whart a caudcie deale of curtche, 
And to your quicke conceyving Diſconrtents, This fauning Gray-hound then did proffer me. 
He rcade you Matter, dcepe and dangerous, Looke when his infant forture cametoage, 


And gentle Harry Percy,and kinde Coulin ; 
O, the Dive!l take ſuch Couziners, God forgive me, 
Good Vncl: tell your tale, for I have done. 
Wor. Nay, it you bave not, too't againe, 
Wer'l ſtay your leyſure. 

Fiot, I have done inſooth. 

Wor. T hen once more to your Scottiſh Priſoners. 
Deliver them up without their ranlome ſtraight, 
And makethe Doewglas lonne your onely meanc 
For powers in Scotland : which for divers reaſons 
Which I ſhall tend you wriztcn, be aflur'd 
Will cafily be granted you, my Lord. 

Your Sonnc in Scotland being thus imploy'd, 
Shall ſecretly in the boſome creepe 

Of that ſamenoble Prelatc, well belov'd, 

The Archbiſhop. 

Hot. Of yorke, is't not ? 

Wor. True,who bcares hard 
His Brothers death at Brsftew, the Lord Scroope. 

I ſpeake not this in cſtimarion, 
As what Ithinke might be, but what 1 know 
Is ruminated, plotrec and fet downe, 
And onely ſtayes but to behold the facc 
Ot that occahon that ſhall bring ir on. 
Hoe, I\mellit ; 


N or. Before the gam's a-foot, thou ſtill let'ſt ſlip. 
Hot, Why,jit cannot chooſe but be a Noble plot, fe 


__ _ ww 


i mm, 
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: And then the power of Scotland, and of Yorke 
| To joyne with CAMortimer, Ha. 
wer. And ſo they ſhall. 
Het. Infaith it is exceedingly well aym'd. 
wer. And "tis no little reaſon bids usfpeed, 
To fave our heads, by railing of a Head : 
For, beare our lelves as evenas we can, 
The King will alwayes thinke him in our debt, 
And thinke, we thinke our ſelves unſatisfied, 
Till be he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And ſee already, how he doth beginne 
To make us ſtrangers to his lookes of love. 
Het. He does, he does; wee'l be reveng'd on him, 
war. Coulin, farewell. No further go in this, 
Then I by Letters ſhall direX your courſe 
When time is ripe, which will be ſodainely:; 
Ile ſteals to Glendower,and tbe, Mortimer , 
Where you, and Dowgles, and our powers at once, 
As 1 will faſhion it, (hall happily meere, 
To beare our fortunes in our owne ſtrong armes, 
Which now we hold at mach uncertainty. 
"0 Nor. Farewell good Brother, we ſhallthrive, I truſt. 
| Hot. Vnde, adicu : Olet houres be ſhorr, 


Till ficlds. and blowes,and grones,applaud our ſport- Exit» 
rods, | _KNM bes 
Attus Secundus. Scaena Prima, 


Cr C—_ © CAA A 
. 


—_— _— 


CE 


Enter a Carrier w.th « Lanterne in his hand. 

1.Car. Heigh-ho, an'r be not foure by the day, lle bee 
hang'd, Charles waine is over the new Chimney, and yet 
gu; horſe not packt. VVhat Oltler ? 

Ot. Anon, anon. | 

1. Cer, I prethce Td, beate Cuts Saddle , put a few 
Fockes in the point : the poore Iade is wrung in the wi- 
thers, our of all ccflc. | 

Enter another Carrier. 

2. Car. Pcaſe and Bcanes are as danke here as a Dog, 
* | ndthis is the next way togive poore ladesthe Bottes: 
I tus houſe is turned upſide downe ſince Robin the Oltler 


1. C#, Poore fellow never joy'd fince the price of oats 
role, it was the death of him. 


| 


— 


ding in the ſtablc. Ky 

I, Ce. Nay ſoft 1 e, I know atricke worth two 
— y pray ye, 

Gad. I prethee lend me thine. 

2.({&- 1, when, canſttell ? Lend mee thy Lanthorne 
(quoth-a) marry Ile ſee thee hang'd firit. 

Gad. Sirra Carricr: What time doe yon meane to come 
to London ? | 


warrantthee. Come neighbour Afugges , wee'll call v 
the Gentlemen, they will along with company, for they | 


Enter C tBobertaine. 


Gad. What ho, Chamberlaine ? 

Chem. At hand quoth Pick-pu ſc. 

'Gad. That'sevenas faire , as at hand quoth the Cham- 
berlaine : For thou varicſt no more from picking of Pu:- 
{es,then giving diretion,doth from labouring. Thou lay'ſt 
the plot, how. 

Cham. Good morrow Maſter Gads- Hid , it holds cur- 
rant that I told you yeſternight. There's a Franklin inthe 
wilde of Kent, bath he three hundred Markes with 
him in Gold:I heard him tell ic to one of his company laſt 
night at Supper; a kinde of Auditor, one that hath abun- 
dance of charge too (God knowes what) they are up al- 
= » and call for Egges and Butter, They will away 

ent! 


\D 
Gad. Sirra, if they mcete not withS. Nicholas Clarks, 
Ile give thee this necke. | 
Cham. No,lle none of it: I prythee keepe that forthe 
Hangman, for I know thou worſhipſt S. Nicolas astru- 
ly as a man of falſhood may. 


_— > — 


| 


| —— Tut, there are other Troians that dreamt 
t 


Gad. What talkeſt chou to me of the Hangman ? If 1 
bang , He make a fat payre of Gallowes, For, if Ihang, 
old Sir Joh» hangs with mee, and thou know'ſt hees no 


not of, the which (for ſport fake) are content to doethe 
P rotc{lion ſome rs ; that would (if matters ſhould be 
look'd inroY for their owne Credit ſake, make all Whole. 
1 am joyned with no Foot-land-Rakers , no Long-ſtaffe 
ſix-penny ſtrikers, none ot theſe mad Muſtachio-purple- 
hu'd-Maltwormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquilitic ; | 
Bourgomaſters,and great Oeyers, ſuch ascan holde in , 


2. Car. Time cnough togoe to bed with a Candle , 1 | 
- 


have great charge. Exenne. 


& 2. Car. I thinke this is the moſt villanous houſe inall | ſuch as will ſtrike ſooner then ipeake; and ſpeake ſooner 
London rode for Ficas : 1 am itung likea Tench. then drinke, and drinke ſooner then pray : and yet T lye, 
| i, C#. Likea Tench?_There is ne'rea King in Chri- | for they pray continually unto their Saint the Common- 
ſtendome, could be better bit, then I have beene fincethe | wealth; or rather,not to pray to her,but prey on her : for 
hrit Cocke. they ride up and downeon her,and make her their Boots. 
2, far. Why, you will allow usne're a Tourden , and | Cham, Whar,the Commonwealththeir Bootes? Will 
then we leake in your Chimny : and your Chamber-lye | ſhe hold out warer in foute way? | 
breeds Fleas like a Loach, Gad. She will, ſhe will; Iultice hathliquor'd her. We | 
1.C&. What Oftler, come away,and be hangd; come | ſteale as in a Caſtle, cocklure : we have the receit of Fern- | 
nay. | ſcede, we walke inviſible. 
2-Car. 1 have a Gammon of Bacon, and two razesof | Chaw, Nay, I thinke rather, you are more beholding 
Ginger, tobe deliveredas farre as Charing-croſle. ro the Night, thenthe Fernſeed, tor yoar walking in» 
t, Car. The Turkies in my Panniersare quite ſtarved. | viſible. 
What Otler? A p'ague on thee, haſt thou never ancyein | Gd: Give me thy hand. 
thy head ? Can''ſt not heare And t'were not as good a | Thou ſhalt have a ſhare inour purpole, 
Gd asdrinke, to breake the of thee, Iam a very Vi | As Tamatrue man. 
Come and be hang'd, how faith in thee ? (ham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a falſe 
Enter Gads-bul.. Theefe. 
Jed. Good.morrow Carriers. What'saclocke? ad. Goetoo : Home isa common nameto all men. 
, C#. Ithinke it betwo clocke. id the Oftler bring the Gelding out of the ſtable. Fare- 
F Cad. I precheelkend me thy Lanthorne to ſee my Gel- | well, ye muddy Knave. Fn 
p EY | 6 E 2 C44 
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Horſe, and be frets like a gum d Velyct. 


doſt thou keepe? 


him, 
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Scena Secunda. 


Entey Prince, P oynes, and Pets. 
Peiner, Come ſhelter, ſhelter, I have removed Falftafs 


Prin. Stand cloſe. * - 
Emer Falftafee. 

Fal. Poynes, Poynes, and be hang'd Poanes. - 

Prim. Peace ye _—_— Raſcall, what a brawling 


Fal. What Pomes. Hal? : 
Prin. He is walk'd upto the top of the hill, Ile go ſeeke 


Fad. I am accurſt torob inthat Theefes company : that 
Raſcall hath removed my Horſc, and tied him I know not 
where. [f | travaile but foure foot by the {quire further a 
Foote, I ſhall breake my winde. Well, I doubt not but 
to dica faire death for all this, if I ſcape hanging for kil- 
lingchac Rogue. I have forſworne his company hourely 
an; tine this two and twenty yeare,and yet I am bewitcht 


counter, then they light on os. 


with the Rogues company. Itthe Raſcall have nor given | 


me medicines to make mc lovehim, Ile be hang'd,it could | 
not be elſe : I have drunke Medicines. Peines, Hail, a 
Plague upon you both. Bardelph, Pero: Ile itarve cre | 


rob a foot further. And 'twere not as good adeede as to | 


drink to turne Trueman , and to leave thoſe Rogues , | 
amthe verieſt Varlet that ever chewed with a Tooth. 


Eight yards of uneven ground is threeſcore and ten mules 
afoot with me : and the ſtony-hearted Villaines know 1c 
well enough. A plague upon'r, when Theeves cannot bee 
true one to another» T hey W kiitle. 
Whew : a plague light upon you all, Give my, Horſe you 
Rogues : give me wy Horle and be hang'd. 

Prim. Peace ye fat guttes, lye downe , lay thine care 
cloſe to the ground , and liſt if thou can heare thetread of 
Travellers. 

Fal. Have youany Leavers tolifr me up againe being 
downce ? Ile not beare mine owne fleſh ſo tarafoor again, 
for al! the coine inthy Fathers Exchequer. W hat a plague 
mcane ye to colt me thus? 

Prin. Thou ly'it,thou art not colted ,thou art uncolted- 

Fal. Iprethee good Prince Hal, helpe me to my horic , 
good Kings ſonne+ 

Prin. Out you Rog, ſhall 1be your Oltler ? 

Fat. Go hang thy ſcltc inthine owne heire-a 

Garters: If Ibe tance, Ile peach for this ; and 1 have not 


] Ballads coade on all, and ſung to filthy tunes, lera Cup of 


Sacke be my poyſon : when a jeſt is ſo forward, aud a 
foote too, I hate it. 


Enter Gads-bull. 


As thry we ſharing, the Prince and Poynes ſet wen them. 


Prin. Y ou foure ſhall front them in the narrow Lane ; 
Nedand I, will walke lower ; it they ſcape from yor eq 


Pets. But how many be of them ? 

Gad, Some cight or ten. 

Fal. Willthcy not rob us ? 

Prin. What, a Coward Sir /obn Paunch? 
Fal. Indced lam not Job of Gawnr your Grandfather: 
but yet no Coward, Hal. 

Prin, Wee'l leave that to the proofe. 

Pom. Sura lacke thy horſe ſtands behinde the hedge, 
whenthou need'(t him, there (halt thou finde him, kare- 
well, and itand faſt. 

Fal. Now cannot I irike himyif I ſhould be hang'd, 

Prim. Ned, where are our diſguiles ? 

Poe, Hecre hard by : Stand cloſe. ' 
Fal. Now my Malters, happy aan be his dole, fay 1: 
every wan to bis bulinefle. 


E mter Travellers. 

Tra. Come Neighbor: the boy ſhall leade our Horks 
downe the hill: Wee'l walkc a-foot a while , and eaſe ou 
Legges. 

lheeves, Stay. 

Tra. Tclubleſſe us. 

Fat. Strike: downe with rhem,cut the villains threars; 
a whorſon Caterpillars : Bacon-fcd Knaves , they hatew 
youth ; downe with them, fierce them, 

Tra, O, we are m:done,both we and ours for ever, 

Fal. Haag ye gorbellicd knavcs, are you undone? No 
ye FatChuttcs, | would your ſtore were heere. On Ba 
conson , what ye inaues ? Yong men mult live, you art 
Grand lurers? Wer'l jure ye ifaith, 

Heere they rob them and binde thens, Enter the 
Prince. and Poines, 


Prin, The Thecues have bound the True-men: Now | 
could thou and I rob the Theeves and go merily to Lots | 
don, it would be argument fora Weeke. Laughterfora | 
Moneth, and a good 1c(t for ever. | 

Pore. Stand ciole, | here them comming, | 


Enter T heeves againe. ' | 
Fal. Come my Maiters, let us ſhare, and then tohorſl | 
before day 2: and the Prince and Poynes bee not two 
rand Cowards, there's nocquity {tirring,'There's no moe 
valour 1n that Poynes,thanim a wilde Ducke. 
Prin. Your money. 
Pon. Villaires. 


They all run away leanmg the booty behmd them. 
Prince. Got wi h much caſe, Now merrily toHorl: 
The Theeves are {cattred, and poſſeit with fear ſo ſtrong: 
ly, that they dare not mect each other t each takes wk> 
low foran Othcer. Away good N ed, Falfpaſfe (weaes' | 
death, and Lards thc cate carth as be walkes along: wt! 


| not for laughtag, 1 ſhould pity him, | 


Gad, Stand. ; Poine, How the Rogue rvar'd. ' 
Fal. So Ideagainſt my will, | 
Poin, O'tis our Setter, I know his voyce : ———— — | 
B ndelfe, what newes ? | . 
Bar. Caſe ye,caſe ye; gn withyour Vizards , there's Scana T ertia, 
mony otthe Kings commyng downe the hill , 'tis going | ___ ME" I ITED On 7 HT 
tothe Kings Exchequer? | 
Fal. You lie yourogue,'tis going ro the Kings Taverne, Enter Fotipurre ſolu, reading « Letter, | 
Gad. There'senough to make usall. | But for mine owns part, my Lord, 1 could bee well contented! | 
Fat. To behang. | be there,un reſþell of the love [ beare your bonſe. ne 


Isthe 
ters, 
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EIS oor oor ne er na oy 


—— 


| Abanuth'd woman trom my Harries ted ? 

| Tell we ({weer L5vd) what 19't that rakes from thee 
| Thy tomucke,picafure, and thy golden fleepe ? 

| Why dolt thou berd thine eyes upon the carth ? 


| Andall the currcnt of a hcaddv hghe. 


| And I muſf1o.w i; ; elſe he loves me not. 
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He could be contented: Why is he not then? in reſpect of 
the love he bearcs our houſe. He ſhewes 1n this, he loves 
his owne Barne berter then hee loves our houte. Let mee 
be ſome more, The propoſe you undertake 1s dingerous. 
Why that's cerraine : "Tis dangerous to takea code, to 
llecpeyto drinke ; bur I tell you (my Lord toole) our of 


this Nettle, Danger ; we plucke this Fower, Satcty. The 
parpoſe you undertake ts dangerous , the Friends you have na- 
med wecert aine , the Te wt [elſe wnſerted , and your whole 
Plat too light , for the counterpoize of ſogreat an Oppoſnien. 
Gay you to, fay youſo: I lay unto youagaine , you arc 2 
fallow cowardly Hinde , and you Lye. What a lacke- 
braineisthis ? 1 proteſt,our plet isas good a plot as ver | 
was laid ; oar Friend true and conitant : A good Plotte, | 
good Friends, and full of expectation : An exccllent plot, 
very good Friends. What a Frolty-{pirited rogue 1s this? 
Why, ny Lord of Yorke commends the plot, and the 
oenerall courte ofthe ation. By this hand, it I were now 
by this Raicall, I could braine him with is Ladycs Fan. 
Is there ner my Father, my Vrcle, and wy Seite, Loid 
Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of Torke,and Owen Glendour? 
Isthere not beſides, the Dowgla? Have 1 not all their 1zt- 
ters, to mecte me in Armes by the ninth of the next Mo- 
wth? and are therenot ſome of them fer forward already? 
What a Pagat Raſcall is this? An Intidell, Ha, you (hall 
ſeg now in very finceriry of Feare and Cold heart, will be 
tothe King, aad lay open all our proceedings O , | could | 
devide my tclfe,and go to buffers, for moving ſuch a dith | 
of skim'd Milice with ſo honorable an Action. Hang him, | 
ſet him rellthe King we are prepargd. 1 will {ct for ards | 
tonight, 


> —— ———W>  W— OO 


Enter bus Lady. 


How now Kate,l mult leave you within theſe two hours. 
La. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what offence have I this fortnight becne 


OO -—_— 


And tar: tootren when thou fitt'it alone ? 

Why kat thou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheekes ? 
And given my Treafares aud my rights of thee, 
Tothich-cy'd muling, and curſt mclanchkolly? 
lamy taint flumbers, | by thee have watchr, 

And heard thee murmu: © cales of Iron Warres : 
ppeake termes of mannage to thy bounding Steed, 
Cry courage tothe field. And thou halt tuitk'd 

Ot Saliies, and Rerires; Trenches, Tents, 
OfPalizaducs, Frontiers, Parapets. 

O! Buvitzacs, of Canon, Calverin. 

Of Pritonersrantome, and oof Souldicrs laine, 


Thy ſpire within thee bath beene fo at Warre, 

Andthus luth to beftire'd thee in thy flzepe, 

That beds of {wearc hath ood upoathy Brow, 

Like bubbles in 2 late=difturbed Streame; 

And inthy tace {trange motions have appear'd, 

Such a5 wc fre when men reſtrainetheir breath 

On ſome great ſodaine halt. O what poxrtents arctheſc ? 
Some hcavgg Suſinefle hath my Lord in hand, 


Bet, What ho ; 1s.G/tems with the Packet gone @ 
_ He1s my Lord, an houre agone. 
Hot. Hath Butler bought thoſe horſes from the Sheriffe? 


Ser. One horte, my Lord, he brought cyuen now, 

Hot. W hat Hole ? A Roane, a crop earc, is it not? 

Ser. It is my Lord. 

Her. That Roane ſhall bee my Throne. Well, I will 
backe hun ttraig)t, + ſperance,bid Butler, leade him forth 
mo the Parke, 

£4. But hcare you, my Lord. 

Het, What fay it thou my Lady ? | 

Le. What ts carries you away ? 

Hot, Why, my horſe (wy Love) my horſe, | 
_ Es, Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazeil bath not 
luch 2 dea'C of Splecne, as ven arc tolt with. 1 footh Lic | 
knoy your buſinetic Harry, thet 1 will. i fcare my Bro- 
ther CA. ortumcr doth (ti: Mow lis Title , and hath fence 
tor zoutolinc hisinterprize. But it you g——— | 

Hoe. So farre a toot, | ſhall be wearie, Love. 

E4. Come,core, you Paraquito, ant{were me directly 
Vuto this queition, that I ſhalt aske. Indeede He breake 
thy letle tnger Harry, it thou wilt not tell me true. 

Hot Away, away,you trifler; Love, | love thee uot, 
I care not tor thee Kate ; this is noworld 
Lo pity with Maanners, and to tile with 1s. 

We mutt have bloody Notes, and crack*4 Crownes, 

And patſe themcurrant tov. Gods me, my hore. 

V har lay'ft thou Kate? would'lt thou bave with me? 
£4. Do ye not love me? Do you not indeed ? 

Welt, donot then. For fince you love me nor, | 

I will not love my fclicg. Do you not love me ? 

Nay, tell me if rhou ſpeakett w1 jelt,or no» 

Ho:., Come, wi.tthoa ice mere? 

And when 1 ama horſcbacke, I will fweare 

Tlove thee intunecly. But harke you Kate, 

I mult nor have you henceforth, queſtion me, 

Whither I go :nor reaton whereabour. 
Vhuther | mult ; I mail: andco corclude, 

This Evening mutt 1 leave thee, gentle Kate. E 

I know you walc, but yet no turiher wiſe | 

Then Harry Percies wite. Conſtant you are, 

But yer a woman ; and for {ecrecic, 

No Lady clofer. Yor I will beleeve 

Tho! wilt not utter what thougo'lt not know, 

And fo farre will 1 truſtchee, gentle Kate. 

Ls. How to farre? 

Hot. Not an inch further. Bat harke you Kate, 
Whither I go, thicher thall you go two ; 

Today will I fer torth, to morrow you. 
W:ll this content vou Kaze? 
La. It muſt of torce. E Xennt, 


A 
Scand Wuarta, 


re ee 
1 — 


Enter Prixce and Poynes. 

Prin. Ned, prethee come out of that tat roome, & lend 
m2 thy han: to laugha little, 

Poynes. Where hait beeac Hal? | 

Pris, With three or foure Logger-heads, amongſt 3. | 
or touretcore Hogiheads. I have tounded the veric batc 
{tring of humiluic. Sirra, 1am ſiyornbrortr to a leſh of 
Drawers,and can call them by their names,as T om, Drcke, | 
and Frenciz. They take it alrcadic upontheir confidence, 
that though | be but Prince of Wales, yet I amthe King | 
of Curtehze:telliag me flatly | am not proud lack like Fat 
{taffe, but 3 Corinthian, a lad of mettle, agood boy, and 
when Iam King of England,l ſhall command ail the good 
Laddes in Eafſt-cheape. They call drinking deepe, dy- 
ing Scarlet ; and when you breake 10 your watring , ,_ 
e 3 THey 
« - 
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they cry pem, and bid you play it off, To conclude, I am 
ſv good a proficient in one quarter of an houre, that I cat) 
drinke with any Tinker ia bis owne Language during my 
life. I rell thee Ned,thou haſt loſt much honor, that thou 
wer'enot with mc inthis action: bur {wet Ned, to {wCe- 
ten whickname of XN ed,I givetheerthis peniworth of Su- 


' ling? Looketothe Gueſts within 


— —— 


gar, clapt cven now unto my hand by an under Skinker, | 
one that never ſpake other Engliſh in his lite, then Eeghe | 
ſmillwegs and fox pence, and, Tow are welcome: with this (hall ; 


addition, e-fnon, Anon ſir, Score a Pint of Baftard m the 
Halfe IZeone, or (0.But Ned, to drive away time till Fat 
ſtaffs come, I prychee doe thou ſtand in ſome by-roome, 
whiic 1 queſtion wy puny Drajver , to what cnd be gave 
me the $:2ar, and o nevcrleKe calling Francw, that his 
Tale to me may be nothing but, Anon: ſtep aſide, and Ile 
ſhew thee a Prelidear. 

Pomes. Prancu. 

Prm, Thouart pcriet. 

Pom. Francs. 

Enter Drawer. 

Fran. Ancn, anon fir ; looke downe into the Pomgar- 
nct, Kaſfe. 

Prince, Come kither Francs. 

Fran, My Lord. 

Pris. How long haſt thou to {crve, Francis? 

Fran. Forlſooth tive years and as much as tOo—— 

Pom, Francis. 

Fran. Anon,anon (ir. | 

Prin, Five ycarcs : Berlady a long Leaſe ſor the clin- 
king of Pewter. But Francis, darcit thou be ſo valiant,as 
toplay che coward withthy Indenturegand ſhew 1ta tare 
paire of heele, and run from it? 


Fran. O Lord fir, Ilc be fworne upon all the Books 11 | 


England, I could finde in my hcart- 

Pom, Francis. 

Fran, Anon, anon fir. 

Prin. How old art thou, Francis? 

Fran, Let me ſee, about Michacluwas next I ſhall be— 

Pon. Francis, 

Frax. Anon (ir, pray you ſtaya little, my Lord. 

Pris. Nay but harkec you Francis, for the Suzar thou 
gaveſt mc, 'twas a pcny worth, was'tnot? 

Fran. O Lord ir, i would it had benc two. 

Prin. I will giuc thce for it athouland pound : As}.c 
me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 

Pow. Francls. 

Fran, Anon,anon. 

Pram. Anon Francis? No Francis, butto morrow Fran- 
cis: or Francis,on thuriday:or inceed Francis when thou 
wilt, But Francis. 

Fran, My Lord. 

Prin, \Wilt thou rob>this Leatherne Terkin, Chriſtali 
button, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke {tocking , Caddicec 
garter, Smooth ronguc, Spaniſh pouch. 

Fran, O Lord ur,who do yon meane ? 

Prin, \Why then vour browne Baſtard is your onely 
drinke : for looke vou Francis, your white Canuas doub- 
let will ſuily. In Barbary fir, it cannot come tv ſo much. 

Fran What (ir? 

Poin, Francis. 

Prin, Awav you Rogue, doſt thou heare them call ? 

Heere theyboth cali him1, the Drawer flands amazed, 
wort knowing which way to go. 


Enter V antner, 


Fint. VV hat, fand'it thou fill, and heart ſicha cal- 


| Drawer? Come, what's the itluc 7 


———— 


-_ .-— _ 


| 
| 
| 


| 
' 


: My Lord, olde $i | 

lobn with balfc a dozen more, arc at the doore : ſhall [ {er 

them 1n ? | 
Prin, Letthem alone awhile, and then open the door, 


Fornes. 


Enter Pomer. 

Pomes, Anon,anon fir, 
Prim, Sirra, Falſtaffe and the reſt of the Theeves,arcu | 
the doore, ſhall we be mer! ye | 
Poin. As merrieas Crickets my Lad. But harkeyee, | 


WW hatcunning match have you made withthas jelt of the 


Prim, I am now of all humors, that have ſhewed them. 
ſelves humors, ſince the old dayes of goodman e4dams 
the pupill age of this preſent telus a ICC at midnight, | 
\V bat'saclocke Francis? 

Fraw. Anon, anon fir. 

Prin, That ever this Fellow ſhonld have fewer word 
thena Parrct, and yetthe tonne of a Woman. His indy. 
{try 1s up-itaircs and down-itaires, his cloquence the par. | 
ccil ot a reckoning, Iam nor yet ot Percves mind, the Hoy. | 
tparre of the North, he that killes me ſor ſixcor ſearen | 
dozon of Scotsata Breakfaſt, waſhes his handsand ſaycs | 
to bis wife; Fic uponthis quict life, I want worke, Ony | 
{weet Harry ayes ſhe, how many haſt thou Kill'd today? 
Give my Roanc horſe adrench ( faycs hee) and anſwers, 
{ome toartcene,an houre after :atriflc, atrifle. I prethee | 
call in Falitaffe, Ie play Percie, and that daman'd Brawne 
ſnall play Dame Aſorrimer his witc. Kio, {ayes the drun» 
hard, Callin Ribs,cagyn Tallow. 


Pon. Wecome Ilacke, where haſt thou beene? 


| 
Enter Falſt afe, | 
Fal. Aplague of all Cowards T fay, and a Vengeance | 


; too, marry and Amen. Give me a cup of Sacke Boy. Ere 


| 


I leade this life long, Ile fowe nether ſtockes, and mend 
thetn too. A plague of all cowards, Give mecca Cup 


; Sacke, Rogue. Is there no Vertue extent? 


Prim, Did{tthouncver fee Tan kifle a diſh of Butter, 


| pitritull hearted Titan that mcircd ar the tweete Tale of 
| the Sunne? If choa didſt, then behuld that compound. 


| 


Fal. You Rogue, heere's Lime in this Sacke too: there | 
isnothing but Roguery to be tound ing, V illanous man;yet 
a Coward is wortc then a Cup of Sack with lime- A vik 
lancus Coward, gothy wayes old lacke, dic when thou 
wilt, 1f manhood, good manhood be not forgot upon the | 
face of the earth, thenam I a ſhotren Herring : there lives 
not three good men unhang'd in England,and one of them 


| is fat,and growes old,God helpe the while, a bad world 1 


ſay. 1 would 1 were a Weaver, I could ſing all manner 0 | 
{on2s. A plague of all Cowards, I {ay (till, 

Prin. How now Woollacke, whatmutter you? | 

Fa!. A Kings Sonne? If | do not beare thee out of thy 
Kingdomc with a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy $ut- 
jcRs afore thee like a frocke of Wilde-geele, le neve! 
weare haire on my face more. You Prince of Wales? | 

Prin. Why you horſon round man? what'sthe matte!? 

Fal. Arc you notacoward ? Antwere me to that , id; 
Poines there? 

Prin, Yefatch paunch, and yee call me Coward, It 
ſtabthee. 

Fa. I call thee Coward? Ile ſee thee dana cre! a. 
thee Coward:but I would give a thouſand pound 1 could 
run as faſt as thou canſt. You are ſtraight enough intlf 


ſhoulders, you care not who ſees your backe: an 


ee 


— 
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chat backing of your friends? a plague 
give me them chat will face me. Give me a Cup 


lama Rogue it I drunke tO Cay. 


upon ſuch backing; 
of Sack, 


thou drunk' it laſt. 
F&. All's one for that. 
Aplagae of all CowatGs ihuill, lay I, 
Pra, What's the matter ? 
Fe. What's the matter ? here bee ſoure of us, have 
tx'ncathouland pound this Morning, 
Pris. Where is ic. {a+ke 2 where 35 it ? 
Fai. Where is ut? taken f. om us, it is:2 hundred up- 


on foure of us. 

Pom. W hat, a hundred, man ? 

Fatf. 1 ama Rogue, if | were not at halfe ſword with 
a dozen of them tiwo houres together. 1 have ſcaped by 
miracle. Jam cight times thruſt through the Douvler, 
foure through the Hoſe, my Buckle cur through and 
through, my Sword hackt likc a Hand-faw, ecce /1grwm. 
! never deale berter ſince I was a man : all wonl4 not doc. 
Aplague of all Cowards: lctthem fpeake ; if they ſpeake 


He drnikes. 


of darkneſle, 

Prixee. Speake firs, how was 1t ? 

Gad. We fourc {ct upon ſome Gozen. 

+alff, Sixteene, at leaſt, my Lord. : 

Gad. And bound them. 

Pete. Nono,they were not bound. 

Falſt.Y ou Rogue they were bound, every man of them, 
or Iama Iew cite, an Ebrew lew. So 

Gad.As we were ſharing, ſome ſixe or ſcaven treſh men 


kt UP, 
Fat. And ucbound the reſt , and then come in tae 


Prince. What fought ye with them all? 


| not with fiftic of them, I am a bunch of Radiſh : if there 

| werenottwo or three and fiftic upon poore olde lacke, 

| thenam I no two-lcg2'd Creature, 

| Pain. Pray Heaven, you have not murthered ſome of 

them, 

Faſt. Nay, that's paſt praying for. I have pepper'd 
twoot chem :; Two Teamfure | have payed, two Rogues 

in Buckrom Sures. 1 tell thee what, Hz, if I tell thee a 

Lye, ſpit in my face call mc Hoc: thou knoweft my olde 

word ; here Iiay and thus Ibore iny point; foure Rogues 

' Buckrom 1|:t drtve at mc. 

| Prince. W lat,toure? thou ſayd'ſt >ur twoeven now. 

| Fatt, Fourc Hal, Iroid ther fourc. 

| 

| 


Pain, 1,1, he favd foure. 
_ Falit, Thelc tourc camcalla-front,and mainely thruſt 
ame; I made no more adore, but tooke all their feaven 
| polnts 1n my Targuert, thus. 
| Praxce, Seven? why there were but fourc,even now. 
| Falf. In Buckroms 
| Pew, |, foure, in Buckrom Sutcs, 
| Fai, Scven,by the{c hilts, or Tama Villaineelſe. 
| Prim. Prethcc ict himalone, we ſhall kave more anon. 
Falft. Docit thou keare me, Hal? 


: Prix. 1, and markethee too, Jack, 


F «lt. Doe fo, for it is worth the liſtning too : theſe 
ren Bnckrom, that I told thee of, 
14, $9, two more alrcadie. 
Fai, Their Points being broken. 
Pei, Downe te!l his Hole. 
| Fall. Begantogive me ground , but I followed me 


# 


Faſt. A!!?? T know not what ye c?ltall ; but if I fought | 
| them, and vere Maſters of their Wealths mark now how 


Prizce. O Villaine, thy Lippesare ſcarc* wip'd, ſince 


ec 


| you bow-cafe, you vile ſtanding tucke. 


| 
' 


: 


| cloſe,cxme in foot a4 hand;and with arboughr,ſcavenot 
| the clerenT pay'd. 
Prov, O monttrous eleven Buckrom men growne cut 
; of two? 
| #atft. Bicar thc Devill would haveir, three mif-be- 
| gotren Kraves, 1 Kontall Greene, camc 27 my Backe, and 
| letdrivear me ;for it was fo darke, {#.t/,r;2t choucould'ſt 
| not ſce thy Had, 
| "Prin. Thetc Lyesarc l;ke the Fr hes that begets them, 
| STOWEaSH Moan 2ine, open, f Up wits NV ny rhau Chiy- 
vrayn'd Guts, thou Kuoty-pa.cd Foziczthou Horton ob- 
Icene greatic Latlow Catch. 
Falt, What, art thou m2d? artthou rnd? is nottke 
truth, the truth: 2 
Prin. Why, how cou'd'lt thou know thife menin 
Kendall Greene, when it was fo darke, thou conld'it not 
ſe thy Hand ? Cuic, li wy eur reifon; what lay ftthou 
to thus ? 
| Pei», Come, your reaſon [ach your reaſon. 
) Fa/f. What, upon compuiton? No were Tat the 
; Strappado, or all the Rackes 12 the World, I weld no: 


more or lefſe then truth, they are villaines and the fonnes | tcl you on compnition. Give you a re2funon compulite 


| on ? If rcatons wereas plenty 2s Black-berries, I would 
| give no man 4 rcaton yon compeinen,l, 
Prin. lle be no longec pguilcic of this finne. This fan- 


' - . . ] 
guine Cowzrd, this Bed-preficr, this Hort-back-breaker, 


| this hoge Hill of Fleſh. 

| Fatt, Away you Starvcling, you Eife-skin,you dricd 
| Neatstongue, Bul'cs-pifc ll, yo. ftocke-tith:O for brerth 
' to vtrer., What 1s like chee? You Tatlors yard, you ſheath, 


Prin, Well, breath a- while, and thento'tagaine : and 
whenthon halt ryr'd thy i©1{e in vate comparitons, heare 
me ſpeake but thus. 

Pem. Markec lack e. 
Prin. Werwo, aw you fore fet on toureand bound 


a plaine Tale (hall put you downe. Then did werwo, ſet 
on youfoure, and with aword , outtac'd you from your 
p11ze,and have it: yca,and can (hew it you in the Houſe, 
And Falitaffe, you caricd your Guts away as nimbly,with 
aSquicke dexteri'ic, and :carcd tor mercy, an ſti | ranne 
androar'd, as ever | heard Bul!-Catic. \V hat a Stave art 
thou, to hacke thy twore as thoulaſt done, and then fay 
it wasin ſight. What trick? whar 4cvice 2 what Harting 


and apparant ſh:me? 


thou now ? 

Fal. i knew yeas well 25 ke thor made ye, Why heare 
ye iy Maſters , was it tor mc to kiltche Here apparant ? 
Should I curne upon the truc Prince? VW hy,thou knoweft 
I amas valiactas FHercales : but Uzware Initin t, the Lyon 


bole canſt thor now find out, to bidetice trom this open 


Pomes. Come, It's heare Tacke ; What tricke haſt | 


[ was x Coward on Inttint; I thailthinke the berrer of 
my ſclfe, and thee, during ay lite : I,for a valiant Lyer, 
and thou for a true Prince. Bur Lads, I am g/ad you have | 
the Mony. Hoſtsfle, clap tothe 'oores: witch to Night, 
ray tomorrow. Gal'ants, Lads, Beyzs, Hearts ot Gold, 
all the good Tiles of Fellowthip come ro you. VWhar, 
ſhall we be merry ? ſhall we have a Pray exicmpory. | 
Prin. Content,and the argument (},2'l bee , thy running © 
away. | 

Fal. A, no more of that Hall, and thouloveſt me. 
Enter Hoſte(ſe. | 


Heft. My Lord,the Prince ? 


will not touchthe trac Prince : Inttin} 15 a great matter, 


——— 


— wa. ——CS 


ee 2 


tho 


53 


Prin. How now my Lady the Hoſteſle , what lay it 
thou to me ? 
Hofteſſe. Marry, my Lord,thcre is a Noble man of the 
Court at doore would ſpeakeivith you ; he fayes,he comes 
from your lather. 
Prix. Give him as much as will make him a Royall 
man, and (cnd him backe againe to my Mothcr. 
Falst. W hat mznner of man 1s hc? 
Hoſteſſe. An 0!d man. 
Falſt. What doth Gravitie out of his Bed at Midnight ? 
Shall 1 give him his an{wcre 2? 

Pris. Prethee doc lacke. 

Faſt. Faith, and Ilc {end him packing. Exit. 

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought fairey fo did,you 
Peto, lo did yon Bardel: youare Lyons roo, you ranne 
away upon in{tint : you wiil not touch the true Prince ; 
no, IiC. 

Bard. 'Fanth, I ranne ven I ſaiy others runnc. 

Prin, Teli mcc now ia carueit, how came Faiftaffes 
Sword [9 hackt? 

Pro. Why, hc backt it with his Dagger, and faid, he 
would ſwearc truth out of England : but he would makc 
you beleeve it was done in fig, and perſiwaded us to doc 
the ike 

Bard. Yca, and to tick'c our Noſes with Spear-grafle, 
to make thembleed, ard then beſ)ubber our garments, 
with it,and {ivcarc 1t was the blood of true men. I dic 
that I didnotthis ſeven yeares before , I blutht ro hearc 
his monſtrous deviccs. 

Prin. O Villaine, thou ſtoleſta Cup of Sacke cxghreenc 


, 
- 


ſince thou halt bluſht extempore : thou hadſt hve and 
{word onthy fide, and yet thou ranneſt away ; what in- 
ſtint hadit thou for it? 
Bard. My Lord, doc you ſec theſe Meteors? doe you 
behold thete exhalations? 
 Prian.. 1 doc, 
Bard. W hat thinke you they porterd ? 
: Prin, Hot Livcrs,and cold Purſcs. 
Pard. Cholcr, my Lord, iti1ghtly taken. 
Prin, No, it rightly taken, Haltcr. 


Hecre comcs leane /acke, leere comes bare-bone. How 
now my {weete Creature of Bomabalt, how long 1 agoc, 
[acke, (ince thou faw'ſt thine owne Knee? 

Falst; My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yeercs 
( Ha!) 1 w2s notan Eavics Talent inthe Waſte, I could 
hare crept into any” Aldermans Tiwmbe-Ring : a plague 
cf iightag ani grictc, itlowes aman uplike a Bladdcr . 
Theig's villanous Newes abroad: heere was Sir /ob» 

Bravy from your Father ; you mult goe tothe Court in 
the Morning. The fame mad tcliow of the North, Percy; 
and hee of Wales, that gave Amamoen the Baitinado, 
and madc Zacifer Cuckold, and ſwore the Dev1ll his rrue 


Palgue call you him? 
| Pom. O,Glendower. | 
{ Falit. Owen, Owen ; the ſame, and his Sonne in Law 
| Mortimer, and old Northamberland, and the iprightly 
| Scot of Scots, Doweglas, that runnesa Horic-backe upa 
| Hill perp-ndicular. 

I rin, Hes that rides at high ipcede, and witha Piſloll 
| Kilisa Sparroiv flying. 
| Fatt, You haue huc it. 


 — — - 
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yeercs agoe, and wert taken with the manner , andever | 


—— — — —— 


— ————— 


| 


Leige-man upon the Crofle of a Welch-hooke ; what a | 


CEE rn CE COIN 
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Pria, Sodid he ncucr the Sparrow. 

Falſt, Well, that Ratczll kath good metrall in him, hes 
Wu nOtrimanc, 
; trite \\ i 2" hat a Raſcal! art thou then, ro prayſc him 
{utor runnug? 

Fabt, A Horic-vacke (ye 
nut budge 2 for. | 

Fri. Yeslach:, upon inſtint. | 

Faiſt. 1 grant ye, upon initiut; Well, hee is theretoo, | 
and one M5rdake , anda thouſand blew-Cappes more, 
Worceſter is ſtoincaway by Night : thy Fathers Beardis | 
turd white with the Newes; you may bly Landnoy | 
as Clicape as itinking Mackrc!l, 

Pren, Then 'tislikeit there coinc a hotSunne,and this 
C1- ii buftetting hold, wee ſhall buy Maiden-heads asthey 
vuy rob-nayles, by the hundreds. . 

Faift. By the Maſle Lad, thou tay'it true it is like wee | 
hal! have goo! trading that way. But tell me Hall , xe 
0: thou bornivle afcar'd ? thou being Heire apparan, 
couldeke World picke thee out three ſuch Encmyes + 
gainc, zs that Fiend Dowglas , that Spirit Percy , and that 
Dcvill Glendower 2 Art thuu not horrible afraid 2 Doth 
rio! thy blocd thrill at ut ? 

Prim. Not a whit ; Ilacke ſome of thy inſtinQ. 

Faiſi. Wel, thou wilt be horrible chidde tomorrow, 

he: thou commeſt tothy Father : it thoa doe love ae 
DOrACTICE AN alnliwere. 

Prim. Dox thou ſtand for my Father, and examine mee 
upon the partic::lars of my Lite. 

Faij?. Shall 17? aggtent : This Chayre ſhall bee ny 
State, this D2gzer my Sccpter , and this Cuſhion my 
Crown. 

Prin, Thy State istaken for a Toyn'd-Stoole, thy Gol 


Cuckoe) bur a foot he wil 


dn Sceptcr for a Leaden Dagger , and thy precious rich 
Crowne, for a pittitull bald Crowne. 

Prin, Well, andthe fire of Grace be not quite out of 
thee now ſhalt thou be moved. Giye me a Cup of Sacke 
ro make inc cycs looke redde , that it may bee thought! | 
have wept, for I muſt ſycake jn paſſion, and I will doett | 
it King C:mby/es veine. | 

Prin. Weli, hecre 1s my Legge. | 

Faſt. And heere is my (peech ; ſtand afide Novilite. | 

Hoſteſſe. This ts excellent ſport, ytaith. | 

Fal. Weepe not , 1weet Querne , for trickling teares | 
are vaince 

Hoſteſſe. Oche Tather, how hee holdes his counts 
nance fe 

Fal.For Gods ſake Lords, convey my truſifull Queen, 
For teares doc {topthe tlond-gares of her eyCs- 

Heſteſſe, Orare, be deth itas like oneof thele harlotry 
Playersas ever I ie. | 

Fat. Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-oraine- 
Harry, Idoc not onely wat vell wherethou ſpendeſt thy | 

inc; but alſo, how thouart accotmpanicd : For rhough | 
the Camomile,the more it is rroden.the taſter it groues, | 
yet Youth, the more it is wealted , the ſooner it Wears. \ 
[houart my ſonne z I have partly thy Mothers Worg, 
partly my Opinion ; but chicfely , a villanous tricked | 
thine Eye, and a fooliſh hanging of thy nether Lippe, that | 
doth warrant mc. It then thou bce Sonne ro mee, necte 
lyeth the point : why, being Sonne to mee , art thou!o 
pointed at? Shall the blcfizd Sonne of heaven proves 
Micher, and cate Black-berries > a queſtion not to dee 
askt» Shall the Sonne of England proove a Theefe, and 
take Purſes? aqueſtion to bee askt, There is athing, 


Harry, whichthou halt often heard of,andit is knowne® | 
man} 


— 


— 


i 


| 


—— 
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many inour Land, by the Name of Pitch : this Pitch ( as 
-nt Writers doe report)doth defile; fo doth the com- 
panic thou : for Harry, now Idoe not ſpeake to 
thee in Drinke,but in Teares ; not in pleaſure, but in Paſ- 
on; not in W ords onely , but in Woes alſo: and yet 
there is a vertuous man, whoe 1 have often noted in thy 
companicy but I knoiv not his Name. | 

Prov. What manncr of man, and it like your Ma- 


jeltie ? 
. A | ly man yfaith ; and a corpulent, 
Fr Tp mg a pleaſing Eye, anda molt noble 
Carriage , and as | chinke,bis age ſome fiftic,or (byrlady) 
inclicung to threeſcore ; and now I remember mee , his 
Name is Fai#affe : if that man ſhould be lewdly given, 
he deceives mee ; for Harry , Ice vertue in his Lookes, 
If then the Tree may be knowne hor —_ _— 

the Tree, then peremptorily 1 e it,there is Vertue 
7 that Falſt affe : him hos with , the reſt baniſh. And 
tell me now, thou naughtic Varlct , tell me, where haſt 
thou beene this moneth ? 

Prin. Do'(t thou ſpeake like a King ? doe thou ſtand 
for me, and Ile play my Father. 

Faſt. Depole me : if thou do'ſt it halfe ſo gravely, fo 
majc{tically, both in word and matter, hang me up by the 
heeles for a Rabber-ſucker, or a Poulters Hare. 

Prin, Well, heere 1 am (ct. 

Faift. And heere I ſtand : judge my Maſters, 

Prin. Now Harry, whence come you ? 

Falft. My Noble Lord, from Eaſt-cheape. 

Prin, The complaints I heare of thee, are grievous. 

Falſt. faith, my Lord, they are falſe : Nay, Ile tickle 
ye for a young Priace. 

Prin. Sweareſt thou , ungracious Boy ? henceforth 
ne're looke on me : thou art violently carryed away from 
Grace:therciis a Devill haunts thee , anthe likenefſe of a 
fac 1d Man; a Tunne of Man is thy on : Why 
do'(t thou converſe with that Trunke of Humors, that 
Boulting-Hutch of Bealtlineſſe , thar ſwolne Parcell of 
Droplics, that huge Bombard of Sacke,that ſtuft Cloake- 
bagg- of Guts, that roſted Manning-Tree Oxe with the 
Puddings in bis Belly, that Reverend Vice , that grey Ini- 
quitic, that Father Ruthan,that Vanurie in yeares? where- 
in is he good, but to taſte Sacke and drinke it > wherein 
neat and clcanly,but to carue a Capor, and cate it ? where- 
In Cunaing, but 1a Craft ? wherein Crattic, but in Villa» 
ne? wherein Villanous, but in all things ? wherein wor- 
thy, but in nothing ? 

Fai}. I would your Grace would take me with you : 
whom meancs your Grace? 

Prince. T hat villanous abominable mis-leader of Youth, 
Flt off: that old whitc-bearded Sathan. 

Faiit, My Lore, the man 1 know. 

Prince. | know thou do'ſt. 

Falft, Butto ſay, I know more harme in him then in 
my leite, were to {ay more then | know. That he is olde 
(the more the pittie) his white haires doe witnefſeir : 
aut that hee is ( (avi your reverence ) a Whort-ma 
(ter, chat I utterly deny, If Sacke and be a faule, 
Heaven helpe the wicked : if to be olde and merry, be a 
linne, then many an olde Hoſte that Hknow , isdamn'd : 
if tobe tar, be to be hated , then Pharaohs leane Kine arc 
tobe loved. No, my good Lord, baniſh Pere , baniſh 
Bardelph, baniſh Poiner: but for {weete Jacke Falftaſfe, 
linde lacks Falftaffe true Jacks Falfteffe,valiant Lacks Fal- 
Reffe, and therefore more valiant, being as he is olde Tacky 


Faltfe, baniſh not him thy Heryes companie , baniſh 


GL, O"—_ 


not himthy Harryez companic ; baniſh plumpe 1a _ 
baniſh all the Ward. MN 
Prance, 1doe, 1 will. 


Enter Bardolph running. 


Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherifc,withamoſt 
monſtrous Watch, is at thee doore. 

t abt. Out you Rogue, play outthe Play : I have much 
to ſay inthe behalfe ot that Fall aſe, 


Enter the Hoſteſſe, 


Helteſſe. O, my Lord, my I ord. 

Faift. Heigh, beigh, che Divell rides upon a Fiddle- 
lticke : what's the warter ? 

Heftefſe. The Sherite and all the Watch arc at the 
doore ; they are come toſcarch the Houle, ſhall I ict 

in 

Falft. Do'lt thou heare Hal, never call a true pecce of 
Gold a Counterfeit : thoy art eflentially made , without 
ſceming ſo, 
RE And thou a naturall Coward , without .in- 

ina, 

Fai. I deny your CIſavor; if will deny the 
Sherife , ſo : it not , let him enter. II become a Poop 


as well asanothe. man, a plague on my bringing up : 1 | 


-_ I ſhallas ſoone be ſtrangled wth a Halter , as ano- 
t 


Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras , the reſt 
walke up above. Now my Maſters, for a truc Face and 
good Conſcience. 

Fallt, Both which I have had : but their date is our 


and therefore lic hide me. Exit. 
Praxce.Call inthe Sherife, 
Enter Sheriſe and the Carrier, | 
—_ Now MaſterSherife, what is your will with 
me 
She. Firlt pardon me, my Lord. A Hue andCry hath 
followed certaine men unto this houſe. 'F 


_— What wen ? 

She. One ofchem is well knowne, my graci 4 

a groſle tat inan. PR INT" 
('*. Asfar as Butter, 
Prince. The man, I doe affure you, is not heere, 

For 1 ny ſelfe arthisrime have imploy'd him : 

And Sherife, 1 will engage my word to thee, 

That I will by ctomorrow Dinner time, 


Send him ro anſiwere thee, or 2ny man, | 


For any thing he ſhall be charg'd Withall- 
And fotet mecntreat you,teaverhe houſe. 
She. I will, my Lord ; rhere are rwo Gentlemen 
Have inthis Robbery loft three handred Markes. 
Prince, It may be fo : if he have robb'd thele men, 
He-ſhall be anſwerable : and fofarewell, 
She. Good Ni , my Noble Lord. 
Prince, 1 thinke it is Morrow, is it not? 
She. Indeede, my Lord, I thinke it be two a Clocke. | 
Exit. 
Prince. This oyly Raſcall is knowneas well as Poules : 
goecall him forth. | 
Pere. oe th behinde the Arras , and 
ſnorting like a Horſe, 


| 
| 


Prince, Harke, how hard he fetches breath ; ſearch his 
P ockets. He | 


——_——_ 


| If you 
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He ſearcheth bis Pockets and finderb 
> certaime Þ apers. 

Prinee, W hat baſt thou found ? 

Pets, Nothing but papers, my Lord. 


Pronce. Let's lee, what be they? reade them. 

Pero. Item, a Capon. ui*$-ii-d. 
Item, Sawce. tiii.d, 
Item, Sacke, two Gallons, V.$.viii.d. 
Item, Anchoves and Sacke after ſupper. Lis$,vi.d 
Item, Bread. 


Prince, O monſirous, but one halfe penny-worth of 
Bread to this intullerable deale of Sacke ? W hat there 1s 
elſe, keepe cloſe, weele reade it at more advantage : there 
let him {leepe till day. Ile rothe Court in the Morning : 
We muft all to the Warres, and thy place ſhall be hono- 
rable, le procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, and 
I know his death will be a March of Twelve-ſcore, The 
Money ſhall be pay'd backe againe with advantage. Be 
with me betimes in the Morning: and ſo good morrow 
Pets. 


Peto, Good morrow, good my Lord. E xeunt 


' eAttns Tertins, Scana Prima. 


—_ ——— 


—  ——— —— 


Enter Hotſpurre Worceiter, Lord Mortimer, 
Cwen Glendower. 


Hort, Theſe promites are faire, the parties ſure, 

And our induRion full of proſperous hope. 
Hot?j. Lord Mornmer, and Coulin Glendewer, 

Will you fit downe ? 
And Vnckle Worce#eer ; a plaguc upon it, 
I have forgot the Mappe. 

Glend. No, here itis : 
Sit Couſin Percy, fit good Couſin Hotperre : 
For by that Name,as oft as Lancafter doth ſpeake of you, 
His Checkes looke pale, and witha rifing fag, 
He wiſheth you in Heaven. 

Hor#j. And yu in Hell, as oft as he heares Owen Ghn- 


dewer (poke of. | 

Glend. I cammor blame him : At my Nativirie, - 

The front of heaven was full of fiericthapes, 

Of burning Credlers: and at my Birth, 

The frame and foundation of the Earth | 
Shak'dlike a Coward. / 

Hotfp. Why ſo it would have done at the ſame ſcaſon 
| if your Mothers Cat had butkitten'd, though your i{clfc 
had never beene borne, + 

Glend. 1 ſay the Earthdid ſhake when I was borne. 

and 15:21 para wasnct or my minde; . | - 

0 C, 45 yoau,it . 
Glend. Thz heavens were allon firc, the Earth did 
tremble. | - 2166529 [ »þ 

Het. Oh, then the Earth ſooke 
To ſeethe Heavens on fire, _ | 
And notin feare of yourNativitie., © , 
Diſcaſcd nature eggs roars 
In ſtrange eruptions ; | 
Is withakinde of Colicke pincht and vex?, 
By the ages wa ag | 
Within her Wombe : whi enlargement ſtriving, 
Shakes the old Bcldame Earth, and tomblesdowne 


| 


| 


$,and moſſe-growne Towers. At your Birth, 
Our Grandam Earth, having this diſtemperature, 
In paſſion thooke. 
Glend, Coufin ; of many men 
I doe not beare theſe Croſſings: give me leave 
To tell yoga once againe, that at my Birth 
The tront of Heaven was full of ticric ſhapes, 
The Goates ranne trom the Mountaines, and the Heard; 
Were ſtrangely clamorous to the frighted helds ; 
Theſe lignes have markt me extraordinaric, 
Andall the courſes of my Life doc ſhew, 
I am not in the Roll of common men. 
W here 1s the Living, clipt in withthe Sea, 
T hat chidesthe Bankes of England, Scotland, and Wale, 
Which cails me Pupiil, or hath read ro me? 
And bring hia out that 1s but womans ſoone, 
Can trace me tithe tedious wayes of Art, 
And hold mx pace in deepe experiments, 
Hot. I thinke there's no man ſpeakes better Welſh ; 
Ile to Dinner. 
CAlors, Peace Couſin Percy, you will make him mad, 
Glend, 1 can call Spiritsfrom the valtic Deepe. 
Hor. Why focan 1, or fo can any man : 
But will they come, when you dos call for them? 
Olend; Why, I can teach thee,Coulin, to command the 
Devill. 
Het. And1 can teach thee, Couſin, to ſhame the Dinel, 
By telling truth. Tell truth, and ſhame the Divel, 
It theu have power to raiſe him, bring him hither, 
And Ile be {worne, I have power to ſhame him hence. 
Oh, while you live , tell truth, and ſhame the Divell, 
Afort. Come, come, no more of this upproficable 


t, 
Glend.T hrec times hath Hewy Bullingbrooke made heal 
Agaialt my power : thrice from the Banks of Wye, 
And ſandy-bortom'd Severne, have I hent him 
Booticſle home, and Weather-beaten backe. 
Hot. Home without Bootes, 
And in foule Weather too, 
How ſc *: he Aguesin the Divels name ? 
lend, Come, heere's the : 
$621 wee devideourRi he, —_ 
According to our thre efold order ta'ne? 
Mor. The Arch-Deacon hath devided it 
| Intothree Limits, very equally : 
E , from TI rent,aad Severne hitherto, 
By South and Eaſt, is to my part aſſign'd: 
All Weſtward, W ales, beyond the Severnc ſhore, 
And all the fertile Land within thatbound, 
To Owen Glendower : And deare Coure, toyou 
The remnaat Northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our indentures Tripartite are drawne ; 
Which being ſcaled enterchangeably, 
( A bufinefle chatthis Night may exccute) 
To morrow, Coulin Percy, you and I, 
And my good Lordof Worceſter will ſet forth, 
To mect your Father, and the Scottiſh Power, 
As iSappointed us at Shrewsbury. 
My Father Glendower isnot read Jets 
Nor ſhall we neede his helpe theſe foureteene dayes: 
Within that ſpace, you may have drawne together 
Your Tenants, Friends; and nei ing Genrlemen- 
Glend, A ſhortertime ſhall ſend mer you, Lords: 
And in my conduct ſhall your Ladies come, 
From whom you now mult ſteale,and take no leave 


For there will be a World of Water ſhed, Vp 


— Ee. 


i 
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parting of your Wives and you: 
, _ thinkes my «> Og tram Barton here, 
Ia quantitie equals not one of yours ; = 
See, how he River come mecranking in, 
And curs me from the beſt of all my Land, 
A huge balfe Moone, a monitrous Cantle out. 
lie have the Curranc in this place damn'd up, 
And here the (mug and Silver Trent (hall runne, 
Inanew Chanell, taire and evenly : 
It hall not winde with ſuchadeepe indent, 
To rob me of fo rich a Bottome here. : 
Glad. Not winde? it ſhall,it muſt, you ſee it doth, 
Mart, Yea, but marke how he beares bis courte, 
And runnes me up, with like advantage on the other (ide, 
Gelding the oppeled Continent as much, 
As onthe other ſide ir rakes from you. 
were, Yca, but a litle Charge willtrench him here, 
And onthis North (ide winne this Cape of Land, 
And then he runnes ſtraight and even. 
Herſh, ile have it (0,4 little Charge will doe it, 
Glasd. Ile not bave it alter'd. 
Hotiþ, Will not you ? 
Gland. No, nor you thall not. 
Hautſp. Who ſhall lay me nay ? 
Gland, Why,that will I. _ 
Heſp. Let me not underſtand you then, ſpeake itin 
Welih. 
Glend. I can ſpeak liſh, Lord,as well as you : 
For I was Gert, pump Court ; 
Where, being but young , 1 framed ro the Harpe, 
a Engliſh Dittie, lovely well, 
And gave the Tongue a helpetull Ornament z 
A Vertuc that was never cence 10 yOu. 
Hetþ. Marry, and I am glad of it withall my heart, 
I had rather be a Kirten,'and cry mew, 
Then one of theſe ſawe Mceter Ballad-mongers : 
[ had rather kcarea Brazen Candleſticketurn'd, 
Or adry Whecle grate on the Axle-rree, 
And thar would fct my teeth on edge, 
Nothing {ſo much, as mincing Poetric ; 
Tis like the forc't gate of a ſhuffli1g Nagge 
Gland. Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd. 
Her, 1 doe notcare : Ile give thrice ſo much Land 
Toany well-dcters ing friend ; 
Bat in the way of Bargaine, marke ye me, 
lle cavill onthe ninth part of a hayre, 
Arethe Indentures drawne? ſhall we be gone ? 
Glen. The Moone ſhines faire, 
You may away by Night : 
omg the Writer; and withall, 
e with your Wives, of your departure hence : 
lam afraid my Daughter will runne mnadde. 
0 auch te doteth on her Afortineey. Exit. 
Mort. Fie , Coulin Percy , how youcroſſe my Fa- 


Horfp. Tcannot chooſe : ſometime he argers me 
With tel'ing me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant, ; 
Ofthe Dreamer Merlin, and his cies; 

And of a Dragan, and a finne-lefſe Fiſh, 
Adip-wing'd Gritin, and a moulten Raven, 
A couching Lyon, a ivg Cat, 

Ard ſnch a deale of kindle tkanble Stuffe, 

wo trom my Fairh. Itell you whar, 
h me lalt Night, at leaſt, nine howres, 
Thtaing upthe leverall Devils Names, 


were his Lacqueyes : 


ww. 


I cry'd hum, and well, goe too, 

But mark'd him not a word. O, he is astedious 
As a tyred Horle, a railing Wife, 

Worſe thena ſmoakie houſe. 1 had rather live 
With Cheeſe and Garlike ina Windmill farre, 
Then feede on Cates, and have him talke tome , 
In any Sumuner- Houle in Chriſtendome. 

Cort. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman; 

Exceeding well read, and profited, 

In {trange Concealements : 

Valiant as a Lyon, and wondrous affable, 
And as bountitull, as Mines of India. 
Hedge on dnwvcr JH 

c your te inabighr z 
And curbs himſelfe, even of his —_ ſcope, 
When you doe crofle his humor : 'faith edi 
I warrant you, that man is not alive, 

Might ſo have tempted him, as you have done, 
Without the tate of danger, and reproofe ; 
Bur doe not uſe it oft, ler me entreat you. 

Wore.in faith, my Locd, you are too wilfull blame, 
And ſince your comming hither, have done enough, 
Topur him quite ons 9s : 
You _ necedes carne, = toamend this fault z 
T ometimes it ſhew Greatneſſe, Courage, Blood, 
Fur ator deareſt grace it renders you ; 
Yeroftentiumes it doth preſent harſh Rage, 
DefeR of manners, want of governement, 
Pride, Haughtinefle, Opinion, and Difdaine : 
The lcalt of which, haunting a Noble man, 
Loſcth mens hearts, and lcaves behind a ſtaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 
Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hotfd. Well, I am ichool'd ; 
Good-manners be your ſpeede; 
Heere come your Wives, and !ct us take our leave. 


Eater Gleadawer, with the Ladies. 


More. This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My Wite can ſpcake no Engli(h, I no Welth. 


Glend. My Daughtcr weepes,ſhee'le notpart with you, | 


Shee'le be 2 Souldier too, ſhee*le rothe Warres. 
Mort.Good Father tell her, that ſhe and my Aunt Parcy 
Shall follow in your Condul ſpeedily. 


Glendower fpeakes to him Welſh, and foe an- 
ſweres him in the ſame. 


Glend. She is deſperate heere ; 
A peevith (elte-will'd Harlotry, 
One that no perſwafion can doe good upon), 


The L ady fpeakes in Welſh, 


More. T underſtand thy Lookes: thatprety Welſh 
Whichthou powr'ſt down from theſe ſwelling Heavens, 
I am too in: andbur for ſhame, | 
Inſucha parley ſhould I anfwerethee. | 


The Lady ageine in Well. 


Iorr. I underſtand thy Kiſſes, and thou mine, 
And that's a feeble diſputation : 

Bur I willlnever be a Truang, Love, pet 
Till I have learn'd thy Language: forthy tongue 


— 


1 


Maks | 
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Makes Welſh as ſweet as Dittics highly penn'd, 
Sung by a faire Queene in a Summers Bowre, 
With raviſhing Diviſion to her Lute. 
Glend. Nay, if thou melt, then will the cunne maddc. 


The Lady ſpeaker againe in Welſh. 


eIort. O, Iam Ignorance it ſelfeun this, 

Glend. She bids you, 
On the wanton Ruſhes lay you downe, 
And reſt your gentle Head upon oh = 4 , 
And ſhe will ſing the ſong that you, 
And on your Eyc-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe, 
Charming your blood with pleaſing heaviveſle; 
Making {uch diffcrence betwixt Wake and Sleepe, 
As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
The houre before the Heavenly Harneis'd Teeme 
Begins his Golden Progrefle in the Eaſt. 

Mort. Withall my beart Ile fir, and heare her fiog : 

By that time will our Booke, I thinke, be drawne. 

Glexd. Doco: 
And thoſe Mufitians that ſhall play to you, 
Hang in the Ayrea thouſand Leagues trom thence; 
And ſtraight they ſhall be here : fir, and attend. 

Hors. Come Kate, thou art perfett in lying downe : 
Come, quicke, quicke, that 1 may lay my Head in thy 
La 


PPC- 
Lady. Goc, ye giddy-Gooſc, 


The Muſiche player. 
Hot. Now 1 perceive the Devill underſtands Welſh, 


{ And 't1s no marvell he is ſo humorous : 


Byrlady he's a good Muſitian. 
Lady. Thea would you be a— 
For pongrnaioggathe governen'ty rs :; 
Lye {bill ye thecte, and heare the Lady ſingin Welſh, 
Hot#ip. I had rather heare (Lady) wy Brach howle in 
Iriſh. 
Lady. Would'ſt bavethy Head broken? 
Hotſh. Nos 
Lady. Thenbe ſtill. 
Hotip. Neyther, 'tis a Womans fault, 
Lady.Now God helpe thee. 
Hetfp. Tothe Welth Ladies Bed, 
ih W hat'sthar? 
He. Peace ſhe lings- 


Heere the Lady (ings 4 Welſh Song. 


Hot. Come, Ilc have your Song too. 

Lady. Not minc, in good footh. 

Heorf. Not yours, ingood ſooth ? 
You ſweare like a Comht-makers Wife : 
Nor you, in good ſooth ; and, astruc as I live ; 
And, as God ſhall mend me ; and as ſure as day : 
And givelt ſuch Sarcenet ſurctic for thy Oathes, 
As if thounever walk' further then Finsbury. 
Sweare me, Kate,like a Lady,asthou art, ; 
A good mouth-filling Oath : and leave in ſooth, . 
And ſuch proteſt of Pepper-Ginger-bread, 
To Velvet-Guards, and Sunday-Citizens- 
Come, (ing. 

Lady. | will not ſing. 

Horſp. 'Tisthe next way to turne Taylor, or be Red- 


breſt teacher : andthe Indentures bee drawne, llc away 


within theſe two howres: and lo come in , when 1 
will. £xw. 

Glend. Come, come, Lord Afortimer are 
As hot Lord Perey 15 0n fire togoe, ot 1 Maw. 
By this our Booke is drawne:wee'le but ſcale, 
Andthen to Horſe immediately. 


Art. Wrh all my heart. Exc, 


Scana Secunda, 


Emer the King, Priace of Waler, and others. 


King. Lords, give as leave: 
The Prince of Wales, and I, 
Muſt have ſome private contercnce ; 
But be neerc at hand, 
For we ſhall preſenly have need of you. 
Exenn Lok, 


I know not whether Heaven will have it ſs, 
For ſome diſplcaſing ſervice I have done ; 
That in his ſecret Doome, out of my Blood, 
Hee'le breed Revengement, and a Ano tor me: 
But thou do'(t inthy paſlages of Life, 
Make me belceve, that thou art onely mark'd 
For the hot vengeance,and the Rod of beaven 
Topuniſh my Miſtreadings, Tell me cl{c, 
—_ ſuch my. c_ 
ac x lewd, ſuch meanc ut 
Such hn rude ſociety, "0 
Asthou art _ —_—_— grated too, 
Accompaaie the greatneſſc blood 
And hold their levell with rhe Princely heart ? 
Prince. Sopleale your Majeſty, I would I could 
Quir all offences withascleare excule, 
As well asI am doubtleſic Ican 
My ſelfe of many 1 am charg'd withall : 
Yet ſuch cxtenuation let me y 
Asin reproofe of many Talcs devis'd, 
W hich oft the Eare of Greatneſle necdes muſt beare, 
By ſmiling Pick-thankes, and baſe Newes-mungers; 
I may for ſome things truc, wherein my yourh 
Hatch faultice wangred ,and irregular, 
Finde pardon on my true ſubmuſſion. 
King. Hcaven pardon thee ; 
Yet let me wonder, Harvy, 
Atthy affections, whichdoe hold a Wing 
Quice fromthe tiight of all thy anceſtors. 
Thy place in Counce!l thou hait rudelyloſt, 
W hich by thy younger brother is ſupply'de ; 
And artalmolt an alicn to the hearts 
Of all the Courtand Princes of my blood. 
The hopeand expectation of thy time 
Is ruin'd, and the Soule of every man 
Propherically do fore-thinke thy fall. 
Had I ſolaviſhot my beene, 
So common hackney'd in the eyesof men, 
So ſtale and cheapeto vulgar Company ; 
Opinion, that did helpe me to the Crowne, 
Had ſtill keptloyallto peſſeſſian, 
Aud left me in reputelele baniſhment, 
A fellow of no marke, nor likely hood, 
By being ſeldome ſeene, I could not ſtirre, 
Bur likea Comet, I was wondered at, 


—— 
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That men would tell their Children, This is he: 
Others would {ay, W here, Which is Bullingbrooke. 
And thea I ſtole all Courtefic trom Heaven, 
And dreſt my felfe in fuch Humility, 
That 1 did pluke Allegeance from mens hearts, 
Lowd Showts and Salutations from their mouthes, 
Even inthe preſence of the Crowned King. 
Thus I did keepe my Perſon treſh and new, 
My preſence like a Robe Pontifical, 
Ne're {cenc,but wondred at : and fo my Stare, 
Seldome but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a Feaſt, 
And wonne by rareneſle {uch Solemnity. 
The skipping King heambled up and downe, 
With ſhailow leſters, and raſh Bavin Wts, 
Soone kindled, and loone burnt, carded his State, 
Mingled his Royalty with Carping Fooles, 
Had his great Name prophaned with their Scornes, 
And gave his Countenance, againſt his Name, 
Tolaugh at gybing Boyes, and itand the puſh 
Ofevery Bcardlefie vaine Comparative; 
Grew a Companion tothe common Strectes, 
Entcof'd himfelfe to Popularity: 
That being dayly ſwallowed by mens Eyes, 
They ſurfcred with Honye,and began to loathe 
The taſte of Swetneſſe,whereot a little 
More then a little, is by much too much. 
So when he had occaſion to be {cene, 
He was but as the Cuckow 15 10 June, 
Heard, not regarded:({eene but with ſuch Eyes, 
As ſickc and bluthted with Community, 
Aﬀoord no extraordinary Gaze, 
Such as is bent on Sunne-like Majeſty, 
When it ſhines feldome 1n admiring Eyes: 
But rather drow2z'd,and hung their eyelids down, 
Slept in his Face, and rendred luch aſpect 
As Cloudy men uſero dotheir advertarics, 
Being with his preſence glutred,gorg'd,and full. 
And inthat very Line, Heyr7,ftandeit thou: 
For tho! haſt loſt thy Princeiy Privitedge, 
With vile participation. Not an Eye 
Burt isawcary of thy common ſight, 
Save mine,which hath delir*d to fee thee more: 
Which now doth that 1 would not have it doe, 
Make blinde it ſelfc with foclith tendernefle. 
Prince. 1 (hall hereafter, iy thrice gracious Lord, 
Be moremy lelfe. 
Kms. For a'l the World, 

Asthou art to this houre, was Richard then, 
When I from France ſet forthat Ravenipurgh ; 
And evenas I was thenis Percy now : 
Now by my Scepter, and my Soule to boot, 
He hath more worthy intereſt to the ſtare 
| Then thou the ſhaddow of Succeſſion ; 
For of no Right, nor calourlike to Right, 
| He deth (ill telds with Harneis inthe Realme, 
Turnes herd againſtthe Lyons armed Iawes ; 
And teing 10 more in debt to yeeres, thenthoou, 
Leadcs ancient Lords, and reverent Biſhops 0a 
| To bloody Battailes, and to bruſing Armcs. 
| Wha never-dying honour hath he gor, 
| Againit renowned Dowglas ? whole high Decdes, 

Whoſe hot Incurfionsand great Name in Armes, 
| Holds from all Souldiers chicte Majoritic, 
And Milttarie Title Capitall. 
Throughal the Kingdomes thatacknowledge Chriſt, 
| Thrice hath the Horſpurre Afars, inſwathing Clothes, 


— ——— 


- 


— 


This Infart Warrior, ia his Enterpriſes, 
Diſcomtited great las, ta*ne him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of the deepe Detiance up, 

And ſhake the peace and fafery of our Throne. 
And what ſay you tothis 2? Percy, Northumberland. 
The Arch-biſhopsGrace of Yorke, Dowg/zs, Mortimer, 
Capitulate againlt us, and arc up. 

But wheretore do I tell rheſe Newes to thee ? 
Why, Harry, doe I tell thee of my Foes, 

W hich art my neer'ſt and deareſt Encmic ? 

Thou art like enough, through vaſlall Feare, 
Baſe Inclination ,and the ſtart ot Spleene, 

To fight againſt me under Percier pay, 

To dogge his heeles, and curtiic at his frownes. 
To ſhew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince. Doe not thinke fo, you thall nor finde it fo : 
And Heaven forgive them, that io much have lway'd 
Your Majelties good thoughts away from me : 

I will cedeeme ll this on Fercies head, 

And inthe cloſing of ſome glorious day , 

Be bold to tell you, that I am your Sonne, 

When I will weare a garment all of blood, 

And ſtaine my favours ina bloody Maske : 
Which waſht away, ſhall fcowre my ſhame with it. 
And that ſhall be the day, whenere it lights, 
Thar this fame Child of honour and Renowne, 
This gallant Hor/þwrre, this all-prayſed Knight, 
And your unthought-of Haray chance to mect : 
For every Honor fitting on his Helme, 

Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My ſhames redoubled: For the time will come, 
That { (hal! make this Northerne Y outh exchange 
His glorious: Deedes for my Indignities : 

Perey 1s but my Factor, good my Lord, 

To engrofle up glorious deedes on my behalte 3 
And I will call him to {o ftri& account, 

Thar he ſhall render every Glory up, 

Yea, even the ſleighreſt worſhip ot histime, 

Or I will teare the Reckoniog trom his Heart- 
This, 1n the Name of Heaven, I promilc here : 
The which,if I promiſe, and doe ſurvive, 

I doe belecch your Majeltic, may falve 

Thel owne Wounds of my intemperature : 
It name Lee of Litecancells all o_—y 

And I will dye a hundred thoutand Deaths, 

Ere breake the ſmalleſt parcell of this Vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand Rebells dye in this : 
Thou ſhalt have Charpe, and foveraigne truſt hercin» 


Funter Rlant, 


How now good Blunt ? thy lookesare full of ſpeed. 
Blunt. So hath the Buſinefſe that I come to ipcake of. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 

That Dowglas and the Engliſh Rebels met 

Theeleventh of this moneth, at Shrewsbury : 

A mightic and a fearctull Hea1they are, 

(1f Promiſes be kept on every hand ) 

As ever offered foule 
King. The Earle of Weſtmerland ſet forth to day: 

With him my fonne, Lord /zbn of Lancaſter, 

For thisadvertifement is hive dayes old. 

On Wedneſday next, Harrythou ſhalt ſet forward : 

On thurſday, we our ſelves will march. 

Our mectingis Bridgenorth: and Harry, you ſhall march | 

t Through | 


IR 


ad _— 


play in a State. 
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Through Gloceſterſhire : by which acceunt, 

Our Bulineſle valued ſome twelue dayes hence, 

Our gencrall Forces at Bridgenorth ſhall meete. 

Our hands are full of Bufineſle : let's away , 
Advantage feedes them fat, while men delay. Exenm. 


_— TD. — 


——— — SEES OOO OO —_ CO 


Scena Tertia. 


- 


Exter Falitaffje and Bardolph. 


Falft. Bardo/ph, am I not falne away vilcly, ſince this 
lata. tion? dos I not baze? doe I not dwindle ? Why 


my $skinac hangs about mec like an olde Ladies loolc | 


Gownc : 1 am withered like an olde Apple lobn. Well, 
He repent, and that tuddeniy, while I am 1n fome liking : 
{ ſhall bz our of rcart ſhorily , and then I ſhall have no 


ſtrength to repent. And I have not forgotten what the | 


in-fide of a Church is made of, I ama Pepper Corne, a 
Brewers Horſe, the inſide of a Church. Coampauy, valla- 
nous Company hath bcene the ſpoyle of me. 

Bad. Sir Tobn, you arc {0 trettull , yon cannot live 
long. 


Fat. Why there isit : Come, fing me a bawdy Song, | 
make me merry : I was as vertuoully given, as a Gentle» | 


man need co be ; vertuous enough,{wore little, dic'd not 
above ſcaven timesa weeke, went toa Bawdy-houle not 
above once ina quarter of an houre, payd Mony that 
borrowed, three or fourc times ; lived well, and in good 


fle. 

Bord. Why, you areſo fat, Sir lob», that you muſt 
needes bce out of all compaſlc ; out of all reaſonabic com- 
palle, Sir /obx, 

Falſt.. Doerhou amend thy Face, and Tle amend thy 
Life . Thou art our Admirali, thou bearelt the Lanierne 
in the Poope, but *tisinthe Noſe of thee ; thou art the 
Knight of the buruing Lampe. 

Ba-d. Why, Sir Jobn, my Face does you no harme. 

Fa. Noylic be{wornc : i make as good uſe of 1t , as 
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head, or a Aemento Mori. 


I never {ce thy Facegbut I thinke upon Heil fire and Dever | 
that lived 1n Purple ; for there he1s io his Robes burning, 


burning. 1i thou wert any way given to vertue, I would 
{ivcare by thy Face ; my Oath ſhould bee, By thu Fore : 
Bvcthou art altogether given over; and wert indeede, 


———_— 


Hoſteſſe. Why Sir Ichn,what'doe youthinke, Sir | oem? 
doe you thinke I keepe Theeves in my Houſe? I have 
(carch'd, I have enquired, fo haz my Husband , Manby 
Man, Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant : the tight of a 
hayre was never loſt in my boulc before. 

Falſt. Yelyc Holtefle ; Bar delph was ſhav'd , 


goe to, you area Woman, goe. 
| Hoitefſe. Whol? Idehe thee: I was never call'd 
n mine owne houte before. 

Falft. Goeto , I know you well enough. 

Hofteſſe. No, Sir lobm,you doc not know mee, Sir Job: 
I know you, Sir /chn : you owe me Money, Sur Tobn, ard 
now you picke a quarrell, tobeguiie me of it ; Ibought 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. 

Falft. Doulas, filrhy Doulas: I have given them 

away to Bakers Wives, and they have made Boultcrs of 


— 


; butI ſhallhave my Pocket pick'd ? have loſt a Scale 
| Ring of my Grand-fathers, worth fortic Marke. 

| ? | Heſleſſe. I have heard the Prince tell him, I know no; 
compaſlc : and noiy I live out of all order , out of com- | | 
| Fat, How? the Princeis a lacke, aSneake-Cupye: 
| andithe were beere, I would cudgell him like a Dogge, 


_—O— 


: | | Hoſteſſe. Good, my-Lord, heare me. 
but tor the Light in thy Face, the Sunne of utter Darke- | 


nefle. VV hea thou ran'it up Gads-Head in the Night , to | 


catch my Hor{c, it I did notthinke that thou hadſt becne 
an Tons fates, Or a Ball of Wild-hre, there's noPurchaſe 
in Mony. O, theu art aperpetuall Triumph, an ever 
laſting Bone-fire-Light ; thou haſt ſaved mee a thouſand 


Markes in Linkesand Torches, walking with thec inthe | pn 
| of fortie pound apeece, anda Scalc-Ring of my G 


| fathcrs . 


Night berwixt Taverne and Tavcrne : Butthe facke that 
thou halt drunke mec, would have bought mee lights as 
goodcheape, as thedeareſt Chandlers in Europe, 1 have 


' eaintain'd that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 


this ewoand thirtic yecres, Heaven reward me tor it; 
Bard, I would my Face were in your belly. 
Falit. So ſhould 1 be ſure tobe heart-burn'd, 
Emer Hotipmrre. 
How now, Dame Part/et the Hen, have youenquir'd yet 
who pick'd my Pockct? 


—_— 


' 
| 


| 
| 


| 
| 


them. 
Hefteſe,Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of cight 
thillingsan Ell : You owe Mony here tefides , Sir Joby, 


. Hee? alas hee is poore, hee hath no- 
| thing. 

| Fai, How? Poore? Looke upon his Face : What call 
you Rich? Let them coyne his Noſe, let them coyne his 
Checkes, Ile not pay a Denicr. What, will you makea 
Younker of me ? Shall I not take mine caſe in mine Inne, 


how oft, that that Ring was Copper. 


| ithe would ſay fo. 


Exter the Prince marching, and Falſt affe meets 
tim, playing on hu T runchion 
l ea Fife, 


Falſt. How now Lad? is the Winde inthat Doare ? 
Mult we all march? 

Bard. \ca, twoand two, Newgate faſhion, 

Heſteſſe. My Lord, I pray you heare me. 

Prone. W hat fay'{t thou, Miſtreſſe Pmckly? How 
| doesthy Husband? 1love him well, hecis an honeſt, 
\ Man. 


Falft. Prethce let her alone, and liſt rome. 

Prince. What (ay*it thou, Jacke ? 

Faift+ The other Night I fell aſleepe heere behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt : this Houſg isturn'd 
Pawdy-houlc, they picke Pockets. 

Praxce, W hat did(t thou loſe, [ache ?. 

Falft, Wilt thou belceve me, Hal? Three or 


w lt 


many a hayrc ; and Ile be ſ\worne my Pocket was pick , | 


' 
' 


| 
| 


tor your Dyet, and' by-Drinkings, and Mony lent you, | 
| toure and twentic pounds. 
| Falfi. He had his part of it, let him pay. 


Price, A Trifle, ſome cight-penny matter. 

Hoft, Sol told him, my Lord; and | ſayd, I heard your | 
Grace fay ſo : and (my Lord ) hee ſpeakes moſt vilcly of | 
you, likea foule-mouth'd man he is, and faid, hee would | 
cudgell you. 

Prince. Whar he did not? 


| 


Hoſt. There's neyther Faith, Truth, nor Woman-hood 
in me elſe. | 
Falf. There's 


' 
, 
z 
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Falit, There's no more taith in thee then a ſtu'de Prune; 
nor no more truthin thee then ina drawne Fox : and for 
Wooman-hood, Maid-marian may be the Deputies wite 
of the Ward torhee. Go you Xa 7 gO. 

Hoſt Say ,wvhat thing? wha thing ? 

Falft. W tatthing? why a thing to thanke heaven on. 

Hoſt. 1 am nothing to thanke heaven on, I would thou 


ſhouldſt know it ; 1 aman honeſt mans wite : and ſetting 


Knighthoodaſide , thou art a knave to call me 0, 

Falft. Setting thy womanhood aſide, thou art a beaſt to 
ſay otherwilc. 

Heft. Say, what beaſt, thou knave thou? 

Fal. What beaſt ? Why an Otter. 

Prin. Au Otter, fir lobu? Why an Otter ? 

Fal. Why? She's neither fiſh nor Reſh; a man knowes 
not where to have her. 

Heft, Thou art unjuſt man 1n ſaying ſo ; thou , or any 
man knowes where to have me, theu knave thou. 

Prince. Thou ſay'ſt truc Hoſteſlce, and he flanders thee 
molt yu. : 

Heſt. So he doth you, my Lord , and fayde this other 
day, You ought him a thouſand pound. 

Prince. Sirrah,do I owe you a thouſand pound? 

Falft, A thouſand pound Hal? A Million. Thy loveis 
wortha Million : thou ow'lt me thy love- 

Heft. Nay my Lord, heecall'd you Iacke, and faid hee 


would _ you. 

Fal, Did I, Bar ? 

Bo. -_ _ rk you ſayd - = 

Fal. Yea, if befaid my Ring was . 

Prince. I\ay "tis Copper. Dar'ft thou bee as goodas 
thy word now ? 

Fal. Why Hal? thou know'ſt, as thou art but a man, 

: bur, as thouarta Prince, I fcare thee, as I teare the 
roaring otthe Lyons Whelpe. 

Prince. And why not as the Lyon ? 

Fl. The King himſclfe is to bee feared as the Lyon : 
Do'ſt thouthinke Lie feare thee, as I feare thy Father? nay 
if Ido,let wy Girdle breake. 

Pris. Q, if it ſhould, how would thy fall abour 
thy knees. But ſirra ; There's no roome tor Faith, Truth, 
nor Honeſty, in this boſome of thine : it is all fill'd uppe 
with Gurtes - Midriffe. - an p_ Woman 
with picking t ket? Whyt on e 
imboſ Raſcall, + Rs were any thing inthy Pocket bur 
Taverne Recknings, Aſemorandams of Bawdic-houles, 
and one poore -worth of Sugar-candieto make thee 
long-winded : it thy packet were enrich'd with any 0- 
ther injurics buttheſe, I am a Villaine: And yet you will 
_ oy, you \willnot Pocket up wrong. Art thou not 
alham'd? 

Fai. Do'ſt thou heare Hai? Thou know'lt inthe ſtate 
of Innocency, «Adam fell : and what would poore lacks 
Faiftafe do,in the dayes of Villany ? Thou feeſt, I have 
more fleſh then another man, and therefore more frailty, 
Youconteſle then you pickt my Pocket ? 

Prin, It appeares{oby the Story. 

Fal. Holteſle, I forgivethee 
Go make ready Breakfaſt, love thy Husband, 

Looke to thy Servants, and cheriſh thy Gueſts : 
Thou ſhale tiad me tractable toany honeſt reaſon ; 
Thou ſceſt, I am pacified ſtill 

Nay, I prethee be gone, 


Exit Heſteſſe. 
Now Hal, tothe newesat Court for the Robbery, Lad ? 
How is that anſwered ? 


! . 
He 15 


— 


Prin, Omy ſweet Beete : 
I muſt ſtill be good Angell to thee- 
The mony is paid backe againe. 


Fal. O,1 do notlike that paying backe , 'tis a double 
Prin.l am good Friends with my Father, and may doe 


any thing. 


Fel. Rob methe Exchequerthe firſt thing thoudo'ſt, 


and doit with unwaſh'd handstoo. 

Bard. Do my Lord. 

Pri, I have procured thee Jache, a Charge of Foot. 

Fal. 1 would it had beene of Horſe. Where ſhal I finde 
one that cap ſteale well ? O, for a fine theefe , of two and 
twenue, or thereabout: I am heynouſly unprouided. Well 
God be thanked fortheſe Rebels, they offend none but 
the Vertuous. 1 laud them, I praiſe them. 

Prin, Bardolph, 

Ber. My Lord, 

Prin, Gobearethis Letter to Lord lol of Lancaſter 
To my Brother /obn. This to my Lord of Weſtmefland, 
Go Pets, to horſe : for thou, and I, 

Havethirtic miles to ride yer eredinnertime. 
lacke, meet me tomorrow ip the Temple Hall 
At ewoa clocke in the afrernoone, 
There ſhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive 
—_— oP for their Furniture. 
isburning, Percie ſtands onbye, 
Andeither - tee _— muſt EE 
Fal. Rare words ? brave world. 
Hoſteſle, my breakfaſt, come ; 
Oh, | could viſt this Taverne were wy drumme: 
E xennt onumne?, 


Aus Quartus, Scena Prime, 


—  —— —  — ———C— ———_ 


Emer Harrie Hotipurre, Wereefter, 
and 


Hot. Well ſaid, my Noble Scot, if ſpeaking truth 
In this fine Age, were not thought flatterie, 
Such attribution ſhould the Dowglas have, 
—— — ſtampe, 
Should go ſo generall currant through the world. 
Dy bene 1 once Gamer Thule. 

The Tongues of Soothers. Bur a Braver place 
In my hearts love, hathno man then your Selfe. 
Nay, taske me to my word : approve me Lord. 
— Thouartthe King © mg : 

man ſo potent breathes the ground 
Bur 1 will Beard him. L ne. ; 


Emter « Meſſenger.) 


” Het. Doſo;and 'tis well. What Letters haſtthou there? 
I can butthanke you. 

Meſſ. Theſe Letrers come from your Father. 

Hot. Lettersfrom bim ? 


Hot. How ? haz he the leyſvre to he ficke now, 


Inſuchaj time ? Who leades his power ? | 


Vnder whoſe — 
2 


EZ 


- —_—— 


—_ _— —— 
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| 
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| 


1 


| For well you know, we of the offring (ide, 
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AMeſ. His Letters beares his minde, not I his minde. | 
Wor. 1 prethee tell me, doth he keepe his Bed ? | 
Meſſ. Hedid, my Lord, foure dayes ere I ſet forth : 
And art the tiax of my departure thence, 
He was much fear'd by his Phyſician. 
Wor. I would the ſtate of time had firſt beene whole, 
Ere he by ſicknefle had beene viſited ; 
His healch was never better worth then now. 
Hotſp. Sicke now?droope now?this ſicknes doth infect 
The very Life-blood of our Enterpriſe, 
'Tis catching hither, even to our Campe. 
He writes me here, that inward ſicknefle, 
And that his friends by deputation 
Could not. ſo ſoone be drawne : nor did he thinke it meet, 
Tolay ſodangerous and deare a truſt 
On any Soule remov'd, but on his owne. 
Yetdoth he give usbold advertiſement, 
That with our ſmall conjunRtion we ſhould on, 
Toſce how Fortune is diſpos'dro us , 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becauſc the King 1s certainly poſſeſt 
Ofall our purpoſes. W hat ſay you to it? 
Wor. Your Fathers ſickneſle isa mayme tous. 
Hotiþ. A perillous Gaſh, a very Limme lopr off : 


——— —__ — —— 


Dowg. As heart can thinke : 
There 1s not ſuch a word ſpoke of in Scotland, 
At this Drcame of Fcare. 


Emer Sir Richard Vernon. 


Hoi. My Couſin Vernen, vielcome by my Soule, 
Fern, Pray Cod my newes be worth a welcome, Lord. 
The Earle of Weſtermerland, ſeven thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hither-wards, with Prince Jobn, 
Hori, No harme : what more ? 
Vern. And further, I have learn'd, 
The King himlſclfe in perſon hath (ct fourth, 
Or hithcr-wards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mightie preparation. 
Haoiſp, He ſhall be welcome too, 
Where is his Sonne, 
The ntmble-foored Mad-Cap, Prince of Wales, 
And his Cumrades, that daft the World aſide, 
And bid it paſſe? 
Vern. All turniſht, all in Armes, 
All plum'd like Eſtridges, that with the Winde 
Bayred like Eagles, having lately bath'd, 
Glittcring in Golden Coares, like Images, 


And yer, in faich,it is not his preſent want 
Seemes more then we ſhall finde it 
Were it good, to ſet the exat wealth of all our ſtates 
Allat one Caſt ? Toſet ſoricha mayne 
On the nice hazard of one doubrfull houre, 
, It were not good : for therein ſhould we reade 
"The very Boctome, and the Soule of hope 
The very Liſt, the very utmoſt Bound 
Of all our fortunes, 
Dower, Faith and fo we ſhonld, 
Where now remaines a { weet reverſion. 
\We may boldly {pend, uponthe hope 
Of what 1s ro come in ; 
A comfort of retyrement lives in this. 

Hoſp. ARandevous,a Home to fiye unto, 
If that the Divell and Miſchance looke bigge 
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Aﬀaires, - 

ors But yet I would your Father had beene here : 
The qualitie and Hcire of our Attempt 
Brookes no divifion : If will be theught 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 

That wiſcdome, loyaltic,and meere diſlike 

Ot our pr the Earle from hence. 
And thinke, how ſuch an apprehenſion 

May turne the tide of fcarctull Faction, 

And breedea kinde of queſtion in our cauſe : 


Muſt keepe aloote from ſtritarbitrement, 
And ſtop all = nar loope, from whence. 
Theecye of reaſon may pric in upon us : 
This abſence of your Father drawesa Curtaine, 
That ſhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare 
Before not dreamt of. 
Hotſp. You ſtraynetoo farre. 
[ rather of his abſcnce make this uſe : 
It lends a Luſtre, and more great Opinion, 


A larger Dare to your Enterprize, 
Thenif the Earle were here: for men muſt thinke, 
If we without his helpe, can make a Head 


To puſh againſt the Kingdome : with his hel 
We ſhall o'cerurne it roplie-turuy downe : BY 
Yet all goes well, yetall our joyntsare whole, 


| Asfull ot ſpirit as the Moneth of May , 


; And gorgeous as the Sunneat Mid-ſummer, 


—  — 


th 


Wanton as youthfull Goates, wilde as young Bulls. 

Ifaw young Harry with his Bever on, 

His Cuſhes on his thighes, gallantly arm'd, 

Riſe (rom the ground like feathered Mercary, 

And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his Scat, 

As if an Angell dropt downe from the Clouds, 

To turne and winde a fhierie Pegaſas, 

And witch the World with Noble Horſemanſhip, , 
Hot, No more, no more, 

Worle then the Sunne in March : 

This prayſe doth nouriſh Agues : letthem come. 

They come like Sacritices intheir trimwe, 

And to the fire-cy'd Maid of ſmoakie Warre, 

All hor, and bleeding, will we cfterthem : 

The mayled Mars ſhall on his Altar fit 

Vp tothe cares im blood. I amon hire, 

To heare this rich reprizall isſo nigh, 

And yet not ours. Come, let me rake my Horſe, 

Who isto beare me like a Thunder-bole, 

Againſt the boſome of the Prince of Wales. 

Harryto Harry, (hall not Horſe to Horſe 

Meete, and ne're part, till one drop downe a Coarſe? 


mn ——. 


Oh, that Glendower were come. 

Ver. There 1s more newes : 
I learned in Worceſtet, as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his Power this fourteene dayes. 

Dowg. That's the worſt Tidings that 1 heare of 

tb 
"er, Lby my faith, that beares a froſty ſound, 

Hotſþp. What may the Kings whole Batraile reach 

unto ? 

Ver. Tothirty thouſand. 


The powres of us, may ſerue ſo a day. 

Come, uote maſter ipedly, 

Doomeſday isncere ; dye all,dy j 

Dow, Talke not ofdying, Iam out of feare _ 

Ofdeath,or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare. 
Exexnt omnd!. 


Scan: 
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Scana Secunda. 


Enter Failtaffe and Bardolps. 


Falit. Bard:lph, get thee before to Coventry,fill me a 
Bottle of Sack, our Souldiers ſhall ajarch through : we'le 
to Sutton-cop-hill to Night. | 

Bud. Willycu give me money ,Captaine ? 
Falft. Lay our, lay out. 
Bard. This Bottle makesan Angell. bY 
Falft. Andif it doe , take it for thy labour : and if it 
make twentie, take chem all , Ile an{were the Coynage. 
Bid my Licutcnant Pero meete me at the Townes cnd. 
Bard. I will Captaine : farewell. Exh, 
Falft. If | bee not aſham'd of my Souldiers, I ama 
ſowc't-Gurnet : I have miſ-us'd the Kings Prefle dam- 
nably. I have got, inexchange of a hundred and fiftic 
Souldicrs, three hundred andodde Pounds. I prefle me 
none but good houſe-holders, Yeomens Sonnes ; 
me out contracted Batchelers, ſuch as bad beene ask'd 
twice 0:1 the Banes:\uch a Commodity of warme ſlaves, 
as had as lieve hcare the Deuill, as a Drumme ; ſuch as 
feare the report of a Caliver, worſe then a (trucikeFoole, 
or a hurt wilde-Ducke., I preit me none but ſuch Toſtes 
and Butter, with hearts in their Bellyes no biggger then 
Pinnes heads, and they have bought out their {ervices; 
And now, my whole Charge confiſts of Ancients, Cor- 
porals, Licut-aants, Gentleinen of Companies, Slaves as 
ragged as Lacarw 111 the painted Cloth, where the Glur- 
tons Dogges licked his Sores; and ſuch, as indeed were 
pever Sculdiers, but di{-carded unjuft Servingmen,youn- 
ger Sonnes to younger Brothers, Revolted laplters and 
Oltlers, Trade-falne, the Cankersofa calme World, and 
long Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged, 
then an o'd-fac'd Ancient, and ſuch have I to fill up the 
roomes of them that have boughtout their ſervices : that 
you wou'd thinke, that I had a hundred and fiftie totrer'd 
Prodigalls, lately come from Swine-keeping,trom eating 
Draffe and Huskes. A mad fellow met mee on the way , 
and ro14 mc, 1 had unloaded all the Gabbers, and preſt the 
dead bodyez» Noeye hath ſcene ſuch skar-Crowes : le 
not march through Couentry with them, that's flat. Nay, 
and the Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if 
they had Gyves on ; for indeede, I kad the molt of them 
out of Prion. There's not a Shirt and a halfe in all my 
Company : andthe halte Shirt is rwo Napkins tackt to- 
gether, and throwre over the ſhoulders like a Heralds 
Coat, withour {leeves : andthe Shirt, to ſay thetruth , 
ſtelne from my Hoſt of S. Albones ; or the Red-Noſe 
Inve-keeper of Daventry. But that's all one, they'le finde 


; Linnen cnough onevery Hedge. 
| Enter the Prince, and the Lord of Feftmerland. 


Prixce. How now blowne lacks > how now Quule? 

Fal#, hat Hal? How now mad Wag, whata Divell 
do'itchou in Warwickſhire ? M Lord of Welt- 
merland, I cry you mercy, 1 thought your Honour badal- 
ready beene at Shrewsbury. 

Weff. ' Faith, Sir Jobs, 'tis more then time that I were 
there, and you too : but my Powers are there alreadie, 


The King, I cantell you, lookes for usall : we muſtaway 
Ul to Night, 


__ 


Falſt. Tur, never feare mel am as vigilant as a Car,to 
ſteale Creame. 

Prince, I thinke to ſteale Creame indeed, forthy theft 
hath alredie made thee Butter : bur tell me ache, whoſe 
tcllowes are theſe that come after ? 

Flt, Mine, Hal, mine. 

Preuce., I did never ſee ſuchpitrifull Raſcals. 

Fail, Tut, tur, good enough totolle : foode for Pow- 
der, foode for Powder: they'le fill a Pit,as well as better: 
tuſh man, morrall men, mortall mcn. 

Weitm. 1, but Sir John, me thinkes they are exceeding 


poore and bare, too beggarly. 
Falſt. Faith, for their y+ I know not where they 
» Iam (ure they never 


had that ; and for their bareneſſe 
learn'd that of me. 

Prince, No,lle be {worne, unlefſe you call three fingers 
on the Ribbes bare. But firramake haitc. Percy is already 
inthe held. 

Faift. What, is the King encamp'd ? 
. Weſtm, Hee is, lobn, I feare wee ſhall ſlay too 
ong. 

Fam. Well, tothe latter end of a Fray, andthe begin» 
| ning of a Feaſt, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueſt. | 


Exenns. 
Scena Tertia. 
Enter Hotijur , Worceſter, Dowglas, and 
Vernon. 


Hotſþ. Wee'le fight with himto Night. 
Worc. It may not be. 
Dowg. You give him then aduantage. 
Hos, Not a whit, | 
Hotf. Why fay you ſo ? lookes he notfor ſupply ? 
Vern, $2 doe we. 
Hott, His is certaine, ours is doabefull, 
Wore. Good Couſinbe advis'd, tire not to night. 
Uerx. Doe not, my Lord. 
Dowg. You doenot counſaile well: 
Yo! ſpeake it ont of feare, and co!d heart. 
Vern, Doe me no ſlander, Dew7las : by my Life, 
And I dare well mantaine it with my Lite, 
If well-reſpefted Honor bid me on, 
I hold as little counfaile with weake feare, 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that this day lives. 
Let it be ſeene to morrow inthe Bartell, 
W hich of us feares. 
Dowg. Yea, or tonight. 
Vern, Conteat. 
Heefp. Tonight, (ayT. 
Vers. Come, come it may not be. 
I wonder much,being me of ſuch great leading as you arc 
Thar you fore-ſee norwhat impedunents 
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horſe 
Of myCoufin YVerwongare not yet come up, 
Your Vncle Worcefters Horle came but to day, 
And now their prideand metrall is 
Their c with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a Horſe is halfe the halfe of himſelfe, 
Hotfy. So are the Horſes of the Enemie 
+ ny bated, and brought low ; 
The better part of ourgare full of relt, 
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a The number of the King excecdeth ours : 
For Gods ſake, Couſin, tay till allcome in. 


The Trumpet ſounds a Parley. Enter Sur 
Walter B lunt. 


Blunt, I come withgracious offers from the King, 
If you vouchlate me hearing ,and reſpeR, 

Hotſþ. Welcome,Sir Walter Blunt; 46-5 
And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of us love yo!1 well : andeven thoſe tome 
Envie your great deſervings, and goodname, 
Becauſe you are not of our qualitic, 

But ſtand againſt us like an cncmic. | 
Blunt. And Heaven detend, but ſtill I hould ſtand fo, 
Solong as out of Limit, and true Rulc, 
You ſtand againſt anoynted Majeltie. 
But to my Charge. 
The King hath ſent to know 
The nature of your grictes,and w 
You conjure frem - breſt of Civill Peace, 
Such bold Hoſtilitic, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Crueltic. If thatthe King 
Haveany way your good defarts forgot, 
Which he conteſlcth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your griefes ; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your dehires, with intereſt ; 
And Pardon abtolute for your ſclfe, and thele, 
Herein mis-led, by your ſuggeſtion. 
Het. The king is kinde : 
And well we know , the King 
Knowegat what time to promiſe, when to pay, 
My Father, my Vncklc, and my fclte, 


| Did give him that ſame Royaltic he weares : 


And when he was not fixc and twentie ſtrong, - 
Sicke inthe worlds regard, wretched and low, 
A poorc unminded Our-law, ſneaking home, 
My Father gave him welcome to the ſhore : 
And when he heard him {wearc, and yow to God, 
He came to be butDuke of Lancalter, 
To ſue his Liveric, and begge his Peace, 
With teares of Innoccncic, and tcarmes of Zeale:; 
My Father, in kinde hcart and pitty mov'd, 
Swore him aſſiſtance, and pertorm'd it too. 
Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did leane to him, 
The more and lefſc came in with Cap and Knee, 
Met him in Boroughs, Cities, Villages, 
Attended him on Bridges, ſtood in Lanes, 
Layd Gifts before him, protter'd him their Oathes, 
Gave him their Heires, as Pages followed him, 
Even at the heeles, in golden multitudes. 
He preſently, as _ knowesit ſelte, 
Steps me a little higher then his Vow 
Madeto my Father, while his blood was poore, 
Vpon the naked ſhore at Ravenſpurgh : 
And now (forſooth) takes on hun to ceforme 
Some certaine Edidts, and ſome (trait Decrecs, 
That lay to —_— | —dIepaor— oa, 

es out , to 
Lon ics W odds Tacs, 
This ſeeming Brow of luſlice, did he winne 
The hearts of all that be didangle for. 
Procceded further,cut me off the Heads 
Ofall the Favorites, that theablent King 
In deputation left behinde him heere, 


— —_ ——— _ 
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Noble Gentlemen. — 


When he was perſonall inthe Iriſh Warrc. 
Blunt. Tut, 1 came not to beare this. 
Het. Then to the point. 
In (hort time after, he 'dtbe King, 
Soone after that, depriv'd him of his Lite : 
And inthe neck of thar, task't the whole State. 
To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his Kin{man Hack, 
Who is, ifgvery Owner were plac'd, 
Indeed his King, to be engag'd in Wales, 
There, without ranſome, to lye forfeited ; 
Diſgrac'd me iu my happy ViRories, 
Sought to intrap mc by intelligence, 
Rated my Vnckle from the Councell-Boord, 
In rage di{miſs'd my Father fromthe Court, 
Broke Oath on Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong, 
Andin concluſion, grove us to ſecke out 
This head of (afetie ; and withall, to pric 
Into his Title : The which we finde 
Too indireR, for long continuance. 
Blunt. Shall I returne this anfwere to the King? 
Heti. Not ſo, Sir Walter. 
Wee'le with-draw a while : 
Goe tothe King, and let there be impawn'd 
Some ſuretie for a ſafe returne againe, 


| And in the Morning carly ſhall my Vnckle 


Bring him our purpoſe : and ſo farewell, * 
Blant, T would you would accept of Graceand Love. 
Hotſþ. And't may be, ſo we ſhall. 


Blunt. Pray Heaven you doe, Exenni, 


IO 


Scena Quarta. 


Em 


Enter the Arch-ZiſLop of Torks , and Sir Micheh, 


eArcb. Hic,good Sir CMichell,bearc this ſealed Bricte 

With winged haſte tothe Lord Marſhal, 
This to my Coulin Scroove, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed. 
If you knew how much they doc import 
Mato > 

Sir Mich. My goed Lord, 1 gueſle their tener, 

Arch. Like cnough you doe. 
To morrow, good Sir Alichel, is a day, 
W herein the tortune gf ten thouſand men 
Mult bide the touch. For Sir, at Shre wsbury, 
As lamrtruly given to underſtand, 
The King, with mightie andquick-rayſed Power, 
Meetes with Lord Harrie: and I feare, Sir Afichel, 
W hat wich the lickneſle of Norrhumberland, 
Whoſe power was ia the fir{t proportion ; 
And what with Owen Glendowers abſence thence, 
W ho with them was rated tirmely too, 
And comes not in, over-rul'd by Prophecies, 
I teare the Power of Percy ist00 weake, 
To wage an inſtant tryall withthe King, 

Sir Mich. Why my good Lord, you necd not feare, 
There is Dowglas,and Lord Mortimer. 

Arch. No, Atortimer is not there. 

Sw Mic But there is Mordake Vernon, Lord Harry Percy, 
And there ph yar rm 1 
Anda Head of gallant Warriors, 
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Arch. Andſothere is, but yet the King hath drawne | 
The ſpeciall head of all the Land together : 
The Prince of Wales, Lord /ob» of Lancalter, | 
The Noble Weltmerland, and warlike Bun: ; 
And many moe Corriuals, and deere men 
Ot eſtimation, and command in Armes. 
Sis M. Doubt not my Lord, he ſhall be well oppos'd. 
Arch. 1 hope no lefle : Yet needfull tis to feare, 
And to preventthe worſt, Sir CMchell (peed ; 
| For if Lord Percy thrive not,cre the King 
Diſmiſſe his power, he meanes to vilit us ; 
For he hath heard our Contederacie, — 
And, 'tis but Wiſedome to make ſtrong againſt him : 
Therefore make hate, | muſt goe writeagaine 
To other Friends : and {o farewell, Sir Aichell, Exeunt. 


- - OTIS o—_ -———_—_—— - em tl ns - — __ 


eAftus Quintus. Scans Prima. 


_— 


__— 


Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord lobn of Laucaiter, 
Earle of Weſtmerland, Si Walter Blunt, 
and Falſtaffe. 


King. How bloodily the Sunne begins ro pecre 
Above yon busky hill: the day lookes pale 
Art his diſtemperature. 
Prin. The Sourherne w _ F 
Doth play the Trumpet to his purpoles, 
And by his hollow \ hiſtling in the Leaves, 
Foretels a Tempeſt:and a bluſt'ringday. _ 
King. Then withthe loſers let it ſympathize, 
| For nothing can ſeeme ſoure tothole that win. 
The Trumpet ſounds, 


Enter Worceſter. 


—_—. 


King. How now my Lord of Worſter ? 'Tis not well 
| Thatyouand I (hould meet upon ſuch tearmes, 
| ASnow we meet. You have deceiv'd our truſt, 
And made us doffe our calic Robes of Peace, 
| Tocruſh our old limbes in ungentle Steele : 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you to it ? Will you againe unknit 
This churliſh knot of al-abhorred Warre? 
And move in that obedient Orbe againe, 
Where you did give a faire and naturall light, 
And be no more an exhal'd Metcor, 
A prodigic of Feare, and a Portent 
Of broached Miſcheefe, to the unvorne Times ? 
Wor. Hcare me, my Liege : 
For minc owne part, I could be well content 
Toentertaine the Lagge-end of my lite 
Withquict houres : For I do proteſt, 
| bavenot ſought the day of this diſlike. 
King. You havenor ſought it; how comes itthen? 
Fal.Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
Pri, Peace, Chewet, peace. 
Wor. it pleas d your Majeſty, to turne your lookes 
Of Favour, from my Selfe,and all our Houſe ; 
And yet I muſt remember you my Lord, 
We were the firſt, and deareſt of your Friends : 
For you, my ſtatfe of Office did I breake 
in Ficherds time, and poaſted day and night . 
To meet you on the way,and kiſle your hand, 


— 
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When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing to ſtrong and fortunate, as ; 
Ie was my Sclte, my Brother, and hisSonne, 
Thar brought you home,and boldly did out-dare 
The danger of the time. Youſwore tous, 
And you did ſweare that Oath at Doncaſter, 
That you did nothing of purpole 'gainit the State, 
Nor claime no further, then your new-falne righr, 
The feate of Gaunt, Dukedome of Lancaſter, 
Tothis, weſware ouraide: But in ſhort ſpace, 
[t rain'd downe Fortune ſhowring on your head, 
And ſuch a floud of Greatneſle fell on you, 
What with our helpe, what with the abſcnt King, 
What with the injuries of wanton time, 
The ſeeming ſufferances that you had borne, 
And the contrarious Windesthat held the King 
So long in the unlucky Iriſh Warres, 
That all in England did repute him dead: 
And from this ſwarme of faire advantages, 
You tooke occaſion to be quickly woo'd, 
To gripe the generall ſway into your hand, 
Forgot your Oath rousat Doncaſter, 
being ted by us, you us'd us fo, 

As that ungentle gull the Cuckowes Bird, 
Vſerththe Sparrow, did oppreſle our Neſt, 
Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a bulke, 
That even our Love durſt not comeneere your ſight 
For feare of (wallowing 1 But with nimble wing 
We were intorc'd for laferic lake, to fiye 
Our of your ſight, and raiſe thispreſent Head, 
w we itand oppoſed by ſuch meanes 
As you your ſclte, have torg'd againſt your ſelfe, - 
By unkinde uſage, dangerous countenance, 
And violation of all faith and trath 
SWOrneto us in yonger enterprize. 

King. Theſc things indeede you have articulated, 
Proclaim'dat Market Crofles, read in Charches, 
To face the Garment of Rebellion | 
With ſome fine colour, that may pleaſe the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poore Ditcontents, 
W hich gape,and rab the Elbow at the newes 
Of hurly burly Innouation : 
And never yet did Inſurreftion want 
Such water-colours,to impaint his cauſe : 
Nor moody Beggars, ſtarving for a time 
Of pell-mell hauocke,and contuſion. 

Prin. In both our Armies, there is many a ſoule 

Shall pay full dearly for this encounter, 
If once they joyne intriall. Tell your Nephew, 
The _— =_— ales doth joyne with allche world 
In prayſe Percy : By my Hopes 
This preſent enterprize fet oF his head, * 
I donot thinke a braver Gentleman, 
More active, valiant, or more valiant young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter Age with noble deedes. 
For my part, I may ſpeake it ro my ſhame, 
I have a Truant beene to Chavalry, 
And ſo 1 heare, he doth account metoo: 
Yet this before my Fathers Majeſty, 
I am contentthat he ſhall take the oddes 
Of hisgreat name and eſtimation, 
And will, to fave the blood on either fide, 
Try fortune with him, ina Single Fight. 

King, And Prince of Wales,lo dare we enter thee, 
Albeit, conſiderationsinfinite | | 

Do \ 
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Do make againſt it : No good Worlter, no, 
We love onr people well ; eventhoſe we love 
That are miſled upon your Couſins part: 
And willthey take the ofter of our Grace: 
Both be, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my Friend againe, and lle be his. 
So tell your Coutin, and bring me word, 
W hat he will do. Bar if ke will not yecld, 
Revukeand dread corre ton waite 0! us, 
Aad they ſhall do their Odice. So be gone, 
We will not now be troubled with reply, 
We offer faire, take it adviſcdly, 

Exit Worceſter, 

Prin. It will not be accepted, on my Life, 
The Dowgls and the Horfpwrre both rogether, 
Arc conhdent againſt rhe world in Armes. 

King. Hence therefore , every Leader to his charge, 
For on their anſwere will we {ct on them ; 
And God befriend us,as vur cauſe is jult, 

Mana Pruce and Falftafe. 

Fal. Hal, ifthou ſee me downe in the batrell, 

And beſtride me, ſo; cis a point of friendſhip. : 

Pris.Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that freindſhup: 
Say thy prayers, and farewcll. 

Fal. 1 would it were bed time Hal, and all well. 

Prin, Why, thou ow'(t heaven a death. 

Fa'ft. 'Tisnot due yet :; I would be loath ro pay him 
before his day. What necde 1 bee fo forward with him 
that call's not on me ? Well,'tis no matter, Honor prickes 
me on. But how if Honour pricke me off when I come 
on ? How then? Can Honour ſet tooa legge? No : or an 
arme ? No: Or take away the greefe ofa wound ? No. 
Honour hath no $kill in Surgeric then? No. What is Ho: 
nour? A word. What is that word Honour? Ayre: A 
trim reckoning. Who hathit? Hethatdy'dea Wedne(- 
day. Doth he tcelett ? No. Doth he heare it? No, Is it 
in{enſibie then? yea, to the dead. But will it not live with 
the living ? No. Why? Dctraction will not (uffer it,ther- 
fore He none of iz, Honour 1s a meere Scutcheon, and fo 
ends my Catcchiſme. Exit. 


Exennt. 


| —— - ————— — - — 


Scena Secunda. 


—_—  — —— —  ——— —  O—— —_ 


Puter Worceſter, ani Sir Richard Vernon, 


or. Ono, my nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 
I he liberall kinde ofter of the king, 

Ver. 'Twere beſt he did. 

Wor, Then we are all undone. 
It is not pr_ . _ be, 225 
The King w is word in loving us 
He will faſpeR us Nil, aud ftinde atime _" 
Topuniſh thisoffence in others faults : 
Suppoſition, all our lives ſhall be ſtucke full of eyes ; 
For Treaſon 1s but truſted like the Foxe, 
Who ne're ſorame, ſo cheriſhe, andlock'd up, 
Will have a wilde rricke of his Anceſtors : 
Looke how he can, or {ad or merrily, 
Interpretation will miſquote our lookes, 
And we ſhall feede like Oxen at a ftall, 
The better cheriſht,ſtill the nearer death. 


| My Nephewestrelpaſſe may be well forgot, 
| It hath the excuſe of youth, and heate of blood, 


——_—_—_—— — 


— —— C— ww —_ _ 


| Andan name of Priviledge, 
' Ahare-brain'd Herperre, govern'dby a Spicence: 
| All his offences live upon my 
And on his Fathers, Wedidtraine him on, 
And hiscorruption being tane from us, 
We as the Spring of all, thall pay for all : 
| Therctore good Couſin, let not Harry know 

In avy caſc, the offer of the King. 

Uer, Deliver what you will, llc {ay 'tis ſo, 

; Heere comes your Colin, 


Enter Hotifmare, 


Hot. My Vankle is return'd, 
Deliver up my Lord of Weſtmerland. 
VYnkle, what newes? 
Wor. The King will bid you battell preſently. 
Dow. Defic him by the Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Hot, Lord Dowglas : Go you andiell him fo. 
Dow, Marry and ſha!l, and verie willingly. 
Exu Dowgla. 
Wor. There is no ſceming mercy inthe King. * 
Hot. Did you begge any ? God forbid. 
Wer. | told him gently of our greevances, 
Of his Oath-breaking : which he mended thus, 
By now for{wearing that he is forſworne, 
He calsus Rebels, Traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty armes, this hatcfull name in us. 
Enter Dowglas. 
Dow. Arme Gentlemen,to Armes, for I have throwne 
A brave defiance in King Henries teeth : 
And Weltmerland that was ingag'd did bearc it, 
W hich cannot chooſe but bring him quickly on, 
Wor. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before the king, 
And Nepheiv, challeng'd you to ſingle fight. 
Hot. O, woald the quarrell lay upon our heads, 
And that no man might draiv ſhort breath today, 
But I and Harry Honmenth. Tell me, tell me, 
How thew'd his Talking ? Scem'd it in contempt ? 
Ver. No, by my Soule : 1 never in my life 
Did hcare a Challenge vrg'd more modeſtly 
Vnleſle a Brother ſhould a Brother dare 
To gentiecxerciſc, and proofe of Arms. 
He gave you all the Dutics of a Man, 
Trimm'd up your praiſes with a Princely tongue, 
Spoke your delcrvingslike a Chronicle, 
Making you ever better then hus prayſe, 
By [till diſprayſing prayſe, valew'd with you : 
And w hich became him like a Prince indecd, 
He made a bluſhing citallof himſelte, 
And chid his Trewant youth with a Grace, 
As if he maſtred there adouble ſpirit 
Ofteaching, and of learning inſtantly : 
There did he pauſe. Butler me tell the World, 
If he out-live the cavie of thisday, 
England did never owe foſweerca hope, 
So much miiconitrued in his wantonnefle. 
Het. Coutin, I thinke thou art cnamored 
On kis Follics : never didI heare 


Ofany Prince ſo wilde at Liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once cre night, 
1 will imbrace him with a Souldicrs arme, 
That he ſhall ſhrinke nnder my curteſie. | 
Arme, arme with ſpecd. And Fellow's,Soldiers,Fricnds, 


Better conſider what you have to do, 


| Than I that have not well the gift of Tongue, 


Can 
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an tif with perſwaſton. Muihns where t 'd; there $not three of 
— eoletatves cali he Tennent RE 


Me. My Lord, beerearc lettersfor you. 

Het. 1cannot reade them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of lite is ſhort ; 
To ſpend that ſhortneſle baſely, were too long. 
If life did ride upon a Dfals point, 
Still endingat the atrivall of an houre, 
Andif we live, welive to tread on Kings: 
Ifdye ; brave death, when Princes dye with us. 
Now for our Conſciences, the Armes is faire, 
Whenthe intent for bearing themis juſt. 

Enter awother —_— 

Ie, My Lord prepare, the King comes onapace, 

=o danke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 
For I profeſle not talking ; Onely this, 


Whoſe worthy temper I intend to itaine 
With the beſt blood that I can mecte withall, 
In the adventure of this perillous day. 

Now Eſperance Percy, and fet on : 

Sound allthe lofty Inſtruments of Warre, 
And by that Muſicke, let usall umbrace : 

For heaven tocarth, ſome of us never ſhall, 
A ſecond time doſucha curtehie. 


with bu power 
Dowgas, and Sir Walter Blunt. 


Whar honour dolt thou ſecke upon my head ? 
Dow. Know then my, name is Dowglas, 

And I do haunt thee inthe battle thus, 

Becauſe ſome tell me , that thou art a King. 
Blunt, They tell thee true. 


Thy likeneſſe: for inſteed of thee King Harry, 
This ſword hath ended him,fo ſhall it rhee, 
Vnleſle thou yeeld thee as a Prifoner. 
Bls. I wasnot borne to yecld thou haughtie Scot, 
And thou ſhalt finde a King that will revenge 


Lord Seatfords death. 
Tight, Blunt is flaine, then enters Hot ipur, 


I never had triuunphed o're a Scot. 


Hat. Where ? 
Dow, Heere. 


A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blune, 
Semolably turniſh'd like the King himlelte: 
Dow. Ah foole : go with thy toule whither it goes, 
Aborrowed title halt thou bought too deere. 
Why did thou tell me, that thou werta King ? 
Hot, The King hath many marching in his Coates, 
Dow. Now by my Sword, 1 will kill all his Coates, 
| le murtherall his Wardrobe peece by pecce, 
Vauull I meetthe Kings 
Het. Vp, andaway, 
Our Souldiers ſtand full fairely for the day, 
: Alarnm, and enter Falſtaffe ſolu. 


the ſhot heere : here's no ſcoti 


uyt00; heaven keepe 


Let cach man do his beſt. And heere I draw a Sword, 


They embrace, the Trumpets ſound, the King entereth 
2 « . Sarum unto the battell. Then enter 


Bs. \W hat is thy name, thatin battelithus Y croſſeſt me? 


Dow. The Lord of Stafford heere today hath bought 


Hot. © Dowglas,hadit thou tought at Holmedon thus, 
Dow. All's done all's won, here breatbles lics the King. 


Het. This Dowglas? No, I know this face full well : 


Exenm. 


Fal. Though I could ſcape ſhor-tree at London,1 feare 
but upon the pate. Soft 
who art thou ? Sir Walter Blmzs , there's Honour for you; 
bere's no vanity, Iamas hotas molten Lead, and as hea- 
Lead ourot mee, I neede no more 
weight then mine owne Bowelles. 1 have led my rag of 


| 


| 


ring life. But who comes heere ? 
| Enter the Prince, | 
| ®Prin.Whar,ftand'{tthou idle here? Lend me thy {\vord, 
| Manya Noblemanlics ſtarke and {tiffe 
| Vnder the hooves of vanting enemies, 

Whoſe deathsare unreveng d. Prethy lend me thy ſword 

Fal. O Hal, 1 prethee give me leave to breath awhile : 
Turke Gregory never did ſuch deedsin Aries, asI have 
done this day. I have paid Percie, I have made him ſure. 

Prov. Hets indeed, and living to kill thee 
I prethee lend methy tword. 

Faift, Nay Hal, it Percy bee alive, thou getſt not my 
Sword ; bur take iy Piſtoll if thou wilt. 

Prom, Give it me : What,is it inthe Caſe ? 

Fal, 1 Hal,"tis hot : There's that will Sacke a City. 

The Prince dr awes ont 4 Bottle of Sacke. 
FTrin. What, is it a timc to jeſt and dally now? Ex 
7 browes it at hams. 

Fal. It Perey be alive. lle pierce him : if he do come in 
my way, {0: it he donor, if 1 come in his (willingly) let 
him make a Carbonado of me, 1 like not ſuch grianing 
honour as Sir Fetter hath : Give me lite, which if I can 
ſave,ſo : if not, honour comes unlook'd for,and ther's an 
| end. Exit. 
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Scena Terta, 


nn IE 


b——— 


Alarm, excurſions, enter the King, the Prince, 
Lord lobe of Laxofter, and Earl 
of Weſtmerland, 


deſt too much : Lord 194» of {. ancaiter,go you with him. 
P.losh. Not I, my Lord,ualeilc | did bleed too, 
Prin. I beicech your Majeſty make up, 
Leaſt you retirement do amaze your friends, 
King. | willdoto : 
My Lord of Weſtmerland leade himto his Tent. 
Weſt. Come my Lord. Ile keade youro your Tent 
Prim. Leade me my Lord? I do notnced your helpe, 
And beaven forbid a ſhallow ſcrach ſhould drive 
The Prince of Wales trom ſuch a field as this, 
Where ſtain'd Nobility lyestrodenon, 
And Rebels Armes triumph in maflacres, 
oh, We breath too long : come couſin Weſtmerland, 
Our duty this way lics, tor heavens ſake come. 
Prin. By heaventhou haſt deceived me Lancaſter, 
I did not thinke thee Lord of ſuch a ſpirit z 
Before, I lov'd thee as a brother, /obx ; 
But now, I do reipethee as my Soule- 
King. Iaw him hold Lord Percy at the-point, 
Wich luſtie maintenance then I did looke tor 
Ofſuch an ungrowne Warriour, 
Prin, O this Boy, lends metrall to tis all, E xu. 
Dow. — ? —_—_— like Hydra's heads : 
I am the Dowglas oallthoſe- 
That weare thoſe colours onthem. Whatart thou 


meg 


King.The King hi : who Dewglargrieves at har 


—_—_— 
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King. Iprethee Harry withdraw thy (elfe, thendieds! 
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So many of his ſhadowes thou haſt mer, 
And not the very King. I have two Boyes 
Secke Percy and thy ſcife aboutthe Field : 
Bur ſeeing thou fall'ſt on me ſo luckily, 
I will aſſay thee: ſodefend thy ſelfe. 
Dow. | feare thouart another countefeit : 
And yetinfaichthou bear'ſt thee like a King : 
But mine 1 am ſure thou art, who cre thou be, 
And thus I winthee. They fight, the K. being wu danger, 
Emter Prince. 
Prin. Hold up thy head vilz Scor, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up againe : the Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly,Stafford B twnt, are in my Armes ; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threates thee, 
Who never promiſeth, but meanes to pay. 
T bey Felt, Dowglas fiyeth, 
Cheerely My Lord : how fares your Grace ? 
Sir N ichelas Gawſey hath for ſ:ccour ſent, 
And 1v harh Ciftes ; Ile to C/fron(traight; 
King. Stay,and breath awhile. 
Thou baſt redecm'd thy loſt opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak it ſome tender of my life 
Inthis tarre refcue thou haſt bronghr ro me. 
Prin, O heaven they did me too much injury, 
Thatever fayd ! hearkned to your death, 
If it were fo, I might have ler alone 
The inſulting hand of Dowglas over you, 
\W hich would have beene as ſpecdy in your end, 
As all the poyſonous Potions 1n the world, 
And fav'd the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 
K, Make up to Clifton, Ile to Sir Nicholas Ganſey. E xit 
Enter Hotſpwrre. 
Het. 1f I miſtake not, thou art Harry Ilommonth. 
Pr. Thou ſpeakeſt asif I would deny my name. 
Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 
Prin. Why then I ſcea very valiant rebell of thatname, | 
I 2m the Prince of Wales, and thinke not Perey, 
To ſhare with me in glory any more : 
Two Starres keepe not their motion in one Sphere, | 
Nor can one England brooke a double reigne, 
Of Herry Percie, and the P rince of Wales. | 
| 


- — _ 


> ———_ 
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Hot. Nor ſhall it Harry, tor the houre is come 
Toend the ore of us ; and would to heaven, 
Thy namein Armes, were now as greatas mine. 

Prin. Ile make it greatcr, erc I part from thee, | 
And all the budding Honors on thy Creſt, | 
lie crop to make a Garland for my head. 


Hot, 1 can no longer brooke thy Vanities. Fob. | 

Enter Falltaffe. | 

Fal. Well faid Hat, toir Hal, Nay you ſhall finds no | 
Boyes play heere, I can tell you. 


Enter Dowglas, be fight: with Fallaffe, who fals down 
as if be were dead. The Prince killerh Percie, | 
Het. Oh Herry, thou halt rob'd me of my youth ; 
I better brooke the loſle of brittle life, 
Then thoſe proud titles thou haſt wonne of me, 
They wound my thoughts worle,thenthe fyord my ficſh: 
But thought'sthe ſlave of Life, and Life, Times foole ; 
And Time, that takes ſurvey of allthe world, 
Muſt have a ſtop. O, Icould F rophcfie, 
Butthat the Earth, and the cold hand of death, 
Lyes on my Tongue : No Perac, thou art duſt 
And food for ——_—— 
Prin, For Wormes, brave Percy.Farewell great 
{Lwcav'd Ambition, how much art thou ſhrunke ? 
When that this bodie did containe a ſpirit, 


hearr: 


| wellasI ? Nothing cenfutes me but eyes, and no-bodic | 
| fees me. Therefore licra, witha new wound inyour thigh 
| Come you along me. 


' thy Maiden ſword. 


| Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 


' Or isit fantaſie that playes upon our ceye-ſight ? 


| if Tam not lacke Falftaffe,then am I a lacke: There 19 F#o- 


A Kingdome tor it was too ſmall a bound : 

But now two paces of the vileſt Earth 

Is roome enough. This Earth that beares the dead, 

Beares not alive ſo ſtout aGentleman. | 

It thou wer't tenlible of curtelic; a 

I ſhould not make ſo great a ſhew of Zeale, 

Bur let my favours hide thy mangled face, 

And even inthy bchalfe, Ile thanke wy lclte 

For doing thele fayre Ritesof Tenderneſle, 

Adicu, and take thy prayſe with thee to heaven, 

Thy ignomy fleepe with thee 1n the grave, 

But not remembred 1n thy Epitaph. 

What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all this ficſh 

Keepe 1a little life? Poore Jacke, farewell : 

I could have better ſpar'd a better man. 

O, I ſhould have a heavy miſle of thee, 

If I were much inlove with Vanitic. 

Death hath notſtrucke fo tat a Deere to day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody Fray : 

Imbou cll'd will I ſce thee by and by, 

Till then, in blood, by Noble Percs lye, Exu, 
Falltaffe riſeth up. 

Fat, Imbowell'd? If thou imbowell mee to day, Ile 
give youleaveto powder me, and cat me t00 tomorrow, 
' I was time to counterfet, or that hotte Termagant Scot, 
had paid me {cot and lot too. Counterteit ? I am no coun- 
terteit; rodye, is tobe a counterteit, for hee is but the 
counterteir ofa man , who hath not the liteof a man: But 
to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, isto be 
no counterfeit, butthe true and perfet i of life in- 
deede. The better part of Valour , is Diſcretion ; in the 
which better part, I have ſaved my life. 1 am affraide of 
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How if hee 
ſhould counterfeitroo, and riſe? I am afraid hee would | 
provethe better counterfeit:therefore lie make him ſure: | 

| 


yea, and Ile {weare I kil'd him. Why may not he riſe as 


Takes Hot fpmrre on by backe, 
Emer Prince and lobn of Larcaſter, 
Prin. Come Brother Joby, tall brayely haſt thou ficſht 


Tohn. But ſoft, who have we heere ? 


Prin, I did, I {aw him dead, 
Breathleſſe, and bleeding on the ground : Artthoualive ? 


I prethee ſpeake, we will not truſt oureyes 
Withouut ourcares. Thouart not whatthou ſcem'ſt. 
Fat. No, that's certaine : Iam not a double man : but 


cy,if your Father will do me any Honor ,ſo: if not, let him 
Kill the next Percy himfcltc. 1 looke to beeither Earle or 
Duke,1I can aſſure you. 

Prin. Why, Percy I kill'd my ſelfc, and ſaw thee dead. 

Fal. Did'it thou? Lord, Lord, how the world is given 
to Lying? Igraunt you I was downe , and out of Breath, 
and {0 was he, but weroſeboth at an inſtant, and fought 
along houre by Shrewsburie clocke, If I may be belce- 
ved, {o ;1f not, let them that ſhould reward Valour,bear® 
the {inne upon their owne heads. lie take't on my death | 
I gave him this wound in the T high : if the man were 
live, and would denic it, 1 would make him cate a pecce 
of my ſword. 

lobn. This is the ſtrangeſtrale that c're 1 heard. 

Pra. This isthe ſtrangeſt Fellow, Brother /obs. WY 
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Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe ; 
| For my part, if a lye may doe thee grace, 
| Tle gil d it with the bappicſt rearmes [ have. 

A Retreat ts ſounded. 

The Trampets ſound Retreat, the day is ours : 
Come Brother, let'sto the highelt of the field, 
To ſee what Friendsareliving,who are dead. Exewnt. 

Fal., Ile follow as they lay, for Reward. Hce that re- 
wards me, beaven reward him. It {do grow great againe, 
Ile grow leſſe ? For Ile purge , and leave Sacke , and live 
cleanly,asa Noble man ſhould do. Exit. 


LO — —Q. 


Scena Quinta. 


— —_——  — («@ ”— ———_  . 


The Trumpets ſound. 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales Lord lohn of Lancaſter, 
Earle of Wettmer land , with Worceſter 5 
Vernon Proſoners. 


mt 


King. Thus ever did Rebellion finde Rebuke, 
Ili-fpirited Worceſter, did we not ſend Grace, 
Pardon, and tearmes of Love to all of you ? 

And would'it thou turne our offers contrary > 
Miſuſe the tenor of thy Kin{mans truit ? 
Three Knights upon our party flaine today, 
A Noble Earle and many a creature elic, 
Had beene alive this houre, | 
Iflike a Chriſtian thou had'trucly borne 
Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence. 
Wor. WhatI havedone, my fatety urg'd me to, 


And [I embrace ths fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoided, it tails on me . 

King. Beare Worcelter ro death, and Fernon to0. 
Other Offcaders we will pauſe upen. 

Exit Worceſter and Virnon, 

How goesthe Ficld ? 

Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dowgl.s, when he ſaw 
The fortune of the day quite turn'd trom him, 
The Noble Percy (laine, and all his men, 
Vpon the toot of teaic, fed withthe reſt ; 
And falling trom a hill, he was fo bruiz'd 
That the purſuers tvoke him. At my Tent 
The Dowglas is, and I beicech ycur Grace, 
1 maydiſpole of him, 

King. With ail my hcart. * 

Prin, Then Brother /obn of Lancafter, 
To youthis honourable bounty (hail belong: 
Goe to the Doweglas, and deliver him 
Vp to his pleaſure, ranſomelefie and tree x 


His Valour {hewne uponour Creſts today, 


Hath raughr us how tocheriſh tuch high deeds, 


| Even inthe boſome of our Advertaries. 


King. Thenthis remaines : that we devide our Power. 
You »onne /obn, and my Couſin Weitaerland 
Towards Y orke ſhall bend you, with your deereſt ſpeed 
To meer Norrthumbrland, and the Prelate Scroope, 
W ho (as we heare) are buſily in Armes. 
My Selfe, and Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 
To fight with G/endower, and the Earle of March. 
Rebellion in this Land (hall loſe his way, 
Meeting the Checke of ſuch another day z 
And fince this Buſineſle fo faire is done, 


Let us not leave till all our ownebe wonne, Exeunt, 
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TheSecond Partof Henry che Fourth, 


Containing his Death : and the Coronation 
of King Henry the Fift, 
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INnDyvcTt1oN. Scana Secunda, 
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Enter Lord 'B ardolfe, and the Porter, 


Enter Kamor. 


Pen your Eares ; For which of you will ſtop ' Z-7ar. Who keepes the Gate hoa? 
WT he vent of Hcaring,when loud Ramerſpeakes? | Vhere is the Earle? 
;, fromthe Orient, tothe drooping Welt | Pro, What ſhall fayyoaare ? 


== Making the wind my P oſt-horſe ) till unfold | Bar. Tellthou the Earle 

The A.ts commenced on this Ball of Earth, That the Lord Bardaffe doth attend him heere. 

Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slanders ride, Por. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard, 
The which, in every Language, Ipronounce, Picate 1t your Honor, knocke but at the Gate, 


Seufing the cares of them with talie Reports : And he himſclfe will anſwer. 
1 {pcake of Peace, while covert Enmitie Enter N onthumberland, 
(Vndcr the ſmile of latcty) wounds rhe World ; L. ar. Heere comes the Earle. 


And who bu: Kwmorr, who but onely I Nor. What newes Lord Bw deffe? Ev'ry minute now 
Make fearefu!l Multers, and prepar'd Defence, Should bethe Father of ſome Stratagem ; 

W hillt the bigge yeare, ſwolne with ſome other griefes, | The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horſe 

Is thought with childe, by the ſterne Tyrant Warre; Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke looſe, 


. 
s 


And no ſuch matter ? Rumozr, 15a Pipe | And bearcs downe all before hiaz. 

Blowne by Surmile, lclouties Conjectures ; | £.8@. Noble Earle, 

And of fo caſic, and ſo plaine atop, [ bring you certaine newes from Shrgysbury. 
That the blung Monſtcr,with uncounted heads, | No. Good, and hcaven will. 

The {till diſcordant, wavering Multitude, | L. Bar. As good as heart can wiſh : 

Canplay npon it. Bur what ncedce I thus | The King is almoſt wounded tothe death : 

My well-knowne Body ro Anathomize ' Andinthe Fortung of my Lord your Sonne, 
Among my houſhold ? Why 1s XKumerr hcere ? | Prince Harri flaine outright ; and both the B lunts 


I run beforc King Harries victory, K1/l'd by the hand of Dowg/as. Young Prince John, 

W ho in a bloodic held by Shrewsburie ' And Weltmerland, and Stafford, fied the Field. 

Hath beaten downe young HHor/þarre, and his Troopes, | And Hevie Monmonth's Brawne (the Huike Sir /obn) 
aenching the fame of bold revellion, | Isprifoner to your Sonne. O, ſucha Day. 

Even with the Rebels blood. But what meane 1 | (Sofought, {o follow'd, and fo faircly wonne) 

| Came not, till now, todignife the Times 


. 
: 


To ſpeake of truth at firſt ? My Orhice is 
To noyſe abroad, that Harry Afonmonth tell { Since Ceſars Fortunes, 
V der the Wrathot Noble Horipmrres Sword : Nor. How isthis deriv'd > 


And that the King, betore the Dowglas Rage Saw you the Field ? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 
Stoop'd his Announted head, as low as death. | L.Far. I ſpake with one (my L.)that came fro thence, 
Thys have I rumor'dthrough thepeaſant-Townes, | A Gentleman well bred, and of good name, 


Betweene the Royall Ficld of Shrewsburic, | Thatfrcely render'd mc thele newes for true. 
A 1d this Worme-eaten-Hole of ra Srone, ' Nom. Heerecomes my Servant Travers, whom I ſent | 
V."nere Horfpurres Father, old Nort land, On Tueſday laſt, to liſtenafter Newes. 
Lyes crafty ſicke- The Poſtes come tyring on, EmerTravers. 
And not a man of them brings other newes L.B&.My Lord, I over-rode him onthe way, 
Then they have learn'd of Mc. From Rawexrs Tongues, | And he is turniſh'd with no certainties, 
They bring ſmooth-Comforrs.falie, worſe then True- | More then he (haply) may retaile from me. 
wrongs Ex. | Nor. Now Travers,vebat good ridings comes fro you? | 
Tr4. 
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Tre. My Lord, lobu Unfrend turn'd me backe 
With joytull tydings;and (being berter hors'd) 
Out-rod me. After him, came {purring hard 
AGenrleman(al nolt fore-(pent with (peed ) 

That ſtopp'd by me,to breath hisbloodicd horte, 
He ask'd the way to Cheſter : And of him 
I did demand what Newes from Shrewsoury: 
He told me , that Rebellion hadill lucke, 
And that yong Harry Percies Spurre was cold, 
With that he gave his able Horſe the bead, 
And bending forwards ſtrooke his ablc heeies 
Againſt the panting ſides of his poore lad- 
Vptothe Rowell head, and ſtarring (0, 
Hee ſeem'd in running,to devoure the way, 
Staying no longer queition, 

North. Ha? Againe: 
Said he yong Harry Percies Spurre was colc? 
(Of He:-Spwrre,co:d-Spurre) that Rebellion, 
Had met ili lucke? 

L. Bar. My Lord : lic tell you what, 
If my yong Lord your Sonne, have notthe Cay, 
Vpon mine Honor, for 2 filken point 
lle give my Barony, Never talke of it. 

Ne. W hy ſhould the Gentl-manthat rode by Travers 
Givethen ſuch inſtances of Lofle? 

L. Ba. Who, he? 
He was {ome hielding Fellow,that had ltolne 
The Horſe he rode-on : and upon my lite 
Spake at adventure. Looke , herecomes more Newes, 


Enter Aorion, 


Ne. Yea, this mans brow,like to a Titlesleafe, 
Fore-tels the Nature of a Tragicke Volume: 
So lookes the Strond,whenthe Lmpcrious Flood 
Hathictra witneft Vſurparion. 
Say Merton, did'ſt thou come from Srewsbury? 
Cr, I ran from Shrewsbury(my Noble Lord ) 
Where haretull death put on his vglicſt Maske 
Totright 6ur party. 
Nor. How fort my Sonnc,and Brother? 
Thou trembl'{t;and the whutenefle in thy Checke 
Is apter thenthy Tongue, rotcll thy Errand. 
Even ſuch a man,o taint, fo {piritleſle, 
Sod ull,fo dead inlooke,to woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priams Curtaincin the dead of night, 
And would have told him, Haitc his Troy was burn'd. 
But Priams forind the Fire, cre he his Tongue: 
And I, my Percies death,ere thou report'|tir. 
This, thou would'it ſay : Your Sonne did thus,and thus: 
Your Brother,thus.So tought the Noble Dowglas, 
Stopping my greedy care, with their bold deeds. 
But in the end(to ſtop mine Eare indeed) 
Thou hait a Sigh, to blow away this Praiſe, 
Ending with Brother, Sonne,and all are dcad. 
Cor. Dowglas is living, and your Brother, ycr; 
But for my Lord,your Sonnne, 
No. Why he is dead. 
See what a ready tongue Suſpition hath; 
He that but fearesthe thing, he would not know, 
Hath by Inſtint, knowledge from others Eyes, 
That what he feard,is chanc'd. Yer ſpeake(Aforten) 
Tellthou thy Earleghis Diviration Lies, 
And 1 will take it, as a ſweet Diſgruce, 


_—_ 


| 


—_— ——— 


YourSpirit 15 roo true, your Feares t00 certaine. 
Nr. Yct for all this,lay not that Percres dead. 

I (cea {trange Conteſfion in thine Eye: 

Thou ſhak'it thy head, and hold'ſt it Feare,or Sinne, 

To(peake atruth. If he be ſlaine,fay ſo: 

The Tongue offends nor, thar $ his deaths 

And he doth finne that both belye the dead: 

Not he, which fayes the dead is not alive: 

Yet the firſt bringer of unwelcome Newes 

Hath but a looting Othce:and his Tongue, | 

Soundsever after as a fullen Bell 

Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 
L. Bax. | cannot thinke(my Lord)your ſoa is dead. 
Aer. I am (orry, 1 ſhould force you to beleeve 

T hat, which 1 would to heaven, I had not feenes 


; But theſe mineeyes,faw him in bloody tate, 
| Rendrring taint quittance(wearied,and our-breath'd) 
' Io Hemy(Monmenth, whole (witt wrath beate downe 


| 


The never<daunted Perce to the carth, 

Prom whence(with lite)be never more ſprung up. 
In tew;his death( whoſe fpirit lent a fire, 

Even to the dulleit Peazant in his Campe) 

Being bruited once,tooke fire and heate away 
From the beſt remper'd Courage in his Troopes- 
For from his Mettle,was his Party ftcei'd; 

W hich once in him abated, all the reſt 

Turn'd on themlelves, like dulland heavy Lezd: 
And asthe Thing, that's heavy in it (elte, 
Vponenforcemen,flyes with greateſt ſpecde, 

So did our Men, heavy in Horſparres loſle, 

Lend tothis weight,tuch lightnefſe with their Feare, 
That Arrowesfled not {witter toward their ayme, 

Then did our Soldiers(ayming at their fafety ) 

Fly fromthe field. Then was that Noble Worceſter | 
Too foone ra'ne priſoner : and that furious Scor, 


(The bloody Dowglas )whole well-labouring Lfword 
' Had three times flaine th'appearance of the King, | 


Gan vaile his ſtomacke,and did grace the ſhame 

Of thoſe that turu'd their backes:and in his flight, 

Stumbling 11 Feare, was tooke. T he ſrmme of all, 

Is, that the King hath wonne:and hath ſent our 

A ſpeedy power,toencounter you my Lerd, 

Vnder the Condudt of yong Lancaſter 

And Weltmerland. This is the Newes at full. {ue 
Nor. For this,l ſhall have time enqugh to mourne, 4H 

In Poyton,there is Phyſicke:and this newes 20 / 

(Having well)rhat would have made me ficke, 

Being licke,have in ſome meaſ{ure,made me well. 

Andas the Wretch,whoſe Feaver-weakned joynts, 

Like ſtreagrhleſſe Hindges,buckle undec lite, 

Impatient of his Fit , breakes like a fire 

Out of his arcs: Even fo, my Limbes 

(Weak 'ned with Ybeing now inrag'd with egreefe, 

Are thrice themſelves. Hence therfore thou nice crutch, 

A ſcaly Gauntlet now, with joynts of Steele 

Mult glove this hand. And hencethou ſickly Quoite, | 

Thou arta guard too wanton for the head, | 

Which Princes,fleſh'd with es rv rs to hit. 

Now binde my Browes with Ir proach 

The ragged'(t houre.chat Time and Spight dire bring 

Tofrowne upon th'enrag'd Northumberland. 

Let Heaven kifſe Earthcnow kt riot Natures hand 

Keepe the wilde Flood confin'd:Let Order dye, 

And let the world no longer be a ſtage 


| — — —— 


And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong. To feede Contention in aling'ring A: = 
Aer. You ure too great,to be(by me) gainſaid: Bat let one ſpirit of the Firlt-borne Came 
y onp—agl Reigne, 
q 


e 


ts. 
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Reigne inall boſomes,that cach heart being ſer 
On bloody Courſes,the rude Scene may end, 
And darkeneſſe be the burier of the dead. 

L. Bay. Sweet Earle,divorce not wiſedom from your 

Hor. The lives of all your loving Complices 
Leane-on your hcalth,the which if you give-0O're 
Toſtormy Paſſion,mult perforce decay. 

You caſt th'event of Warre( my Noble Lord) _ 
And ſumm'd the accompt of Chance,btfore you ſaid 
Ler us make head:It was your preſurmize, 

That in the dole of blowes,your Son might drop. 
You knew he walk'd o're perils, onan cdgec 

Mote likely to fall in, then to get ore; 

Yoa were advisd his ficſh was capcable | 
Of Wounds, and Scarres;and that his forward Spirit 
Would lift him, where molt trade of danger rang'd, 
Yer did you ſay go forth : and none of this 

(Though ſtrongly apprehended could reſtraine 
The {tiffe-borne Action: What hath then befalne? 
Orwhat hath this bold entcrprize brought forth, 
More then that Being, which was like ro be? 

L. Be. Wc all that are engaged to this loſle, 
Knew that we ventur'd on tuch dangerous Scas, 
That if we wrought out life, was ten to one: 

And yet we ventur'd for the gaine propos'd, 
Choak'd the reſpett of likely perill fear'd, 
And ſince we are 0're-ſet, venture againe. 
Come, we will all put forth; Body,and Goods. 

Ir. 'Tis more then tune: And(my moſt Noble Lord) 
[ heare for certaine, and do ſpeake the truth: 
Thegentle Arch-biſhop of Yorke is up 
With well appointed Powres:he isa man 
Who with a doublc Surety bindes his Followers. 

My Lord(your Sonne;jhad onely but the Corpes 
But ſhadowes,and the (hewes of men to fight. 

For that ſame word{Rebcllion) did divide 

The ation of their bodices,trom their ſoules, 
Andthey did fight with quealinefle,conſtrain'd 

As mendrinke Potions;that their Weapons only 
Seem'd on our ſide: but tor their Spirits and Soules, 
This word(Rebcllion)it had troze them up, 

As Fiſh are in a Pond. But now the Biſhop 

Turnes Inſurretion to Religion, 

Suppos'd fincerc,and holy in his Thoughes: 

He's follow'd both with Body,and with Minde: 
And dothenlarge his Rifing, with the blood 

Of faire King F*cbard, icrap'd from Pomtret ſtones, 
Derives from hcaven his Quarrell, and his Cauſe: 
Tels them, he doth beftride a bleeding Land, 
Gaſping for litc,under great Bullingbrooke, 

A 1d more,and leſie.do flocke to follow him. 

North. I knew of this before. But to ſpeake truth, 
This preſent grecte had wip'd itfrom my minde. | 


Go in with mc,and counccll every man | | 
| atShrewsbury : and(as I heare)is now going with ſome 
| C 


The apteft way for ſafety and revenge: 
Get Poſts, and Letters,and make Friends with ſpeed, 
Never {o few,nor never yct more necd. Exeant, 


——_ —_— —_—— 


| braine of this fooliſh compounded Clay-man,'is not able 
/ toinvent any thing that tends to laughter , more then 1 


onor. | inventor is invented on me. 1 am nor enely witty in my 


' feltc, but the cauſe that wit is in other men. I doe heere 
| walke betore thee, like a Sow , that hath o'rewhelm'd all 
her Litter, but one. If rhe Prince pur thee into my Ser. 
vice tor any other reaſon, then toſcr me off, why then 1 
have no judgement. Thou horſon Mandrake , thou art 
htrer to be worne in my cap, then to waitat my heeles. 1 
was never mann'd with an Agot till now : but I will (ct 
you neither in Gold, nor Siiver,but in vilde 11, and 
{end you backe againe to your Mailter,for a Iewell. The 
Iauenali((the Prince your Maiſter ) whoſe Chin 1s not yet 
fledg'd, 1 will ſooner have a beard grow in the Palme of 
my hand,then he ſhall get one on his cheeke : yet he will 
not ſticke to ſay, his Face is a Face-Reyall. Heaven may 
finiſh it when he will, it is not a haire amiſſe yet: he may 
keepe it ſtill as a Face-Royall, for a Barber ſhall never 
Earne (1x pence out of it;and yet he will be crowing asf 
he had writ man ever fince his Father wasa Batchellour, 
He may keepe his owne Grace , but hee is almoſt out of 
mine, 1 can aflure him. W hat ſaid M. Dombledon , about 
the Satten for ſhort Cloake,and Slops? 

; Pag. He ſaicfir,you ſhould procure him better Aſſy- 
| rance,then Barde{fe:he would not take his Bond & yours, 
he 11k*d not the Security, 

Fat. Let him bee damn'd like the Glutton, may his 
Tongue bee hotrer,a horſon eArchitopbel,a Raſcally-yca- 
torſooth-knave,to beare a Gentleman in hand , and then 
ſtand upon Security ? The horſon ſmooth-pates do now 
weare nothing but high ſhooes, and bunches of Keyes at 
their girdles : and if a man is through with them in ho- 
neſt Taking-up , then they muſt ſtand upon Security : I 
had as licke they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, as 
| Offer to ſRoppe it with Security. I look*d he ſhould have 

ſent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I am true 
' Knight) and he ſends me Security. Well,he may ſleepin 
Sccurity,tor he hath the horne of Abundance : and the 
} lighrneſle of his Wife ſhines through it , and yet cannot 

he tce,though he have his owne Lanthorne tolight him. 

Where's Bar dolfe? 

Peg. He's gone into Smithfield to buy yoar worſhip 
a horſe, 

Fal. T bought him in Paules,and hee'l buy mee a horle 
in Smithfield. It Icould get mee a wite in the Stewes, | 
were Mann'd, Hors'd and Wiv'd. 

Enter ( Inefe Iuſtice, and Servant. | 

Pag. Sir, heere comes the Noblemar, that committed 
the Prince tor {triking him,about Bardo/fes 

Fal. Wait cloſe,l willnor ſee him. 

Ch. Inf. What's he that goes there? 

Ser, Falft«ffe,and't pleaſe your Lord(hip- 

Ieft. He that was in queſtion for the Robbery? 
Ser. He my Lord,but he hath ſince done good fervice 


_ 


— 


—  — 


e,to the Lord /obn of Lancaſter. 
[uft. What to Yorke?Call him backe againe, 
Ser. Sir lobn Falſtaff. 


Scana Tertaa. 
 Emter Fallldfſe and Page. 423 
Fal.Sirra,you giant, what laies the Doft.to my water? 


— — — —  —  — 


Fal. Boy,tell him,lam deafe. 
Pap. You muſt ſpeake lowder,my Maiſter is deate. 
Taft. I am ſure he 1s, to the hearing of any thing goon 
w . 


Pag. He aid lir,the water it felfe was a good healthy | 
water:bur for the party that ow'd it,he might have more | 
diſeaſes then he knew tor. | 


Fal. Men of all forts take a pride to gird at mee : the | 


Go plucke him by the Elbow,I muſt ſpeake 
?Is there not wars'ls 


Ser. Sir John. 
Fat. W hat?a yong knave and 

there not imployment?Doth net the K.lack ſubjets? do 

notthe Rebels wane Soldiers?Though it be a ſhame to be 

on 


——_ _— 


—..._ 


—_—— 
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on any fide but one, it is worſe ſhame to begge , then to 
be on the worſt ſide , were it worſe then the name of Re- 
bellion can tcll how to make it. 
Ser. You miſtake me Sir. | 
Fal. Why (ir? Did 1 fay you were ati honeſt man?Set- | 


\ 


tins my Knight-hood,and my Souldicrſhip afide, 1 had 
lyed in my throat, If had ſaid fo. 2 | 
Ser. Ipray you(Sir) then ſet your Knighthood and 
your Souldier-thip aſide ,and give mee leave to tell you, | 
you lye in your throatzif you fay I am any other then an | 
honeſt man | 
Fal.1 give thee leave to tell me ſo? I lay a-ſide that 
which grows to me?If thou ger'ſt any leave of me,hang | 
me: if thou tak'ſt leave,thou wer't better be hang'd:you | 
Hunt-counter, hence: Avant. | 

Ser. Sir,my Lord would ſpeake with you. | 

Inft. Sir lobn Falſtaff+, a word with you- 1 

Fal. My good Lord:give your Lordſhip good time of | 
the day, 1 am gladto ſee your Lordſhip abroad :I heard | 
fay your Lordihip was ſicke.l hope your Lordſhip goes | 
abroad by adviſe, Your Lordſhip (though not clean paſt | 
your youth)hath yer ſome ſmack of age in you: !omerel- | 
liſh of the faleneſle of Time , and I moſt humbly beſeech 
your Lerdſhip,to havea reverend care of your health. | 

luft. Sir lob, 1 ſcnt for you before your Expedition, 
to Shrewsbury. = 3 

Fal. If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, 1 heare his Majeſty is 
return'd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales. 

luſt. 1 talke not of his Majeſty : you would not come 
when I ſentfor you? 

Fal. And I heare morcover, his Highneſlcis falne into 
this ſame whorfon Apoplene, you, 

Teſt. Well, heaven mend him-T pray let me ſpeak with 

Fal. This Apoplexie is(as I rake it ) a kind of Lethar- 
gy,a ſleeping of the blood,a horſon Tingling. 

Inſt. \V hat tell you me of it2be it as it 1s- 

Fal. It hath it originall from much grecfe; from {tudy 
and perturbation ot the braine. 1 have read the cauſe of 
hiseffeRts in Galen. It is a kinde of deafenefle. 

Inf. 1 thinke you are falne into the diſcaſc : For you 
heare not what I tay to you. 

Fl. Very well(my Lord) very well : rather an't pleaſe 
you) it is the diſeaſe of not Liſtning , the malady of not 
Marking,that 1 am troubled withall, 

Isft.Topuniſh you by the heeics , would amend the 
attenti6 of your cares,& I care no tif | be yonr Phyfitian, 

Fal. | am as poore as {ob,my Lord ; but not fo Patient: 
your Lordſhip may miniſter the Potion of impriſonment 
to me, in reſpet of Poverty : but how I ſhould bee your 
Paticnt,to follow your pretcriptions,the wife may make 
ſome dram of a ſcruple,or indeed a (cruple it (elte. 

loſt. I ſ*nt for you when tbere were matters againſt 
you for your life)ro ſpeake with me. 

Fal. As I was thenadviſed by my learned Councell,in | 
the lawes of this Land-ſervice, I did not come. | 

Isſt.Wci,the truth is(fir /ob»)you live in great infamy 

Fal.He that buckles him in my belt,canor live in lefle. 

Inft.Y our Meanes is very flender,and your waſt great. | 

Fal. I would it were otherwiſe : I would my Meanes | 
were greater,and my waſte ſlenderer. | 

Inſt. \ ou have miſled the youthtull Prince. 

Fal. The yong Prince hath miſled mee. I am the Fel- 
low with the great belly ,and he my Dogge. 

left, Well, I am loth togall a new-heal'd wound:your 
daies ſervice at Shrewsbury , hath a little gilded over 


— 


I I 


unquicttime,tor your quict 0're polting that Action. 

Fal. My Lord? 

Tuft. But lincc all is wel, keep it ſo:wake nota fleeping 

Fal. To wake a Wolfe, ts as bad as to {mell a Fox. 

x. \WN hat?you are as acandle,the berter partburnt out. 

Fal.A Waſlcll-Candle,my Lord;all Tallow:if I did ſay 
of wax,my growth would approvethe truth. 

Iu. There 1s nota white haire on your face , but ſhould 
have his efteR of gravity. 

Fal. His effet of grauy,grauy,grauy. 

- Tuſt. You tollow the yong Prince up and downe, like 
his cvill Angell. 

Fal. Not {o(my Lord) your ill Angell is light : but I 
hope, he that lookes upon mee , will take mce without, 
weighing : and yer,in ſome reſpects T grant, I cannot go: 
I cannot tell, Vertue is of folittle regard in thee Coltors 
mongers,that true valor is turn'd Bcare-heard. Pregnan- 
cte 1s made a Tapſter, and hath his quicke wit watted in 
giving Recknings:all the other gifts appertinent to man 
(as the malice of this Age ſhapes them)are not woorth a 
Goeſeberry. Youthat are old , conſider not the capaci- 
tics of us that are yong : you meaſure the heat of our Li- 
vers, with the bitrernes of your gals : and we that are in 
the vaward of our youth,I muſt conteſſe,are wagges too, 

Inft. Do you fet downe your name in the ſcrowle of 


; youth, thatare written downe old, with all the Charac- 


tcrsof age 2 Have you not a moiſt cye?a dry hand ? a yel- 
low cheeke?a white beard?a decreafing leg ? an increſing 
delly?Is not your voice broken? your winde ſhort?pour 
wit {ingle ?and every part about you blaſted with Anti- 
quity?and wil you cal your ſelte yong?Fy, fy,fy,fir John. 

Fal. My Loxd,I was borne with a white head,& ſom- 
thing a round belly. For my voice,l have loſt it with hals 
lowing and finging of Anthemes. To approve my youth 
farther,l will not:the truth is, I am onely old in judge« 
ment and under{tanding,and he that will caper with mee 
tor a thoutand Markes,Jet him 1cnd me the mony,& have 
at him. Fortheboxe of thicare that the Prince gave you, 
he gave it likea rude Prince, and youtooke it like a fenſi- 
ble Lord. I have checkt him for ir, and the yong Lion re- 
pents; Marry not in aſhes and facke-cloath , but in new 
Silke,and old Sacke. 

Iuft.Wch heaven fend the Prince a better companion. 

Fal. Heaven fend the Companion a better Prince;T cis 
notrid my hands of him. 

Inſt.Well,the King hath ſever'd you and Prince Her. 
ry, I heare yon are going with Lord /ob»of Lancaſter , a- 
gainlt che Archbiſhop,and the Earke of Northumberland 

Fal. Yes , I thanke your pretty {weet wit for jt : but 
looke you pray , (all you that kifle my Ladie Peace , at 
home)that our Armics joyn not in a hot day:for if I take 
but two ſhirts out with me,and I meane not to {iveat ex 
traordinarily : if it bee a hot day , if tbrandifh aty thing 
but my Bottle , would I might never (pit white againe: 
There ts not a dangerous Action canpeepe Out his head, 
but T am thruſt upon it- Well, I cannot lalt ever, 

a. Well,be honeſt,be honeſt,and heaven bleſſe your 
Ex iti0n,s 

Eat Will your Lordſhip lend mee a thouſand pound, 
to furniſh me forth? 

Tuſt. Not a peny , not apeny : you are too impatient 
to beare croſſes. Fare you well. Commend mee to my 
Coſin Weſtmerland. ; Exu, 

Fad. If I doyfillop me with a three-man-Beetle, A man 
can nomore ſeparate Age and Covetouſneſſe,then he can 


Ones 
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rm 


——— — 
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(Wolfe. 
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|-part yong limbes and letchery : but the Gow: galles the 
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one, and the pox pinches the other ; and ſo both the De- 
greesprevent my curſes. Boy? 

Page. Sir. 

Fai. What mone, is in my purſe? 

Pag. Seven groats,and two pence. 

Fal.I can get no remedy againſt this Conſumption of 
the purſe. Borrowing onely lingers , and lingers it out, 
but the diſeaſe is incureable, Go beare this letter romy 


Weſtmerland , and this tyvold Miſtris Yrſava, whome 1 
have weekly ſworne to marry, ſince 1 perceiv'd the firit 
white hairc on my chin. Abour it : you know where to 
finde me. A pox of this Gowt,or a Gowr of this Poxe: 
for the one or th'other playes the rogue with my great 
toe : It is no matrer,if I do halt, I have the warres for my 
colour,and my Penſion ſhall feeme the more reaſonablc: 
Agood wit will make vic of any thing : 1 willturne dif- 
caſes tocommodity E xemnt. 


 Scana Quarta. 


Emer eArchibi/hop, Haſtings, Mowbray and 
Lord Bardiife. 

Ar. Thus have you heard our cauſes and know our 
And my molt noble Friends,] pray youall (Means: 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes, 

And krlk(Lord Marſhall) what ſay you to 1t? 

Mor. 1 well allow the occaſion of our Armes, 
Rat gladly vwould be better {atisfhed, 
How(in our Meancs) we ſhould advance our {clves 
To looke with forchcad bold and big enough 
Vpon the Power and puiſlance of the King» _ 

Heſt. Our preſent Muſters grow upon the File 

To five and twenty thouſand men of choice: 

And our Supplics,live largely inthe hope 

Of great Northumberland,whoſe boſome burnes 
With an incenfed Fire of Injuries. 

L.Bar The queftion then{Lord Haſtsngs )ſtandeth thus 
Whether our preſent five and twenty thouſand 
May hold-up-hcad, wichout Northumberland: 

Haſft. With him, we may. 

L. Bar. I marty,there's the point: 
But if without him ive be thought too feeble, 
My judgement 1$,w'c thould not {tep too farre 
Till we had his Alliſtance by the hand. 
For in a Theame 10 bloody tac'd,as this, 
Conjefure, ExpeRation,and Surmiſe 
Ot Aydes incertainc, ſhould not be admitted. 

Arch. Tis very true Lord Bardeffe,tor indecd 
| It was yong Hoer/pmrres caſc , at Shrewsbury. 


{— R—— 


Eating the ayre,on promule of Supply, 
Flatr'ring himſelte with ProjeR of a power, 
Much ſmaller,then the ſmalleſt of his Thoughts, 
And ſo with great imagination 
(Proper to mad men)led his Powers to death, 
And( winking )lcap'd into deftrution. 
Heſt. Burſby your leave) it never yet did hurt, 
To lay downe likely-hoods,and formes of hope. 
L. Bar. Ycs, if this preſent quality ef warre, 
Indeed the initant ation:a caule on foot, 


Lives {0 in hope: As 1n an Spri 

Weſce eniag bdentich -n. uk fruice, 
Hope gives not 10 much warrant,as 

That Froſts will bitethe n. When we meane to build, 
* We firſt furvey the Plot, thendraw the Modell, 


Lord of Lancaſter,this to the Prince, this tothe Earle of 


| And when we ſcethe figure of the houſe, 


Then muſt we rate thecolt of the Eretion, _ 

W hich it we finde out-weighes Ability, 

What do wethen,but draw a-new the Modell 

In fewer offices? Or at leaſt, deſiſt 

To builde atall ? Much more, inthis great worke, 

(Whichis (almoſt) to plucke a Kingdome downe, 
ſet another up)ſhould we ſurvey 

The plot of Situation,and the Modell, 

Content upon a ſure Foundation: 

Queſtion Surveyors, know our ownecſtate, 

How able ſuch a Worke to undergo, 

To weigh againſt his Oppoſite?Or elſe, 

Wetfortific in Paper,and in Figures, 

Viing the Names of men, inſtead of men: 


| And 
' The Common-wealth is ſicke of their owne Choice, 
| Their over-greedy love hath ſurfetted: 


Like one, that drawes the Modell of a houſe 


| Beyond his power tobuilde it ; who(halfe through) 


| Grveso're,and leaves hispart-created Colt 
| A naked ſubje& to the Weeping Clouds, 


| And waſte, tor churliſh Winters tyranny. 
Haſt. Grant that our hopes(yert likely of faire birth) 
| Skould be ſtill-borne : and that we now poſſelt 


| The urmoſt man of expeRation: 
| I thinke we are a Body ſtrong cnodgh 
| (Evenas weare)to equall withthe King. 
L. Be.\W hat is the King but five & twenty thouſand? 
Haſt. To us no more:nay net ſo much Lord Bards(fe, 
For his diviſions(as the Times do braul 
Are in three Heads:one Power againſt the French, 
And one againſt Glendower : Perforce a third 
Mult take up us:So is the unfirme King 
In three divided:and his Coffers ſound 
With hollow Poverty,and Emprincile. 
Ar.That he ſhould draw his ſeverall ſtrengths together 
| Andcome againſt us in full puiſſance, 
| Need not be dreaded. 
Haft. If he ſhoulddoſo, 


He leaves his backe unarm'd,the French,and Welch 


Baying him at the heeles:never fearc that. 
L. Bar. Who is it like ſhould lcad his Forces hither? 
Haſt. The Duke of Lancaſter, «and Weſtmerland: 


, Againſt the Welſh himſelfe,and Harry Monmonth, 
; But whois ſubſtitured 'gainſt the French, 
| I havenocerrtaine notice. 


eArch. I.ctus on: 
bliſh the occaſion of our Armes. 


An habitation giddy, and unſure 


| Hath hethacbuildeth on the vulgar heart. 
L. Bar.lt was(my Lord)who lin'd himſclte wich hope, | 


O thou tond Many, with what loud applauſe 

Did'ſt thou beate heaven with bleſſing Bulwmgbrooke, 
Before he was,what thou would'ſt have him be? 
And being now trimm'd up in thine owne deſires, 
Thou(bcaltly Feeder )art ſo tull of him, 

Thar thou prouok'ſtthy {elfe to caſt him up. 
So,10,(thou common Dogge)did'ſt thou diſgorge 
Thy glutton-boſome of the Royall Richard, 

And now thou would'ſt cate thy dead vomit up, 
And howl'ſtto findeit. What truſt is in theſe Times? 
They,that when Kichedliv'd, would have him dyc, 
Are now becomeenamour'd on his grave. 

Thou that threw'ſt duſt upon his;goodly head 
When through proud London he came fighing 0n, 
Afﬀeer th'admired heeles of B 


Cri'ſt now, O Earth, yeeld us that King againe, iP 


_—w—w— —uw— 
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and take thou this{ O thoughts of men accurs'd) 

«Pgft, and to come feemes beſt ; things Preſenmt,worſt. 
Mow. Shall we go draw our numbers, and ſet on? 
Haſt. We are Times fubjects,and Time bids,be gon. 


- —  ——P—— RX — 


Mitus Secundus.Scena Prima, 


A Enter Hoſtefſe, with rwo Officers, hr and Snare. 
Hoiteſſe. Mr. Faxg,have you entred the Action? 
F. . Ic 1s center” . 


_— —— 


Will he ſtand ro ir? 
Faxp. Sirrha,wherc's Snare? 
H ” I,I, coo0d M. Snare. 
Snare. Heere heere. 
Fang. Snare, we muſt Arreſt Sir ſobn Falftaſe. 
Web I good M. Swere,1 have enter d him, and all. 
$s.!t may chance coſt ſome of usour lives: he wil ſtab 


mine owne houſe, and that moſt beaſtly : he cares nor 
what miſcheefe he doth , if his weapon be out. He will 
foyne like any divell, he will ſpare neither man, woinan, 
nor childe. 4 

Fax, If | can cloſe with him,lI care not for his thruſt. 

Heft. Nognor I neither:lle be at your elbow. 

Fang. If 1 but fiſt him once: if he come but within my 
Vice. 

Heft.T am undone with his going :I warrant he is an 
infinitive thing upon my {core.Good M. Fang hold him 
ſure:good M- Seere let him not icape,he comes continu- 
antly co PyCorner(faving your a ) to buy a ſad- 
dle, and hee is 1ndited to dinner to the Lubbars head in- 
Lombard(treet to M. Smeorhes the Silkman. I pra'ye ſince 
my Exion is enter'd,and my Caſe fo openly known to the 
world,/Jet hia be broughe in to his anſwer: A 100. Mark 
is a long one, for a pouore lone woman to beare:& I have 
borne,and borne,and borne , and have bin tub'd off , and 
tub'd-off, from this day to that day, that it is a ſhame to 
bethought on. There is no honeſty 1n ſuch dealing,unles 
2 woman ſhould be made an Aﬀe anda Bealt , trobear< c- 
very Knaves wrong. Emer Falſtafſe and 5 ar dolfe. 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmeicy-Nole Bare 
dfe with him, Do your Ohices,do your offices:M. Fang, 
& M. Sz«re,do m:,do me, do mc your Othces. 

Fa.How now? whoſe Mare's dcad? what's the matter? 

Fang. Sir [cbn,T arreſt you,at rhe ſoit of Miſt. Quck/y. 

Fal. Away Varlets,draw Bardo'fe: Cut me off the Vil- 
lines head:throw the Queane in the Channel. 

Hoſt. Throw me in the channell?lle throw thee there. 
Wilt thou? wilt thou?thou baſtardly rogue. Murder,mur« 
der,O thou Hony-ſuckle villaine,wilt thou kill Gods of- 
hicers andthe King2O thou hony-ſeed Rogue, thou art 
4 hony feed, a Man-queller, and a woman-queller, 

Fal. Keep them off, Berdofiſſe. Feng. Areſcu,a reſcu- 

Hef. Good people bring a reſcu. Thou wilt not?thou 
wilt not? Doe,doe thou Rogue:Doe thou Hemplecd. 

 Pag. Away you Scullion you Rampallian, you Fuſtil- 
lirian:Tle tucke your Cataſtrophe. Emer, Ch. luitice, 

Init. What's the matrer?Keepe the Peace here,hoa, 

Hoſt. Good my Lord be good to mee. I beſerch you 

to me, 

Cb.ls.How now fir Job»? W hat are you brauling here? 
Doth this become your place, your time,and buſineſle? 
You ſhould have bene well on your way to Yorke. 

Stand from him Fellow ,wherefore hang'ſt upon him? 


Heſt. Where's your Yeoman? Is ita luſtly yecoman? | 


Hoſt. Alasthe day : take heed of him : he ftabd me in | 


| 


Heft. Oh my moſt worſhiptull Lord,aud't pleaſe your 
Grace, I ama poore widdow of Ealtcheap , and he 18 ar- 
reited ar my (uit. Cb. Inſt. For what ſunune? 

Hoſt, It is more then for ſome(my Lord ic is for al:al 
I have,he hath cater me out of houſe and home?hee hath 
pred my fubltance into that tat belly ot his : but I will 

ave {ome of it out againe , or 1 will ride thee o' Nights, 
ike the Marc. 

Fad. I thinke I am aslike to ride the Mare,it I have any 
vantage of ground,toget up. | | 

Cb. Iuſt. How co nes this, Sic Jobu?Fy,what aman of 
good temper would endure this tempeſt of exclamation? 
Are younot aſham'd to inforce a poore VV iddowe io fo. 
rough a courſe,to come by her owne? 

Fal. What is the groſle tumune that I owe thee? 

Hoſt. Marry(it thou wer't an honeſt man)thy iclte, & 
the mony too. Thou did(it fweare tomee upona parcell 
gilt Goblet,fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round 
table,by a ſea-colc tire,on Wednefday in W hitfon week, 
when the Prince brok thy head for lik'ning him to a ftn- 

ging man of W ind{or;thou didſt f\veare to me then (as 1 
was waſhing thy wound)ro marry me,and make me my 
Lady thy wite. Canit y deny it?Did not goodwite Keecb 
the Butchers wife come in then,and cal me goflip Quick- 
{comming into borrow a melle of Vincgar:telling us, 
(he had a good diſh of Prawnes: whereby y did{t detrze to 
cat ſome : whereby I told thee they were ill for a greene 
wound? And did{t not thou (when ſhe was gone downe 
ſtaires )defire me to be no more familiar with ſuch poore 
people,ſaying,that ere long they ſhould call me Madam? 
And did'it F not kitle me, and bid mee ferchthee 30. 1 
put thee now to thy Book-oath,deny it it thou canſt? 

Fal. My Lord,this isa poore wad ſuulc : and ſhe fayes 
up & downe the town, that her eideſt ſon is like you.She 
hath bin in good cale,& the truth 1s,poucrty hath diſtra- 
ed her ; but for theſe fooliſh Orhcers,I beſcech you, 1 
may have redrefle againſt them. | 

Inſt. Sir lobn,(ir lobn,l am well acquainted with your 
maner of wrenching the true caule,the talie way.lt is not 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes , that come 
with ſuch(more then impudent )\awcines from you,can 
thruſt me trom a levell conſideration, I know you ha' 
practis'd upon the cafic- yeclding tpirit of this woman. 

Hoſt. es in troth my Lord. 

luſt. Prethee peace:pay her the debt you owe her, and 
unpay the villany you have done Þcr:the one you may do 
with ſterling mony,& the other with currant repentance, 

Fal. My Lord, 1 will not undergo this ſneape without 
reply. You call honorable Boldnes,iwmpudent Sawcines; 
Ia man will curt'fic,and ſay nothing, he is vertuous:No, 
my Lord(your humble duty remEbred)l wil not be your 
ſutor.I ſay to you, I defiredeliv*'rance trom thele Others 
being upof\ haſtly employment in the Kings Aﬀaires. 

luſt. You ſpeakeas having power to do wrong: But 
anſwer in the cffe&t of your Reputation , and latistie the 

re woman. ; 

Fal. Come hither Hoſteſle, Emer M. Gower, 

Ch. Inſt. Now Maiſter Gower; W hat newes? 

Gow.The King(my Lord) and Henry Prince of Wales 
Are neere at hand:The relt the Paper telles, 

Fal. As Tam a Gentleman. 

Heft. Nay,you faid fo betore. 

Fdl.AsI am a Gent!eman.Come,no more words of it. 

Heſt. By this Heavenly ground I tread on, I uſt bee 
fainero pawne both my Plate,and the Tapiltry of my dy- 


ning Chambers. 
C3 Fat.) 


Dom. 
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Fal. Glaſſes,glaſſes,is the onely drinking : and for thy 
wallesapretty {light Drollery , or the Story of the Pro- 
digal,or the Germane hunting in Water worke,is worth 
a thouſand of theſe Bed-hangings , and theſe Flybirten 
Tapiſtries-Ler it be ten pound(if thou canſt.) Come, if it 
were not tor thy humors, therc is not a better Wench in 
England.Go,waſh thy tace,and draw thy Ation:Come, 
thou muſt notbe in this humour with me,come,TI know 
thou was't {cr on to this. 

Het. Prethee(Sir lohn\lct it be but ewenty Nobles, I 
am loath to pawne my Plate,in good earneſt 1a. 

Fel. Let it alone ,and make other ſhift : you'l be a fool 
_ /--- 

Hef, Well, you ſhall have it although I pawne my 
Gowne. I hope you'l come to Supper : You'l pay me al- 
together? 

Fal, Will live? Go with her , with her : hooke-on, 
hooke-on. 

Heſft. Will you have Del! Teare-ſheet meet you at ſup» 

? 


Fal. No more words. Let's have her. 

Ch. Inft. T have heard bitter newes. 

Fel. What's the newes( my good Lord?) 

{h. Taft. Where lay the King laſt night? 
Me. At Baſingitoke my Lord. 

Fat. | hope(my Lord ) all's well, What is the newes 
my Lord? 

(h. In. Come all his Forces backe? 

Mer. No: Fitteence hundred Foot, five hundred Horſe 
Are march'd up to my Lord of of Lancaſter, 

Again{t Northambcrland,and the Archbiſhop. 

Fal. Comes the King backe trom Walces,my noblc L? 

Ch. In, \ a ſhall have Letters of me preſently. 
Come goalong with me, good M.Gowre. 

Fal. My Lord. 

(. Is. What's the matter? 

Fal. Maiſter Gowre , ſhall I cntreate you with me ro 
dinner? 
Gow.T muſt waite upon my good Lord here. 
I thanke you,good Sir Joby. 
Ch. In. Sir ſobn, you loyter hcere too long,being you 
are totake Souldicrs up,in Countries as you go. 

Fal. Will you ſup with me,Mailter ef 

Ch. Inſt. \W hat tooliſh Maiſter taught you theſe man- 
ncrs,Sir /ohn? 

Fal. Maiſter Gowre,if they become mee not, he was a 
Foole that taught them mee. This is the right Fencing 
grace(my Lord) tap for tap,and ſo part faire. 

C. Is. Now the Lord lighten thee,thou art a great 
Foole, 


ef 


A. m———_—_ 


og Oc ———_ — 


' 


| 


Scana Secunda, 


en goa IIN> nc —— — — — 
Gm 


Enter Prince Henry, Pointz,, Bardolfe, 
and! age. 
Pri, Truſt me, Iam exceeding weary. 
Poin, Is i: come to that? I had thought wearines durſt 
not have arrach'd one of to high blood. 
Prm.\t doth me:though it diſcolours the complexion 
of nzy Greatneſſe to acknowledge it. Doth itnot ſhew 


| vildely in mc, todefire ſmall Beere? 


Pem, W hy , a Prince ſhould not be ſolooſely ſtudicd, 


RE ————_—_— 


as toremember {o weake a Compoſition. 

Pronce, Belike then , my Appetite was not Princely 
got: tor (in troth)i do now remember the poore Crez. 
cure ,Smali Beerc, Bur indeede theſe humble conſidera. 
tions make me out of love with my greatnefſe. W hat a 
diſgrace is1tto me,to remember thy name?Or to know 
thy tace to morrow ? Or totake note how many paire of 
Silk ſtockings thou haſt?(Viz.thele, and thoſe that wete 
thy peach-colour'd ones: ) Or to beare the Inventory of 
thy ſhirts, as one for ſuperfluity,and one other, for uſe. 
But that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes better then 1, 
for it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, when thou kees 
peſt nor Racket there,asthou haſt not doe a great whule, 
becauſe the reſt of thy Low Countrics, have made a ſhift 
to cate up thy Holland. 

Pow, How ill it followes,attcr you have labour'd (6 
hard, you ſhould ralke ſo idlely?Tell me how many good 
yong Princes would doſo,their Fathers lying fo ficke,as 
yours 1s? 

Prin. Shall I tell thee one thing, Powe? 

Poin, Yes:and let it beanexcellent good thing, 
Pri. It ſhall ſerve among wittes of no higher breed- 
10g then thine. 

Pom. Go to : I ſtand the puſh of your one thing,that 
you rell, 

Przw. Why, I tell thee, itis not mect,that TI ſhould be 
ſad now my Father is ficke : albeit I could tellto thee(as 
to one it pleaſes me, for fault of a better,to cal my tricnd) 
I could be fad,and fad indeed too. 

Pon, Very hardly,upon ſuch a ſubjeR. 

Pron, Thou think'it me as farre inthe Divels Book, as 
thou,and Faiftaffe,for obduracy and perſiſtency, Letthe 
end try the man. But I tell thee,my heart bleeds inward- 
ly,that my Father is ſo fick:and keeping ſuch vild com- 
pany as thou art, hath in reaſon taken from me, all often» 
tation of ſorrow. 

Poin, The reaſon? 

Pr.W hat would'ſt thou think cf me,if I ſhould weep? ' 

Pon, I Would think thee a molt Princely hypocrite. | 

Prin, It would be every mans thought : and thou xr | 
a bleſled Fellow , tothinke as every man thinkes:never a | 
mans thought in the world,:keepes the Rode-way berter 
then thine: every man would think me an Hypocrite in- 
deede. Arid what accitcs your moſt worſhipful thought | 
tothinke for | 

Poin, Why,becauſe you have beene ſolewde , and lo | 
much ingraffed to Falftaffe. | 

Fri. And to thee. | 

 Pointz,. Nay, I am well ſpoken of , I can heare it with | 
mine own cares:the worſt that they can tay of me is,that | 
I am a fecond Brother,and that I am a proper Fellowe of | 
my hands:and thoſe two things I confeile 1 cannot helpe- | 
Looke,looke,here comes Baldolfe. | 

Prince. And the Boy that 1 gave Faſt affe , he had him | 
from me Chriſtian, and fee if the far villain have not | 


trans form'd him Ape. 


—— 


Enter Baraole, 
Be. Save your Grace. 

Prim, And yours,moſt Noble Bardslfe. | 
Pown, Come you pernitious Aﬀe , you baſhful Foole, | 
muſt you be bluſhing? Wherefore bluſh you now? what 
a Maidenly man at Armes are you become ? Isit ſucha 

martcr to geta Pottle-pots Maiden-head? 
Page. He call'd me even now (my Lord)t hared 
Lattice,and I could diſcerne no part of his face fr o- 
WINGOV : | 
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window : at laſt I ſpy'd his eyes, and me thought he had 
made two holes in the Ale-wives new Petricoat,and pee- 
ped throug h. | 

Prin, Hah not the boy profited? 

Bar. Away,you borion upright Rabbet away. 

Page. Away,youraſcally Altheer dreame, away. 

Prin. Inſtruct us Boy ; what oy? . 

Fag. Mary(my Lord ) Altbeadream'd , the was deli- 
ver dot a Firebrand, and cherefore I call him hir dream. 


Prince. A Crownes-worth of goud iaterpretation: | 


There it is, Boy. | 


| #age. None my Lord,but old Miſtris £«chly, and M. 
Def Ti rom wary W—__— 
Prin. W hat Pagan may that be? 

Page. A proper Gentlewoman,Sir, and a Kinſwoman 
| of my Maikters. 

| . Prin. Even ſuch Kin, asthe Pariſh Heyfors are to the 
| Shallweſteale upon them(Ned)at Supper? 

Pen. I am your ſhadow,my Lord, [le follow you. 
Pym. Sirrha,you boy, and Berde/pb, no word to your 


| Maiſter that I am yet in Towne. 


Pain. O thar this good Bloſlome could bee kept from | There's for your filence. 


Cankers : Well, there is (ix pence to preſerve thee. 
eZ ard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, 
the gallowes ſhall be wrong'd. 

Prin, And how doth thy Maiſter,Bardo/ph ? 


Bar. Well, my good Lord: he heard of your Graces | 


comming to Towne. There's a Letterfor you. 
Prin. Dcliver'd with good nbetebad how doththe 
Martlemas, your Maitter? 
Bard. Inbodily health Sir. 
Poix, Marry , the immortall part needes a Phyſician: 
but that moves not him : though that bee licke , it dycs 


not. 
Prin. I do allow this Wen to be as familiar with me, 
as my dogge . and he holds his place , tor looke you he 


Be. I havenotongue,ſir. 

Page. And for mine Sir, I willgovernce it. 

Prin, Fare ye well:go. 
This Dol Teare-freer thould be ſome Rode. 

Poe. 1 warrant you, as common as the way betweene 
| S. Albans,and London. 
| _ Prin. How might we fee Fa/ftaffe beſtow himſelfeto 
| night,in his true colours,and not our ſelves be ſeene? 

Pon, Pat on two Leather lerkins , and Aprons , and 

waite upon him at his Table, like Drawers. 

Prim. Froma god ,to a Bull? A heavy declenſion : It 
was Ioves cate.” From a Prince,toa Prentice ,alow tranſ- 
formation,that thall be mine:for in every thing, the pur- 
| poſe mult weigh withthe folly. Follow me Ned. Excunt. 


Writes» 
Poin, Letter, lohm Falſtaffe Knight :( Every man muſt 


know that;as oft as he hath occahon to name himtclte:) 
Even like thoſe that are kinne to the King, for they never 
ricke their finger,but they ſay,there 1s {om of the kings 
ood fpilt- How comes that (ſayes he ) that rakes upon 
him not to conceive? the anſwer is as ready as a borrow- 
ed cap : Iam the Kings poore Colin,Sir. ; 

Prin. Nay, they wall be kin to us , but they willferch 
itfrom /aphet,But tothe Letter: ——— Ss lohn Faiſtaffe, 
Knight, to the Sonne of the King , neereſt his Father , Harry 
Prince of Wales,greeting. 

Pon. Why thus is a Certificate, | 

Prin. Peace. 

I will mmutate the honourable Romaine; in brevity. 

Pown. Sure 1c mcanes brevity in breath:ſhort-winded. 

I comme nd me to thee , | commend thee, and | leave thee, Bee 
nor roo (arniliar with Pointz , for hes miſuſes thy Favours [0 
much that he ſweares thou art to marry his Soſter Nell. Re- 

pent at idle times 45 thou marſt, and ſo farewell, 
Thune,by vea and no : which 14 as much 41 to ſay,as thou 
weft bim. lacke Falſtaffe with my F amiliars: 
lohn with my Brothers and Siſter C5 Sir 

Iohn, with all Exrope. 
My Lord,l will Reepe this Lerter in Sack,and make him 
cate It, 

Prin. That's to make him cate twenty of his Words. 
Butdo you uſe me thus NN ed? Muſt 1 marry your Siſter? 

Pom. May the Wench have no worſe Fortune, But I 
neverſaid fo, 

Prix. Well, thus we play the Foole with the time and | 
the ſpirits of che wiſe, fie in the clouds, and mocke us:Is | 
your Mailter hcerein London? | 

Bard. \ es my Lord. | 

Prix. Where ſuppes he ? Doth the old Bore , teade in 
the old Franke? 

Bard. Atthe old place my Lord, in Eaſt-cheape; 

Prin, What (Company? 

Page. Epheſians my Lord,of the old Church, 


——————— 


——{ —_—___ 


| —— _—_— 


Scana T ertia, 


__ ” 2 —  D—— - - w OO —_ = — — 
Can TE——_—_— CO — — —__—_— - _ 


Enter Northamberland/ns Lady and Harry 
Percies Lady. 


NXNrth. I prethee loving Wife, and gentle Daughter, 
Give an even way vnto my rough Ataires: 
Pat not you 0n the viſage of the Times, 
And belike them to Percie, troubleſome. 
Wife. I have given over, I will ſpeake no more, 
Do what you will: your Wifedome,be your guide. 
Nor. Alas(ſweet Wite)my Honor is at pawne, 
And bur my going, nothing can redeeme it. 
La. Oh yet,tor heavens fake,go not totheſe Warrs; 
The Time was(Father)when you broke your word, 
W hen you were more endeer'd tv it,then now, 
When your owne Percie, when my heart deere- Harry, 
Threw many a Northward looke,to ſee his Father 
Bring up his Powres:but he did long in vaine. 
W ho then per{waded you to tay at home? 
There were two Honors loſt; Y ours,and your Sonnes. 
For Yours,may heavenly glory brighten ut; 
For His,it ſtucke upon him,as the Sunne 
In the gray vault of Heaven:and by bis Light 
Did all the Cheualry ot England move 
To do brave Acts. He was(indeed)the Glaſſe 
W hereinthe Noble-Yeuth did drefle themicl ves, 
He had no that practic'd not his Gate: 
And ſpeaking thicke(which Nature made his blemifh) 


| Became the Accentsof the Valiant. 


For thoſethat could ſpeake low,and tardily, 
Would turne their owne Perfet1ion,to Abuſe, 


| To ſeeme like him, Sothat in Specch,in Gate, 


In Diet, in Aﬀecticas of delight, 


Pr. Sup any women with him? | 


In Military Rules, Humors ot Blood, 
He 


| 


_— — 


G —— 


| 
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He was the Mark«,an4 Glaſſe, Coppy,and Booke, 
That faſhion'd othzrs. And him, O wondrouslhim, 
O Miracic of Men!Him did you leave 
(Second to none ) un-1econded by you, 
To looke upon the hideous god of Warre, 
In dit-adyantage,to abide a held, 
Where nothing bur the ſound of Hor/ſpwrs Name 
Did ſeeme defenſible ; ſo you letr him. 
Never,O never doe his Ghoſt the wrong, 
To hoid your Honor more preciſe and nice 
With otbers,then with'him. Let them alone: 
The Marſhall and the Arch-biſhop are {trong- 
Had my {wect Harry had bat halte their Numbers, 
Today might I{ hanging on Hetſpwrs Necke) 
Have talk.'d of { Afonmonth's Grave. 

North. Buſhrew your heart, 
(Faire Daughtcr )you doe draw my ſpirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient Over-{1ghts. 
But I muſt goe, and mcer with Danger there. 
Or it will ſeek: me in another place, 


And findeme worle provided. 


wife. O fiye to Scotland, 
Till that the Nobles,and the armed Commons, 
Have of their Puiflance made alitle taſte. 
Lady.1f they get ground, and vantage of the King, 
Then joyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Steele, 
To make Sticngth {tronger. But,for all our loves, 
Firſt let them tryc themſelves. $odid your Sonne, 
He was {o ſufter*d;lo came I a Widow: 
And never ſhall have length of Life enough, 
Toraine upon Remembrance with mine Eycs, 
That it may grow,and {prowt,as high as Heave!), 
For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 

Nor. Come,come,go in with me : 'tis with my Minde 
As with theTyde,{well'd up unto his height, 
That makes a ſtill-ſtand, running ncither way. 
Faine would I goe to mcer the Arch-bithop, 
But many thouſand Reaſons ho'd me backe. 
I will retolve for Scotland:there am 1, 

Till Tunc and Vantage crave my company. 


—— ——  — ——— 


Scana Quarta. 


Fveter two Drawers: 


I. Drawer. What haſt thou brought there ? Apple- 
Tohns? Thou know'!t Sir /obs cannot endure an Apple- 


| Tohn. 


2. Draw. Thou ſay'it true ; the Prince once (ct a Diſh 
of Applc-lohns before him,and told him there were five 


more Sir /obnz : and, parting off his Hat,faid, I will now | 


take my leave of theſe ſixc dric , round , old-wither'd 
Knights. It anger d him to the heart : but hee hath for- 
t rhat. 

1. Draw, Why then cover,and ſet them downe : and 
ſee if thou canſt finde out Sneakes Noyſe ; Miſtris Teart- 
ſheer would fainc have ſome Muſique. 

2. Draw. Sir: ha, heere will be the Prince,and Mailter 
Points, anon : and they will pur on two of our Terkins, 


and Aprons, and Sir John mult not know of it ; Bardelph 


hath brought word. 
1. Draw, Then here will be old Uris : it will be an 
excclicat ſtratagem. 


| 


— — — — 


E xemrt. | 


| 
| 


2. Draw, lleſee if I can finde out S#eate. 


Emer Hoſteſſe,and Dol. 


Heft. Sweet-heart , me RES) ou are in an cx« 
cellent good remperality : your Pull! te'$ 45 Extra» 
ordinarily , as heart would deſire ;and your Colour ( 1 
warrant you) is as red as any Roſe : But you have drunk 
too much Canaries, and that's a marvellous fearching 


Wine ; and it perfumes the blood, ere we carffay what's 
| 


this. How doe you now? 

Del. Better then I was : Hem. 

Heſt, Why that was well faid: A good heart's worth 
Gold. Looke, here comes Sir /ohw. 


Emer Falſtaffe. 


Falft. hen e Arthar firſt mw Comrt--(emprty the Tordan) 
and was a worthy King: How now Miltris Del. 

Heft. Sick of a Calme: yea, g00d-fonth. 

Fal. So is all her $cR : if they bee once in a Calme, 
they are ſick. 

Dol. You muddy Raſcall , is that all the comfort you 
give me? 

Pal. You make fat Raſcalls,Miſtris Do. 

Del. | make them?Glutrony and Diſeaſes make them, 
I make them not. 

Fal. If the Cooke make the Glutrony , you helpe to 
make the Diſcaſes(De/) we catch of you(Do#) we catch 
of you: Grant that , my poore Vertne, grant that. 

Dol. 1 marry,our Chaynes,and our lewels. 

Falſt. Your Brooches , Pearles, and Owches : For to 
ſervebravely,is to come halting off : you know,to come 
off the Breach,with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surge- 
'y bravelic ; to venture upon the charg'd-Chambers 

ravcly. 

Heſt. Why this is the olde faſhion : you two never 
mcerte , but you fall to ſome diſcord : you are both ( in 
good troth as Rheumatike as two dric Toſtes, you 
cannot one beare with anothers Confirmities, What 
the good-yere 2 One muſt beare , and that muſt bee you: 
p_ the weaker Veſlell , as they ſay , the empticr 
Vellell, 

Dot. Can a weake emptic Veſſcll beare ſuch a huge 
full Hogs head ? There's a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdeux - Stuffe in him : you have not ſcene a Hulke 
better ſtufft in the Hold. Come, le be tricnds with thee 


| Jacky : Thou artgoing tothe Warres, and whether 1 


ſhall ever {ce thee againe, or no, there. is no body 
Cares. 


A 


Emer Dy awey. 


| Draw.Sir, Ancicnt Pifellis below, and would ſpeake 


no Swaggerers 


with you, 

Dot. Hang him , ſwaggering Raſcall , let him not 
we! hicher : it isthe foule-mouth'dit Rogue in Eng- 
land- 

Heſt. If hee { er, let him not come here : I muft 
liveamongſt my Neighbors, Ile no Swaggerers : 1am | 
in goodname , and fame, with the very belt : ſhut the 
doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere : I have not 
liv'dall this while , to have ſwaggering now : ſhut the 
doore, I pra . 

Fal. Dot == heare, Hoſteſſe? 
Heft.”Pray you pacific your felf(Sir Jobn)there comes 


Cs 
Fal.Do'lt | 


| — 


— — — 


] 


| 


| 
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| ie iomine Ancient, Berd.Pray thee go downe, good Ancient, — = 
Falſt. Do'{t thou heare?it 1s mine Ancient rhe beer wny gr 


Hep. Tilly-fally(Sir /obn)never tell me , your ancient 
erer comes not in my doores. I was betore Maſter 
T6ck the Deputy , the other day:and as hee faid to mee, 
it was no longer agoe then Wedneſday lalt : Neighbour 
Qmichl((ayes hce;)Mailter Dembe,our Miniſter, was by 
then : Neighbour Pmicky(fayes hee ) receiverbolſe that 
ae Civill ; tor(fayth hee ) you are in an ill Name : now 
hee ſaid ſo, I can tell whereupon : tor(fayes hee )youare 
an honcſt Woman,and well t ht on; therefore take 
heede what Gueſts you receive : Reccive(tayes hee )no 
(waggering Companions. There comes none heere. You 
would blefſe you to heare what hce faid. No, Ie no 
SWaggercrs- 

Falt.Hee's no Swaggerer (Hoſtcſſe:)a tame Cheater, 
hee : you may ſtroake him as gently, as a Puppy Grey- 
hound : hee will not (wagger with a Barbary Henne , it 
her feathers turne backe in any ſhew of reſiſtance. Call 
him up(Drawer.) 

Hef. Cheater , call you him? 1 will barre no honeſt 
man my hauſe, nor no Cheater .. but I donot love fwag- 
gering ; I am the worſe when one ſayes , ſwagger : Feele 
Maiſtcrs, how I ſhake: looke you, I warrant you. 

Dol. So you doe, Hoſteſle. 

Hoft.Doe I ? yea, in very truth doe I,if it were an Al- 
pen Leafe:I cannot abide Swaggerers. 


Enter Piſtol, and Bardolph and bis Boy, 
Pit. 'Save you,Sir /obn, 


you with a Cup of Sacke : do you diſcharge upon mine 
Holtefle. 

Pi/t.l will diſcharge upon her ( Sir Job» ) with two 
Bullets. 

Falſt. She is Piſtoll-proofe (Sir) you ſhall hardly of- 
fend her. 

Heſt. Come, lle drinke no Prootes,nor no Bullets : 1 
will drinke no more then will doe me goad, for no mans 
pleaſure, I. 

Piſt. Then to you ( Miſtris Dorethve ) I will charge 
you. 

Dol. Charge me? I ſcorne you ( ſcuruy Companion) 
what ? you poore, baſe, raſcally, cheating, ra ps, 
Mate : away you mouldy Rogue , away , I am meat for 
your Maſter. 

Pit. 1 know you, Miſtris Dorochy. 

Det. Away you Cut-purſe Raſcall , you filthy Bung, 
Way:By this Wine, Ile thruſt my Knife in your neu 
Chappes, if you play the ſawcy Cutle with me. Away 
you Bortle-Ale Raſcall, you Basker-hilt ſtale Ingler, you. 


| Since when, I pray you, Sir ? what, with two Points on 


your ? much. 

Piſt, 1 will murther your Ruffe, for this. 

Hoſt, No , good Captaine Pftol: not heere, ſweete 
Captaine, 

Dol. Captaine ? thou abhominable damn'd Cheater, 
a thou not aſham'd to be call'd Capraine ? If Captaines 
were of my minde,they would trunchion you out, for ta- 
kingtheir Names upon you, before you have earn'd the. 
You a ine?you ſlave, tor what ? for tearing apoore 
Whores in a Bawdy-houſe?Hee a Captaine ? 
hun , hee lives upon mouldy ſtew'd-Pruines , 
dry'de - A Capraine ? ce Villines will make 
the word Captaine odious : Therefore Captaines had 


neede looke to it. 


Falſt, Welcome Ancient Piſtol. Here(P5ftot)I charge | 


| 


— 


Piſt, Not I : Itellthee what , Corporall Bardoph, 1 
could teare her : tet enbes: , : 

Page. "Pray thee goe downe- 

Pig. Te fee her damn'd firſt : to Plato's damn'd Lake, 
tothe Internall Deepe, where Erebus and Tortures vilde 
alſo. Hold Hooke and Line , fay 1: Dawne : downe 
Dogges,downe Fates:have wee not Hiren here? 

H./t. Good Captaine Pesſel be quiet , it is very late: | 
I beſecke you now, ag2ravate your Choler. 

Poſt. 1 heic be good Humors indeede. Shall Packe- 
Horſes, and hollow-pamper'd Iades of Alia, which can- 
not goe but thirty miles a day, compare with Ceſar, and 
with Caniballs, and Troian Gree keg?nay , rather damne 
them with King Cerberss , and let the Welkin roare:ſhal 
wee fall foule for Toyes? 

Hoſt. By my troth Captaine , theſe are very bicter 
words. 

Bard. Be gone, good Ancient : this will grow toa 
Brawle anon. 

Psſt.Dic men,like Dogges;give Crownes like Pinnes: 
Have wee not Hivren here? 

Hoſt, On my word(Captaine) there's none ſuch here. 
What the good-yere, doe youthinke I would denic her? 
I pray be quiet. 

Pt. Then tced,and be fat(my faire Calipahir.) Come, 
give me ſome Sack, Ss fortune me tormente, /perato me con- 
tente. Feare wee broad-f(ides? No, let the Fiend give fire: 
Give me {ome Sacke : and Sweet-heart lye thou there: 
Come wee to full Points here; and are & ceter«'s 10- 
thing? | 

Fat. Piſted, T would be quiet. 

Psft. Sweet Knight, kifle thy Neaffe: what ? wee have 
{eene the ſeven Starres. 

Det. Thruſt him downe ſtayres, I cannot endure fuch 


a Fuſtian Raſcall. 

Pit. Thruſt him downe ſtayres?know we not Callo- | 
way Nagges? 

Fal. Quoit him downe ( Bardo4h) like a ſhove-groat 
ſhilling : nay,if hee doe nothing but ſpeake nothing, hee 
ſhall be nothing here. 

Baed. Come, get you downe ttayres. 

Pit. What ? ſhall wee have Incition 7 ſhall wee em- 
brew? then Death rocke me _—_ abridge my dolctul 
dayes : why then let grievous,galtly , gaping Wounds, 
untwind'd the Siſters three:Gome eAtropes,] tay. 

Hoſt . Heere's good ſtutte toward. 

Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

Del. I prethee /ache,{ prethee doe not draw. 

Fal. Get you downe ftayres. | 

Hoſt. Here's a goodly tumult : le torſweare keeping 
houſe, before Ile be in theſe rirrits,and frights, So : Mur- 
ther I warrant _ alas put up your naked W ea- 

$,put u r naked W capons. 
Dor. 1 Sor lack be quict , the Raſcall is gone: ah, 
you whorſon little valiant Villaine, you. 

Heft. Are you not hurt i*'th'Groyac ? me thought hee 
made a ſhrewd Thraft ar your Belly. 

Fal. Have you turn'd him out of doores? 

Bard. Yes Sir the Raſcall's drunke:you have hart him 
(Sir)in the ſhoulder. 

Fal. A __ to _ me. bo: 

Del. Ah,you {weet little Rogue, you:alas,poore Ape, 
how thou ſwear'ſt 2 Come, let me wipe thy Face:Come 
on, you whorſon Chops: Ah Rogue, I love thee: Thon 


art 


"OY 
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art as valorous as Hefor of Troy,worth five of Agamem- 

wow; and tenne times better thearche nine Worthues : ah 

Villaine- 

Fal. A*raſcally Slave, 1 will tofſe the Rogue ina Blan- 

ket. ; | | 
Del. Doe , if thou dar'ſt for thy heart : if thou doo'lt, 

Ile canvas thee berweene a paire of Shectess 


Emer Muſique. 


Pag. The Muſiqueis come,S!r, 

Fal Let them play ; play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Do!. 
A Raſcall, bragging Slave : the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-ſ1Iver. 

Det. And thon foilowd'ſt him like a Church : thoa 
whorſon little tydic Bartholmew Bore-pigge,when wilt 
thou leave fighting on day<s,and foyning on nights , and 
begin to patch up thiue old Body for Heaven? 


Emer the Prince and Poines d1rguit d. 


Fal, Peace ( good Dol ) doe not ſpeake like a Deaths- 
head : doenot bid mc remember mine end. 

Dol. Sirrha, what humor 1s the Prince of? 

Fal. A good ſhallow young fellow : hee would have 
made a good Pantler , hee would have chipp'd Bread 
well, 

Dol. They ſay Poines hath a good Wit. 

Fal. Hce a good Wit ? hang him Baboone, his Witis 
asthickeas Tewksbury Muftard : there is no more con- 
ceit in him,then 15 ina Mallet. 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him ſothen? 

Fal. Becaulc their Legges are both of a bigneſle : and 
hee playcs at Quoits well,and cates Conger and Fennell, 
anddrinkcs off Candles ends for Flap-dragons,and rides 
the wild-Mare with thc Boyes, and jampes upen Toyn'd- 
ſtooles , and ſweares with 2 good grace ,and wearcs his 
Boot very ſmooth,like unto the Signe of the Legge; and 
breedcs no bate with telling of diſcreeteſtories: and ſuch 
other Gamboll facultics hee hath, that ſhewa weake 
Minde,and an able Body,for the which the Prince admits 
him; for the Prince himſelfe is ſuch another:the weight 
of an hayre will turne the Scales betweene gheir Haber- 
de-pors. 
Prance. Would not this Nave of a Wheelehave his 
Eares cut off? 

Poin,Let us beate him before his Whore. 

Prin. Looke , if the wither'd Elder hath not his Poll 
claw'dlike a Parrot. 

Poin. Is itnot ftrange,that Deſire ſhould ſo many 
-ceres ourt-live performance? 

Fal. Kifle me Dol. 

Prince. Satwrne and Venws this yecre in Conjuntion? 
W hat fayesthe Almanackto that? 

Pei, And looke whether the fiery T1 rigon , his Man, 
be not liſping to his Mailters old Tables, his Note-Book, 
his Councecli-keeper? 

Fal. Thou do'lt give me flatt ring Buſſes. 

Dol. Nay trucly , I kiſle thee witha moſt conſtant 
heart. ; 

Fal. I am 01d,T amold. 

Del. love thee better,then T love erea ſcurvy*young 
P.oy of them all, 

Fal, What Stuffe wilt thou have a Kirtle of ? I (hall 
receive Money on Thurſday : thou ſhalt have a Cappe 
: morrowe A merry Song ,.come ; it gcowes late, 


I ———— 


— 


— 


wee will to to Bed, Thou wilt forget me, when Iam 
gone. 
Del. Thou wilt ſet me a weeping , it thou fay'lt ſo; 


| prove that ever I drefſe my ſelte handſome , till thy re. 


turne : well, hcarken the end. 

Fal. Some Sack, Francis. 

Prom. Pom, Anon,anon,Sir- 

Fal. Ha? a Baſtard Sonne of the Kings ? And art not 
thou Pemes, His Brother? 

Prin. Why thou Globe of ſinfull Continents , what 
1 Life do'{t thou lcade? 

Fal. A better thenthou : I am a Gentleman,thou art 
a Drawer. 

Prin. Very true , Sir : and I cometo draw you out by 
the Eares. 

Heſt. Oh, the Lord preſerve thy good Grace : Wel- 
come to London, Now Heaven blcfle that ſweet Face 
of thirie : what, are you come trom Walcs? 

Fal. Thou whorlon mad Compound of Majeſty : by 
this light Fleſh, and cortapt Blood,thou art welcome. 

Dol. How?you fat Foole, I ſcorne you. 

Pon, My Lord , hee will drive you out of yourre- 
J__ turne all ro a merryment, if you take not the 

cat. 

Prin. You whorion Candle-myne you, how vildly did 
you ſpeake of me even now,before this honeſt, vertuous 
civil Gentlewoman? 

Hoſt. Bleſſing on your good heart , and ſo ſhee is by 
my croth, 

Fal. Didſt thou heare me? 

Prance, Yes : and you knew me,as you did wherr you 
ranne away by Gads-lull : you knew I was &t your back, 
and ſpoke it on parpoſe,to try my patience. 

Fal. No,no , no: not {0 : I did not thinke ,thou walt 
within hearing. 

Prin. I ſhall drive you then to confeſſe the wilfull a 
buſe,and then I know how to handle you. | 

Fal No abuſc( Hall) on mine Honer,no abuſe, | 

Prince. Not to diſprayſe me?and call me Pantler, and 
Bread-chopper,and 1 know not what? 

Fal. Noabuſe( Hal.) 

Poin. No abulc? 

Fal. Noabuſe (Ned)in the World : honeſt Ned none. 
I diſprays'd him before the Wicked , thatthe Wicked 
might not fall in love with him : In which doing, have 
done the part of a carefull Friend, and a true SubjeR,and 
thy Father is to give mt thankes for it. Noabuſe(Ha!:) | 
none( Ned) none;no Boyes,none. | 

Prince. See now whether pure Feare,and ent're Cow- | 
ardiſe,doth not make thee wrong this vertuous Gentle- | 
woman,to cloſe with us?Ts ſhee of the Wicked?Is thine | 
Hoſteſſe heere , of the Wicked > Or is the Boy of the | 
Wickd? Or honeſt Bardelph(whoſe Zeale burnes in his. 
Noſe )of the Wicked? | 

Pow. Aniwere thou dead Elme, anſwere. | 

Fal. The Fiend hath prickt downe Burdolph irrecove- 
rable, and his Face is Lacifers Privy-Kitchin , where hee 
doth nothing but roſt Maul- - Wormes : for the Boy, 
there is a goood Angell abou him', but the Devill out- 
bids him too, 

Prin, For the Women? 

Faſ, For one of them, ſhee is in Hell already , and 
burnes poore Soules : for the other , I owe her Mo- 
ney ; and whether ſhee bee damn'd for that , 1know 
not 


He No, I watrant you. 


Fat. No, 


— 


And drop upen our bare vnarmed heads. 
| Give me my Sword, and Cloake: 
Falfleffe, good night. Exit, 
Faſt. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſcll of the 


| "wx4 The ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. " 


Pal. No. I thinke thouart not : I thinke thou art quit } 
for that. Marry,there is another Inditement upon thee, 
for ſuffering ficſh to bee eaten in thy houſe, contrary to 
the Law, for the which I thinke thou wilt howle. 

He#t, All Victuallers do fo ; W hat isa Toynt of Mut- 
rqn,0r two,ina whole Lent? 

Prince. Y ou,Gentlewoman. 


Del. W bat fayes your Grace? 
Falf. His Grace {ayes that , which his ficſh rebells a- 


{t. 
", Who knocks {o lowd at doore ? Looke tothe 
doorethere , Francs? 


Entar Feto. 


Prie, Pets, how now? what newes? 

Pero. The King,your Father,is at Weſtminſter, 
And there are twenty weake and wearied Poſtes, 
Come from the North:and as I came along, 

I met, and over-tooke adozen Capraines, 
Bare-headed cy, 9-0" the Tavernes, 
And askingevery one tor Sir lobn Falftaffe. 

Prin. By Hcaven(Poines)] tecle me much to blame, 
So idly to prophane the precious time, 

When Tempeſt of Commorion, like the South, 
Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to meir, 


night, and wee mult hence , and leaveit unpickt. More 
knocking at the doore ? How now fwhat's the mat- 
ter? | 


Bard. You muſt away to Court, Sir,preſently, 


Adozen Capraines ſtay at doore for you. | 
Falft. Pay the Mulitians, Sirrha : farewell Hoſteſſe, 


farewell Del. You {ce(my good Wenches ) how men of 
Merit are ſought after:the undeſerver nay ſleepe, when 
the man of Action is call'd on. Farewell good Wenches: 
if I be not ſent away poſe , I will ſee you againe , ere I 
goe. 
Del. I cannot ſpeake : if my heart bec not ready to 
burſt-W ell({weete lacks ) havea care of thy {elfe. 

Fall. Farew<ll,tarewell. Exit. 
Hoſt, W cil , fare thee well : 1 have knowne theetheſe 
twenty ninc yecres, come Peſcod-tjme : but an honeſter, 
and truer-hcarted man-Well, fare thee well. 

Bard. Miſtris Teare-ſbeet. 

Hoſt. What's the matter? 

Bard, Bid MiſtrisTeare-ſheet come to my Maſter, 


Heſt. Oh runne Dol, runne : runne,go00d Dol. 
E x:unt- 


— —— — *  — —_ —— 


Atlus T ertius, Scena Prima, 


_— 


Eiter the King , with a Page» 


| King, Goe, call the Earles of Surrey, and of Warwick: 
But ere they come, bid them ore-reade theſe Lerrers, 
And well conſider of them : make good ſpeed. Ex. 


How many thouland of my poorelt Subjects 

Areat this howre aſlecpe? O Sleepe , O gentle Sleepe, 
Natures ſoft Nurle,how have I frighted So 

That thou no more wilt weigh may cyc-lids downe, 
And ſteepe my Sences in Forgetfulneſſe? 

Why rather($!cepe) lyeſt thou in ſmoaky Cribs, 
Vpon uneafic Paliads ſtretching thee, 

And huiſhe wich bulling Night, flyes tothy ſlumber, 
Then inthepertum'd Chambers of the Great? 

Vnder the Canopies of coſtly State, | 
And lull'd with tounds of Lweeteſt Mclody? 
O thou dull god, why lyeſt thou with the vilde, 
In loathlome Beds,and leav'ſt the Kingly Couch, 
A watch-cafc,or a common Larum-Bell? 

Wit thou, upon the highand giddy Maſt, 
Scale up the Ship-boyes Eyesand rock his Braines, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in the viſitation of the Windes, 

Who take the Rwihan Billowes by the top, 

Curling their monſtrous heads,and hanging them 
With deaft'ning Clamorsin the flipp'ry Clouds, 
That with the huzley, Death it ſelte awakes? 

Canlt thou(O partiall Sleepe)give thy Repoſe 
Tothe wet Sea-Boy in an houre fo rude: 

And in the calmeſt, and moſt {tilleſt Night, 

With all appliances, and meanesto boote, 

Deny it to a King? Then happy Lowe,lyedowne, 
Vnealie lyes the Head,rhae weares a Crowne. 


Enter Warwicke and Surrey. 


War. Many good-morrowes to your Majeſty, 
Kizg. Is it g00d-morrow,Lords? 
War. Tis One a Clock,and palt, 
Rumg.Why then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Have you read 0're the Lettersthar I tent you? 
UUs. We have(my Liege.) | 
King. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdome, 
How foule it is : what ranke Diſcales grow, 
And with what danger,neere the Heart of it? 
FV a. It is but as a Body,yct diſtemper'd, 
W hichto his former ſtrength may be reftor'd, 
With good advice,and little Medicine: 
My Lord Northumberland will foone be cool'd. 
King.Oh Heauen,that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And ice the r2volution of the Times 
Make Mountaines levell, and the Continent 
(Weary of ſolide firmenefſe)melt it ſelte 
Into the Sea:and other Times,rto (ee 
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Nepemnes hippes;how Chances mocks 
And Changes fillthe Cuppe of Alteration 
With divers Liquors. *Tis not tenne yeeres gone, 
Since Richard,and Northemberland,great tricnds, 
Did feaſt together ; and in two yeeres after, 
Were they at Warres. It is but eight yeeres ſince, 
This Fereze was the man,neere(t my Soule; 
Wholike a Brother,toyl'd in my Aﬀaires, 
And layd his Love and Life under my foot: 
Yea,for my ſake, even tothe eyes of Richard . 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Couſin Neviljas I may remember) 
When Richard, with his Eye,brim-full of Teares; 
(Then check'd,and rated by N\ orcbunberland) 
Did ſpeake theſe words(now prov'd a Prophecie: ) 
N orthumberland,thou Ladder,by the which 


—_— 
- 


——_ 


"is 


The ſecond Part of Ring Henry the Fourth. 


My Couſin Bullingbrooke aſcends my Throne: 
(Though then, Heaven knowes,T had noſuch intent, 
Bur that neceſſity ſo bow'd the State, 
That I and Greatnefſe were compell'd to kiſle: ) 
The Time ſhall come(thus did hee follow it) 
The Time will come,that foule Sinne gathering head, 
Shall breake into Corruption : to went on, 
Fore-relling this ſame 1 imes Condition, 
And thediviſion of our Amitic. 

War. There is a Hiſtory in all mens Lives, 
Figuring the nature of the Times deceas'd: 
The which obſerv'd,a man may prophecie _ 
With a necre aime, of the maine chance of things, 
As yet not come to Life, which in their Seeds 
And weake beginnings lye entreaſured: * 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Tune; 
And by the necclary forme of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect gueſſe, 
That great \ gribumberlend, then falle to him, 
Would of that Seed, grow to a greater falſcneſle, 
Which ſhould not tinde 2 ground to roote upon, 
Vnleſſe on you. 

King. Are theſe things then Neceſſities? 
Then Ict us meete them like Neceltiies; 
And that ſame word, even now cryes out 0!1 15; 
They ſay, the Biſhop and 7 orchumberland 
Are fifty thouſand itrong. 

War.It cannot be(my Lord:) 
Rumor doth double, like the V oice,and Eccho, 
The numbers of the fcared. Pleaic it your Grace 
To goeto bed, upon my Lite(my Lord) 
The Pow'rs that you already have fent forth, 
Shall brings this Prize in very caſily, 
To comfort you the more,T have recciv'd 
A certaine inſtance,that C/endewy is dead. 
Your Majeſty hath bcene this fort-night ill, 
And theſc unſcaſon'd howres perforce muſt adde 
VYnoyour Sickneſle. 

King. 1 will take your counfaile: 

And were theſe inward Warres once out of hand, 
\Wee would(dcare Lords) unto the Holy-Land. 


— 


a —_ 
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Scana Secunda, 
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Enter Shallow and Sil:nce: with Mouldy Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, Bull-calfe. 


Shal. Come-0n, comeon , come-on ; give mee your 


the Rood. And how doth my good Coulin Silence? 

Si. Good-morrow,good Couſin Shallow. 

Shal, And how doth my Couſin,your Bed-fellow? 
and your faireſt Daughter, and mine,my God-Daughter 
Ellem 

Sil. Alas, a blacke Ouzell(Couſin Shallow.) 

Sha!. By yea and nay,Sir,I dare ſay my Coulin#ilbewm 
is become a good Scholler ? hee is at Oxford Rill,is hee 
nor? 

Ss. Indeede Sir, to wy colt; 

Shal. Wee malt then tothe Innes of Coort (hertly : 1 
was once of Clements Innc ; where (I thinke ) they will 
talke of mad Shallow yt. 


— 


bm 


—_—_ 


| Su. You were call'dluſty Shalowthen(Coulin.) 

Sha!. I was call'd any 'thing : and I would have done 
any thing indeede too,and roundly too. There was I, and 
little /ohw Dot of Staffordſhire , and blacke George Bor, 
and Francis Pick-bone, and Will Squele a Cot-{al-man, you 
had not foure ſuch Swindge- bucklers in all the Innes of 


| E xennt | 


Hand, Sir , give mce your Hand, Sir : an carly ſtirrer,by 


Court againe : And 1 may fay to you, wee knew where 

the Bona- Roba's were, and had the beſt of them all at 

commandement.Then was /acke F ataffe( now Sir Iohn) 

- = , and Page 10 Thomas Mowbray , Duke of Nor- 
olke. 

Su. This Sir /ohn (Couſin ) that comes hicher anon a- 
bout Souldicrs? 

Shal. The fame Sir /obn , the very fame : I ſaw him 
breake Schoggan's Head at the Court-Gate,when he was 
a Crack,not thus high:and the very ſame day did 1 
with one Sawpſor Srock-fib,a Fruiterer, behinde Greyes- 
Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I have ſpent ! and to ſee 
how many of mine olde Acquaintance are dead? 

Ss. Wee ſhall all follow(Couſin.) 

Sbal. Certaine ; *tis certaine : very ſure, veric ſure: 
| Death 1s cextaineto all, all ſhall dyc. How a good Yoke 
ot Bullocks at Stamford Faire? 

Si, Truly Couſin, 1 was not there. 

Sha. Death is certaine. I's old Double of your Towne 
lining yet? 

$i. Dead, Sir, 

Shal. Dead ? See, ſee : hee drew a good Boy : and 
dead ? hce ſhot a fine ſhoote. Jeb» of Gaunt loved him 
well, and berted much Money on his head. Dead ? hee 
would have clapt inthe Cloywt at Twelve-fcore, and car- 
ryed you a fore-hand Shaft at foureteene ,and fouretcene 
and a halfe,that it would have done a mans heart good 
to ſee. How a ſcore of Ewes now? 

Sul. Thereafter as they bc : a ſcore of good Ewes may 
be worth tenne pounds. | 

Sbal, And is old Dowble dead? | 


——_— 


D Sm —__——— "RS ++ 


_ {4 ——_ 


Enter Bardelph and bis E 07 


| $4, Heere come two of Sir John Falftaffes Men ( as1 

thinke.) 

| Shal. Good-morrow, honeſt Gentlemen. 

| $ard.Tbeſcech you, which is Iuſtice Shallow? 

Sbal. Iam Kob:rt Shallow (Sir) a poore Eſquire of this 

County, and one of rhe Kings Tuſticcs of the Peace; 

; Whar is your good pleaſure with me? 

| Bard. My Captaine(Sir) commends him to you : my 

| Captaine, Sir lobn Fa/ſt affe : a tall Gentleman, and a molt 

gallant Leader. 

Shal. Hee greetes me well : (Sir) I knew him agood 
Back-Sword»-man. How doth the good Knight ? may 1 
aske, how my Lady his Wite doth? 

Bard. Sir , pardon : a Souldier is better accommods- | 


red,then with a Wife. 

Sh4l. It is well ſaid,Sirzand it is wellſfaid, indeede,too: 
Better accommodated?it is good, yea indeed is it:good 
. phraſesare ſurely, and every where very commendable. | 

Accommodated , it comes of eAccommodeo:very good ,4 
good Phraſe. 

Bard. Pardon , Sir, I have heard the word. Phraſe 
call you it ? by this Day , 1 know aot the Phraſe ; but 
I will maintaine the Word with my Sword , to bce a| 
Souldier-like Word , anda Word of exceeding good 
Command. Accommodated : that is , when a man is 
( as they lay) accommodated : or , when a man is,beig 


whereby * 


- 
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wheredy be thought to be accominodared, which is an | 
exccllent thing» 


| Enter Falltafſe. 


Shel, Ieis very iuſt: Looke, heete comes good Sir 
lebn. Give me your hand, give me your Worſtips good 
hand : Truſt me, you looke well: and bearc your yeercs 
') very well. Welcome, good Sir /obn, 

t- Falft, Tam glad to ſee you well, good Maſter Robere 
Shatow : Maſter Swre-cerd as I thinke? | 

of Shal. No fir lob», it is my Colin Suence ; in Commiſſi- 
on with me. 

_ Fall, Good Maſter Silence, it well befits you ſhould 
= be of the peace. 

ht Sil. Your good Worſhip is welcome. 

df Falft. Fye, this is hot weather (Gentlemen) have you 
& provided me heere halfe a dozen of furhcient men ? 

Shal, Matry have we fir : Will you fir? 

Falft. Let me ſee them, I beſcech you. 

" $hbal, Where's the Roll > Where's the Roll > Where's 
kc the Roll ? Let me ſee, letme ſee, _ lee : GENE 

marry Sir Rapbe Afenldy ; let them appeare as I call : 
Groen doe ſo, let orngr & ſo ; Ler melee, Whereis 
* Monldy ? OY 

Mowl. Heere, if it pleaſe yon» p 

Shal. W hat thinke you Cn — good limb'd fel- 
low : yong; ſtrong, and of lends, 

Faſt. Inthy name Monldy ? 

Mol. Yea, if it pleaſe you- 

Falft.” 'Tis the inore ume thou wert us'd, 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent. Things thatare moul- 
dy, lacke uſe ; very fingular good, Vell faid Sir /obn, 
very well (aid, ; 

Falſt. Pricke him. 

Meal. 1 was prickt well enough before, it you could 
| have [&t me alone : my old Dame will be undone now, for 
one to doc her Husbandrty, and her Drudgery ; you need 
;— Ser men me, there are other men fitter to goe 
out then I, 

i | Falft, Goe too 1 peace Aſonldy, you ſhall goe, Menlay, 
it 15 time you were ſpent- 

Mel. Spent? 
| Shat. Peace, fellow , peace ; ſtand afide : Know you 
- where you are For the other fir /obm: Let me ſer + $5 
won Shadow. 

Faſt. 1 marry, let me havc him to bt under; he's like to 
be 4 cold {ouldicr. 
Shal, Where's Shadow. 
Shad, Heere fir, 
| Falſt. Shadow, wheſe tonne art thou 2? 
Shad, My Mothers lonne, Sir. 
Falft. Thy Mothers ſonne : like enough, and thy Fa- 
[thers ſhadow : ſo the ſonne of the Female,is the ſhadow 
' of the Male : it is often ſoindced, bur nor of the fathers 
| (ubſtance. 
Shal. Doc you like hig, fir lobn? 

Falft. Shadow will ſerve for Sumner : pricke him : For 

bog a number of ſhadowes to fill up the Muſter- 
c 


Shal, Thomas Wart. | 
Falit; Where's he ? 

War. Heere fir. 

Feiſt, Is thy name Warr ? 

Wart, Yea fir. 

Fat, Thouarta very ragged Wart. 


3.% tr 4 & © 
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Shak Shall | pricke him downe, 
Sir [obn? | 


Falff. It were ſuperfluous : for we bows mn is buile 
upon hisbacke,and the whole frame upon pinncs; 
him no more. 
Shal. Ha, ha, ha, you candoe it fir : you can doe it ; 1 
commend you we!l. 
Francs Feeble. 
Fteble, Heere ſit « | 


Shal. What T rade artthou Ferble | 
Feeble, A Womans Taylor fir. | 


Shal. Shall I pricke hum, fir ? 

Falft, You may b 
Bur if he had beene a mang Taylor,he would have prick'd 
you. Wilt thon make as many holes inan 'cnemics Bat- | 
tatle, as thou haſt done in a Womans perricote? | 

Feeble. 1 will doc my good will fir, you_can have no 
more. 

Falk. Well faid, good Womans Tailour ; Well fayde 

tous Feeble ; thou wilt be 13 valiant as the wrath- | 

full Dove, or moſt magnanimous Mouſe. Pricke the wo- 
mans Taylour well Maſter Shallow, deepe Maſter Shat- | 


Feeble. 1 would Wet might have gone ſir, - "Y 

Falit, I would thou 'wert s mans Tailor, that thou 
might'ſt mend him,and make him fit tro goc. I cannot put 
bim to a private ſguldicr, that is the Leader of ſo many 
thouſands. Ler that ſuifice, moſt Forcible Feeble. 

Feeble. It ſhall ſuffice.” _ - 

Faſt. Iam boundto thee, reyerend Freble, Who is 
thenene? + -- -- __ 

Shal. Peter Tinkcalfe of the Greene. 


—_—— 


Falit, Yea marry, let us ſez Bulcalfe, 

But, Heere ir. 

Falft. Truſt me, a likely Fellow. Come, pricke me þ 
Bulcalfe till he roare againe. 

Bal. Oh; my Lad Captaiuc. | 

Falft. What? do'{t thou toare before th'art prickt. 

Bul. Oh fir, 1am 4 diſcaſed man. : 

Falft, W har diſcaſe halt thou? | 

Bal. A whorlon cald fir, a cough fir, which I caught 
bay th in the Kings affayres, upon his Coronation 

y, Cf. T . $4 1 | 

Faift.Come,thou ſhalr goe to the Watres in aGowne: 
we will have away thy Cold, and I will take fach order 
W friends ſhall ring for thee. Isheere all? 

Shel. There is two more called then your number: | 
you muſt have bur fqiire hecre (ir, and ſo 1 pray you goe þ 
in with me to dinner: ICT +. | 

Falft, Come, I will _ with —_ I cant 
not tarry dinncr. Iam glad to ſte you in troth, Ma- 
ſter Shaw, x WR... 

Shel, O fir Jobn, doe you remember ſince we lay all 
wy 1 Winde-mill, in Saint George? Field ? | 
I Hy No more ofchat good Maltcr Shallow: No more | 

Shel. Ha? it was a gictry night. And is Jane Ns 
worke alive ?* VL Dae 

Fatt. She lives, Maſter Shallow. © 

Sha. She never couldaway with me, | 

Faift. Never,never : (he would alwayes ſay ſhe could 


Sbal. I could her rothe heart : ſhe was then a 

Beus-Reba. Doth (he bald her owne well | 
Falft. Old, old, Maſter Shallow. | | | 
Shal. —HEEIITIITE Ta 4-gns chooſe bur 
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Sil. That's fitty five yecres agoe. 

Shal. Hah, Couſin Slence, that thou had ſcene that, 
thatthis.Knight and I have ſcene : hab, Sir Jobn, ſaid 1 
well? 

Falft. We have hcard the Chymesat mid-night, Ma- 
lter Shallow, 

Shel. That we have, that we have 3 in faith, vir lohn, 
we have : our watch-world was, Hem-Boycs. Come, 
let's to Dinner ; come, !:t's to Dinner ; Ohthe dayes 
that we have ſcene. Come, come. 

Bul. Good Maltcr Corporate Bardalph, ſtand mv 
friend, and bcere is foure Harry tenne ſhillings in French 
Crownes for y-uinyery truth,fir,l had as liet be bang'd 
fir, as goc? and yer, for mine owne part,fir,l doe not care, 
but rather, becauſc I am unwilling, and for mine owne 
part, have adeſire to itay with my tricnds ; elfc, fir, 1 61d 
not care, for minc owne part, ſe much« 

Bar. Goe-too : ſtand alle. 

Monl. And good Malter Corporall Captaine, for my 
old Dames fake, {tand my friend : ſhe hath_no body to 
doe any thing about her, when I am gone : and ſhe is old 
and cannot helpe hcrſelfe : you ſhall have forty, fir. 

Bard. Go-too : ſtand alice, 

Feeble. | care not, a mancan dye but once : we owe a 
death. I will never beare a baſe mind : it it be my delti- 
ny, fo : it it be not, fo; ny man 15to0 good to ſerve his 
Prince ; and let it goe which v ay it wall, he that diesthis 
yecre, 15 quit tor thenext . 

Fard., Well ſaid, thou arta good tcllow. 

Feebl. Nay, I will bearc no aſc mind, 
Faiſt. Comelir, which mcn ſhall 1 have ? 

Shal Foure of which you plealc. 

Bed. Sir,a word with you: I have three pound, to 
free Monldy and Full-calle, 

Falſt. Go-too : well. 

Shel. Conde, fir Tobn v/hich toure will you have ? 

Falit. Doe you chule for me. 

Shal. Marry then, CMonlay,, Bull-calfe, Feeble, and 


Shallow, 

Falit. Mouldy, and Pull-ra'fe : for you Afouldy, ſtay 
at home,till you are palt ſervice: and for your part, Bul- 
calf e, grow till you come unto it : 1 will none of you, 

$ hal, Sir lobn,Sir Tohs,doe not your lelte wrong,they 
ar eyourlikelyeſt men,and I would have you lerv'd with 
the belt. 

Falft.\W ill youtell me (Maſter Shalow) how to chuſe 
2 man? Carc 1 for the Limbe, the Thewes, the ſtature, 


a ragged appearance it 15: hce ſhall charge you, and 
diſcharge you, with the .mction of a Pewterers Ham- 
mer : come off, and on, ſwiftcr then he that gibbers on 
the Brewers Bucket. And this fame haltc-fac'd fellow, 
Shadow, give methis man , he preſents no marketo the 


— 


Enemy, the foc-man may with as great ayme levell at 
the edge of a Pen-knife : and fora Retrait, how ſwiftly 
will this Feeb/e,the Womans Taylor, runne off. O,give 
me the {parc incn, and ſparemethe great ones. Put me a 
Calyver into Warts hand, 'Bardeiph, 

Bard. Hold Tart, Traverſe : thus, thus, thus, 


Falft., Come manage me vour wr 4 : ſo. very well, | 


| Grace. 


go-too, very good, excecding O, give me alwaycs 
alittle, leane,old ,chopt,bald Shot. Well ſaid #arr,thou 
art a good Scab : hold, there 15 a Teſter for rhee., 


bulke, and big aTemblance of a man? give me the ſpi- | 
rit (Maſter Shallow. ) Where's Wart? you ſee what | 


| 


| old: centainc ſhe's old : and had Robin Night-works, by | Shal. He is not his Crafts-maſter, he doth not doc 
| old Night-worke, beforc I came to Clements inne, 


- I Rs. 


' 
' 


| 


| To know the numbers of our knewies. 


it right. I remember at Mile-end-Greene, when I lay 
at { /ements Inne, I was then Sir Dagener in Arthur, 
Show : there was alittle quiver fellow, and he would 
manage you his Peece thus : and he would about, and 9- 
bout, and come you in, and come you in: Rabytah,tah, 
would he fay, Bownce would helay, and away againe 
woule be goe, and againe would he come : I fhall never 
{ce fuch a tellow, 

 Fal. 1hrle fellowes will doe well, Maſter Sha{low 
Fareweil Maltcr Serce,! will not uſe many wordes with 
you: fare you well, Gentlemen both : I rhanke you ; 1 
muſt a dozcn mile to night. Bardehph, give the Souldiers 
Coates. 


Shat. Sir John, Heaven bicfle you, and proſper your 
Aﬀayres, arid {cnd us Peace. As you returne, viſit my 
houfe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed; peradvcr. | 
ture I will with yourothe Court. 

Faljt. I would you would, Maſter Shalom. 

Shal. Go=t00 3 1 have ſpoke at a word. Fare you 
well. E xut. | 

Falft. Fare you well, gentle Gentlemen. On Bo | 
o/ph, leadethc men aways As I returne, I will fetch off 
thele Iuſtices : 1 doe fee the bottome of Juſtice Shat- 
low. How lubje& weold men are to this vice of Ly- | 
ing ? This fame ftarv'd Juſtice hatch done nothing but 
prate to me of the wildenefle of his Youth, and the 
Feates he hath done about Turnball-{trceet , and every 
third word a Lye, cucr pay'd to the hearer, then the 
Turkes Tribute. | doc remember himat Clements Inne, 
like a mar madeafter ſupper, of a Cheeſe-paring. When 
he was naked, he was, tor all the world, like a forked 
Raciſh, with a Head fantaſtically carv'd upon it with a 
Knife. He was ſo forlorne, that his Dimenſions (toany 
thicke fight) were invincible. He was the very Gen 
ot Femine : he c:me cver in the rere-ward of the Faſhi- 
on: Androw isthis Viccs Dzgger become a Squire, 
and talkes as famii2rily of Johnof Gaunt, as if he 
had beene fworne Brother to him: andlle be ſworne 
he never faw b1m bur orceinthe Tilt-yard, and then he 
burſt his Head, for crowding among the Marſhals men. 
I {aw it, and to'd /oby of Gaunt, he bcat his owne 
Name,for you might Fave tru(s's him and all his Ap- 

arr{lL into an Eclc-skinne : the Caſe of a Treble Hoe- 
bh was a Maiſton for him ; a Court: and now hath 
he Land, and Beeves. Well, I wi'l be acquainted with 
bim, if I returne : and it ſhall goe hard, bur I will make 
him a Philoſophers to Stones ro me. If the young Dace | 
be a Bayt for the old Pike, I fee no reaſon, in the Law of 
Nature , but I may {nap at him. Let tine ſhape,and | 


there an end. 
F xennt. | 


CE ——_— — 
—— 


—_ 


Atlus Quartus, Scana Prima, 


AO 


Enter the «rch-biſhep, Mowbray, Haſtings, 
Weft merland, Colevile. 


' 


Fiſh. What is this Forreſt call'd? | 
Hit. 'Tis Gualtree Forreſt, and't ſhall pleaſe your | 


Bih.Here ſtand (my Lords) and ſend diſcoverers forth | 
Hat. 


—_— 
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Haſt, We baveſent forth already, 
#6. 'Tis well done, bs: 
My friends,and Brethren ( intheſe great Aﬀaires) 
I muſt acquaint yousthat | have receiv'd 
New-dated Letters from Northumberland : 
Their cold intent, tenure, and ſubſtance thus. 
How doth _—_ his NID ſuch Powers 
As might hold fortance with his Quality, 
The which ous To neo 
He is retyr'd,to ripe his growing Fortunes, 
To Seocland ; andconcludesin hearty prayers, 
That your Attempts way over-live the hazard, 
And tearetull naccting of their Oppoiite. 
Mow.Thus do the hopes we have in him,touch ground, 
And daſh themiclvesto pieces. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Haſt. Now ? whatnewes? | 
AMeſſ. Welt of this Forrelt, ſcarcely offa mile, 
In goodly forme ,comes onthe Enemy : 
And by the ground they hide, 1 judge their number 
Vpon,or neere, therate of _ thouſand. 
Mow. The jult proportion that we gavethem out. 
Let us {way-0n; and facethem inthe ficld. 


Enter Weſtmerland. 


Biſh. What well appointed Leader fronts us here ? 
Mow, I thinke it 1s my Lord of Weſtmerland. 
weſt. Hea'rh,and taire greeting from our Generall, 
The Prince, Lord /obn,and Duke of Lexcaiter. 
Bib. Say on (my Lord of Weitwerland) in peace z 
What doth conceriie your comming ? 
Weit, Then (my Lore) 
Vnto your Grace doe 1 in cheite addrefle 
The ſubſtance of my Speech. It that Rebellion 
Came like it {elfe, 11 baſe and abjet Roars, 
Led on by bloody Y outh. guarded with Rage, 
And countenanc'd by Boyes, and Begyery : 
lay it damn'd Commotion 1o appeare, 
Ta hisrrue, native, and mott proper ſhape, 
You {Revercud Father, and thetc Noble Lords) 
Had not beene here, to dreſie the ougly forme 
Of baſe, and bloody inſurrection, 
With your faire Honors. You, Lord Arch-biſhop, 
Whole Scais by a Civill Peece maintain'd, 
Whoſe Beard, the Silver Hand of Pcace hathtouch'd, 
Whoſe Learning, and good Letters, Pcace hath tutor'd, 
Wholc white Inveſt azents figure Innocence, 
The Dove, and very bleſled Spirit of Peace. 
Whercfore doe you ſo ill tranilate your ſelfe, 
Out of the Speech of Peace, that beares ſuch grace, 
Intothe harth and boyſtrous Tongue of Warre ? 
Turning'you Bookes to Graves, your Inke to Bleod, 
Your Pennesto Launces, and your Tongue divinc 
Toa low Trumpet, and a Point of Warre? h 
Bio, Wherefore doe I this ? ſo the queſtion ſtands. 
Brictely tothis end : We are alldiſcas'd, 
| And with our ſurferting, and wanton howres, 
Have brought our ſelves into a burning Fever, 
And we muſt bleede for it : of which Diſcaſc, 
| Ourlate King Richard (being infected) dy'd. 
But (my moſt Noble Lord of Weftmerland) 
I take not on me here asa Phyſician, 


| ad 


| Nor doe 1, asan Enemy to Peace, 


Troope in the Throngs of Military men : 
But rather ſhew a while like fearefull Warre, 
To dyet ranke Mindes, ſicke of happineſle , 
And purge th'ob(tructiovs, which begin to ſtop 
Our very Veines of Life; heare me wore plainely. 
I have in equall ballance juſtly weigh'd, 
What wrongs our Armes may do, what wrongs we ſuffer 
And find our Grietes heavier then our Offences, 
Welce which way the (treame of Time doth runne, 
And are enforc'd trom our moſt quietthere, 
By the h Torrent of Occaſion, - 
And have the ſummary of all our Griefes 
(Whentime ſhall ſerve ) to ſhew in Articles ; 
Which long ere this, we offer'dto the King, 
And might, by no Suit, gayne our Audience : 
When we are wrong'd, and would unfold our Griefes, 
Weare deny'd accefle unto his perſon, 
Evenby thoſe men, that molt have done us wrong, 
The dangers of the daycs but newly gone, 
Whoſe memory is written on the Earth 
With yet appearing blood ; and the examples 
Ot every Minutes inſtance (preſent now) 
Hath put us in theſe ill-beſeeming Armes : 
Notto breake Peace, or any Branch of it, 
But to eſtabliſh here a Peace indeed, 
Concurring both in Name and Qvality, 
Weſt. W hen ever yet was your Appeale deny'd ; 
W herein have you beene galled by the King ? 
What Peerc hath beene ſuborn'd,to grate On you, 
That you ſhould ſcale this lawlefie bloody Booke 
Ot forg'd Rebellion, witha Scale divine ? 
Biſh. My brother generall, the Common-wealth, 
I make my quarrell, in particular. 
Weſt. There isno neede of any ſuch redreſle ; 
Or it there were, itnot belongs to you. 
Mow. Why notto him in part, and tousall, 
That feele the bruizes of the dayes before, 
And ſuffer the Condition _ Times 
To lay a heavy and unequall Hand upon our Honors ? 
Weſt. O my good Lord Mowbray, . | 
Conltrue the Times to their Necetfities, 
And you ſhall fay (indeed) it is the Time, 
And not the King, that doth you injuries. 


Yet for your part, itnot appeares to me, | 
Eicher ' con King —— en Time, ..” 
That you ſhould have an inch ofany ground” 
To build a Griefe on; Were you not reſtor'd - 
To all the Duke of Nortolkes Seignories, 
Your Noble, and right well-remembred Fathers ? 
Mow, What thing, in Honor, had my father loſt, 
That necd tobe reviu'd, and breath'd in me ? 
The King thatlov'd him, as the State ſtood then, 
Was forc'd, perforce compell'd to baniſh him ; 
And then, that Henry Ballingbreokeand be | 
Being mounted, and both rowſed in their Seates, 
Their n<ighing Courſcs daring of the Spurre, 
Their _ —_ Ib , __ Proves downe, 
Theireyes re, ing > lighcs of Steele, 
And as lowd Trumpet blowing them together : 
Then, when there was ing could have ſtay'd 
My father fromthe Breaſt of B ; 
O, when the King did throw his Warder downe. 
(His owne Life —_—_————_— threw) 
Then threw he downe ,and all their Lives, 
That by Indimenr, and by dint of Sword, 
Have ſince miſ-carried rHollagronts: 
2 


Welt. | 


— 
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Weft, ou ſpeake (Lord Mowbray) now you know not 


The Earle of Hereford, was reputed then ( what. 
In England the moſt valiant Gentleman. 2 
Who knowesg,0n whom Fortune would then have ſmil'd? 
Bur if your Father had beene Victor there, 


He ne're had borne it out of Coventry. 

For all the Country, ina generall voyce, 

Cry'd hate upon him : and all their prayers, and love, 
Were ſet on Herefold, whom they doted on, 

And bleſ$'d, and grac'd, and did more then the King, 
But this1s meere digrelſion trom my purpolſc. 
Heere come I from our Princely Generall, 

To know your Griefes ;to tell you, from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience : and wherein 

It ſhall appeare, that your demands are juſt, 

You ſhallenjoy them,every thing ſer oft, 

That might ſo much as thinke you Encmies. 

Mow. But he bath torc'd usto compell this Offer, 
And it proccedes from Pollicy, not Love. 

Wet. Mowbray, you over-weene totake it fo : 
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fearc. 
For loc, within aKen our Army lyes, 

Vpon mine Honor, all too contident 

To give ad4mirtance to athoughe of feare. 

Our Battaile 1s more tu!l of Names then yours, 
Our Mcn more pertect in the uſe of Armes, 
Our Armor all as {trong, our Cauſethe beſt; 
Then Reaſon will, our hearts ſhould be asgood, 
Say you not then, our Offer 1s compell'd . 

Mow, Well, by my will, we ſhall admit no Parley. 

weft. Thatargues but the ſhame of your offcnce : 
A rotten Cale abides no handing. 

Haft. Hath the Prince Jobm a tull Commithon, 

In very ample vertae of his father, 
To heare, and abſolutely to determine 
Of what Conditious we ſhall ſtand upon ? 
Weft, That 1s intznded in the Generalls Name : 
[ muſe you make to ſlight a Queſtion, 


Biſh, Then take (my Lord of Weſtmerland )this Sche- | 


For this containcs our generall Grievances : (dulce, 
Each ſeverall Article herein redreſs'd, 
All members ofour Cauſe, both here, and hence, 
That are inſinewed to this Ation, 
Acquirted by a true ſubltantiail forme, 
And preſent execution of our wills, 
Tous, and to our purpoſes conhn'd, 
We come within our awfall Banks againe 
And knit our Powersto the Arme of Peace. 
weft. This will I ſhew the Generall. Plate you Lords 
In ſight of both our Battailes, wee may meete 
Atcither end in peace : which Heaven fo frame, 
Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 
Which muſt decide it. 
Biſh. My Lord,wee will doe ſo. 
Mow. There is a thing within my Boſoumerells me, 
That no Conditions of our Peace can itand. 
Ha#t. Feare you-not that, it we can make our Peace 
Vponſuch largerermes, and ſoabſolute, 
As our Conditions ſhall confiſt upon, 
Our Peace ſhall ſtandas firme as Rocky Mountaines. 
Mow. 1, but our valuation ſhall be ſach, 


| 


| 


That evry ſlight, and fall/c-derived Canſe, 

Y ca, every idie, nice, and wanton Reaſon, 
Shall, to the King, taſte ofthis Action : 

That were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Love, 
We ſhall be winnowed wich ſo rough awinde, 


| But you miſ-uſethe reverence of your Place, 


A 


That even our Corne ſhall ſeeme as light as Chatfe, 
And good from bad find no partition. 
_ #66. No,no (my Lord) note this: the King is weary 
Ot dainty, and ſuch picking Grievances : 
For he hath found, ro end one doubt by Death, 
Revives two greater inthe Heires of Life. 
And therefore will he wipe his Tablescleane, 
And keepe no Tell-tale to his Memory, 
That may repeat, and Hiſtory his loſe, 
To new remembrance. For full well he knowes, 
He cannot fo preciſely weede this Land, 
As his milcoubts preſent occaſion : 
His foesarc1{o earooted with his friends, 
That plucking tounfixe an Enemy, 
He doth unfaitcn 1o, and ſhake a friend. 
So thatthis Land, like an oftentive wite, 
That hath enrag'd him on,to offer ſtrokes, 
As he 1s Itriking, holds his intant up, 
And hangs refolu'd Correctionin the Arme, 
That w#$ uprear'd to execution. 
Haſt. Bclides, the King hath waſted all his Rods, 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lacke 
The very Inſtruments of Chaſticement : 
So that his powen like toa Fanglefle Lion 
May ofter, but not hold. 
Bib, "T1s ve ry truce : 
And therefore be aſlur'd (my good Lord Marſhall) 
If we doe now make our attoncment well, 
Our Peace will (likea broken Limbe united) 
Grow ltronger, for the breaking, 
Afow, Be ito: 
Hecre 15 return'd my Lord of Weitmer land, 
Emer Weitmer/and. 
We.The Prince is hereat hand: pleaſeth your Lordſhip 
To meet his Grace, juſt diſtance 'tweene our Armies ? 
Mow. Your Grace of Yorke, in heaven's name then 


| forward. 


B1fb, Bctore, and greet his Grace (my Lord) we come, 


Emer Prince John. 
lohn, You are well ercountred here (my cofin Mov 
Gocd day to you, gentle Lord Archbiſhop, (bg) 


And {© to you Lord Heitings, and to all. 

My Lord of Yorke, it better ſhew'd withyou, 
Wen that your Flocke (afſembled by the Bell) 
Eocircled you, to heare with reverence 

Your expolition on the holy Text, 

Then now toſe you heerean Iron man 

Chearing a rowr of Rebels with your Drumme, 
Turning the Word, to Sword ; and Life to death : 
That man that fits within a Monarches heart, | 
And ripens inthe Sunne-ſhine of his favour, | 
Would he abuſe the Countenance of the King, | 
Alacke, what Miſcheifes might he ſer h—_ | 
Ia ſhadow of ſuch Greatnefie ? With you, Lord Biſhop» 
Itis even ſo. Who hath not heard it ſpoken, 

How deepe you were within the Bookes of Heayen? 
To ns, the ſpeaker in bis Parliament ; 

To us, the 'imagine voyce of Heaven it ſelfe : 

The very Opener, and Intelligencer, 

Berweene the Grace, the Sancicics ofHeaven ? 

And our dull workings. O, who ſhall beleeve, 


Employ the Conntenance, and Grace of Heaven, 
As a falſe Favorite doth his Princes Name, 
Indeeds diſ-honorable? You have taken up, 


Voder 
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Vader the counterfeited Zeale of Heaven, 
The Subjects of Heavens Subſtitute, my Father, 
And both againſt the Peace of Heaven, and him, 
Have here up-ſwarmed them. 

Bib. Good my Lord of Lancaſter, 
[ am not heere agaiaſt your Fathers Peace : 
Bur (as | told my Lord of Weſtmerland) 
The Time (miſ-order'd ) doth in common ſence 
Crowd us, and cruſh us, tothis monſtrous Forme, 
To hold our ſafety ups 1 ſent your Grace 
The parcels, and particulars ot our Gricte, 
The which hath ben wich ſcorne ſhov'd fromthe Court: 
Whereon this Hydra-Sonne of Warve is borne 
Whole dangerous eyes may well be charm'd allecpe, 
With grant of our moſt jult and right defires; 
And true Obedience, of this Madneſlc cur'd, 

tamely to the foot of Majelty. 
» If not, we ready areto try our fortunes, 

To the lalt man. 

Haſt. And though we here fall downe, 
We have Supplyes, to ſecond our Attempt ; 
If they miſ-carry, theirs ſhall ſecond then. 
And (o, ſucceſle of Miſchicte ſhall bg borne, | 
And Hcire from Heire ſhall hold th.2 Quarrell up, 
Whiles England ſhall have generation. 

lobn, Youare too ſhallow ( Haſtng: ) 
Much too ſballow, | 
To ſound the botteme of the after-Times. 


How farre-forth yoadoe like their Articles: 
Jobs, I like them all, and doe allow them well ; 
And tweare here, by the honor of my blood, 
My tathers purpoſes have beene miſtooke, 
And ſome, about him, _ too laviſhly 
Wreſted his meaning, and Authority. 
My Lord, theſe Grietes ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt ; 
Vpon my lite, they ſhall. If this may PRnapen, 
Diicharge your powers untotheir ſeverall Counties 
As we will ours: and here betweene the Araucs, 
Let's drinke together friendly, and embrace,” 
That ail their eyes may beare thoſe Tokens bome, 
Of our reitored Love,and Amity.,, 
Bis, I take your Princely word, for thele redreſles. 
lobn. | give it yon, and will maintaine my word ; 
And thereupon I drinke unto your Grace. 
Haft. Goe Captaine,and deliver tothe Army 
This newcs of Peace : letthcm have pay, and part ; 
I know ,it will well pleaſe them. 
High thee Capraine, 
Biſb. Toyou, my Noble Lord of Weſtmerland. 
Weſt. I pledge your Grace : 
Andif you knew what paines I have beſtow'd, 
To breed this preſent Peace, 
You woulddrinke freely : bur my love to ye, _ 
Shall ſhew it (cite more openly hereatter. 
Biſh. 1doe not doubt you. 
Welt. I am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Couſin Aſrwbray, 
Mow, Yoa wiſh me health in very happy {caſon, 


— 


E x. 


For I am, on the ſodaine, ſomething iU. 
Bi, Againſtill Chances, menare ever merry, 
But heavineſſe fore-runnes the good event. 
Wet. Therefore be merry(Cooze )lince ſodaine ſorrow 
Serves tO lay thus : ſome good thing comes to Morrow. 
Bilb. Belccve me, I am pading light in ſpirit _ .. 
| How. So much the worſe, if your owne Rule be truc. 


ET ——— 


” W 


| 


#eft. Pleaſeth your Grace, to anſwere them directly, | 


mine, and nota Tongue 


lobn. The word of Peace is render'd : heacke how they 
ſhowr. 
Atow. This had beene chearefull, after ViAory . 
Bib. A Peacc is of the nature of a Conqueſt : 
For then both parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither party looſer. 
lohn, Goe (wy Lord) 
Andletour Army te difcharged too : 
And $999 my Lord (© pleaſe you) ler our Traizes 
March by 


us, that we may peruſe the men E xut. 
We ſhould haye coap'd withall. 
Bilb. Goe, good Lord Haſtings : | 
And ere they be diſmils'd, let them march by. Exit. 


lob. 1tgult (Lords) we ſhall lye to night together. 
Emter Wc ilmerland, , 
Now Couſin, wherefore ſtands our Army ill? 
wW:ift. The Leaders having charge from you to ſtand, 
Will not goe off, untill they heare you ſpeake. 

i John, They know their duties. Enter Haſtings, 
Haſt. Our Army is diſpers'd; 
Like youthfull Stecres,unyoak'd, they tooke their courſe 

Welt, North, South : or like a Schoole broke up, 
Each burryes rowards his home, and ſporting place. 
Weſt Good tidings (my Lord Haftings) for the which 
I doe arreſt thee Ws erdghn h Treaſon ; 
And you Lord A | ja youLord Mowbray, 
Ot Capirall Treaſom I attach you both. 
Mow. Is this procioming juſt; and honorable ? 
Weſt. Is your Aſſembly ſo ? 
Biſbh, Will you thus breake your faith ? 
Tobs. 1 pawn'd thee none: 
I promiſ'd you redrefle of theſe ſame Grievances 
Whercof you did complainc ; which by mine Honor, 
I will performe, with a moſt Chriſtian care, 
But for you (Rebels) looke to taſte the duc 
Mect for Rebellion, and ſuch As as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly did yourheſe Armes commence, 
Fondly brought here, and.fouliſhly (cart hence. 
Strike up our Drugzmes, purſue the ſcatter'd ſtray, 
Heaven, and not we have fatcly fought to day. 

Some guard theſe Traitors rothe blacke of Death, 
Treaſons true bed, and yeelder up of breath, Zxeunt. 
Enter Falſbaff:, and Collevile. 

Faift. What's your Name, Sir ? of what Condition are 
you ? and of what place, I pray ? | 

(ol. Tama Knight, Sir : | 
And my Name is Colevite of the Dale. 

. Faift . Well then, Collevike is your Name, a Knight is | 
your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Collevile ſhall 
{till be your Name,a Traytor your Degree, and the Dun- 

your Place, aplace' dezpe enough ; to ſhall you be 
ſal (olleoue ofthe Dale, © n 

(4. Are not you Sir Jobs Falftoffe? 

Falf. As a manas he ſir, who ere I am : doe yee 
yecld fir, or ſhall I {weate for you ? ifT doe ſweate, Fon 
are the deops of thy Lovers,and they weep for'thy death, 
therefore rowze up Feare and Trembling,and doe obſer- 
vance tomy mercy, 

(#4. I ehinke you are Sir lobw Falftaffe , and inthat 

yeeld me. 

Fal. 1 have a whole Schoole of tonguesin this belly of | 
of them all, ſpeakes any other 
word but my name : ard I had bur a belly of any inditfe- 
rency, 1 were ſimply the moſt ative fellow in Europe : 
my wombe, my wombec, my wombe undoes me, Heere 
comes our Generall, , 

Z 
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The ſecond Partof King Henry the Fourth: 


Enter Prince lohw, and Weſimerland, 


Tobn, The heat is paſt, follow no farther now 
Call in the Powers, good Couſin Wefmeriand. 

Now Faſftaffe, where have you beene all this while ? 
W hen every thing is ended, thou you come. 
Theſerardy Trickes of yours will (on my life) 
One time or other, breake ſome Gallowes backe. 

Faiſt. 1 would be ſorry (my Lord) but it ſhotild be 
thus : I never knew yer, but rebuke and checke was the 
reward of Va!our. Doc you thinke mea Hvaliow an Ar- 
row, or a Bullet ? Have 1, in wy poore and old Morton, 
the expedition of Thought ? I have ſpecded hither with 
the very extremeſt inch of poſſibility. 1 have ftown4red 
nine ſcore and odde Poſtes : and heere (travell-cainted 
asT am) have, in my pure and immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir John Colevile of the Dale, a moſt furious Knight, and 
valoreus Enemy : But what of that ? he ſaw me, and 
yeelded : thatI may juſtly ſay with the hooke-nos'd 
fellow'of Rome, I came, ſaw, and over-came. 

obs. It was more of his Courteſie, then your deſer- 
ving. 

Fart. I knoty not : heere he is,and heere I yeeld him: 
and I beſeech your G1ace, let it be book'd with the reſt 
ofthis dayes deedes ; or I fiveare, I will haveit in a par- 
ticular Ballad, with mine owne Piure on the top of it 
(Collevite) kiſſing my foot:) To the which courſe, it 1 
be cnforc'd, if you doe not all '{hew like gilt rwo-pences 
tome; and 1, in thecleare Sky of Fame, o're-ſhine you 
2s much as the full Moone doth the Cynders of the Þlc- 
ment (which ſhew like Pinnes-headsto her) beleeve not 
the word of the Noble : theretoce let me have right, and 
let deſert mount 

Tohn. Thine's too heavy to mount+ 

Faſt. Letit ſhine then, 

Toh, Thine's too thicke to ſhine. 

Faſift, Let it doe ſomething (my good Lord) that may 
doe me good, and call it what you will. 

Tobm. Is thy Name Collrwite ? 

Col. Itis (my Lord.) 

John. A famous Rebcll art thou, Colevile, 

Faiſt. And a famous true SubjeR rooke him. 

Col. 1 am (my Lord) but as my Bettersare, 

That led mc hither : hadthey beene rul'd by me, 
You ſhould have wonne them dearer then you have. 

Falft. I know not how rhey ſold themſclves,burt thou 
like a kind fellow, gav'it thy {cite away; and I thanke 
thee, tor thee. 

| Emer WeſImerland. 

Tobn. Have you left purſuit ? 

Feſt. Retreat is made, and Exccution ſtay'd. 

Jobn. Send (ollevile, with his Confederates, 

To Yorke, to preſent Execution. 
Blant, Icade him hence, and (ce you gnard him ſure. 
Exit with Collevile, 
And now diſpatch we toward the Court (my Lords ) 
I hearethe King, my Father is ſore ficke, 
Our Newes ſhall goe before us, to his Majeſty, 
W hich ( Confin) you ſhall beare, tocomfort him: 
And we with ſober ſpecde will follow you. 
Falſt. My Lord, | beſcech you, give me leave to goe 


through Glouceſterſhire ; and when you come to Court, | 


ſtand my good Lord, *pray,in your good report. 
lebn. Fare you well, Faltaffe : I,in my condition, 
Shall better ſpeake of you, then you deſerve. Exit. 


Faſſt. 1 would you had but the wit : *twere better then 
your Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young ſober. 
blooded Boy doth not love me, nor a man cannot make 
him laugh ; but thats no marvaile, he drinkes no Wine, 
There's never any of theſe demure Boyes come to any 
proote : tor thinne drinke doth ſo over-coole their blood, 
and making many Fiſh-Meales, that they fall into a kind 
of Male Greene-ſicknefſe : and then, when they marry, 
they gee Wenches. They are generally Fooles, and Coy. 
ards; which ſome of us ſhould be roo,but for inflamation. 
A good Sherris-Sacke hath a twofold operation in it : it 
aſcends me into the Braine,drycs me thereall the fooliſh, 
and dull, and crudy Vapours, which environ it : makes 
ita five,quicke, forgetive, full of nimble, fiery, 
a able ſhapes; which deliver'd o're to the Voyce, 
the Tongue, which isthe Birth, becomes excellent Wie, 
The fecond property of your excellent Sherris, is, the 
warming of the Blood : which before (cold, andetled) 
lefr the Liver white, and pale : which 1s the Badge of 
Pulillanimity, and Cowardize : but the Sherris warmes 
it, and makes it courſe from the inwards, to the 
extremes : itilluminateth the Face, which (as a Beacon) 
gives warning to all the reſt of this little kingdome (man) 
to Arme : andthen ffie Vitall Commeners, and in-land 
petty ſpirits, muſter me ail to their Capraine, the Heart ; 
who great, and pufftupwith his retinue, doth any deed 
of Courage : and this Valovr comes of Sherris. So, that 
SK1ll inthe Weapon is nothing, without Sacke ( for that 
ſers it a-worke :) and Learning, a meere Hoord of Gold, 
kept by a Devill, till Sacke commences it, and ſets it in 
aR, and ufe. Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry is vali- 
ant : for the cold blood he did natarally inherite of his 
Facher, hc hath, like leane, terrill, and bare Land, ma- 
nured, husbanded, and ty!l'd, with excellent endeavour 
of drinking gocd, and good (tore of fertile Sherris, that 
he is become very hot, and valiant. 1tT had a thouſand | 


{onnes, the firſt Principle I would teach chem, ſhould be | 
totorlweare thing Potations, and ro addi themſeives 
to Sacke. Emer Bardolph, 
How now PF ardeolph, 
Bard. The Army is diſcharged all, and gone. 
Falft, Let them : Ile through Clovectierſhire, 
and there will I viſit Maſter Robert Shallow, Elquire: 1 
have him already tempering betweene my finger and my 
thombe, ard ſhortly will I ſcale with him. Come away- 
E xeant. 


Ne CS 


ea 


Scena Secunda. | 
 W FC” —— | 


Enter K ing, Warwicke, Clarence, Glouceſter, 


— 


King. Now Lords, if heaven doth give ſucceſſcfull end 
Tortkus Debate that bleedeth at our doores, 
We will our Youth leade on to higher Fields, 
And draw no Swords, but what are ſanRify'd. 
Our' Navy is addrefſed,our Power colleRted, 
Our Subſtitutes, in abſence, wcll inveſted, 


| Onely we want alittle 


And every thing lyeslevell to our wiſh ; 
perſondll ſtrengrh ; 
Andpawſe us, till theſe Rebels, now a-foot, | 
| Come underneath the yoake of Government. 
War. Both which we doubt not, but your Majeſty 


Shall ſoone enjoy. - 
Kc 


—_— — 
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King. Hemplrey (my Sonne of Gloucefter) where 1s 


the Prince, your Brother ? 
Gb. I chinke he's gone ro hune (my Lord) at Wind- 


{ors 

King. And how accompanicd ? 

Gle. I doe not know (my Lord) | 

King. Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with 
him ? 

Gle. No (my good Lorfl) he is in preſence heere. 

{ler. What would my Lord, and Father ? 

King, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother ? 
Heloves thee, and thou do'ſt negleR him (Thome.) 
Thou haſt a better place in his AﬀeAion, 

Then all thy Brothers : cherriſh it (my Boy) 
And Noble Othces thou gaay'*lt effect 
Of Mediation (after 1 am dead) 
Berweene his Greatneiſe, and thy other Brethren, 
Therefore omut him not ; blunt net bus Love, 
Nor looſe the good adv of his Grace, 
By ſeeming cc1d, or careleſſe of his will. 
For he is gracious, it he be abſery'd : 
He hath a are el ob Hand 

as Day) for melt1 ity : . 
on being incens'd, he's Fliat, 
As humorous as _— and as _ 
As Flawescongealed in the Spring y. 
His temper therefore muſt be well obſerv'd : 


_— 


| Chide hin for faults, and doe it reverently, 


| When you/perceive his blood enclin'd to murth : 


{ Bur being moody, give him Live, and ſcope, 


Tillt 10ns {likes Whale onground) = 
Confoand themſelves with working.Learne this Thomas, 
And thoa ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends, 
A Hoope of gold, to bind thy Brothers in : 
That the vnized Veſlell of their Biood 
(Mingled with Venomeof Suggeition, 
As force , perforce, the Age wiilpowre it in) 
Shall never leake, though it doe worke as ſtoag 
As Acontamn , or ralh Gun-powder, 
Clar. | (hall obſerve him with all care, and love. 
King. Why art thounotat Windſor with him (Tho- 
mas ? ) 
- Cher. Hee is not there to day : hee dines in Lon- 
on. 
| ing: And how accompanyed ? Cantt thou tell 
that ? 
Clar. With Pointz, and other his continuall tollow- 


ers. 
Kin, Moſt ſubjeR is the fatreſt Soyle to Weedes : 
And he (the Noble Image of my Youth ) 
Is over-ipread with thew ; therefore my grietc 
weepes from , when I doe ſhape 
(Informcs imaginary) ch'unguided Dayes, 
And rotten Times, that you (hall looke upon, 
When I am ſleeping withmy Anceſtors. 
| For when his head-{trong Riot hath noCurbe, 
| When Rageand hot-blood are his Counfailors, 
| When Meancs and laviſh Manners meete t , 
Oh, with what Wings ſhall his AﬀeRions 
| Towards fronting Perill, and oppos'd Decay? —_ 
We. My gracious Lord, you looke beyond him quite: 
= _ but his Companions, 
Kea ſtrange Tangue ; wherein, togaine the Language 
| Tisneedfull, thatthe moſt immodeſt ward 


| 


—_— 


ee 


Be look'd and learn'd : which once attayn'd, , 
Your Highnefle knowes, comes tono farther uſe, 
Bur robe knowne, and hated. So, like grofle termes, 
The Prince will, inthe perfetneſſc of time, 
Caſt off his followers ; and their memory 
Shall asa Patterne, ora Meaſure live, 
By which his Grace muſt mete the lives of others, 
Dy  — to advantages. 

Kin,” Tis feldome, when the Bee doth leave her Combe 
Inthe dead Carrion. 

Emter Weſtmerl and. 

Who's heere ? Weſlmerland ? 

Weft, Health to my Soveraigne, and new happineſſe 
Added to that, that I am to dchiver, 
—_ __— —_ doth k.ifle your — Hand : 
M » the Bi , Seroope, Haſtings, all, 
aeobrnpaltroche Cranial vec Low: 
There is not now a Rebels Sword unſheath'd, 
Bur Peace puts torth her Olive every where : 
The manner how this Action hath beene borne, 
Here (at more leylure) way your Highnefle reade, 
With every courſe, in his particular. 

Ling. O weitmerland, thou art a Summer Bird, 
Whichever in che haunch of Water fings 
The lifting up of day. 

Emer Harcourt. 

Looke, heere's more newes. 

Har. From Enemies , Heaven keepe your Majeſty: 
And when they (tand againſt you, may they fall, 
As thoſe that omar ere yr) 


The manner, and true order of the fight, 
This Packet (pleaſe it 110 
King. And wherefore ſhould theſe good newes 
Make melicke ? 
Will fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her faire words ſtill in fouleſt Letters? 
She cither gives a Stomacke, and no tood, 
(Such are the poore, in health) or ciſc a Feaſt, 
And takes away the Stomacke (uch are the Rich, 
That have aboundance, and enjoy it not.) 
I ſhould rejoyce now, at this happy newes, 
And now my Sight fayles, and my braine is giddy. 
O me, come neere me, now I am much ill. 
Gle. Comfort your Majeſty. 
(a. Oh, ary Royall Father. | 
Weſt. My foveraigne Lord, cheare up your felfe, laoke 


ty mo. Bat patient (Princes) = doe know, theſe Firs ' 
Are with his Highnefle very ordinary. 
Stand from him, give him ayrc : 
He'le ſtraight be well. 
Clay. No, no, he cannot long hold out : theſe pangs, 
Th'incefſaart care, and Ibour of his mind, 
Hath the Mare, that ſhould confine it 10, 
So thinne, that life lookes through, and willbreake our./| 
Glo, The feare me : for they doe obſerve | 
Vafather'd Hcires, and leathly Births of Nature : 
The ſeaſons change their manners, asthe yeere 
Had found ſome moneths , and leap'd them over. 
Cla. The River hath thrice flow'd, nocbbeberweene : 
And the old folke (Times doting Chronicles) 
Say it did fo, a licrle time before 
our great Grand-firc Edvard lick'd, and dy'de. 
Ware, | 


—_—_ 
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The ſecond Partof King Henry the Fourth: 


War. Speake lower (Princes) for the King reco- 
VCrSs 
Glo. This Apoplexy will (certainc)be his end. 
Xing. 1 pray you takeme up,and beare me hence 
into ſeme other Chamber : {ottly *pray. 
Let there be no noyſe made ( my gentle friends) 
Vnlcfſe ſome dull and favourable hand = 
Will whiſper Muſicke ro my weary Spirit. 
War. Call forthe Muſicke in the other Roome. 
King. Set me the Crowne upon my Pillow here. 
Clar. Hiseye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Lcſle noyle, lefſe noyle. 


Enter Prince Heng). 


Pri. Hen. Whoſaw the Duke of Clarence? 
{la. 1 am here (Brother) full of heavineſle. ; 
Pri. Hen. How now ? Raine within doores, and none 
abroad ? How doth the King? 
Glo, Exceeding ill. 
Prs. Hen. Heard he the good newes yet ? 
Tell it hum. We 
Glo. He alter'd much, upon the hearing it. 
Pri. Hen. If he belicke with Toy, 
He'l recover without Phylicke. 
War. Not ſo much noyle (wy Lords) 
Sweet Prince ſpeake low. 
The King, your father, isdiſpos'd to ſicepe. 
Clay. Let us with-draw into the other Roome. 
Way. Wile plcaſe your Grace to goealong with us ? 
Pri, Hen. No: 1 will fit, and watch here, by the King. 
Why doth the Crowne lye there, upon his Pillow, 
Being ſotroubleſome a Bed-tellow ? 


' Opolliſh'd Perturbation ! Golden Care | 


That keep'ſt the Portsof lumber open wide, 

To many a watchfull Night : leepe wich it now, 
Yet not ſo ſound, and halfe ſo deepely ſweet, 

As he whoſe Brow { with homely Biggen bound) 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Majelty ! 
When thou do'ſt pinch thy Bearer, thou do'lt (ic 
Like a rich Armor, worne in heat of day, 

That ſcald't with ſafety : by his Gates of breath, 
There yes a dowlney tcather, which ſtirresnor : 
Did he ſuſpire, that light and weightleſſe dowlne 
Perforce muſt move. My gracious Lord, my Father, 
This ſleepe is ſound indeed : this is a 

That from this Golden Rigoll hath divorc'd 

So many Engliſh Kings. Thy due, from me, 

IsTearcs, and heavy Sorrowes of the Blood, 

Which Nature, Love, and filiall tenderneſle, 

Shall (O deare father) pay thee plenteouſly, 

My due, from thee, is this Imperiall Crowne, 

Which (as immcdiate from thy place, and blood) 
Derives irſclfe rome. Loe, hecre it fits, 

W hich Heaven ſhall guard : : 

And putthe worlds whole (trength into one gyant arme, 
It ſhall not force this Lineall Honor from me, 
This, from thee, will I to mine leave, 

As'tis left to mc. 


Emter Warwicke, Glouceſter, Clarence, 


K ing. W arwicke, Glouceſter, Clarence. 

Clay. Doth the King call ? 

War. What would your Majcſty ? how fates your 
Grace? 


Ex, 


| 


King. Why did youleaveme here alone (my Lords) 
(la. We left the Prince (my Brother) here (my Liege) 
Who undertooke to fit and watch by you. 
4 The Prince of Wales ? where is he? Ict me ſee 
im. 
War. This doore 15open, he is gone this way. 
on He came not through'the Chamber where wee 
yd. 
King. Whereis the Crowne > who tooke it from my 
Pillow ? 
ou When we with-drew (my Liege) we left it 
ere. 
King. The Prince hath ta'ne it hence : 
Goe {ceke him our. 
Is he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 
My fleepe, my death ? Find him (my Lord of Warwick) 
Chide him hither : this part of his conjoynes 
With my diſcaſe, and tocnd mc 
Sce Sonnes, what things you arc : 
How quickcly Nature falls into revolt, 
W hen Gold becomes ber ObjeR? 
For this, the fooliſh over-carctull fathers 
Have broke their ſleepes with thoughts, 
Theirbraines with care, their bones with induſtry. 


For this, they have 1 and py'd up 

The canker'd s of ſ{trange-atchieved Gold : 
For this, they have beene thoughtful, ro inveſt 
Their Sonnes with Arts, and Martiall Exerciſes z 

W hen, like che Bee, culling from every flower 

The vertuous Sweets, our 1 highes packt with Wax, 
Our Mouthes with Honey, we bring it tothe Hive ; 
And like the Bees, are murthered for our paines. 
This bitter taſte yeelds his engroſſements, 

Tothe ending father. 


Emer Warwicke, 


Now where 1s he, that will not ſtay ſo long, ' 
Till his friend ſickenefle hath derermin'd me? | 
War. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Roome, 
Waſhing with kindly Teares his gentle Cheekes, 
With tuch a deepe demeanure, in great ſorrow, 
That Ty , Which never quafft but blood, 
Would (by beholdiog hia:) have waſh''d his Knife 
Withgentle eye-drops. He is comming hither. 
King. But wheretote did he take away the Crowne ? 
| Enter Prince Henry, 
Loe, where he comes. Come hither rome ( Harry,) 
TR = Chamber, leave us heere alones Ex#t. | 
rs. Hen. I never thought to heare you ſpeake againe- 
King. Thy wiſh was father (Hery) to + ogra ; 
I ſtay roo long by thee, I weary thee. | 
Do'ſtthou 1o hunger for my empry Chayre, 
That thou wilt needes inveſt thee with mine Honors, 
Be fore thy bowre be ripe ? O fooliſh youth! 
Thou ſeck'{ the Grearneſle, that will over-whelme thee 
Stay but alittle ; for my Cloud of Dignity 
Is held from falling, with ſo weake a winde, 
Thar it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme. 
Thou haſt ſtolne that, which after ſome few howres 
> = 5 offence : and at my dearh 
my expeQation, 
Thy life did manifeſt ehou lov'dſt me not, 
— have = dycaſſur'd of it. 
T dt a thouſand Daggers in 
Which thou haſt whetted enthy w- heart, ; 
To ſtabbe at halfe an bowre of my li 
W hat? canſt thou not forbeare me halfe an bowre ? 


- 
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Then get thee gone, and digge my gravethy ſelte, 
And bid the merry Bels ring to thy carc 
That thou art Crowned, notthat I am dead, 
Let all the Teares, that ſhould bedew my Hearſe 
Be drops of Balme, to {anRifie thy head : 
Onely componnd me with forgocten duſt; 
Give that, which gave thee life, unto the Wormes : 
Plucke downe my Othcers, breake my Decrees ; 
For now a time is come, to mocke at forme. 
Henry the fift is Crown'd : Vp Vanity, _ 
Downe Royall State : All you ſage Counſailors, hence : 
And tothe Engliſh Court, aſſernble now 
From ev'ry Region, Apes of Idlenelle. 
Now neighbor-Sontines, purge you of your Scum ; 
Have you a Ruitian that will tweare ? drinke ? dance ? 
Revell the night? Rob ? Murder ? and commit 
The oldeſt fines, the neweſt kind of wayes ? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more : | 
E , ſhall double gill'd, histrebble guilt. 
England, ſhall give him Oilice, Honor, Might : 
For the Fift Harry, from cur'd Licenſe pluckes 
The muzzle of Reſtraint, and the wild Dogge 
Shall ficſh his rooth in ea & nnocent. 
O my poore Kingdome ((icke, with civill blowes) 
Whenthat my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, 
Whar wile thou doe, when Ryot is thy Care ? 
O, thou wile be a Wildernefle againe, 
Peopled with Wolves (thy old Inhabitants, 

Prin. O pardon me (my Licge) 
But for my Tearcs, 
The moſt lmpediments unto my Speech, 
I had fore-ſtall'd this deere, and deepe Rebuke, 
Ere you (with grecfe) had ſpoke, and 1 had heard 
Thecourtc of it ſo farre. There is your Crowne, 
And he that weares the Crowne unmortally, 
Lovg guard it yours: If Iaftect it more, 
Thenas your Honour, and as your Renowne, 
Let me no more from this Obedience riſe, 
Which my moſt true, and inwardduteous ſpirit 
Teacheth this proſtrate, and exteriour bending. 
Heaven witnefſe with me, when I heere came in, 
And found no coarſe of breath within your Majeſty, 
How cold it ſtrooke my heart. 1f I doe faine, 
Olet me, in my preſent wildenefſe, dye, 
And never live, toſhew th'incredulous World, 
The Noble change that I have purpoled. 
Comming to looke on you, thinking youdcad, 
(And deadalmoſt (my Liege) tothinke you were) 
[ ſpake unto the Crowne (as having lene) 
And thus upbraided it. The Care on thee depending, 
Hath fed upon the body of my Father, 
Therefore, thou beit of Gold, art worſt of Gold. 
Other, leſſe fine in Charract, is more precious, 
Preſerving life, in Med'cine potable : 
But thou, moſt Fine, moſt Honour'd, moſt Renown'd, 
Haſtcate the Bearer ups 
Thus (my Royall Liege) 
Acculing it, I put it on my Head, 


 Totry withit (as withan Enemy, 


That had before my face murdred my father) 
The Quarrell of a true inheritor, 

But if ir did infet my blood with joy, 

Or ſwell my T toany ſtraine of Pride, 
lf any Rebell, or vainefſpicitof mine, 

Did, with the leaſt Aﬀection of a Welcome, 


| Give entertainment to the might of it, 


Let heaven, for ever, kcepe it from my head, 
And make me, as the pooreſt Vaſlaile is, 
That doth with awe, and terror kneele to it. 
King. O my Sonne | 
Heaven pur it 1inthy mind to take it hence, 
That thou might'tt joyne the more, thy Fathers love, 
Pleading fo wiſely, 1n excuſe of its 
Come hither Harry ,fit thou by my bed, 
And heare(lI thinke, the very late(t Counſcll 
That ever 1 ſhall breath : Heaven knowes, ary Sonne) 
By what by-pathes, and indirect crook'd-wayes 
I met this Crowne : and I my iclfe know well 
How troubleſome it fate upon my head. 
To thee, it ſhall deſcend with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation : 
For allthe ſoyle of the Atchicvement goes 
With me, into the Earth. Ir fcem'd in me, 
But asan Honor ſnatch'd with boy(t'rous hand, 
And 1 had many living, to upbraid 
My gaine of it, by their Aſſiſtances, 
_ Gayly ary to a Quarrell, and to Blood-ſhed, 
oundt Ig v. Peace. ; 
All thcſe Pol ny 
Thou ſceſt (with perrill) I have anſwered : 
For all my Reigne, hath beene bur asa Sczne 
Acting that argument. And now my death 
sthe Moode ; For what in me, was purchas'd, 
Falles upon thee, in a more Fayrer fort. 
Sothou, the Garland wear'ſt tucceſſiuely, 
Yer, though thou ſtand'ſt more ſure, then I could doe, 
Thou art not firme cnough, ſince griefesare greene : 
And all thy Friends, whichthou muſt make thy friends 
Have but their ſtings,and teeth, newly taken out, 
Ip ac _ working, I was firſt advanc'd, 
ywhole power, I well might! a Feare 
OSnT aan 
I cut them of: and had a e now 
Toleade out many to the Holy Land ; 
Lealt reſt, and lying ſtill, might make them looke 
Tooncere unto my State. 
Theretore (my Harry) 
Be it thy courte robatic giddy Mindes 
With Forraigne Quarrels : that Afton hence borneour, 
May walte the memory of the former dayes. 
More would |, but my Lungs ace waſted to, 
Thar ſtrength of Speech is utterly deni'd me. 
How I came by the Crowne, O heaven torgive : 
And grant it may, withthee, in true peace live. 
Prin, My gracious Liege ; 
You wonne it zwore it, kept it, gave it me, 
Then plaineand right muſt my poſſeſlion be; 
Which I, with more, then witha Commonpaine, 
'Gaint all the World, will rightfully mainraine- 


Enter Lord Iobn of Lancaſter, 
andWarmicke. 


King. Looke, looke, 
Heere comes my Jobn of Lancaſter : 
Tobm, Health, Peace, and Happineſle, 
Tomy _— Father: 


| But health (alacke) with) wings is flowne 
From this bare, wither'd Trunke. Vpon thy light 


My worldly bulineſſe makes a period. 
Where 


—_———— 
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Thbe ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


\here is my Lord of Warwicke ? 
Prim. My Lord of Warwicke. 

Kg. Dorh any name particular, belong _ 
Varo the Lodging, where firſt did ſwoon'd ? 
tar. 'Tis call'd lernſalem, my Noble Lord. 

Kin. Laud be to heaven ; 
Even there my life muſt end. 
[t hath beene propheſi'de ro me many yeares, 
i ſhould not Fe but in [eraſalew : 
\W hich (vaincly) I ſuppos'd the Holy-Land. 
But beare me to that Chamber, there Ile lyc : 


inthat /ernſalem, ſhall Harry dye. F xevunt. 
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Enter Shallow, Sulenct, Faltafſe, Bardolfe, 
Page, and Davy. 


Shal. By Cockeand Pc, you ſha'l notaway to night. 
W hat Davy, I ſay. 

Fal. You muit excuſe me, Maſter Robert Shallow, 
Shal. 1 villnotexculc you : you ſhallnot be excuſed, 
Excuſes ſhall notbe admitted ; there 1s no excule ſhall 
ſerve : you ſhallnotte cxcug'd. 

Why Davy. 
Davy. Heere (ir, 
Shal. Davy, Davy,Davy,let me ſee (Davy )let me ſee: 
Wilkam Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir Jobn, you ſhall 
not be excus'd. 
Davy. Marry fir , thus : thoſe Precepts cannot bee 
ſerv'd : and againe fir, ſhall we ſowe the head-land with 
W heate? 
Shal. W ith r:d Wheate Daty. But for William Cooke: 
are there no youg Pigeons ? 
Davy. Y ce Sir. * 
Heerc is no'v the Emithes note, for Shooing, 
And Plough-Irons. 

Shal. Letitbe caſt, and payde : Sir Job», you ſhall 
not be excul'. 

Davy. Sir, anew linketothe Bucket muſt needes be 
had : And Sir, doe you meanc to (toppe any of Williams 
Wages, about the Sacke he lolt the other day,at Hinckley 
Fayre ? 

Shal, He ſhall anſwer 1t : 

Some Pigeons Davy, a couple of thort-legg'd Hennes : a 
joyntof Mutton, aad any pretry little tine Kickſhawes, 
rell Piliam Cooke. 

Davy. Doth the man of Warre, ſtay all night ſir ? 

Shal. Yes Davy; 


{ I will uſe him well. A friend i'th Court, is better then a 


penny in purſe. Vſc his men well Davy, for they arc ar- 
rant Knaves,and will backe-bate. 

Davy. No worſe then they are bitten, fir: For they 
have marvellousfowle linnen. 

Shal. Well conceited Davy : about thy Buſlineſle, 
Davy. 

Davy. I beſeech you fir, 
To countenance 1illzam Uſer of Woncer, 2gainſt Cle- 
ment Perkes of the hill. 

Shal. There are many Complaints Davy, againſt that 
Us/or, that Usſor is ag arrant Knaye, on my knows- 
ledge. 


5 


CA 


Davy. Igraunt your Worſhip,that he is a knave Sir; 


isable to ſpeake for himſclte,when a Knave 18 not. I have 
ſerv'd your Worſhip truely (ir, theſe eight yeeres : and 
if I cannot once or twice in a Quarter beare out a knave, 
againſt an honeſt man,T have but a very little credite with 
your \Worſhip. The Knaveis mine honeſt Friend Sir, 
therefore I beſcech your Worſhip, let him be Counte- 
nanc'd, 

Shal. Goe too, 

T fay he ſhall have no wrong: Looke about Davy. 
W here are you Sir /obw? Come, oft with your Boots, 
Give me your hand Maſter Pa dolfe. 

Bard. | am glad to ice your Worſhip. 

Shal. Ithanke thee, with all my heart, kind Maſter 
Bardolfe : and welcome my tall Fellow : 

Come Sir /oby. 

Faſft. Ile follow you, good Maſter Robert Shatow, 
Bardelfe, looke to our Horſes. It I were ſaw'de into 
Quantities, I ſhould make foure dozen of ſuch bearded 
Hermites ſtaves, as Maſter Shafow. It is a wonderfull 
thingroſce the ſemblable Coherence of his mens ſpirits, 
and his:They,by obſerving of him ,doe beare themſelves 

like fooliſh Iuſtices ; He, by converfing with them, 18 
turn'd intoa Iuſtice-like Servingman. Their ſpirits are 
{o married in Conjuntion, with the participationof $0- 
ciety, that they flocke together in conſent, like fo ma- 
ny-Wilde-Gecſe. If I bad a ſuite to Maſter Shallow, 1 
would humour his men, with the impuration of being 
neere their Maſter, }f to his Men, I would curry with 
Maſter Shafow, that no man could better command his 
Servants. It is Ccrtaine, that cither wile bearing, or ig- 
norant Carriage is caught, as men take diſeaſes, one of 
another : therefore, let men take heede of their Comp#- 
ny. I will deviſe matter enough out of this Shallow, to 
k.cepe Prince Harry in cominuall Laughter, the wearing 
out of {ix Faſhions ( which is foure Tearmes) or two Ac- 
tions, and he ſhall laugh with /ntervallums. O it is much 
that a Lye (with a flight Oath) and a jeſt (with a fad 
brow) will doe, with a Fellow, that never had the Ache 
in his ſheulders. O you ſhallſce him laugh, till his Face 
be like a wet Cloake, ill laid vp. 

Sha. Sir lohn, 

Faift, I come Maſter Shallow, I come Maſter Shafiow. 

Exeunt. 


—— —— 
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Emer the Earle of Warwicke, and the Lord 
Chuefe Inſtice, 


away ? 
( %ei. Iuſt. How doththe King ? 
War. Excecding well : his Carcs 
Are now, all 
Ches, Inft. I , not dead. 
War. He's walk'd the way of Nature, 
And to our purpoſes, he lives no more, . 
Chei. Inſt. 1 would his Majeſty had call'd me with hi) 
The ſervice, that I truely did his life. 


| Hath lefrme open toall injuries. 


—_ 


_ A—_—_ 


war, How now, my Lord Chicfe Iuſtice, whither | 


Bur yet heaven torbid Sir, but a Knave ſhould have ſome 
Countenance,at his Friends requeſt. An honelt man fir, 


| 
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Wer. Indeed I thinke the yong King loves you not. 
(hes. luſt .1 know he dot nor, doc armc my (cltc 
To welcome the condition of the Time, 
Which caano! looke more hideouſly upon mc, 
Theo 1 have dravwne it in my tantalic. 


Enter Iohn of Lancaſter, Gloneefler, 


| and ( larence. 


War. Heere come the heav rp of dead Harry : 
O, that the living Harry had the remper 
Of him, the worit of thele three Gentlemen : 
How many Nobles then, ſhould hold their places, 
That mult ſtrike faile, to Spirits of vilde fort ? 
Chis. Init. Alas, I feare, all will be over-turn'd. 
lon, Good morrow Coſin Warwicks, good morrow- 
Glo, Clar, Good morrow, Colin. 
lobu, We mect , like men, that had forgot to ſpeake. 
War. We doc remember : but our Argument | 
[sall t x0 heavy, to admit much talke. (heavy . 
lokn, Well : Peace be with him, that hath made us 
Ches. Iuſt. Peace be with us, leaſt we be heavier. 
Glow. O, good my Lord, you have loit a friend indced: 
And I dare ſweare, you borrow not thar face 
Ot ſeeming (orrow, it is ſure your owneg 
John. Though no man be aflur'd what grace to find, 
You ſtand in coldeſt cxpeRatiou. 
| am the ſorricr, would 'twere otherwiſe. 
{la, Well,you muſt now ſpeake Sir /obn Falttoffe tare, 
W hich (wimmes againſt your ſtreame of Quality. 


Led by th'Imperiall Conduct of my Soule, 

And never ſhall you ſee, that I wili begge 

A ragged, and tore-ſtall'd Remiſſion. 

It Troth, and upright Innocency fate me, 

letothe King (my Maſter)that 1s dead, 

And tell him, who hath fcnt meatter him. 
#ar. Heere comes the Prince. 


Emer Prince Hem y. 


Ch. Inft.Good morrow: and heavenſave your Majeſty 
Prin. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Majelty, 
| Sitsnot ſocalie on me, as you thinke. 
Brothers, you mixc your Sadnefle with ſome Feare ; 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh Court : 
Not Ammurab, an Ammabiiccecds, 
| But Harry, Harry: Yet be {ad ( good Brothers ) 
| For(to ſpcake truth) it very well becomes you * 
| Sorrow, fo Royally in you appcares, 
| Thar I willdcepely pur the faſhion on, 
And weare itn my heart. Why then be (ad, 
But entertaine no more of it (good brothers) 
Then a joynt burthen, laid upon us all. 
For me, by Heaven (1 bid youte aflur'd) 
llebe your Father, and your Bracher too: 
| Let me but beare your Love, le beare your Cares ; 
Put weepe that Tarry's dead, and {o will I, 


But Flarry 1;v cs, chat (hall convert thoſe Teares 
| By number, into how: es of Happineſle. 
lehn, Ec, Wet PE 1O other trom your Majeſty. 


Prin. Youalllocke {trangely on me z and you moſt, 
| You are (I thinke affur'd, ITlove younot. 
Chei. 1u#t. 1 amaflur'd (if 1 be meaſur'd rightly) 
| Your Majeſty hath no juſt cauſeto hate me. 
; Pri,No? How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 
' Sogreat Indignitics you laid upon me? 


Chei. Init. Sweet Princes :what I did, I did in Honor, 


——_ 


What? Rate ? Rebuke? and roughly ſend to Priſon 
Thiunmediate Heire of England 2 Was this calie ? 
May this be waſh'd in Letbe, and forgotten ? 
_ Ches. 1nit, 1 then did uſethe Perſon of your Father ; 
| The Image ot his power, lay then in me, 
| And inth'admimitrationot his Law, 
\Winles I was bufie for the Commonwealth, 
Your Highnefle p!cated ro forper my place, 
The Majeſty, and power of Law, and [uſtice, 
The Image ot the King, whom | preſented, 
And {trooke me inmy very Scate of Indgement: 
Whereon (as an Offerder to your Father) 
| gavebold way to my Authority, 
; And did commit you, It the deed were ill. 
Pe you contented , wearing now the Garland, 
To have aSonne, fet ycur Decrees at raughy ? 
To plucke downe Tultice from your awetull Bench? 
Totrip the courſe of Law, and bluntthe Sword 
That guards the peace, and fafery of your Perſon? 
Nay more, to {purne at your moft Royall Image, 
And mocke your workings, in a Second body ? 
| Queſtion your Royali Thoughts, make the caſe yours : 
Be now the |-ather, and propoſe a Sonne 3 
Heare your ou ne dignity fo much prophan'd, 
See your moſt dreadtull Lawes, fo loocly {lighted ; 
Behold your ſelfe, fo by a ſonne'difdained : 
Aud then imagine me, taking you part, 
And in your power, tott ſilencing your Sonne : 
Atter this cold confiderance, ſcutence me ; 
And,as youarea King, ſpeake in your State, 
What have tonne misbecame my place, 
My perſon, or my LiegesSoveraignty. 
Prin. You areright Iuſtice, and you weighthis we |] 
Therefore ſtill beare the Ballance, ard the Sword : 
| And I doe wiſh your Honors may encreaſe, 
| Till youdoe live, to {ce a Sonne of mine 
| Otfend you, and obey you, as I did. 
So ſhall 1 live, to ſpeake my Fathers words : 
Happyam I, that have a man 10 bold, 
That dares doe Iuſtice, on my proper ſonne ; 
And no lefle happy, having ſuch a Sonne, 
That would deliver up his Greatneſle fo, 
Into the hands of Iuſtice, Youdid commit me : 
For which, 1doe comm: into your hand, 
Th' unſtained Sword that you have us'd tobeare : 
With this Remembrance; That you ufc the lame 
With the like bold, jult, andimpartiall ſpirir 
As you have done 'gainft me, There is my hand, 
You ſhall be as a Father, ro my Youth : 
My voyce ſhall found, as youdoe prompt mine eare, 
AndI will ſtoope, and humblemy intents, 
To your well-practts'd, wife DireQions., 
inces all , beleeve me, I befeech you : 
My father is gone wilde into his Grave, 
(For in his Tombe, lye my AﬀeRtions ) 
And with his Spirits, fadly I ſurvive, 
To mocke the expeQation of the World : 
To fruſtrate Propheſics, andto race out 
Rotren opinion, who hath writ me downe 
After my ſeeming. The Tide of Blood in me, 
Hath prewdly flow'd in Vanity, till now, 
Now doth it turne, andebbe backe tothe Ses, 
Where it ſhall mingle with the ſtate of foods, 
And flow henceforth in formall Majeſty. 
Now call we our High Courr of Parliamerg, 
And let us choofe ſuch Limbes of Noble Connlaile, 
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As things acquainted and familiar to us, 

In which you (father)ſhall have formolt hand, 

Our Coronation done, we willaccite 

(AsT before remembred) all our State, 

And heaven (conligning to my good intents ) 

No Prince, nor Peere, ſhall have jult caule tofay, 
Heaven ſhorten Harries happy life, oneday. =Exvewrn, 


— — 
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Scena Tertia, 
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Em Falitaffe, Shallow, Suence, Bar dolte, 
Pave, and Fiſtoll. 


Ska, Nay; you ſhall ſce mine Orchard whiere, in an 
Arbor we will eatca laſt yeres Pippin of my owne grat- 
fing, with a diſh of Carrawayes, and ſo forth : Come 
colin Silence, and thento bed. 

Falft. You lave hcerc a goodly dwelling, and arich. 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren : Beggersall,beggers all 
Sir Jobn ; Marty, good ayre. Spread Davy, (pread Davy: 
Well ſaid Davy. 

Palit. This Davy \erves you for good uſes; he is your 
Servingman, and your Husband. 

Shal. A good Varlct, a good Varlet, a very good Var- 


let, Sir John: I havedrunke too much Sacke at Supper. | 


' thing,and 


| 
| 
| 


{ How now Piſtoll 2 


' 


—— - 


| 
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A good Varlet. Now fit downe,now firdownc-: Come | 


Colin, 

Si. A firra (quoth-a) we ſhall doe notinng but eate, 
and make good cheere, and praiſe heaven for the merry 
yeere: when feſh is cheape, and Females deerc,and luſty 
Lads rome hcerc, and there ; 10 merrily,andever among 
{omerrily. 

Falit. There's a merry heart, good Maſter Silence, Tie 
give you hcaith tor that anon. 

Shel. Good Mailer Bardolfe: fome wine, Davy, 

Davy. Sweet (ir, (it ; liebe with you anon: moſt ſweet 
fir, fit. Maſter Page, good Maſter Page, fit: Proface. 
What you want in mearte, we'll have indrinke : but you 
beare, the heart's all. 


Shal. Be merry Maſter Bardelfe, and my little Souldior | 


there, be merry. 

Site, Be merry, be merry, my wife ha's all. 
For womenare Shrewes, both ſhort; and tall : 
'Tis merry in Hall, when Beards waggeall ; 
And welcome mcrry Shrovetide. Bc merry, bc merry. 

Falit. 1did not thinke Maiicr Silence Had beene a man 
of this Merz: 

Sil. Who 1*I Eiwwcbeene merry twice and once, erc 

now. 

Davy, There 15a diſh of Lether-coatsfor vou 

Shal. Davy. 

Dav. Your Worſhip : Ile be with you ſtraight. A 
cup of Wine, (ir ? 

$i. A Cupof Wine,that's briske and fine, and drink: 
unto the Leman mine : and a merry heart lives long-a. 


| Then Piſtolllay thy head ia Furics lappe. | 
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Shal. Honclt Berdolfe ,welcome : If thou want'ſt any | 
wilt not call, beſhrew thy heart. Welcome my 
little tyne theefe ,and welcome indeed too : Te drinke to 
Maſter B , and to all the Cavileroes about London, 
_ I hopeto ſee London, once creI dye, 
Bard, If I might ſee youthere, Davy. 
Shat. You'll cracke a quart together? Ha, will you not 
Maſter Bardelfe? 
Far. YesSir, ina pottle pot. 
Shat. I thanke thee : the knave will ſticke by thee, | 
can aſſure thee that. He will not out, he is true bred. 
Bard. And Ile ſticke by him, fir. | 
Sha. Why there ſpoke a _— nothing ,be merry, | 
| 
| 


, Who's at doore there : who knockes? 

Faiſt. Why now you have done me right. 

$4. Doe me right, and dub nie Knight, Sawingo, I;'t 
not fo 

Fal. 'Tis fo. 

Sil. 1s%t> Why thenſay an old man can doe ſomewhat, 

Das. It it pleaſe your Worſhip, there's one PuFtull 
come trom the Court with newes- 

Falit, Frem the Court ? Let him come in, 


F nter Pittoll, 


Pit, Sir Jobn, fave youſir. 

Falft, What winde blew you bither, Pitoll? 

Pi. Not the ill winde which blowes none to good, 
i{weet Knight : Thou art now one of the greateſt men in 
the Realme, 

Ss. Indeed, 1 thinke he be, but Goodman Pufe of 
Barſon. 

Pit, Puffe? puffe in thy recth, molt recreant Coward 
baſe. Sir /-bx, I am thy Piſtoil, and thy friend : helter 
$kelter have 1 rode to thee, and tydings doe I bring, and 
lucky joyes, and golden Times, and happy Newes of 
price, 

Fat. I prethee now deliver them, like a man of this 
World. 

Pift. A tootra for the World, and Worlings baſe, 

I ſpeake of Africa, and Golden loyes. | 

Fal. O baſe Aſſyrian Knight, what 1s thy newes? {| 
Let King (ovitha know the truththereot. 

$i. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and Jobn. 

Pift. Shall dunghill Curres confront the Heſton: ? 
And ſhall goodnewes be baftcl'd ? 


Shal. Honeit Gentleman, 
I know not your breeding 

Pit. Why then Lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, Sir, . 
If ir, you come with newes from the Court, I rake ut, 
there 1sbut two wayes, cither to utter theg, or tocon- 
ccale them. I am Sir, under che King, in ſome Authority» | 

Psft. Vncer which King ? | 
Bezamian, (feake, or dye. 
Shat. Vndcr King Harry. 

Pitt. Harry the Fourth ?or Fitte | 

Sha. Harry the Fourth. | 

P4#. A footra for thine Othce. | 


Falt, Well ſaid, Maiter Sifexce, Sir /obm, thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 

Sile. Tf we ſhall be merry, now comes inthe ſwertof | Herry the Fift'sthe man, 1 ſpeake thetruth. | 
| the night. | | When Piſtolllycs, doe this, and figge-me, like 

Falff, Health, and long life to you, Maſter Slence. | The bragging Spaniard. has | 
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Fal. What, is the old King dead ? 
# Asnaile in doore- 1 

The things I ſpeake, are ju : 

Fl. po Bardolpb, Saddle my Borie, | 
Maſter Robert Shallow, chooſe what Ortice thou wile 
In the Land, *tisthine. P3ſto/, I will double charge thee 
With Dignitics- 

Bad. O j yfullday: 
I would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. 

Pi. What?Ido bring good newes- 


Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortunes Steward, 
Get on thy Bootes, wee'l ride all night. Oh ſweet Piltoll: 
Away Bardoſfe : Come Piltoll, utrer more to mce ; and 
withall deviſe ſomething ro doe thy ſelfe good. Boote, 
boote Maſter Sballow, I know the King is ſicke for 
mee. Let ustake any mans Horfles: Lawes of Eng- 
land arc at my command'ment. Happic arethey , which 
have beene my Friends : and woe unto my Lord Chictc 
Iuſtice. 
7ift. Let Vultures vil'de ſcize on his Lungs allo : 

Whereis the life that late I led, ſay they ? 

Why heere it is, welcome thoſe pleafarit dayes. Exexnt. 


— 


Scana Quarta. 


a 


Enter Hojteſſe QLnichly, Dol Teare-ſpeete, 
and Zeadles. 


Holt:ſe. No, thou arrantknave: I would I might dye, 
that I might have thee hang d : Thou haſt drawne my 
ſhoulder out of joynt. | 

OF. The Conſtables have deliver'd her over to mee : 
and (hee ſhall have Whipping cheere cnough, I warrant 
- There hath-beene a man or two (lately) kill'd about 


Dol+ Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lyc : Come on, Ile 
tell chee what, thou damn'd Tripe-viſag'd Raſcall, if the 
Childe I now go with, do miſcarrie, thou had*(t better 
_ had'ſt trooke thy Mother , thou Paper-fac'd Vil- 
ine. 

Hoſt. O that Sir John were come , hee would make 
thisa bloody day to ſome body. But I would the Fruite 
of her Wombe might miſcarry. 

Officer, It it doe, you ſhall have a dozen of Cuſhions 
againe, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you 
both go with me: forthe man is dead, that youand Pi- 
ſtoll beate among you. 

Del. lle tell thee what, thon thin man in aCenſor ; 1 
will have you as ſoundly ſwindg'd for this , you blew- 
Bottel'd Rogue : you filthy faml(h'd CorreRioner,if you 
| benot ſwing'd liz forſweare halfe Kirtles. | 

OF. Come, come, you ſhce-Knighrt-arrant,come. 

Ho#t.O, that right ſhould thus o're come might. Well 
of ſufferance, comes eaſe. 
| Dot. Come you Rogue, come : 

' Bring me to a Iuftice, 
| Hot, Yes, come you ſtarv'd Blood-hound. 
; Dol, Goodman death, goodman Bones, 
Hot. Thou Anatomy, thou. 
Dol.Come you thinne Thing : 
Come you Raſcall. 
Of. Very well. 


E xewnt, 


Fal. Carrie Maſter Swenceto bed : Maſter Shallow, my | 


| ther by mesſt Mcchanicaliand durty hand. Rowze upp 
or 


| man. 


Scana (unta. 


_— — > —_ 
— ——_ - 


% 
Enter two Groomey, 
1.Groo, More Ruſhes, more Ruſhes, 
2.Groo, The Trumpets have founded twice. | 
1. Groo. It will be two of the Clocke, ere they<come | 
frow the Coronation. Exit Gros, 


Enter Falſt affe Shallow, Pifloll, Bardolfe,and P age. 


Falfteffe. Stand heere by me, M- Robert Shallow, I will 
makethe King do you Grace. 1willleere upon him, as 
he comes by : and do but marke the countenance that he 
will give me. 

Piſtol. Bleiſe thy Lungs, good Knight. 

Fai. Come heere Piffol, ſtand behund me. O if I had 
had timeto have made new Liveries, I would have be- 
{towed the thouſand pound I borrrwed of you, But * is 
no matter, this poore ſhew doth better: this doth interre 
the zeale I had to fee him. 

Shal. It doth fo. 

Faift. It ſhewes my earneſtneſſe in affection; 

Piff. It doth fo. 

Fal. My devotion, 

Pi. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. Asit were, to ride Jay and night, 

And not rodcliberate, noc toremember, 
Not to have patience to ſhift mc» 

Shat. It is moſt certaine. 

Fal. But to ſtand (tained with Travaile,, and fiveating 
with defire to ſee Lim, thinking of nothing elſe , purting | 
all aftayres in oblivion, as it there were nothing elle to be | 
done, but toſce him, 

Pift, Tis ſemper sdem i for 4b/que hoc mbil eft. 'Tis all 
nevery part. 
Shal. *Tisſo indeed. 

Pit. My Knight, 1 will enflame thy Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. 1hy Doland Helen of th y noble thoughts 
is in baſe Durance , and contagious priton : Hall'd this 


Revenge from Ebon den , with fell AleRto's Snake , 
Dol is 1n. Piſtol, ſpeakes nought but troth. 

Fad. | will deliver her. 

Piftel. There roard the Sca : and Trumpet Clangour 
ſounds. h 


The WO Enter King Henri the 
Fift, Brothers, Lord Chuefe 
Inſtice. 


FFF. Save thy Grace, King Hal, my Rojall Hal. 
Pit. The heavens thee guard, and keepe , moſt royall 
Impe ot Fame. 
Pal. 'Savethee my ſweet Boy. 
King. My Lord Chicte jultice , {pcake to that vaine 


Ch.Inft. Have you your wits? 
Know you what 'tis you ſpeake ? 
Fai. My King, my Iove; I ſpeaketo thee, my heart. 
King. 1 know thee not, old man : Fall totby Prayers : 
How ull white haires become a Foole, and Teſter ? 


| 


I ae: I have 


———_— 


SS re 


T he ſecond Part of King Henry the Fourth. 


—— — 


—_ — O— 


I have long dream'd of ſuch a kinde of man, 

So {urfeit-ſwell'd, ſo old, and ſo prophane ; 

But being awake, I dodelpiſe my dreame. 

Makelefſe thy body (hence) 2nd more thy Grace, 

Leavegourmandizing ; Know the Grave doth gape 

For thee, thrice wider then tor other men. 

Reply not to me, with a Foole-borne leſt, ' 

Preſume not, that I am thething I was, 

For heaven doth know (fo ſhall the world perceive) 

ThatlI have turn'd away my tormer Selte, 

So will Ithoſe that kept me Companie. 

When thou doſt heare I am, as I have bin, 

Approach me, and rhou ſhalt beas thou was't 

The Tutor aud the Feeder of my Riots : 

Till then, I baniſh thec, on paine of death, 

AsI havedonethe rett of my Miſleaders, 

Not to come neere our Perton, by ten mile, 

For competence of lite, I will allow you, 

That lacke of meanes enforce you notto evill; 

And as we hcare you do redeeme your ſelves, 

We will according to your ſtrength, and qualities, 

Giue you advancement. Be it your charge (my Lord) 

To ſec perform'd the tenuye of our word. Set on. 
Exu K mg. 

Fal. Maſter Shallow, 1 owe you a thouſand pound. 

Sbal. I marry Sir /ob», wliichI beſcech you toler mee 
have home with me. 

Fal. That can hardly be, M. Shalow,do not you grieve 
at this : I all be ſent for un privateto him : Looke you, 
he muſt ſeeme thus to the world : feare not your advance= 
ment : I will be the man yer, that ſhall make you grea:. 


— 


OO  _OO——_ — — - OR WS _R—RG@0O8W0Woo — — 


| 


| 


— _ —— — 


Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unlefſe you ſhould 
give me your Dublct, aud {tuffe mee out with Straw, 1 
belecch you, goood fir /ohn, let me have five hundred of 
mythouland, 

Fal, Sir, I will be as good as my word. This that you 
heard, was but acolour. 

Shall. A colour 1 feare, that you will dye in, Sir lohs, 

Fal. Fcare nocolours, go with me to dinner : 


; Come Licarcnant Piſtol, come Bardelfe, 


I ſhall be ſent for ſoone at night. 

Ch. luſt. Go carry Sir lob Falftaffetothe Fleete, 
Take all his company along with hun. 

Fal. My Lord,my Lord. 

Ch.Tuft, 1 cannot now ſpeake, I will hearc you ſoone 
Takethem away. 

Piſt. Si fortuna me tormento,ſþera me contents, 

| Exit. Manet Lancailer and Chiefe Inftice, 
John. I like this faire procceding of the Kings , 


| He hathintent his wonted Followers 


— 


| Come, will you hence? 


| Shall be very well provided for : 


But are baniſh, till their converſations 
Apcare more wiſc, and modeſt inthe world. 
Ch.I»#F. And ſothey are. 
Tohn. The King hath call'd hs Parliament, 
My Lord. 
Ch.luft, He hath, 
Ichn. 1 will lay oddes, that cre this yeere expire, 
We bcarc our Civil Swords, and Native hre 
As farrc as France. I hcard a Bird fo ſing, 
Whoſe Muſicke (to my thinking) pleas'd the King. 
Exeun, 


FJNJS: 


EPILOGVE. 


| 7 RS F my Feare : then , myC urtefit : laſt, my Speech. 
BI] My Feare , is your Diipleaſure : My Curteſie , my Dutie : 
KC ||. 4nd my ſpeech, to Beg ge your Pardons. 7f you looke for a 
Wt good ſpeech noÞ , you undoe me : I'or what Iharve toſay , is 
"FI lof mine owne making: and what (indeed) 7 ſhould ſay , will 
ll ( 7 doubt) proorue mine owne marring. But to the Purpoſe, 
= 7nd fo to the Venture. Bee it knowne to you (as it is very 
well) 7 was lately heere inthe end of a diſÞleaſing Play , topray your Patience for 
it, and to promiſe youa Better : F did meane (indeede ) to pay you with this, which | 
if (like an ill Venture) it come unluckily home , F breake ; and you , my gentle Cres 
ditors loſe. Heere Ipromiſt you f would bee, and beere I commit my Boaie to your 
Mercies : Bate me ſome,and will pay you ſome, and ( as moſt Debtors de ) promiſe 
you infinitely, 

If my Tongue canmt entreate you to acquit me * Will you command mee to uſe | 
my Leg ges? And yet that were but light payment, to Dance out of your debt : But 
a good ( onſcience, will make any poſsible ſacisfaFtion, and ſo will J. All the Gens 
tlewomen here, have forgotten me, if the Genilewomen will not , then the Gentlemen | 
doe not agree with the Gentlewomen , which was never ſeene before , in ſurh an Aſ- 
embly. 

_ word more, I beſeech you : if you be not too much cloid with Fat Meate , our 

humble Author will continue the ſtory (with Sir Iohn init) and make youmerry 

with ſaire Katherine of France : where ( for any thing 7 know ) Falitaffe ſhall 
dye of a ſweat , unleſſe already be bee kill'd with your bard Opiuons: For Old-Caftle 
dyed a martyr , and this is not the man. My T ongue #s wear1e, when my Legs are too, 
will bid you good night ; and ſo kneele downe before you : (But indeed) to pray for 
the Queene, 


VMOV R thePreſentor. 
King 7/-»ry the Fourth, 
Prince Henry afterwards Crowned King Henry the Fift, 


Prince /oby of Lancaſtcr. 

Humphrey of Glouceſter CSonne to Henry the Fourth, and brethrento Hewry the Fift. 

Thomas Of Clarence, 

Northumberland. 

The Arch-Biſhop of Yorke, 

Mowbray. | p 

Haſtings. . Oppoſites againſt King Hewyy the | 

Lord Bardolfe, 4 > 14.try : 'S F F 

Travers. : 

Morton. 

Colevile, ) 

Warwicke. 7 Pointz, L 

Weſtmerland, Falſtafte, 

Surrey, Of the Kings Bardolphe, Irregular 

Gowrc, Parric, Piſtoll. "Humoriſts, 

Harecourr. Pero | 

Lord Chicfeluſtice, | Page, [ 

Shallow. =_—_ Country 

Silence, luſtices 

Davie, Servant to Shallow. Drawers Northumber lands Wife. 

Phang,and Snare,2.Serjeants Bcadles. Percics Widdow. 

Mouldic. Groomes Hoſtelile Quickly. 

Shadow, Doll Teatc-ſhcete, 

Warr, Country Soldiers Epilogue, | 

Feeble. 2 | 

Bullcalte, | 1 
| 
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e Life of Ki 


Enter Prologue. 


"IR 


For a Muſe of Fire, that would aſcend On your imaginarie Forces worke. 
Or: brighteſt Heaven of Invention Sappeſe withes the Girale of theſe Wald 
A Kinodome for 4 Stage, Princes to AQ, Are now confin' d two mightie Monarcher, 
And Monarches to behold the ſwelling Scene. mags, apremcd, cndehuying Pons, 
Then ſhould the Warkke Harry ike homj x | T he perillous narrow Ocean parts aſunder, 
Aſſume the Port of Mars, and as bu heeles Peece out or umper feftions with your thought; : 


(Leaſtt in fake bounds ) ſhowld F amine, Sword, and Fire Intoa thonſand partt devide one Man, 


ronch ſor emplayment, But par den, Gentles all : imaginarie Pmiſſance. | 
In rpc x Spirits, that hark dar'd, Thinks when we talks of Horſes, that you ſe them 
Os thi xnworthy Scaffold, to bring forth | Printing their prowd Hoofes i thi receiving Eavth : 
So great an Obje. Can this Cack-Pis hold For "tis your thoughts that now muſt decks our Kings, 
The vaſtie field of France ? Or may we cramme Carry them bere and there : I umping o re Times ; 
| Within thu Woadden O,, the wery (aiker T wrning th' accompliſhment of m«ny yeeres 
That did affright the Ayre at eAgmeenrt ? Into an Howre-glaſſe : for the which ſupple, 
O pardon : jince a crooked Figure may, Admit me Chorus ts thes Hiſftorie ; 
Artteit in little place a Milbon, | Who Prologue- like, your bumble patience pr ay, 
And let us, Cyphers to this great Accomp? , | Gently to heare, kindly to judge our Play. Exit, 
nw as — — | 
Attus primus. Scana Prima. 
Entor the two Biſhops of Canterbury and Ely. Bitb, (ax. The King is full of grace , and faire re- 
gard. | 
Biſh. Cant. Biſh.Ely. And a true lover of the holy Church. 


CINERSIY Lord, Ile tell you, thar ſelfe Bill is urg'd, Byh.Cazt. T he courſes of his youth promigs'd it not- 
Ka SAW hich in thicleveth yere of 5 laſt Kings rcign | The breath no ſooner left his Fathers body, 
py My bY WV as like, and had indeed againſt us paſt, But that his wildneſle mortify'd 19 him, 


| 


Rag But that the ſcambling and unquiet tune Seem'd to dye too ; yeaat that very moment, 
= Didpuſhir out of Grnker queltion. Conlideration like an Angell came, 

Bsſo. Ely. But how my Lord ſhall we refilt itnow? | And rey Adam out of him ; 
Bi{b.C ant. It muſt be thought on: ifit paſſe againſt us, | Leaving his body as a Paradiſe, 

Welole the better part of our Poſſeſſian :; Tinvelop and containe Celeſtiall Spirits. 

For all the Temporall lands, which men devout Never was ſucha ſodaine Scholler made : 

By Teſtament have given to the Church, Never came Retormation in a Flood, 

Would they (trip from us ; being valu'd thus, With ſuch a heady curcant (cowring taulrs : 

As much as would maintaine, = Kings honor, Nor never Hidr«-hcaded Wiltulnciic 

tull ftifreene Earles, and fifteenc hundred Knights, So ſoone did loſe his Scat ; and all at once; 

| Stx thouſand and two hundred good Efquires : | Asinthis King 

And to reliefe of Lazars, and weake age Bb. Ely. Weare bleſſed inthe Change. 

Ot indigent faint Soules, paſt corporall teyle, Biſb. { ant. Heare him but reaſon in Divinity: 

A hundred Almes-houſes, right well ſupply'd : And all-admiring, with au inward wiſh 

And tothe Coffers of the King beſide, You would dcfire the King were madea Prelate: 

A thouſand pounds by th'ycere. Thus runs the Bill. Heare him debate of Common-wealth Aﬀaires; 
Bo, Ely. This would drinke deepe. You would fay,it hath beenall in ail his ſtudy: 
B4Þ.Cant. 'Twould drinke the Cup and all. Liſt hisdiſcourſe of Warre;and you (hal heare 
B:.Ely. But what prevention? | A fecaretuli Battaule A 9 you in Muſique, in 

3 arne |} 


BE 


— 


| 
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as 
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The Lifeof Hemry the Fit. 


Turne himto any Cauſe of Pollicy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will unlooſe, 

Familiar as his Garter : that when he ſpeakes, 

The Ayre, a Charter'd Libertine, is ſtill, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in mens carcs, 

To ſteale his ſweet and honyed Sentences ; 

So that the Art and Pratique part of Lite, 

Mult be the Milſtreſſe to thus Theorique. 

Which is a wonder how his Grace ſhould gleane it, 
Since his addition was to Courſes vainc, 

His companies unlctter'd, rude, and ſhallow, 

His Houres f1'd up with Ryots, Banquets, Sports ; 
And never noted in him any ſtudie, 

Any retyrement, any ſequeſtration, 

From open Haunts and Popularitic. 

B. Ely.The Strawberry growes underneath the Nettle, 
And holcſome Berrycs thrive and ripen beſt, 
Ncighbour'd by fruit of baſer qualitte : 

And {o the Prince ob{cur'd his Contemplation 
Vader the Veyle of Wildnefle, which ( no doubt) 
Grew like the Summer Grafle, faſteſt by Night, 
Vnſcene, yet creſhue in his taculric. 

B. Cant. It muſt be {o ; for Miracles are ceaſt : 
And therefore we muſt needes aduut the meanes, 
How things areperteted. 

B. Ely. But my good Lord : 

How now for mittigation of this Bill, 
Vrg'd by the Commons? doth his Majeſtic 
Incline toxt,orno ? 

B.Cant, He (eemes indifferent : 

Or rather ſwaying more upon our part, 

Then cheriihing exhibiecrs: _ us 2 

For I have made an offer to his Majeſty, 
Vpon our Spirituall Convocation, 

Andin of Cauſcs now in hand, 

Which 1 have open'd to his Grace at large, 

As touching France,io give a greater Sumime, 
Then ever at one time the Clergie yer 

Didro his Predcceſſors part withall. 

B.FEtz. How did this otter ſceme receiv'd, my Lord? 

B.Cant, With good acceptance of his Majeſtic ; 
Save that there was got time enough to heare, 

As I perceiv'd his Grace would faine haye done, 
The ſeveralls and unhidden paſſages 

Of his true Titles to ſome certaine Dukedomes , 
And generally, tothe Crowne and ſeat of France, 
Deriv'd from Edward, his great Grandfather. 

B.Ely. W hat was th'impediment that broke this off? 

B.(ant. The French Embaſlador upon that inſtant 
Crav'd audicnce ; and the howre I thinke is come, 
Togive him hearing : Is it fourea Clock ? 

B.&fty. Its. 

B.Cant. Then goe we in, to know his Embaſlic ; 
Which I could with a ready gueſle deelare, 

Before the Frenchman ſpeakes a word of it. 


B, Ely. lle waitupon you, and I 


Enter the King, Humfrey, Bedford,Clarence, 
Wa wicke, Wet merland,and Exeter. 
King, W here istny gracious Lordof Canterbury ? 
Exeter. Not here in preſence. 
K ing. Send for __ Vnckle. 
Weitm. Shall we call in th' Ambaſſador, my Liege ? 
Kimng. Not yet, my Couſin ; we would be refolu'd, 
Before we heare him, of ſome things of weight, 
That taske our thoughts, concerning us and France. 


my ——— 


— 


. 


| 


—— 


a 


| Therefore take heed how you impawne 


; Wec 


"—_— <— 


Enter two Biſhops. 


to proceed, 
, thatthey have in France, 
Or ſhould or ſhould not barre us in our Clayme : 
And God forbid, my deere and faithfull Lord, 
Thar you (hould faſhion, wreſt, or bow your reading, 
Or nicely charge your underſtanding Soule, 
With opening Titles miſcreate, whole right 
Sutes not in native colours withthe truth : 
For God doth know, how many now in health, 
Shall drop their blood, in robetion 
Of what your reverence ſhall incite us to. 
. _ mew Perſon, 
ow you awake our ſleeping $S Ware; 
—— the nnncef@ctunke heed : 
For never two ſuch Ki did contend, 
Without much fall of blood, whole guitlefſe drops 
Are every one, a Woe, a ſore Complaint, 
'Gainſt him, whoſe wrong gives edge untothe Swords, 
That makes ſuch wafte in bricte morrtalitic. 
Vnderthis Conjuration, ſpeake my Lord : 
For we will heare, note, and beleeve in heart, 
Thar what you ſpeake, is in your Conſcience waſht, 
As pare as finne with Baptiſme. 
B.Can.Then heare me gracious Soveraign,& you Pcers, 
That owe your ſelves, your lives, and ſervices, 
To this Imperiall Throne. There is no barre 
To make againit your Highneſle Clayme to France, 
But this which t ——_ from Pharamond, 
In terram Salicew Mulicres ne ſuccedant 
No Woman ſhall ſucceed in Sahke Land: 
Which Sa/zhe Land, the French unjuſty gloze 
To be the realme of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this Law, and female Barre. 


| Yettheir owne Authors faithfully athrime, 
' Thatthe Land Sakke is in Germanic, 


— 


Berweene the Flouds of Sala and of Elve : 

Where Cherles the Great having ſubdu'd the Saxons, 
There left behind and ſcrtled certaine French : 
Who holding in diſdaine the German Women, 
For ſome di manners of rheir life, 
Eftabliſhethen this Law ; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Sakke Land ; 

Which Sabke (as I faid) 'twixt Elve and Sala, 

Is atthis day in Germanic, call'd CMeiſen, 

Then doth it well a ,the Salike Law 

Was not deviſcd for the Realme of France : | 
Nor did the French poſleſſe the Sake Land, 
Vntill foure hundred one and twentie yecres 
After defunRtion of King Pharamond, 

Idl d rhe founder of this Law, 

w withinthe yeere of our Redemption, 
Foure hundred twentic fix : and (harkes the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did ſcat the French 


| Beyond the River Sala, in the yeere 
| Eight hondred five. Beſides, their writers ſay, 
i 
id a 


King Pepmn, which depoſed Childerike, 
Did as Heire generall, being deſcended 
Of Blthild, which was hter to Ki 
Make Clayme and Title tothe Crowne 
Hugh ( apet alſo, who uſurpt the Crowne 


Clathaw, 
rance, 


, 
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———— 


Though in puretruth it was 
4 bimſelfe asthy Heiretorh' 


To 


W ho was ſolc Heire tothe V ſurper (pet, 
Could not keepe quiet in his Ts 


Was Lincall of the Lady —_— 
Daughter to (harder che farelai 

By the w 
Was rc-united to the Crowne of France. 
$o, that as cleare as is the Summers Sanne, 
King Pepins Ticle, and Hugh (apets Clayme, 
King Lewes his ſatisfaction, all appeare 

To hold in Right and Title ofthe Female : 
So doe the Kings of France uponthis day. 
Howbeir, they would hold up this 
To barre your Highneſle clayming from the 
And rather chuſe to hidethem ina Net, 


Vii om you and 
Kia May | wich right 
Biſb.{ ant. The finne upon 

Forin the Booke of Numbers is it writ, 

When the man dyes, let the Inheritance 

Deſcend unto the 


Looke backe intoyour mightic 
Goe my dread Lord, to your great 


Whoon the French ground 
Making defeat on the full Power of France: 
| Whules his moſt mighty Father on a Hill 
Sod ſmiling, ro behold his Lyons W help 
Forrage in blood of French Nobilitie. 

O Noblc Engliſh, that could entertaine 


And let anocher halte ſtand laughing by, 
All out of worke, and cold for aRjon. 


| The Blood and 
Runsin your Veioes : and my thri 
Is in the very May-Morne ot his Youth, 

Ripe for Exploites and mighty Enterpriſes. 


. o 


Exe, Your brother Kings and Monarches of the Earth 
Doe all expeR, that you ſhould rowſe your (clic, 


As did the former Lyons of your Blood. 


Had Nobles richer, and moreloy 


And lye pavillion'd inthe ficld of France. 
| Zih.Cant. O let their 

| With Blonds, and Sword 
 Inayde whereof, we of the Spiritualtic 


| Willrayſe your Highneſſe ſuch a mightic Sumine, 


| Azneverdid the Cleargie at one time 
; Eringinto any of your Anceſtors. 


Salique Law, 


Then amply to imbarre their crooked Titles, 


Read conſcience make this claim? 
my head, dread SOVCTa1gne ; 


Daughter. Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your owne, unwind your bloody Flagge: 
ic Anceſtors : 


Grand(ires Tombe, 
From whom you clayme ; invoke his Warlike Spirit 
Andyour Great Vncles, Edwardthe Blacke Prince, 
play'd a Tragedie, 


With halfe their Forces, the tull pride of France, 


Bb. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 
And with your puiflant Arme renew their Feats; 
You are their Heire, you fit upon their Throne : 
thatrenowned them, 


Weit.They know your Grace hath cauſe,and means, and 
So hath your Highneſſe : never age? England 
Subjects, 


Whoſe hearts have left their bodyes here in England, 


e$follow my deare Liege 
Fire, to win your Right : 


Of Charles the Duke of Loraine, ſole Heire malc 

Of the true Line and Stocke of Charles the great : 
To find his Title with ſome ſhewes of truth, 

and naught, 
Lady Lmngare, 


heer to Charlemaine, who was the Sonne 
the Emperour, and Lewes the Sorne 
Of {barterthe Great ; alſo King Lewes the Tenth, 


Wearingthe Crowne of France,'till ſarisficd, 
That faire Queene Iſabel, his Grandmother, 


Dake of Lorainc: 
hich Marriage, the Lyne of Charles the Great 


Female, 


Licge 


(might ; 


| Kang. We muſtnotonelyarme trinvadethe French, 
| Bur lay downe our ions, to defend 
Againit the Scot, who will make roade upun us, 
| Withall advantages. + 


| B4h.Can Theyof thoſe Marches, graciousSoveraign, 


| Shall bea Wall ſuticient to defend 
Our in-land from the piltering Borderers. 
King. Wedo not meane the courſing tnarchers onely, 
But feare the maine intendmene of the Scot, 
Who hath beene ſtill a giddy neighbour to ns: 
For you ſhall reade, that my great Grandfacher 
Never went with his forces into France, 
Bur that the Scot, on hisunfurniſke Kingdome, 
Came pouring likethe Tyde into a breach, 
With ample and brim fulnefſe of his torce, 
Galling the gleaned Land with hor aflayes, 


Girding with grievous fiege, Caſtles and Townes : 
That Evgtand being empae of defence, 
Hath ſhooke and trembled at th' ill neighbourhood. 
B.Cax.She hath binthe more fcar'd the harm'd,my Liegs: 
| For heare her but exampl'd by her (elte, 
| Whenall her Chevalric hath bon in France, 
And (hea mourning Widdow of her Nobles, 
She hath her telfe not onely well defended, 
But taken and im ed asa Stray, 
The King of Scots : whom fhe did ſend to France, 
To fill Edwards fame with pritoner Kings, 
And make their Chronicle as rich with prayle, 
As1s the Owſe and bottome of the Sca 
With ſunken Wrack,and ſun-lefſe Treaſuries. 
Bi(b,£ty. Bur there's a laying very old and true, 
If that +a France win, Yb Scotland fir it begin, 
once e (Engjand —_— inprey, 
To her ed Neſt, the Weazcll (Scor) 
Comes ſneaking, and fo ſucss her Princely Egges, 
Playing the Mouſe inabſence of the Cat, 
Tortameand havocke more then ſhe can cate, 
Exer. It followes then, the Cat mult ſtay at home, 
Yer that is but a cruſh*dneceſlity; 
Since we have lockes to fategard neceſflaries, 
And traps to catch the petty theeves. 
While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad,' 
Th'aduitcd head defends it ſelte ar home : 
For Government, thouglhigh, and low, and lower, 
Put into parts, doth keepe in one conſent, 
Co_— a full and naturall cloze, 
Like Muſicke. 
{{art. Therefore doth heaven divide 
The ſtate of man in divers functions, 
Setting endevor in continuall motion : 
To which is fixed asanayme or burr , 
Obedience: for fo worke the Hony Bees, 
Creatures that by arule in Nature teach 
The AR of Order toa peopled Ki 
They have a King, and Othcers of forts, 
Where ſome like Magiſtrats corre& at home ; 
Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad ; 
Others, like Souldicrsarmed in their ſtings, 
Te, 
Which pillage, they with merry martch bring home 
To the Tentroyall of their Emperor : 
Who buficd in his Majeſtics ſurveyes 
The ſinging Maſon building roofes of Gold, 
The civill Citizens kneading PR ; 
The F oore Mechanicke Porters, ing in 


| 


T heir heavy burthens ar his narrow gate : 
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The ſad-cy'd Iuſtice with his ſurly hugumc, 
Delivering ore to Executors pale 

The lazie yawning Drone : I this inferre, 

That many things having full reference 

To one conſcnt,may worke c ouſly, 

As many Arrowes looſed ſeverall wayes 
Cometo one marke: as many wayes meet 1n one towne, 
As many freſh ſtreames mcet in one {alt ica ; 

Az many Lyncs colc in the Dials center : 

So may a thouſand aRions once a foore, 

And in one e,and be all well borne _ 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Divideyour happy England into foure, 
Whereof,take you onequarter into France, 

And you withall ſhall make all Gallia ſhake- 

If we withthrice ſuch powers lettat home, 

Cannot defend our owne doores from the dogge, 
Let us be worricd, and our Nationloſe 

The name of hurdineſſe and policie. | 

King. Call in the Meſſcngers ſent from the Dolphin, 
Now are we well reſoly'd, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noble ſinewes of our power; 

France being ours, wee's bend 1t to our Awe, 
Or breake it ail to peeces. Or there wee'l (ir, 
(Ruling in large and ample Emperie, 
Ore France, and all her (almoſt) Kingly Dukedomes ) 
Or lay theſe bones inan unworthy V rne, 
Tombleſſe, with no remembrance over them : 
Either our Hiſtory ſhall with full mouth 
Spcake freely of our Acts, or elſc our grave 
Like Turkiſh mute, thall Lave a ronguelc(le mouth, 
Not worſhipt with a waxen Epitaph» 

Enter Ambaſſadors of France. 
Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleaſure 
Of our faire Cofin Dolphin : for we heare, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King- 

Amb. May'tplcaſe your Majetietogive us leave 
Freely torender what we have inc ; 

Or ſhall we ſparingly ſhew youfarre 
The Dolphins mcaning, and our Embaſhe. 

Kmg. We arc no Tyrant, buta Chriſtian King, 
Vanto whoſe grace our paſſionis as ſubjeR 
As is our \wretches fertred in our priſons: 
Therefore with franke and with uncurbed plainnefle, 
Tell us the Dolphwrs minde. 

Amb. Thuschcn in few : 
Your Highneſle latcly ſending into France, | 
Did claime ſome certaine Dukedomes, in the right 
Of your great Predeceſſor, King Edward thethird. 
Inanſwer of which claioxe, the Prince our Maſter 
Sayes, that you ſavour too much of your youth, 
And bids y ou be advis'd : There's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne z 
Y ou cannot revell iaro Dukedomes there. 
He therefore ſcnds you mceter for your ſpirit 
This Tunof Ticaſure; and in heu of this, 
Deſires youlet the Duxedomes that youclaime 
Hcare no more of 5ou. This the Dolphwsſpeakes. 

King. What Treaſure Vnclc? 

Exe. Tennis balles, my Liege. 

Km, Weare gladthe ga with us, 
His Pre{c:tzand your paines wet you for: 
When we have matcht our Rackersto theſe Balles, 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play aſct, 

Shall ſtri«c his fathers Crowne intothe hazard. 
Tell him, be hath made a match wich lucha Wrangler, 


IE 


Thatall the Courts of France will be diſturb'd 


| With Chaces. And we underſtand him well, 


How he comeso're us with our wilder dayes, 
Not meaſuring what uſc we made of them. 
We never valew'd this poore ſeate land, 
And therefore living hence, did give ourlcltc 
To babwuotant: As "cis ever co 

That men are merrieſt, when they are from b 

But tell the Dolphin, I will keepe my Stare, 

Belike a and ſhew my fayle of Greatneſle, 

When I dorowlſe me m my Throne of France. 

For that I have layd by my Majeſtic, 

nn _— like a man for working days : 

But I will riſe there withſo full a gloric, 

That I will dazlc all the eyes of France, 

Yea ſtrike the Do{phie blinde to looke on us- 

And tell the t Prince, this Mocke of his 
Hathrurn'd his balls toGun-ſtones, and his ſoule 

Shall ſtand ſore c ,for the waſtcfull vengeance 
That ſhall fiye with them: for many a thouſand widowes 
Shall this his Mocke,mocke out of their deere husbands; 
Mocke mothers from their ſonnes, mock Caſtles downe: 
And {ome are it en and unborne, 

That ſhall have to curſe the Dolphins ſcorne. 

But this lyes all within the will of God, 

To whom I do appeale, and in wholſename 

Teil you the Dolphin, I am Ing on, 

To venge me as1 may, and to put forth 

My rightfull hand in a wel-hallow'd caufe. 


So get you hence ip : and tell the Dolphin, 
Hisleſt will avour but of ſhallow wit, 

W henthouſands pong then did laugh at it. 
Conyey them with fate conduct, Fare you well. 


Exennt eAmbaſſadori, 
Exe. This was a merry M 


King. We hope to make the Sender bluſh arit : 
Theretore, my Lords, omit no happy howre, 
That may give furttrance to our Expedition ; 
For we have now no thought in us but France, 
| Save thoſe to God, that runnebefore our buſineſſe. 
Therefore let our proportions for theſe Warres 
Be {oone collefted, and all chings thought upon, 
That may wxhreaſonable {wittnefſe adde 
More feathers to our Wings : for God betore , 
Wee'le chide this Dolpbinat his fathers doore. 
Therefore letevery man now taske bis thought, 
That this faire Aftion may on foot be brought, Exews. 


F lowriſh. Emer Chorms, 
Now all the Youth ot England are on fire, 
And ſilken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes : 
Now thriue the Armorcrs, and Honors thought 
Reignes ſolely in the brealt of every man. 
They fell the Paſture new, to buy the Horte ; 
Following the Mirror of all Chriſtian Kings, 
With winged heeles, as Engliſh Iercures, 
For now fits ExpeRation in the Ayre, ' 
And hides a Sword, from Hiles unto the Pont, 
With Crownes Imperiall, Crownesand Coronets, 
Promis'dto Harry, and his followers. 
The French advis'd by good intelligence 
Of this moſt dreadfull preparation, 
Shake in _ CRIIIND palc Pollicy 
Secke to divertthe Engliſh purpoſes. 
O England : Modellto thy inward Greatneſle, 
Like little Body with a mightic Heart : 


what | 


ht — 
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What migheſt thou do, that honour would thee doe, 
Wereall thy children kinde and natural : 

Bur ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found oar, 

A neſt of hollow boſomes, which he filles 

With treacherous Crownes, and three corrupted men : 
One Richard Earlc of Cambridge, and the ſecond 

Hemry Lord Scroope of Maſha and the third 

Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 

Have for the Gilt of France (O guile indeed) 

Confirm'd Conſpiracy with fearetull France, 

And by their hands, this grace of Kings mult dye, 

If Hell and Treaſon hold cheir promites, 

Ere he take ſhip for France ; and in Southampton. 
Linger your patience on, and wee'l digeſt 

Th/ abuſe of diſtance ; turce a play : 

The ſumme is payde.the Traitorsare agreed, 

The King isfet from London, and the Scene 

Is now t1an{ported (Gentles) to Southampton, 

There is the play-houſe now, there mult you fit, 

And thence to France ſhall we convey you fate, 

And bring you backe : Charming the narrow icas 

To give you gentle Paſſe: tor it we may, 

Wee not oftend one ſtomacke with our Play, 

But till the King come forth, and notill then, | 
VYnto Southampton do we ſhite our Scene. Exit. 


Enter Corporall Nym, and Lieutenant Bardolſe, 

Far. Well met Corporall Nm. 

Nym. Good morrow Lievtenagt Bardelfe. 

Bar. W hat, are Ancient Pitelland you friends yet? 

Nyw, For my part, I carenot : 1fay little: but when 
time ſhall {crue, there ſhall be ſailes, but that ſhall beas 
it may. I dare not fight, but 1 will wiake and ; hold out 
mine yron: it is a ſimple one, but what though ? Ir wall 
tolte Cheeſe, and it will endure cold , as another mans 
ſword will : and therc's an end. 

Bur. 1 will beſtow a breakfaſt ro make you friendes, 
and wee'l bee all three fworne brothers to France z Let't 
bx {o good Corporall Ny. | 

Nym. Faith, I will live ſolong as I may,that's the cer- 
raine of it : and when I cannot live any longer, 1 will doe 
as I may ; That is my reſt, that is the rendevous of it- 

Bar. It is certaine Corporall , that hee 1s marriedto 
N ell Qmnickly, and certainly ſhe did you wrong , for you 
were troth-plightto her. 

Nym. 1 cannot tell, Things muſt be as they may t men 
may fleepe , and they may bave thetr throats about them 
at that time, and ſome ſay, knives have edges : It mult 
be as it may, though patience bee a tyred name, yet (hee 
willplodde, there muſt be Concluſions, well , 1 cannot 


tell. 
Enter Piltoll, Q wickly. 

Par. Heere comes Ancient P##tol{and his wite : good 
| corporal be patient heere. How row mine-Hoaſte P+- 

Stol{? 

Fiſt. Baſe Tykecall'ſt thou mee Hoſte , now by this 
| hand I ſweare 1 ſcorne the terme : nor ſhall my Nel kepe 
Lodgers, 
| Heſt, No by my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 

and board a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen that live 
rm by the pricke vr er X _ it will bee 
t t wee keepe a Bawdy-houte {traight. O welliday 
| Lady,ifbe benot hewne now,we thall ſee wilfull adulte- 
ry and murther committed. 

Zar, Good Lieutenant, good Corporall offer nothing 


| heere, Nym. Piſh. 


prethee put up. 


Pift. Piſh forthee, Hand dogge : thou prickeardcur 
of Iſland. 

Hoſt. Good Corporall Nym ſhew thy valor, and pur 
up your ſword, 

Nym. Will you ſhogge off? I wouald have you ſolus. 

_ ®ift.. Solus, cgregious dog? O Viper vile; The ſolus 
in thy moſt mervailous face, the folus in thy teeth, and 
inthy threate,and in thy harefull Lungs , yea inthy Maw 
perdy ; and which is worſe, within thy naſtie mouth. I 
doretort the {clus in thy bowels, for I cantake, and Ps 
Hobs cocke is up, and flaſhing fire will follow. 

Nym. 1 am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure mee : 1 
have an humor toknocke you indifferently well : If you 
grow fowle with me Piftoll , I will ſcoure you with my 
Rapler, asI may, in fayre tearmes. If you would walke 
off, I would pricke your guts alittle in good tearmes, as 
1 may, and that's the humor of ir. | 

Pift.O Braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 

The Grave doth g2pe, and doting death is neere, 
Therefore exhale. 

Bar. Heare mc, heare me what I fay : He that firikes 
= firſt roake, Ile run him vp to the hilts, as Iam a fſol- } _ 

icrs 

Pit. An oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate. 
Give me thy fiſt, thy fore-foorc to me give : Thy ſpirits 
are moſt tall, = 

Nm. I will cut thy throate onetime or other in faire 
terimes, that is the humor of ir. 

'Ps;toll, Conplea gorge, that 15the word. I defictheea- 
gaine. O hound of Creet, think'ſt thou my ſpouſe to get? 
No, to the Spittle goe, and from the Poudring tub of 1N- 
facy, fetth forththe Lazar Kite of Creſſids kinde, Doll 
T eare-ſheete, (he by name, and her c{pouſe. Ihave, and I 
will hold the Zwandom Quickely tor the onely ſhe : and 
Paxca, there” s enough to go to. 

| Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Mine Hoaſt Psfell, you muſt come tomy May+ 
ſter, and your Hoſteſſe: He is very licke, & would to bed, 
Good Bardelfe, put thy tace berweene his ſheetes, and do 
the Othce of a Warming-pan: Faith, he's very ill. 

Bard. Away you Rogue. 

Heit. By my troth he'l yceld the Crow a pudding one 
of theſe dayes : the King has kiid his heart. Good Huſ- 
band come home preſently. Exit, 

Bar. Come ſhall I make you two friends, Wee mult | 
to France together: why the divel (ſhould we keepe knives 
to Cut one ano hers throats ? 

Ps. Let floods ore-tweil and fiends for food bow!le 
ON. 

Nyw. You'l pay mee the eight ſhillings I wonof you 
ar Berting ? 

P44, Balc is the ſlave thar payes. 

Num. That now I will have: that's the humour of it. 

Pift. As manhood ſhall compornd : puſh home.» Draw 

Bord. By this ſword, hee that makes the firſt thruſt, 
Ile kill him : By this ſword, I will. . 

Ps. Sword is an Oath, & Oaths muſt havetheir courſe 

Bar.Coporall N «and thoa wilt be friends be friends, 
and thou wilt not, why then bee enemics with mee too ; 


> —_ 


— 


— 


—— 


Pift. A Noble ſhaltthou have, and preſent pay , and | 
Liquor likewife will I give tothee, and friendſhippe 
ſhall combine, and brotherhood. 11elive by N imme, & | 
N imme ſhall live by me, i5 not this juſt ? For I ſhall Sure | 
ler be untothe Campe, and profits will accrue, Give ae | 


thy hand, | 
Ny m, if 


——_ , _ — A —— 


Hoſt, As ever youcame of women , come in quickly 
to ſir ſob : A poore beart , he is fo ſhak'd of a burning 
quotidian Tcrtian, that it is molt lamentable to behold. 
Sweet mcn, come to him. . 

Nym. The King hath run bad humorsonthe Knight, 
that's the even of it, | 

Pit. Nym,thou haſt ſpoke the right, kis heart is fra- 
Red and. corroborate, 

Nym. The King is a good King, but it mult >ce 25 :t 
may : hc paſſes ſome humors, and carreeres. 

Pift. Let us condole the Knight, tor (Lambekins) we 
will tive. 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, c- Weſtmorland. 

Bed. Fore God his Grace is boltl to trult theſe traitors 
| Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by. 

Weſt How {mooth and eventhey do beare themſelves, 
Asif allegeance in their botones fate 
Crowned with faith, and conſtant loyalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all thac they intend, 

By interception, which they dreame not of. 
Ex:, Nay, but the man that was his bedtellow, 
| Whom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious favours , 
That he ſhould for a for: aigne purlc, {0 cll 
His Soveraignes lite to death and treachery. 
Sound Trumvets. 
| Enter the King, Screope, (:mbriage , and Gray. 

Xivg, Now fits the winde taire, and we willaboord. 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kinde Lord of Maſbam, 
And you my gentic Kmght, give me your thoughts ; 
Thinke you no: that the powres we beare with vs 
Will cut their paſſage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the ate, 

For which we havc in hcad afſcmbled them. 
. Scro, Nodoubt my Licge, if cach mando his beſt. 

King. 1doubt not that, lince we are well perſwaded 
We carry nota beart with us from hence, 

That growes nor in a fairc content with ours: 
Nor leave not one behinde, that doth not with 
Succefle and Conqueſt to attend on us. 

Cam. Never was Monarch better fear'd and lov'd, 
Thenis your Majc{t;;rbcrc's nut I rhinke a fubyect 
That firs in hcart-greet< and uncalineſſe 
Vnder the {weet (hace of your government. 

Kus. True : thoſe that were your Fathersencmies, 
Have ſteep'dth:ir gauls in honey, and do ſerve you 
W 1th hearts create of durtic, and of zealc, 
| King. We therefore have greatcaulc of thankefulncile, 
| Ard (hill forget the cxtice of our hand 
Sooner then quitranc: of deſert and merit, 

According tothe weight and worthineſle. 

Sere, So ſervice thall with ſicckd finewes toyie, 
And labour ſhall refreſh it ielfe with hope 
To do your Grace tnceflant tervices. 

King. Weludge no lciic. Vnkleof Exeter, 
In/arge the man committed yeſterday, 

That ray!'d againit our perſon : We conſider 
It was cxcclc of Vine that ſet hun on, 
And on his more advice, \We pardon him. 

Scro. That's mercy ,but too much ſecurity: 
Let him be puniſh'd Sovcraigne,lealt example 
Breed ( by his lufferance) more of ſuch a kind. 


Kio. Oltusyoavemercitull. 
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| That wrought upen thee fo prepoſtcrouſly, 
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{ «ms. $0 may your Highneſle, and yer puniſh too. 

Grey, Sir, you ſhew great mercy it you give himlife, 
Attcr the talic of much correQtion. 

K mg. Alas, your too much love and care of me, 
Are heavie Orifons *gaiuſtr his poore wretch : 
If little faults proceeding on diftemper, 
Shall rot be wink'd at, how ſhall we firetch our eye 
Wuhencapitali crimes, chew'd,ſwallow'd, and diigeſted, 
Appcare beforeus? We'l yet inlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Grey, in their deere care 
And tender preſervation of our perſon 
Wold have him puniſh'd. Aud now to our French cauſcs, 
Who are the late Cemmiſſioners? 

Cam. Ione my Lord, 
Your Highneſſc bad me aske for it today, 

Scro, Sodid you me my Licge. 

Gray. And I my Royall Soveraigne. 

Kung. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge,there 1s yours: 
There yours Lords Scroope of Maoſoam, and Sir Knight; 
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours : 

Reade them, and know I kaow your worthineſſc. 

My Lord of W:{merlandand Vnkle Exeter, 

We will atoord to night, Why how now Gentlemen? 
W hat (ce you in thoſe papers, that you loſe 

$o much complexion? Looke ye how they c : 
Their cheekesare paper. Why, what rcade youthere, 
That have {o cowarded and chac'd your blood 


| Out of apparance. 


Cam. 1 doconteſſe my fault, 

And doſubnmut me to your Highneſſe mercy. 
Gray.Scro, To which we all appeale. 

King. The mercy that was quicke inus but late, 
By your owne counſaile is ſuppreſt and kill'd : 
You muſt not dare (for ſhame) rotalke ot mercy, 
For your owne rcafons turne into your boſoines, 
As dogs upon their Muſters, worrying you 3 
See you my Princes, and my Noble Pecres, 

Theſe Engliſh monſters ; My Lordof Cambridge heere, 
You know how apt our love was, toaccard 

To turniſh him with all appertiuents 

Belonging to his honour ; and this man, 

Hath tora ew light Crownes, lightly coalpir'd 

And {wo-ne unto the practiſes of France 


To kill us heere in Hampton. To the which, 

This Knight no lefic for bounty bound tous 

Then Cambridge is, kath likewiſe {worne. But O, 
W hat ſhall [ fay tothee Lord Scroope, thou crucll, 
Ingratefull, ſavage,and inhumane Creature? 

Thou that did(t beare the key of al my conulailes. 
That knew'ſt the very bottome of my foule, 

That (almeſt) might'{t have coyn'd me into Golde, 
Would'ſt thou have practis'd on me, tor thy ule ? 
May it be poſlible,that ferraigne hyer 

Could out of thee extraR one (parke of evill 

That might annoy my finger?” T1s fo ſtrange, 

That though the truth of 1t tiand off as grofle 

As blacke and white, my eye will ſcarcely ſee it» 
Treaſon, and murther, ever kept tegether, 

Astwo yoake divels {worne to cythers purpole, 
Working {o groſlelyin a naturall cauſe, | 
That admiration did not hoope at them. 

But thou ('gaiaſt all proportion) didt bring in 
Wonder to waite of treaſon, and no murther : 
And whatſoever cunning fiend it was 


—_ _ CO— —- *— — 


Hath gotthe voyce in hell for excellence : 


—— — — 


ty mw» Tc > OO > DOT EC ECO AS > » 


Gave thee no inſtance why thou ſhould(t dotrealun, 
Vnlefle to dub thee withthe name of Traitor. 

Tf that ame Dzmon that hath gull'd thee thus, 
Should with his Lyon-gate 
He might returne bo valtic Tartar backe, 

Andtell the Legions, I can never win 

A foulc ſo calc as that Engliſhmans. 

Oh, how haſt thou with jealoulic infeted 

The ſweerneſle of athance? Shew men duritull ? 
Why ſo did{t thou : ſeeme they grave and learned? 
Why ſodid(t thou. Come they of Noble Famuly ? 
Why ſodidſt thou. Sceeme they religious? 

Why fo diditthoa. Or are they ſpare in diet, 

Free from groſſe paſſion, or of mirth, or anger, 
Conſtant in ſpirit, net {werving with the blood, 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt complement, 

Not working withthe eye, withour the care, 

And but in purged judgement truſting neither ? 
Such and fo finely boulted did{t thou ſeeme : 

And thusthy fall hath lefta kinde of blot, 

To make thee full fraught man, and beſt inducd 
With ſome ſuſpicion, I will weepe for thee. 

For this revolt of thine, me thinkes 15 like 

Another fall of man, Their faulesare open, 

Arreſt them to the anſwer of the Law, 

And God acquit them of their practites. 


Richard Earle of ('ambridge. 
Lord Scrovpe of CMarſhanm . 


Ge), Knight of N orchumberland. =; 

$cre, Our purpoſes, God juſtly hathdiſcover'd, 
And repent my fault more then my death, 
WhichI befeech your Highneſle to forgive, 
Although my body pay the price of it. * 


Although I did adant ic asa motive, 
The ſooncr to cffeRt what 1 intended ; 
But God be thanked for prevencion, 
Which I in ſufferance heartily will rejoyce 
Belzeching God, and you, to pardon me. 

Gray. Never did faithtull ſubjeRt more re3oyce 
At the Cilcoverie of moſt dangerons Treaſon, 
| Then I doat this houre joy ore my ſelfe, 
Prevented from a damned enterprize ; 
My fault, burnot my body, pardon Soveraigne. 


You have conſpir'd againſt Our Royall perſon. 


Receyv'd the Golden Earneſt of Our death : 


—— op his Peeresto ſ{crvitude, 

1s SubzeRs to oppreſſion,and contempr, 

_ = whole K1 - into deſolation : 
ouching our perton, fecke we no revenge, 

But we our Kingdomes lafety mult ſo render, 

Whoſe ruine you three ſought, that to her Lawes 
We dodeliver you. Get youtherefore bence, 

(Poore miſerable wretches) to your death : 

| The taſte whereof, God of his mercy give 
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And other divels that ſuggeſt by treaſons, You patience to indure, and true Repentance |, 
Do botch and bungle up damnation, Of all your deare offences. Beare them hence. ZExenne. 
With parches, colours, and with formes being ferche Now Lords tor France : theenterpriſe whereof * 
From glilt'ring ſemb piety : Shall be to you as us, like glorious. 
But he that temper'd thee; bad thee ſtandup, We doubt not of a faircand luckic Warre, 


ethe wholc world, 


No King of England, it not King cf France. Exec, 


; finer end,and went away and it bad beene any Chriſtome 


Exe, Iarreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the name of 
I arrelt thee of High Treaſon , by the name of Themes 


[ arreſt thee of High Treaſon , by the name of Themes 


Cam. For mc, the Gold of France did not ſeduce, 


! Women. 


King.God = you in his mercy: Heare your ſcntence 
loyn'd with an enemy proclaim'd, and from his Coffers, | ia Hell. 
| Wherein you would have fold your King to laughter, 


Since God fo graciouſly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Treaſon, lurking in our Way. 
To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now, 

But every Rubbe 1s {moothed o:10ur way, | 
Thentorth, Ueare Countreymen: Let us deliver | 
Our Puifiance into the hand of God, 
Putting it ftratght in expedition. 

Chearely to Sca, the fignes of Warre advance, 


Enter *P/Þoll, Num,Bardolph, Boy, and Hoſteſſe. 

Hottefſe. Ir; thee honey 1x ecte Husband, let me bring 
thee to Staines. 

Piftoll. No: for my man]; heart doth erne. Bardolph, 
be blythe: Nim,rowte thy vaunting Veines : Boy,briſsle 
thy Courage up : for Fa/faffe hee 15 dead , and we mult 
crne theretore. 

Bard. Would I were with him , whereſomere hee is, 
eyther im Heaven, or in Hell. 

Hoſteſſe. Nay ture, hee's not in Hell + hee's in Arthars 
Boſome, it ever man wentto Arthur: Boſome : a mzde a 


Child : a parted ev'n juſt berweene Twelve and One,ev'n 
at the turning o'th' Tyde: for afer | faw him tumble with 
the Sheets,and play wich Flowers,and ſmile upon his fin- 
gersend,lI knew there was but one way:for his Noſe was 
as ſharpe as a Pen, and a Table of greene fields. How now 
Sir Job» (quoth I ? ) what man ? bee a good cheere : ſo a 
cryed out, God, God, God, three or toure times: now I, 
to comfort him , bid hia) a ſhould not thinke of God ; I | 
hop'd there was no neede to trouble himſelte withany 
ſuch thoughts yer : ſoa bad me lay more Cloathes on his | 
feet : Ipurtmy hand into the Bed, and telrthem,and they | 
were as cold as any ſtone : then I telt tro his knees, and fo 
up-war'd and upward,and all was 3s cold as any itcne. 

Nw. Thy ſay he cryed out of Sack. 

Hefſteſſe. 1, that a did, 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hoiteſſe. Nay, that a did nor. 

Boy. Yesthata did, and 1ayd they were Devils incar- 
nate. 

Woman. A could never abide Carnation, '"twas a Co- 
loar he never lik'd. | 

Boy. A ſaid once, the Deule would have him about 


Hoſteſſe. A did in ſome ſort (indeed) handle Women : 
bne then hee was rumatique, and talk'd of the W hore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Doe you not remember afaw a Hea ſticke upon 
Bardelphs Nole, anda ſaid it was a blacke Soule burning 


—_ 


—_— 


Bard. Well, the fucil is gone that maintain'd that fire: 
that'sall the Riches I got in his ſervice. 
Nim. Shall wee ſhogg? the King will bes gone from 


Sout . 
en Lars away. My Love,give me thy Lippes: 
Looke to my Chartels, and my Movcables : Let Sences 
rule : The world is, Pitchand pay: truſt none:for Oathes 
are!Scrawes, mens Faiths are Water-Cakes,and hold-faſt 
isthe onely Dogge : My Ducke, therefore (avets bee 
thy Counſailor. Goe , cleare thy Chryltalls. Yoke. 
fellowes in Armes , let us to France , like _ 
ceches 


—— 
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jeches wy Boyes, toſucke, to ſucke, the very blood to | 
ucke. 

Boy. And that's but unwholeſome food, they ay, 

Pit. Touch her ſoft mouth, and march. 

Bard. Farewell Hoſtcfle. : 

Nim, Icannot kiſſe, that. is the humour ef it: but 
adicu. 

Fit. Let Huſwifrie appeare : keepe cloſe , I thee 
command. 

Hoſtefſe. Farwell : adieu: 


Emter the French King, the Dolphin,the Dakes 
of Berry and Eritamme. 

Kimmg.Thus comes the Engliſh with full power upon Us, 
And more then carctully it us concernes, 
To anſwere Royally in our detences. 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 
Of Brabant and of Orlcance ſhall make torth, 
And you Prince Dolphin, with all ſwiftdiſpatch 
To lyne and new repayre vur townes of Warre 
With men of courage, and with meanes defendant : 
For Engtand hisapproaches makes as tierce, 
As Waters to the ſucking of a Gulte. 
It firs us then tobe as provident, 
As tcare may teach us, out of late examples 
Left by the fatall and negicAted Enghlh, 
Vpun oar fields. 

Dolps; ip My moſt redoubted Father, 
It 1s moit mect we arme us 'gainſt the Foe : 
For Peace it iclfe ſhouid not 1o dull a Kingdome, 
(Though War nor no knowne Quarrel were inqueſtion) 
But that Defences, Muſters, Preparations, 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled, and col'cacd, 
As werea Warre in expeetation. 
Therefore I ſay, *tismcet we all goe forth, 
To view the licke and feeble parts ef France : 
And ler us doe it with no ſkew of feare, 
No, with no more, then it we heard that England 
Were buficd with a WW hitfon Morris-dance ; 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is ſo idly King'd, 
Her Scepter ſo phantaſticaily-bornc, 
} By a vaine giddic ſhallow humorous Youth, 

T hat feare attends her nat. 

Conſt. O Peace, Prince Dolphin, 
You are too much miltaken 1n this King : 
Queſtion your Gracethe late Embaſladors, 
With whar great State he heard their Embaſlic, 


E xennt. 


— 


—_ — — oo 


«Had twentic yeeres beene made. This 15 a Stem 


How well ſupply'd with Noble Councellors, 
How modeſt un EXCEPTION ; and w1:hall, 
How terrible in conſtant refolution ; 
And you ſhall find, his Vanities fore-ſpent, 
Were but the cut-!1de ot the Roman Brat, 
Covering Diſcretion wwitha Coat of Folly; 
As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thoſe Roots 
That ſhall &r{t ſpring, and be mcſt delicate. 
Delphi, Well. *cis not fo, my Lord High Conſtable. 
But though we thinke it 1o, itisno matter : 
In cauſes of defence, *is belt ro weigh 
The cnemie more mightic then he ſeemes, 
Sothe proportions of defence are fill'd : 
Which of a weake and niggardly projection, 
| Doth like a Mitcr ſpoyle his Coat, with ſcanting 
A little Cloth. ; 
Kang. 1hinke we King Harry ſtrong : 
And Princes, looke you itrangly arme to meet him, 


rn 


_—_—  — 


The Kindred of lum hath beene fleſhe apon us : | 


—_—_— __ 


And he is bred out of that bloody ſtraine, 

That haunted us in our familiar Pathes : 

Witnefſe our roo much memorable ſhame, 

When Creſly Bartell fatally was ſirucke, 

Andall our Princes captiv d, by the hand 

Of that blacke Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales: 
Wiles that his Mountaine Sire, on Mountaine ſtanding 
Vpin the Ayre, crown'd wich the Golden Sunne, 

Saw his Heroicall Sced, and ſmil'd ro ſce him 

Mangle the Worke of Nature, and deface 

The Patterues, that by God and by French Fathers 


Of that ViRorious Stock : and let us feare 
The Native mightineſſeand fare of him. 
Emer « CMeſſenger. 

CMefſ. Embaſſadorsfrom Harry King of England, 
Doecrave admittance ro your Majeſty. 

King. Weele give them preſent audicuce. 

Goe, and bring them. 
You ſee this Chale is hotly followed, triends, 

Dolphin. Turne head,& ſtop purſuit : for coward Dogs 
Moſt ſpend their mouths,whe what they ſeemrothreaten 
Runs farre before them. Good my Soucraigne 
Take up the Engliſh ſhort, ar:d et them know 
Ot what a Monarchic you are the Head : 
Scite-love, my Liege, is not1o vile a ſinne, 


As ſclfe-negleiing. 
Emer Exeter. 


King. Fromour Brother of England ? 
Exe, From him, and thus he greets your Majeſtic: 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightie, 
That you deveſt your fclte, and lay apart 
The borrowed Glories,that by gittof Heaven , 
By Law of Nature,and of nations,longs 


To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne; 
And all wide-ſtretched Honors, that pertaine 
By Cuſtome, and the Ordinance of Times, 
Vnto the Crowne of France ; that you may know 
'Tisno ſiniſter, nor no awk-ward Clayme, 
Pickt from the Worme-holes of long-vaniſht dayes, 
Nor from the duſt of old Oblivion rakr, 
He ſends you this moſt memorable Lyne , 
In every Branch truly demonſtrative ; 
Willing you over-looke this Pedigree : 
And when you find him evenly deriv'd 
From his moſt tam'd, of famous Anceſtors, 
Edwerdthethird ; he bids you then _ 
Your Crowne and Kingdome indireRly held 
From him the Native and true Challenger. 
King. Orclie what followes ? 
Exe. Bloody conſtraint : for if yon hide the Crowne 
Even in your hearts,there will he rake tor it. 
Theretore in fierce Tempeſt is he comming, 


In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a /ove: | 
That if requiring faile,he will compell. | 
And bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, | 
Deliverup the Crowne, and to take mercie 

On the poore Soules, for whom this hungry Warre | 
Opens his vaſtie Iawes : and on your head 

Turning the W iddowes Teares, the Orphans Cryes, 
The dead-mens Bloud, the priuy Maidens Groares, 
For Husbands Fathers and betrothed Lovers, 


That ſhall be ſwallowed in this Controverſie. 

This is his Clayme, his threatning, and my Meſſage : 
Vnleſſe the Dolphin be in preſence here; 

To whom expreſlcly I bring greeting too. 


—_ + 
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K,.,. For us, we will conſider of this further: 
To Naa w ſhall you beare our full intent 
Back to our Brother of England. 

Delph. For the Dolphin, | Wee 
1 and here for him:what to him from Eng'and? 


any thing that may not miſ-become 
—_ Sender,doth he prize you at. | F 
Thus fayes my King:and it your Fathers Highncſle 
Doe aot,in graunt of all demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you fent bis Majelty; 
Hee'lecall you to {0 hot an Anfiwer of it, 
That Cavesand W omby V aultages of France 
Shall chide your Treſpas, and returne your Mock 
In ſecond Accent of his Ordinance. 
Say:if my Father render faire returne, 
It is againſt my will:for I defire 
Nothing but Oddes with England, | 
To that cnd,as matching to his Youth and Vanity, 
I did preſent him with the Paris-Bails. : 
Ex. Hee'le make your Paris Loover ſhake for it, 
Wereitthe Miltreſſe Court of mighty Europe: 
And be afſur'd, you'le finda diffrence, 
As we his Subjes have in wonder found, 
Betweene the promiſe of his greener dayes, | 
And theſe he maiſters now:now he weighes Time 
Even tothe utmoſt Graine:that you ſhall reade 
In your owne Loſes, "= ſtay " France. _ 
| all you know our min il, 
King. To morrow hall y m_ 
Exe. Diſpatch us with all ſpeed, leaſt that our King 


Come here himſelfe to queſi1on our delay; 
For he is footed in this Land already. 


A Night is but ſmall breathe,and little pawſe, 
Toanſwer matters of this conicquence- 


Exe. Sc6rne and d-fiance,lcight regard,contempe, 


King. You ſhall be ſoone diſpatchr , with faire conditi- 
(ons. 


Excunt, 


oe ee GEE — — 


eA lus Secundus. 
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; Enter { horwe. 


Thus with imagin'd wing our ſwift Sceene flyes, 
In motion of no leffe cclerity tFenthat of Thought 
Suppole,that you have {ecne 

The well appointed King at Dover Peer, 

Embarke his Royalty:and his brave Fleet, _ 
With ſilken Streamers, the young Phebus fayning; 
Play with your Fanc'es: and in them behold, 

Vpon the Hempen Tackle,Ship-boyes cliuabing; 
Hearethe ſhi ill Whittle, which doth order give 
Toſounds confus d : behold the threaden Sayles, 
Borne with thiinviſible and creeping Wind, 

Draw the hage Bottoines through the furrowed Sea, 
Breſting thc lotty Surge. Q, doe but thinke 

You ſtand upon the Rivage.and behold 

A Citic on th'inconſtant Billowes dauncing: 

For (o appeares this Fleet Majefticall, 

Holding due courſeto Harflew. Follow, follow: 
Grappic your minds to ternage ofthis Nauy, 

And leave your England as dead Mid-night, (till, 
Guarded with Grandfires,Babyes, and old Women, 
Either paſt,or not arriv'd to pyth and puiſſance; 

| for who is he, whoſe Chin is but enricht 
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| 


With oneappearing Hayre,that will not follow 
Theſe cull%4 and en ei—ans Cavalicrs to France? 
Worke, worke your Thoughts , and therein fee a Siege: 
Bchold the Ordenance on their Carriages, 
With fatall mouthes gaping on girded Harflew, 
Suppoſe th'Embaſſador from the French comes back: 
Teils Harry, That the King doth offer bim 
Katherine his Daughter,and with her to Dowric, 
Some petty and unprofitable Dukedomes. 
The offer likes not:and the nimble Gunner 
With Lynſtock now the divelliſh Cannon touches. 
e-larwum and Chambers goe off. 
And downe goes all before them. Still de kind, 
And ech our our perfoxmance with your mind. Exit, 
Emer the King, Exeter, Bedford,and Glonceftey, ' 
—_ eAlermmScaling Ladders at Ha flew. 
King. Once more unto the Breach, 
Deare friends,once more; 
Or cloſethe Wall up with our Engliſh dead: 
In Peacegthere's nothing ſo becomes a aun, 
As modelt itillnefle,and humility: 
But when the blaſt of Warrc blowes ia our cares, 
Then 1nutate the ation of the Tyger: 
Stiffen the fincwes, commune up the blood, 
Ditguile faire Nature with hard-iavour'd Rage: 
Then lend the Eye aterrible aſpect: 
Let it pry through the portage of the Head, T 
Like the Braſle Cannon:ler the Brow o'rewhelme it, 
As fearefully, as dotha galicd Racke 
O're-hang and jutry his confounded Baſe, 
Swill'd with the wilde and waſtfull Ocean. 
Now ferthe Tecth, and ſtzerch the Noſthrill wide, 
Hold hard the Breath and bend up every Spirit 
To his full height. On,you Nobleſt Eogliſh, 
Whole blood is ter from Fathers of Warrc-proofe: 
Fathers,thatlike ſo many Alexandery, 
Have 1a theſe parts from Morne till Even fought, 
And ſheath d their Swords, for lack of argument. 
Diſhonour not your Mothers : now arreſt, - 
Tharthofe whom you call'd Fathers,did beget you. 
Be Coppy now to me of grofler blood, : | 
AndtcaCh them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 
V hole Lymbes were made in England;ſhew us here 
The mettell of your Paſtureder ustweate, 
That youare worth your breeding;which I doubt not: 
For there 18 none of you ſo meanc and baſe, 
That hath not Nobleluſter in your cyes. 
I ſee you ftand like Grey-hounds 1n the flips, 
Scraying upon the Start. The Game's afoor: 
Follow your Spirit;and upon this Charge, 
Cry,God tor Harry, England,and S. George. 
Alarum and Chambers goe off. 


Enter Nim, Bardolyb, Piftoll,and Doy. 

Bard, On,0n,0n,0n,0n,tothe breach,torbe breach. 

Nim. 'Pray thee Corporall ſtay , the Knocks are too 
hot : and for mine owne part, have aort a Catc of Lives: 
the humor of it is roo hot , that is the very pl-ine-Song | 
of it. 

Piſt. The plaigeSong is m-{t juſt : for humors doe a- 
hs : mt goc and come : Gods Vaſſals and | 
dye : and Sword and Shield,in bloody Field, doth winne 
immortall tame. 

Boy.Would I were inan Ale-houſe in London,I woald 


ve all my fame for a Porof Alc,and ſafety. 
I k Piſt. And | 


———— 
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Pift. And I : If wiſhes would prevaile with me, my 
p__ ſhould not faile with me ; but thither would 1 
hug 


Boy. As duly , but not as truly, as Bird coth fing on 
Enter Flueken. 


Fl. ptethe breach, you Dogges;avant you Cullions. 
Pift. Be mercifuli great Duke to men of Mould : a- 
bate thy Rage , abate thy manly Rage ;abate thy Rage, 
grcat Duke. Good Baiwcocke bate thy Rage : ulc lenity 
{weet Chucke. 
N im. Theſe be good humors : your Honor wins bad 
humors. Exit. 
Boy. As young as I am , I have obſerv'd theſethree 
Swaſhers .1 am Boy tothem all three, bur all they three, 
though they would ſcrve me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three ſuch Antiques do not amount to a man: 
for Bardelph,hcec is whitc-livcr'd,, and red-ftac'd ; by the 
meanes whereof, a fac.s it out,but fights not : for Psftol, 
hee hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the 
meancs whereof , a breakes Words , and kcepes whole 
Weapons : for Naw , hee hath heard , that men of few 


Words arc the beſt mcn,and therefore hee {cornes to ſay * 
his Prayers, leſt a ſhould be thought a Coward : but his | and I fall quit you with gud leve, as 1 may pick occaſion: | 


| 


| ledge in th'aunchiant Warres, upon my particularknow. 


ledge of his direCtions : by (heſbu he will maintaine his | 
Argument as well as any Militaric man in the World, jn | 
the diſciplines of the Priſtine Warres of the Romans, 

Scot.I ſay gudday,Captaine Fluelen. 

Welch. Godden to your Worſhip, good Capraine 
[amer. 

Gower, How now tainc Aakmorrice have you Quit 
the Mynes ? have the Poners given o're? 

Irs. By Chriſh Law tifh ill done ; the Worke iſh 
give over,the Trompct ſound the Retreat. By my Hand 


I tweare,and my fathers Soule , the Worke ith 1ll done; 
ir iſh give over : I would have blowed up the Towne, 
{o Chriſh ſave me law, inan houre- © tiſh ill done ,tifh 


ill done ; by my Handtiſh ill done. 
Welch. Captaine Makmorrice, 1 beleech you now, | 
w1ll,you voutiafe me,looke you,a few diſputations with ' 
you,as partly touching or concerning the diſciplines of | 
the Warre, the Roman Warres,inthe way of Argument, 
looke you,and friendly communicationzpartly to fatisfic | 
my Opinion,and partly for the ſatisfaRtion,looke you,cf | 
my Mind : as touching the direRion of the Military dif- 
cipline,that is the Point. 
Scee. It {all be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, 


few bad Wordsarc matcht withas tew good Deeds, tor | that fall I mary: 


anever broke any mans Hcad but his owne,and that was 
againſt a Poſt, when he was drunke. They will ſtcale any 
thing, and call it Purchaſe, Bardeſph ſtole a Lute-cale, 
bore 1t twelve Leagues, and fold it for three haltepence. 
N wm and Bardolpb are {worne Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they ſtole a fire-ſhovell. I knew by that peece 
of Service, the men would carry Coales. They would 
have me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Gloves 
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes muchagainſt my 
Manhood, if I ſhould take from anothers Pocket , ro put 
into mine ; for it 1s plaine pocketting up of Wrongs. I 
muſt cave them , and ſecke ſome berter Service : their 


Villany goes ggainft my weake ſtomacke , andtheretore | 


I muſt caſt it up. Ex, 
Enter Gower. 
Gower, Captaine F luel{en , you muſt come preſently to 
the Myncs ; the Duke of Glouceſter would tpeake wich 
'OUs 
; Fle. To the Mynes ? Tell you the Duke , it is not ſo 
good tocome to the Mynes : for looke you, the Mynes 
are not according tothe diſciplines of the Warrezthe c6- 
cavitics of it 15 not ſuricient : tor looke you , th'athver- 
{ary,you may d:icuſle unto the Duke, looke you, is digt 
himielfc tow c yard under the Countermines : by Cheſbs, 
I thinke a will plowe up all, if there is not better dircRti- 
ONS. | 
Gower. The Duke of Glouceſter , towhom the Order 
of theSicge is given , is altogether direed by an Iriſh 
man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith, 

Welch. It is Captaine CMakmorrice,ts it not? 

Gower. | thinke it be. 

Welch, By (heſbu he is an Aſle, asin the World, T will 
verifie as much in his Beard: he ha's no more directions 
in the true diſciplines of tbe Warres , looke you , of the 
Roman diſciplines,then is a Puppy-dog. 

Enter Mahmorrice and Captaine Jam). 

Gower. Here a comes,and the Scors Capeaine, Capraine 
Tamy, with him. 

Welch. Captaine Tamy is a mervellous falorous Gen- 
tleman,that is certain,and of great expedition and know- 


| 
| 


| 


————— 


| 
| 
| 


Iriſh. It isno time to diſcourſe, ſo Chrifh ſave me: | 
the day 1s hot,and the Wceather,and the Warres, and the | 
King,and the Dukes:it 1s no time to diſcourſe,the Town 
1s beleech'd:and the Trumpet call us to the breech, and 
we talke,and be Chtiſh do nothing, tis ſhame for us all: 
{o God 1a'me tis ſhame to ſtand itill,it is ſhame by my 
hand : and there is Throats to be cut, and Workcs to bee 
done,and there iſh nothing done,1o Chriſt ſa'me |Av. 

Scer. By the Mes, cretheile eyes of mine takethem- | 
ſelves ro ſlomber , ayle de gud ſervice, or lle ligge i'th' 
grund for it ; ay , or goe to death : and Ile pay't as valo- 
rouſly as I may, that 1all I ſuerly do, that is the bref and 
the long : mary , I wad full faine heard ſome queſtion 
tween you tway. 

V/elch. Captaine Mackmerrice , Tthinke, looke you, 
under your correRion , there is not many of your Na- | 
tion» 

Iriſk. Of my Nation ? What iſh my Nation? Iſha | 
Villaine, anda Baſterd,and aKnave , and a Rafcall, W hat | 
iſh my Nation ? W hotalkes of my Nation? | 

UUelch. Looke you,ift you take the matter otherwile | 
then is meant , Capraine Adackmorrice, peradventurel | 
ſhal thinke you doe not uſe me with that affablility,as 1n 
diſcretion you oughtto uſe me, looke you, being 258 
a man as your ſelte both in the diſciplines of Warre, and 
in the derivation of my Birth , and in other particulz- | 
ritics. 

Iriſs. 1 do not know you ſo good a man as my {elfe: 
ſo Criſh ſave me, will cut off your Head. 

Gower, Gentlemen both, you will miſtake e-ch other- 

Scor. A, that's a foule fault. A Parig, 

Gower, The Towne ſounds a Parley. | 
| 
| 
| 


UUelch. Captaine Mackmorrice , when ther® 15 more 
better opportunity to be required, looke you, I wil > 
{o bold as totell you , I know the diſciplines of Ware 
and there is an end. Exit. 


: 


: 


Enter the King and all bit Traine before the Gate. | 
King, How yet reſolves the Governour of the Tow? | 


This 1s the lateſt Parle we willadaur: | 
There | 


— 
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| Therefore toour beſt m*rcy give your ſdves, | Kath. De Hand. 4 
| Orlike to men prowd of deltrution, Ale, Et le doyt. 

| Defie usto our worſt : for as Iam a Souldier, , mus foy te onblie le deyt, mais ie me ſouvien- 


A Name that in my thoughts becomes me beſt; 

If Ibegin the batt'rie once =—_ 

[ will not lcavethe halfe-atchieved Harflew, 

Till in her aſhes ſhe lye buryed. 

The Gates of Mercy thall be all ſhut up, 

And the ficſh'd Souldier, roughand hard of heart, 
In liberty of bloody hand,ſhail raun*c 

With Conſcience wide as Hell, mowing like Graſſe 
Your freſh faire Virgins,and your flowring Infants, 
What is it then to mc,if impious Warre, 

Arrayed in games like to the Prince of Fiends, 

Doe with his {myrcht complexion all fell feats, 
Enlynckt to waſte and deſolation? 

What is't to me, when you your ſelvesarc cauſc, 

If your pure Maydens fall into the hand. 

of hot and forcing Violation? 

What Reyne can hold licencious Wickednefſe, 
When downe the Hill he holds his fierce Carriere? 
We may as — ſpend our — + 

Vpon th'en ers in their ſpoyle, 
As ſend Precepts to the Leviathan to come aſhore. 
Therefore, you men of Harflew, 
Take pitty of your Towne and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Souldiers are in my Command, | 
Whiles yet the coole and temperate Wind of Grace 
O're-blowes the filthy and contagious Clouds 
Of headdy Murther,Spoyle, and Villany. 
If not : why in a moment looke to ſee 
The blind and bloody Souldigr,with foule hand 
Delirethe Locks of your ſhrill-ſhriking Daughters: 
Your Fathers taken by the ſilver —— 4 
And their molt reverend Heads daſht to the Walls: 
Your naked Infants ſpitted Pykes, 
Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howles confus'd, 
Doe breake the Clouds;as did the Wives of Iewry, 
At Herod; bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 
What ſay you? Will you yecld,and this avoyd? 
Or guilty in defence,be thus deſtroy'd, 
Enter Governour, 

Gover. Our expeRation hath this day an end: 
The Dolphin, whom of Succours xc ——_—_ 
Returnes us,that his Powers arc yet not ready; 
Torayſe (o great a Siege: Therctore great King, 
We yeeld our Towneand Livestothy ſoft Mercy: 
Enter our Gates,diſpoſe of us and curs, 


For weno longer are defenſible. 
K ing. Open your Gates: Come Vnckle Exger, 
| Got you and enter Harflew , there remaine, « 
| And fortific it ſtrongly *gaintt the French: 
| Vie mercy to them all for us,deare Vnckle. 
The Winter comming on,andSickneſſe growing 
Vpon our Souldiers, we wiil retyre to Calis. 
{ Tonight in Harflew will we be your Gueſt, 
Tomorrow for the Martchare weaddreſt, 
Flowriſh and enter the Towne, | 


Enter Katherine and an old Gentlewoman, 
Kath. «Alice, tw 4s eft& en eAwghterre, & tw parlois bien | 


F, 
Alc. Ou pr Made, 
ath, Ie te prie m enſeigner il faut que j* 4 . 
enfergeer E_ periey 
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| be penſe quilt ont - er, 0 res, 
| Alice. ; pan cher deyt, le Fungres, le penſe que 
ie ſmis bs bon eſcholier. 
| Kath. [ay gaigne denx mots d' Anglou viſtement,commens 
appelle vous ler ongles? 
| eAhice Lezongles, ler appellons de N ayes. 
Kath. De Nayles eſcoutez, : dites moy, ſi 1 parle bien : de | 
Hand de Fs 1,4e Nas. 
Alice. Ce bun du Madame, il oft fort bon Angia, 
| Kath. Diter moy en Anglois le bras. 
Alice, De Arne, 
| MXKath, Eth conde. 
eAlice. D' Elbow. 
Kath. D' Elbow: Ie wen faitz la repetition de tows les mots 
vous w' aver. apprins des apreſent. ; 


eAlice. Il eft rrop difficile Madame, comme ie penſe. 


Kath. Excuſe moy Alice gſcoute, d Hand , as Fingre , de 
Naples, 4 eArme, Bulbow, 

Alice. D'elbow, AMdadame. 

Kath. O Scignenr Diew , ie wen onblie d Elbow comment 

' owe He col. 

Alice, De Neck, Madame. 

Kath. De Neck, & le manton, 

eAlice. de Chin. 

Kath. De Sin:le col,de N tchle mantov, ds Sin. 

Ahce. Ony.Sarf veſtre honneny en verue vous pronencies 
tes mots auſſi droift,que le Nats d Angleterre. | 

Kath, le ne domte point d apprendre par la grace de Drew, 
of en pew ds temps, 

Ali. N" aver, von pes defbs oublie ce qua 5e vous ay enſeigne, 

Kath. Nemme, ie recitersy 4 vous promptement,d Hand, ads 
Fingre,de Nayles, Madame. 

«Alice. De N ajles, Madame. 
Kah. De Nayles,de «4 rme,d: Ilbow, 
Alice. S ant voftre honneur d"elbow, | 
Kath. eAinfs dit-ie d elbow,de Neck, &- de Sin; coment ap» 
pelle wour ler pred; de robe. 
Alice. L: foot Madame, le Count, 
Kath. Le Foot, &- be Count : O Seignenr Diew, ce ſont des 
ors Mannais ble & 57pndique , Of non pour les Da- 
mes d Honnexr d uſer : Ie ne voudrois prononeer ces mots do» 
vant les Seignawrs de France, poxr tout le monde,j! faut le Foot 
& le Count neant moms, le recter ay wi axirefors mi lecon on- 
ſemble , d Hard , de Fingre, ds Nayler, d Arme, d Elbow,de 
N ech,de Sin, de Foot, fe Connt. 

Alice. Excellent, Madame. 

Kath.C'eſt aſſee ponr wwe four allons nous en di/ner, 

E xeunt. 


ct: 


Emer the King of France, the Dolphin, the 
Conſtable: of France, and others. 

King. Tis certainc he hath paſt the River Some. 
(nit. And if he be not fought withall, my Lord, 
Let us not live in France:lct us quit all, 
And give our Vineyards to a s People, 
Delph. 0 Diew vivewt : Shall a few Sprayes of us, 
The emptying of our Fathers Luxury, 
Our Syens,put in wilde and ſavage Stock, 
Spire up ſo ſuddenly into the Clouds, 
And over looke their Grafters? 
Brie.N baſtard Normans,Norman baſtards: 
CMortde ma wie, if they march along 


eAlkce. La mawn, ul oft appeile, ds Hand. 


| Vnfoughe withall,bur [ oy my Dukedome, 
L = 


To 
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To buy aſlobbry and 2 durty Farme 
Inthat nooke-ſhotren Ile of Albion. 
Conſt. Dieu de Bartailies where have they this mettcell? 
Isnot their Clymate foggy,raw,and dull? 
On whom,as in de! pighr,the Sunne lookes pale, 
Killing their Fruit with frownes? Can fodden Water, 
A Drench tor ſ{ur-reyn'd Iades,their Barly broth, 
Deco their cold blood to ſuch valiant heat? 
And ſhall our quick blood, ſpirited with Wine, 
Seeme froſtie? O,tor honor of our Land 
Let us not hang like roping Ifyckles 
Vpon our Houſes Thatch, whilesa more froſty People 
Sweat drops of gallant Yonth in our rich helds: 
Poore we may call them, in their Native Lords. 
Delpb.By Faith and Honor, 
Our Madames mock at us,and plainely fay, 
Our Merteil is bred out,and they will give 
Their bodyes to the Luſt of Engliſh Youth, 
To new-ſtore France with Baſtard Warriors. 

Brit, T hey bid us tothe Engliſh Dancing-Schooles, 
And teach Lavelra's high,and twitt Carranto's 
Saying,our Grace1s oacly 1n our Heeles, 

And that we are molt lofty Run-awayes. 

King. Where is Montioy the Herald2ſpeed him hence, 

Let him grect England with our ſharpe dehance, 
Vp Princes,and with fpirit of Honor cdged, 
More ſharper then your Swords,high to theficld: 
Charles Delabreth , High Conſtable of France, 
You Dukes of Orleaxce, Burbon, and of Berry, 
eAlanſon, Brabant,B ar and Burgomie, ; 
Jaguer Chattili1on, Rambures, Vandemont, 
Beumont Grand Pree, Kowſſi,and Fenlconbridge, _ 
Loys, Leſtr ale, Bouciqual,, and Charaloes, 1 
High Dukes, great Princes,Barons, Lords,and Kings; 
For your great Scats,now quit you of great ſhames: 
Barre Harry England,that {weepes through our Land 
With Pcnonspainted in the blood of Harflew: 
Ruſh on his Hoaſt,as doth the melted Snow 
Vpon the Valleyes, whoſe low V aflall Scat, 
The Alpes doth ſpit,and void his rhewme upon. 
Goe downe upon him,you have Power enough, 
And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan 
Bring him our Priſoner. 

Conſt. This becomes the Great. 
Sorry am 1 his numbers are {oftew, 
His Souldiers {ick,and famiſhe in their Martch: 
For I am ſure, hen he ſhail tee our Army, 
Hee'le drop his heart into the ſinck of teare, 
Andfor atchievement,efter us his Ranſome. 

King. Theretore Lord Conſtable, haſte on Aontioy, 

And let him ſay to England,that we ſend, 
To know what willing Ranſome he will give, 
Prince Do!phin,you thail ſtay with us in Roan. 

Nelph. Net {o,I doe beſcech your Majelty. 

King. Be patient, for you ſhall remaine withus, 

Now torth Lord Conſtable, and Princes all; 
And quickly bring us word of Englands fall, E@xewnr. 
Enter Captames, Enghſh and VUelch, Gower, 

axd Flweller. 

Gower. How now Captaine Fizellen , come you from 

the Bridge? 
Fls 1 aſſure you, there is very excellent Services com- 
mitted at the Bridge. 
Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe? 
Fls. The Duke of Excter isas magnanimous as eApe- 


| 


— 


A ER 


mennon,and a manthat I love and honour with my ſoule 
and my heart,and my duty , and my live , and my living, 
and my uttermolt power, He is not, God be prayſed and 
bleſſed , any hurt in the World, but k the Bridge 
moſt valiantly,with excellent diſcipline. There isan aun. 
chient Lieutenant there at the Pridge, I thinke in my very 
con{cicuce bee isas valiaata man as Cy rtoppnd 
hee is a man of noeſtimation jn the World,but I did ſee 
him doe as gallant ſervice; 

Gow, W hat doe you call him? 

Fls. He is call'd aunchicnt Ps/foll. 

Gow. I know him not. 

Emey Pyftoll. 

Flu. Here is the man, 

Pift. Captaine , I thee beſeech todoe tue favours :the 
Duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Fls. 1, Iprayſc God, and I have merited ſome love at 
his hands. 

Pijt. Bardolph , a Souldier 'firme and ſound of heart, 
and of buxome valoar , hath by crucll Fate, and giddy 
Fortunes furious fickle W hcele,that goddeſle blind, that 
ſtands upon therolling rc{tlefle Stone. 

Flu. By your patience , aunchient Pifoll : Fortune is 
painted blinde, with a Muffler afore his eyes, to ſignific 
to you , that Fortune 1s blinde ; and ſhee is paintedalſo 
with a Wheele,to ſignific to you, which is the Morall of 
it , that ſhce is turning and inconſtant , and mutability, 
and variation : and her toot , looke you , is fixed upen a 
Sphericall Stone, which rowles,and rowles,and rowles; 
in good truth, the Poet makes a moſt excellent deſcripti- 
on of it:Fortune is an excellent Moral. 

Pift. Fortune 1s Bardolphs foe, and frownes on him: 
for he hath ſtolne a Pax, and hanged muſt a be : damned 
death : let Gallowes gape for Dogge , let Man goe free, 
and let not Hempe his Wind-pipe ſuffocate : but Exeter 
hath given the doome of death, for Pax of little price. 
Therctore goe ſpeake , the Duke will heare thy voyce; 
and let not Bardelphs vitall thred bee cut with cdge of 
Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speake Captaine for his 
Lifc,and 1 will thee requite. * 

Fs. Aunchicnt Psfoll , I doe partly underſtand your 
meaning. 

Pit, Why then rejoyce therefore. 

Flu, Cenainly Aunchient , it is not a thing torezoce 
at : for if, looke you, he were my Brother, I would deſire 
the Duke to uſc his good pleaſure,and put him to execu- 
tion ; for diſcipline ought to be uſcd, 

Piſt. Dye,and bedamn'd,and Figo for thy friend{hip* 

Fla. It 1s well. 

Pift. The Figge of Spaine, 

Fls. V ery good. 

«Gow. Why,this is anarrant counterfeit Raſcall, Ire- 
member him now: a Bawd,a Cui-purlc. | 

Fls. lie aſſure you ,autt'red as prave words at the 
Pridge,as you ſhall ſce in a Summers day : bur it is very 
well : what he ha's ſpoke to me , that 1s well I warrant 
you, when time is ſerve. 

Gow. Why 'tis a Gull, a Foole, a Rogue,that now and 
then goes to the Warres,to grace himſelfe at his returne 
into London , under the forme of a Souldier : and ſuch 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Names,& 
dy willlearne you by rote where Services were done; 
at {uch and ſucha Sconce,at ſuch a Breach,at ſuch a Con- 
voy : who came off bravely , who was ſhot , who dif- 
grac'd,what termes the Enemy ſtood on : and this th 
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conne perfitly in the phraſe of Warre ; which they Fo 


ti 
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up;with new-tuned Oathes:and whata Beardof the Ge- 
neralls Cut,and a horride Sute of the Campe, will doe a- 
mong foming Bottles, and Ale-waſhe wits , is wonder- 
fullto be thought on:but you muſt learne to know tuch 


{tooke. 


hee is not the man that hee would gladly make (hew to 
the World hee is : if I finde a hole in his Coat ,I will tell 
him aty minde : hearke you,the King is comnung , and 1 
muſt ſpeake with him from the Pridge. 


Drum and Colowrs. Enter the King and his 
poore Souldiers, 
Fls. God pleſſc your Majeſty. 
Kin. How now Fluellen,cam'it thou from t he Bridge? 
Fls. 1, ſo plcaſe your Majclty : The Duke of Exeter 
ha's very gallantly maintain'd the Pridge ; the French 1s 
gone of, looke you,and there is galiane and m___— 
s : marry , th'athverfarie was have poſſeſſion of 

the Pridge , but he is enforced to reryre,and the Duke of 
Exeter is Maſter of the Pridge : I cantell your Majeſty, 
the Duke is a prave man. | 

King. W hat men have you loſt, Fluelen? | 

Fls. The perdition of th'athverſary hath beene very 
great , reaſonable great : mary tor my part, I thinke the 
Duke hathloſt never a man,but one that is like to be exc- 
cuted for robbinga Church,one Bardelph, if your Majc- 
{ty know the man : his face is all bubukles and whelkes, 
and knobs, and flames a fire,and his lippes blowesat his 
noſe, and it is like a coale of fire , ſometimes plew , and 
{ometimes red , but his noſe is executed , and his fire's 
out. 

King. Wee would have all ſuch offendors ſocur off: 


the Countrey , there bee nothing compell'd from the 
| Villages;nothing taken, but pay'd tor:none of the French 
| upbrayded or abuſcd in diſdainefull Language ; for when 
| Levity and Cruelty play for a Kingdoine , the gentler 
| Gameſter is the ſoonelt winner. 


| 


| Tucket, Enter CMountio). 
| Afonntoy. You know me by my habit. 
| Keg. Well then, I know thee - what ſhall I know of 
thee? 
Mow. My Maiſters miad. 
Kog. Vntold it. 
Mowunoy. Thus (ayes my King t: Say thou to Harry 
| of England, Though weſcem'd dead, we bid bur fleepe: 
Advantage 1s a better Souldicr then raſhneſle. Tell him, 
| wee could have rebuk'd him at Harflewe , but that wee 
|hougat not good to bruiſe an injury, till it were full 
ripe. Now we ſpeake upon our Q. and our voyce is im- 


& we giveexpreſle charge,that in our Martches through | 


| 


| 
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King. What isthy name?I know thy quality. 
Aloum. CMountioy. 


King.Thou doo'it thy Oifice fairely.Tarne thee back, 


; Andreil thy King, | doc not teeke him now, 


| 


| 


| 


pertall : Engiand ſhall repent his fully , ſc his weake- | 


neſſcy and admire our ſuftcrance. Bid him theref&re con- 
| fider of his ranſome, which muſtproportion thc loſſes we 
| have borne, the ſubje&s we have loſt , the diſgrace wee 
! tave diſgeſted ;which in weight to re-an{werghis perti- 
' nefle would bow under. For our loſſes, his Exchequer is 
; 00 poore;; for th'effuſion of our bloud,the Muſter of his 


owne perſon kneeling at our feet, but a weake and worth- 
lefſe ſatisfaRion. To this adde defiance : and tell him for 
concluſion, he hath betrayed his followers , whoſe con- 

on 15 pronounc't : So farre my King and Maiſter; 
ſo much my Office. 


Kingdome too faint a number ; and for our diſgrace, his | 


| 


landers of the age, or cl{c you may be marvellouſly mi- | But could be willing to martch on to Callice, 


Withour impeachment : tor to (ay the tooth, 


Fl. I tell you what, Captaine ſ=e :I doe perceive | Though 'tisno witdome to confeſie ſo much 


Vato anenemuc of Crate and Vantage, 
My people are with ſickncfie much enfeebled, 
My numbers leſſen'd:and thole few I have, 
Almolt no betrer then ſo many French; 
Who when they were 1n health,[rcll thee Herald, 
[ thought,upon one payre ot Engliſh Legges 
Did martch three Frenchmen, Yet forgive me God, 
That I doe bragge thus ; this your ayre of France 
Hath blowne that vice in me. I mul! repent: 
Goe theretore tell thy Maiſter,here I a n; 
My Ranſome,is this trayle and worthlefle Trunke; 
My Army,but a weake and fickly Guard: 
Yet God betore,tell him we will come on, | 
Though France himfcltc,and ſuch another Neighb 
Stand 1inour way. There's tor thy labour Aowntioy. 
Goe bid thy Maiſter well adviſc himſelte, 
It we may paſlc, we will:if we be hindred, 
We ſhall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Diſcolour : and fo Mowntiey fare you well. 
The ſumme of all our Anſwer is but chis: 
We would not (ecke a Battaile as we are, 
Nor as we are, we {ay wee willnot ſhun it; 
So tell your Maiſtcr, 

p Monat. (hall deliver ſo: Thankes to your High- 
neſle, 

Glowe. 1 hope they will not come upon us now. 
King. We are in Gods hand, Brother,nort in theirs» 

Martch to the Bridge,it now drawes toward night, 
Beyond the River weeleencampe our ſelves, 
And on tomorrow bidthem martch away. 


Enter the Conſtable of France, the Lord Ramburs, 
Orlaxnte, elphin,ouh abers. 


Conf. Tut, 1 have tlic Leſt Armour of che World: 
would it were day. 

Orl. You havc an exccilent Armour: but let my Horſe 
have his duc. 

Conſt. Itisthe belt Hort of Earop2, 

Orl. Will ie never be Mormug? 

Dolph. My Lord of Ocleaice, and my Lord High Con- 
ſtable, you talke of Horke and Armoui? 

Orl. Youarc as well provided of voth , as any Prince 
in the World. 

Dolph, What a long Night is this? I will not change 
my Horſe with any that treades but on toure palternes; 
ch'ha:he bounds from the Earth,as it kis entrayles were 
hayres: fe Cheval volant , the Pegatus , ces ler narmes de 


| few, When I beltryde him] foare,l ama awkethe trots 
| the ayre: the Earth ſings, when he touches 1t : the baſelt 


' 
{ 


| 


horne of his hooſe, is more Mulicall then the Pipe of 
Hermes. 
Ort. Hee's of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Doiph. And of the heat of the Ginger. It is a Beaſt 
for Perſexs : hee is pure Ayreand Fire; and the dull Ele» 
ments of Earth and Water never appeare in him,but on- 
ly in patient ſtilnefle while his Rider mounts him : hee 
is indeede a Horſe , and all other lades you may call 
Beaſts, 

Conſt.In- 


—_ _— 


| 
| 
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Conſt. Indeed my Lord, it is a moſt abſolute and excel» 
lent Horſe. 

Dolph. It is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neighis like 
the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces 
Homage. 

Orl. No more Couſin. 7 

Dolph, Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the riling ot the Larke to the lodging of the Lambe,vary 
delerved prayſe on my Palfray: it is a Threame as fluent 
as the Sea: Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues , and 
my Horſe is argument for them all : *ris a fubject for a 
Soueraigne torcalon on , and for a Soveraignes Sove- 
raigne to ride 6n: And for the Worls, familiar to us,and 
unknowne, to lay apart their particular FunRions , and 
wonder at him. I once writ a Sonnet in his praylſe , and 
began thus,Wonder of Nature. 

Orleanee. | have hcard a Sonnet begin ſo to ones Mi- 
ſtreſle. 

Dolpb. Then did they imirate that which I compos'd 
to my Courſer,for my Horſe is my Miſtreſle; 

Orl. Your Miſtreſſe beares well. 

well, Me well, which is the preſcript prayſc and per- 
fetion of a good and particular Miltreſle. 

onft. Nay , for me thought yeſterday your Miltreſſe 
ſhrewdly ſhooke your back. 

De/ph. So perhaps did yours. 

{n#t. Mine was not bridled. 

Dolph. O then belike ſhe was old and gentle , and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland,your French Hoſe off,and in 
your ftrait Stroſſers. 

Conſt. You have good judgement in Horſeman- 


ſhip. 
Delpb. Be warn'd by me then : they that ride fo, and 
ride not warily , fall into foule Boggs:I had rather have 
my Horſe to my Miſtrefle. 

Conſt, 1 had as live have my Miſtreſſe a Iade. 

Dolpb, I tell thee Conltablie , my Miſtreſſe weares his 
owne bayrc« 

Conſt, I could make as truc a boaſt as that , if Thada 
Sow to my Miltreile. 

Dolph. Le chrer: eſt retourne 4 ſon propre vomſſement o/i 
la levye lavee an bowbier:thou mak it ute of any thing. 


or any ſuch Proverbe, ſo littie kin ro the purpoſe. 

Ramb. My Lord Conſtable, the Armour that I ſaw in 
your Tent to night, aretholc Starres or Sunnes upon it? 

Cenſt.Starres my Lord. 

Delph. Some cf them will fall to morrow,l hope. 

Conſt, And yct my Sky ſhall not want. 

Dolph. That may be,for you beare a many ſuperfluoul- 
ly,and *twere more honor ſome were away. 

Conſt. Ev'nas your Horſe bearces your prayſes , who 
would trot as wel,were {omc of your bragges diſmoun- 


red. 

. Would I were able to loade him with hisde- 
ſert, Will it never be day ? I will trotto morrow a mile, 
and my way ſhal be paved with Engliſh Faces. 

Cenff. I will not fay fo, for feare I ſhouid be fac't out 
of my way : but I would it were morning , for I would 
faine be about theeares of the Engliſh. 

Ramb. Who will goe to Hazard with mefor twenty 
Priſoners? 

Conſt. You mult firſt goe your ſclfe to hazard, ere you 
have them. 

Dolph. Tis Mid-night, Ile goe arme my ſelfe. Ex, 

Orl. The Dolphin longs for morning. 


— 


q 


Conſt. Yet doc I not ule wy Horle for my Milſtrefle, | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


' 
: 
: 


_ 


— — 


| 
| 
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Ramb. He longs to cate the Engliſh. 

Conft. I thinke he willcate all he kills. 

Orl. By the white Hand of my Lady , hee's a gallant 
Prince. 
Fw Sweare by her Foot,that ſhe may tread out the 


Orleance. He is ſimply the moſt ative Gentleman of 
France. 

(uf. Doing is ativity ,and he will ſtill be doing. 
Orl. He never did harme,that I heard of. 

ouſt, Nor will doe none to morrow 7 hee will keepe 

that good name (till. 

Orl. I know him tobe valiant. 

Conſt. T was told that, by one that knowes him better 
then you 

Orl. What's hee? 

Conf. Marry hcetold me fo himfelfe , and hee ſaid he 
car'd not who knew it. 
L Orleance. He needes not, it is no hidden vertue in 

im. 

Conſt By my faith Sir, but it is : never any body ſaw 
it , buthis Lacquey : 'tisa hoodcd valour , and when it 
appeares,it will bate, 

Orl. Til will never ſayd well. 
Conſt. I will cap that Proverbe with, There is flattery 
in friendſhip. 
| Orl. And I will take up that with,Give the Devill his 
uyuc. 


Conſt. Well plac't : there ſtands your friend forthe 


| Devill : bave at the very eye of that Proyerbe with, A 


Pox of the Devill. 
Orl. You are the better at Proverbs,by how much a 
Faolcs Bolt is ſoone ſhot, 
Conſt. You have ſhotover. 
Orl. Tis not the firſt time you were over-ſhot. 


Enter 4 Meſſenger, 


Meſſ. My Lord high Conſtable, the Eogliſh lye within 
hfteene hundred paces of your Tents 

Conff, Who hath meal ur dthe ground? 

Mef. T he Lord Grandpree. 

( »«ſt. A valiant and moſtexpert Gentleman. Would 
it were day ? Alas poore Harry of England : hee longs 
not for the Dawning,as wee doc. 

Orl. Whata wretched and peeviſh fellow is this King 
of England, to mope with his far-brain'd fellowers 10 
tarre out of his knowledge. 

( *nft. If the Engliſh had any apprehenſion, they would ' 
runne away, | 

Orl. Thatthey lack : for if their heads had any intelle- 
ual Armour,they could never wreare ſuch heavy Head- \ 

IECCSs 
: Remb, That Tland of Eng'and breedes very valiant | 
Creatures ; their Maſtiftes are of vnmatchable cou- | 
rage. | 

Orleance, Fooliſh Curres , that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Rullian Beare, & have their heads cruſht 
like rotten Apples : you may as well ſay, that's a valiant 
Hea , that dare cate his breakefaſt on the Lippe of a 


Lyon. 

” Conf luſt, juſt : and the men doe ſympathize with | 
the Maſtiffes , in robuſtious and raugh comming 00, | 
leaving their Wits with their Wives : and then give | 
them great Meales of Beete , and Iron and Steele ; they | 
will cate like Wolves, and fight like Devils. we | 


ern 
. 


_—_— 
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011.1 , but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of Beeefe. 
Conft. Then ſhall we finde to morrow,they have only 
tomackesto cate , and none to fight. Now 1s it time to 


arme:come,ſhall we abour it? 

Orl. It is now two a Clock: but let meſec,by ten 
We ſhall have cach a hundred Engliſh men. =—Exeaar. 
eAus T ertius. 

Chorss, 


Now entertaine conjeRure ofa time, | 

When creeping Murmure and the poring Darke 

Fills the wide V cſlell of the Vniverſe. ; ; 
From Camp to Camp,through the foule W6b of Night 
The Humme of either Army tilly ſounds, 

That the fixt Centinels almoſt receive 

The ſecret Whiſpers of each others Watch. 

Fire anſwers fire and through their g—_ 

Each Battaile ſees the others umber'd tace. 

Steed threatens Steed,in high and boaltfull Neighs 


Piercing the Nights dull Eare:and from the Tents, Vpon exanyple,ſo the Spirit is caſed: 

The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, And whenthe Mind BIS ned,out of doubt 
With buſie Hammers cloſing Rivets up, The Organs,though defun&t aud dead before, 

Give dreadfull note of ation. Breake up their drowſie Grave, and newly move 

The Cocks doe crow, the Clocks doe towle: | With calted ſlough, and freſhlegerity. | 


And the third howre of drowſic Morning nam'd, 
Prowd of their Numbers,and ſecurein Soule, 
The confident and over-luſty French, 
Doe the low-rated Engliſh play at Dice; 
And chide the creeple-tardy-gated Night, 
Who like a toule and ougly Witch dorh limpe | 
So rediouſly away. The poore condemned Engliſh, 
Like Sacrifices,by their watchfull Fires 
Sir pariently,and iniy ruminate 
The Mornings danger:and their geſture (ad, 
Inveſting lanke-leane Checks,and Warre-worne Coats, 
Preſented them unto the gazing Moone 
$0 many horride Ghoſts. O now,who will bchold 
The Royall Captaine of this ruin'd Band 
Walking from Watchto Watch, from Tent to Tent; 
Let him cry,Prayſe and Glory of his head: 
For forth he gocs,and viſits all his Hoaſt, 
Bidsthem good morrew with a modeſt Smyle, 
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Countreymen. 
Vpon his Royall Face there is no note, 
How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of Colour 
Vntothe weary and all-watched Night: 
But freſhly lookes, and ov er-beares Attaint, 
With chearctull ſemblance,and ſweet Majeity: 
That every Wretch, pining and = before, 
om 


| Bcholding him, s comfort his Lookes. ſtring 1 love the lovely Bully. W hat is thy Name? 
A w- Me Ftthe the Sunne, K "7 Harry be Roy. 
His liberall Eye doth give to every one, Pi. Ls Ref?aCorniſh Name:art thou of Corniſh Crew? 
Thawing cold feare,that meane and gentle all King.No,l am a Welchman, 
Behold,as may unworthineſle define, Paft. Know'ſt thou Flueken? 
A little rouch of Herry in the Night, King. Yes. 
And ( our Scene muſt to the Batraile flye: Piſt.Tell him Ile knock his Lecke about his Pate upon 
Where,O for pitty,we ſhall much diſgrace, S. Davies day. 
With foure or five moſt vile and ——_— Pa Poo gorges wane ont Dagger in your Cappe 
(Right ill diſpos'd, in brawle ridiculous) that day,lcaſt he knock that about yours. 


The Name of Agincourt , Yet lit and ſee, 
Minding true things,by what their Mock'ries bee. 
Exit. 


Enter the King, Bedford, and Glouceſter. © | 


King. Gloſter, 'tis true that we are in great danger, 
The greater therefore ſhould our Courage be. 
God morrow Brother Bedford: God Almighty, 


There is ſome ſoule of e in things evill, 
Would men obſervingly diſtill ir out, 
For our bad Neighbour makes us early ſtirrers, 
W hich is both healthfull,and good husbandry. 
Befides,they are our outward Conſciences, 
And Preachers to usa'l;admoniſhing, 
That we ſhould dretle us tairely for our end. 
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed, 
And make a Morall of the Divell himſelfe. 
Emer Erps b 

Good morrow old Sir Thomas Evping ham: 
A good loft Pillow for that good white Head, 
Were better thena churliſh turfe of France. 

Erpee. Not ſo my Liege,this Lodging likes me better, 
Since I may ſay,now lye I like a King. 

King. 'Tis good for men to love their preſent paine, 


Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomas: Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Campe; 
Doe my good morrow to them,and anon 
Deſirethem all to my Pavillions 

Gloſter. We ſhall, my Liege, 

Erping. Shall 1 attcud your Grace? 

King. No my good Knight: 
Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 
I and my Boſome muſt debate awhile, 
AndthenI would no other company. 

Erping. The Lord in Heauen bleſle thee,Noble Haryy 


E-rexnt. 
King.God a mercy old Heart,thou ſpeak'ſt chearcfully, 
Emer Fiſtol, 
Piſt. Che vor ld 
Kme. A friend. 
Pit. Diſcuſſe unto me, art thou Oificer, or art thou 
baſe,common,and popular ? 
King. Tama Gentleman of a Company, 
Pſt. Trayl' ſt thou the puiſſant Pyke? 
King. Evenſo:what are you? 
Pip. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 
King. Then you are a better then the King. 
Pit. The King's a Bawcocke , and a Heart of Gold ; a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents , of Fiſt 
moſt yaliant : I kiſſe his durty ſhooe , and from heart- 


Pift. Arr 


(+ Sq7 
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Piſt. Art thou his friend? 

King. And his Kinſman too. 

Pie The Fego for thee then. 

King. I thanke you:God be with you. 

Pit. My name 15 Fsftol call'd. 

King. It ſorts well with your fiercenefle, 
CManer King. 


Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Gower, Captaine Fluellen, 

Fle.'So, inthe Name of leſu Chriſt, ſpeake fewer : it 
is the greateſt admiration in the univerſall World,when 
the true and aunchicnt Prerogatifes and Lawes of the 
Warres is not kept : if you would take the paines butto 
examinethe Warres of Pompey the Great, you ſhall finde, 
I warrant you,thar there isno tiddletadle nor pibble ba- 
ble in Pompeyes Campe : I warrant you, you finde 
the Ceremonies of the Warres, and the Cares of it , and 
the Formes of it, and the Sobricty of it,and the Modetty 
of it, to be otherwilc. 

Gewer. Why the Encmic is lowd,you heare him all 
Night. 

Fils, If the Enemie isan Aſſe and a Foole , anda pra- 
ting Coxcombe z is it mect,thinke you , that wee ſhould 
alſo, looke you,be an Aſle and a Foole,and a prating Cox- 
combe, in your owne conſcience now? 

Gow. | will ſpeake lower. 

Fls. 1 pray you, and beſeech you,that you will. Ex. 

King. Though it appeare a lictle out of faſhion, 

There is much carcand valour in this Welchman. 


Enter three Souldiers, lobn Bates , eAlexander (ourt, 
and Michael Williams. 


{ourt. Brother [wn Bates , is notthat the Morning 
which breakes yonder? 

Bates. I thinke it be : but wee have no great caufe to 
deſire the approach of day. 

Williams. W ce ſee yonder the beginning of the day, 
but thinke wee ſhall never ice thee end of 1t. Who goes 
there? 

"King. A friend. 

Will. Vnder what Captaine ſerve you? 

K mg. Vnder Sir Jon Erpiogham. 

will. A good old Commander , and a moſt kinde Gen- 

tleman : I pray you,what thinkes he of our eſtate? 

King. Even as men wrackt upona Sand , that looke to 

be a oft the next Tycc. 

Bates, He hath not told his thought to the King? 

King. No : nor it is not mect he ſhould : tor though I 
ſpcake itto you, I thinke the King 1s but a man,as1I am: 
the Violctſmcllsro him, as it doth to me; the Element 
ſhewes to him , as it doth to me ; all his ſences have but 
humane Conditions : his Ceremonies layd by,in his Na- 
kednefſe he appcares but a man ; and though his affe&ti- 
ons are higher mounted then ours, yet when they ſtoupe, 
they ſtoupe with the like wing : therefore, when he ſees 
reaton of feares,as we doe; bis feares, out of doubr,be of 
the ſame relliſh as ours are : yet in reaſon,no man ſhould 
poſſeſſe him with any appearance of trare ; lcalt hee, by 

ſhewing it, ſhould dis-hearten his Army. 

Bater. He may ſhew what outward courage he will: 
but I beleeve as cold a Nightas 'tis, bee could wiſh him- 
ſelfe in Thames up to the Nectzand ſo 1 would he were, 
and [| by him, at all adventures,ſo we were quit herc. 


King. By my troth,I will ſpeake my conſcience of the 


Exit, 


mu 


| Proportion of ſubjetion. 


King : I thinke hee would not wiſh himſelfe any where, 
but where hee is. 
Bates. Then would he were here alone;ſo ſhould he be 
ſure tobe ranſomed,and a many poore mens lives ſaved, 
Kg. 1 dare fay , you love him not fo ill,to wiſh him | 


here alone : howſoever you ſpeake this to feele other 
mens minds , me thinks 1 could not Wc any where {6 
contented,as in the Kings company;hiSCaule being juſt, 


and his Quarrell honvrable. 

Wil. That's more then we know. 

Bates. I, or more then we ſhould ſeeke after; for wee 
know enough,it wee know weeare the Kings SubjeRts; 
if his Cauſc be wrong , our obedience tothe King wipes 
the Cryme of it out of us, 

Willems. But it the Cauſe be not good, the King him | 
ſelfe hath a heavy Reckoning romake , when all thoſe 
Legpges , and Armes , and Heads, chop off in a Battaile, 
ſhall joyne together at the latter day and cry all, Wee dy- 
ed at ſucha place, ſome {wearing,!tome crying for a Sur- | 
geon ; {ſome upon their Wives left poore behind them; 
tome upon the Debts they owe,ſome upon their Childre 
rawly left : I am atcar'd , there are few dye wellgthat dyc 
n Battalle : for how can they charitably diſpole of any 
thing , when Blood is their argument?Noww,it theſe men 
doe nut dye well,it will be a black matter for the King, 
that lcd them toit ; whom todiſobey , were againit all 


— 


K img. So, it a Sonne that is by his Father ſent about 
Merchandize,doe fintuily miſcarry upon the Sea;the im- 
putation of his wickedneſle, by your rule, ſhould be im- 
poſed upon his Father that ſent him : or if a Servant, un- 
der his Maiſters command,tranſporting a ſumme of Me- 
ney,be aſſayled by Robbers,and dic in many irreconcil'd 
Iniquitics ; = may call the buſineſle of the Maiſter the 
author of the Servants damnation : bat this is not ſo: 
The King 1s not bound toanliver the particular endings 
of his Sauldiers,the Father of his Sonne,nor the Maiſtcr | 
of lus Servant ; for they purpole not their death , when 
they purpole their ſervices. Beſides, there is no King,be 
his Cauſe never ſo ſpotleſle, if it come to the arbitre- 
ment of Swords, caiitrye it Out with all unſpotted Soul- 
diers : ſome ( peradyenture ) have on them the guilt of 
premeditated and contrived Murther ; ſome, of begui- 
ling Virvins with the broken Scales of Perjury ; ſome, 
making the Warres their Bulwarke,that have before go- 
red the gentle Boſome of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
rie. Now, if theſe men have defeated the Law, and out- 
runne Native puniſhment ; though they can our-ſtrip 
men, they have nv wings to flye trom God, Warre 1s 
his Beadle, Warre is his Vengeance : ſothat here men 
are pur;iſht, for before breach of the Kings Lawes,in 
now the Kings Quarrell : where they feared the death, 
they have borne lite away; and where they would bee 


lafe, they periſh. Then if they dye unprovided,no more 
is the King guilty of their damnation , then hee was be- | 
fore guilty of thoſe Impietics, for the which they are | 
now vilited. Every Subjets Duty is the Kings, but | 
every Subjets Soule is his owne. Thercfore ſhould | 
every Souldicr in the Warres doe as every ficke manin | 
his Bed, waſh every Moth out of his Conſcience : and 
dying ſo, Death 1s to him advantage ; or not dying, 
the time was bleſſedly loſt, wherein ſuch preparation was | 


gayned : and in him that eſcapes, it were not finneto | 
thinke , that making God ſofree an offer,he let him out- | 
live that day , to ſee his Greatneſle , and to teachothers | 


how they ſhould prepare. 
3 F'Y will. Tis 


——_— 


— 
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will. "Tis certaine,every man that dyes ill,the ill upon 
his owne head,the King is not toanſ{wer it. 
Bates. I doe not deſire hee ſhould anſwer for me,and 
yet I determine to fighs luſtily for him. 
King. 1 my ſelfe _ the King ſay he would not be 
om d 


Will. I, hee ſaid ſo, ro make us fight chearefully : but 
whenour throatsare cut; hee may be ranſom'd, and wee 
ne'rethe wiſer. ; 

King. If I live to ſee it, I will never truſt his word at- 
ter. 

wil, You pay him then,: that's a perillous ſhot out 
of an Elder Gunne,that a poore and a private diſplcaturc 
cai doe againſt a Monarch : you may as well goe about 
ro turne the Sunne to yce,with fanning in his face witha 
Peacockes feather : You'le never trult his word atter, 
come, 'tisa fooliſh ſaying- 

King. Your reproofe is ſomething roo round, I ſhould 
beangry with youzif the time were convenient. 

Wl, Let it bee a Quarrell betweene us , if youlive. 

King. I embrace its 

will How ſhall I know thee againe? ; 

King. Give me any Gage of thine ,and I will weareit 
in my Bonnet: Then if ever thou dar'it acknowledge ir, 
I will make it my Quarrell. 

wil. Here's my Glove : Give mee another of 
thine. 

Kieg. There. e 

Yall. This will I alſo weare in my Cap:if everthou 


come to me,and ſay, after to morrow, This is my Glove, | 
by this Hand I will take thee a box on the care. | 
King. If ever [live toſee it, I will challenge it- 
UU. Thou dar'ſt as well be hang'd. ; | 
King. Well, 1 will doc it , though I cake thee in the 
Kings company. 
VHll. Keepe thy word : fare thee well. 
Bate: Be friends you Eagliſh fooles, be friends , wee 
have French Quarrels enow , if you could tell how to 
reckon. 


— 


Exeunt Souldier;. 

King. lndeede the French may lay twenty French 
Crownes to one,they will beat us, tor they bearethem 
on their ſhoulders : but itis no Engliſh Treaſon ro cur 
_ Crownes,and to morrow the King hunlelfe wall 

1 cr. 
Vpoa the King,let us our Lives, our Soules, 
Our Debts,cur carcfull Wives, 
Our Children,and our Sinnes,lay on the King: 
Wemult beare all, 
O hard Condition, T win-borne with Greatneſle, 
Subjett to the breath of every foole, whoſe ſence 
No more can feele,but his owne wringing- 
What infinite hearts-caſe muſt Kings neglie, 
Thar private men enjoy? 
| And what have Kings;that Privates have not too, 
Saue Ceremonie, fave generall Ceremonic? | 
| And whatart thou, thou Idoll Ceremony? 
What kind of god art thou?that ſuffer'ſt more | 
Of morrall grictes, then doe thy worſhippers. 
| Whataret y Rent? what are thy Commings in? | 
O Ceremony, ſhew me but 


| Art thou oughe elſ*but Place, Degree, and Forme, 
Creating awe and feare in other men? 
Wherein thou art leſſe happy,bcing fear'd, 


| Then from it iſſued forced drops of blood. 


W hat?is thy Soule of Adoration? | 


Thenthey in fearing, | 


— 


WC har drink'ſt thou oft,in ſtead of Homage {weer, 
But poyſor'd flatterie?O,be fick,great Greatnefle, 
nd bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 
Thinks thou the ficry Fever will goc out 
Withcitles blowne trom Adulation? 
Wilt it give place to flexure and low bending? 
Canſtthou,when thou command'ſt the beggers knee, 
Command the health of it?No,cheu prowd Dreamge, 
That play'ſt ſo ſubtilly with a Kings Repole, 
I am a King that find thee : and I know, 
'Tis not the Baime, the Scepter,and the Ball, 
The Sword, the Mace,the Crowne Imperial, 
The enter-tifſucd Robe of Gold and Pearle, 
The farſed Title running 'tore the King, 
The Throne he fits 0n:nor the Tyde of Pompe, 
That bcates upon the high ſhore of this World: | 
No, not all theſe, thrice-gorge 
Not all theſe, lay 'd inbed Majeſticall, 
Can lcepe ſo ſoundly, as the wretched Slave: 
Who with a body fill'd,and vacant mind, 
Gets him torelt, cram'd with diſtreſſcfull bread, 
Never fees horride Night,the Child of Hell: 
Burt likea Lacquey, from the Riſe to Set, 
Sweates in the eye of Phebas ; and all Nighe 
Sieepes in Elizimm: next day after dawne, 
Doth ric and helpe Hiperien to his Horſe, 
And follawes ſothe ever-running yeere 
With profitable labour to his Grave: 
IO uaed 
2g up Dayes with toyle, ights wit X 
Had the toure-hand and omg of a King, 
The Slave, a Member of the Countreyes peace, 
Enjoyes1t : but in grofſe Hraine lictle wots, 
W hat watch the King keepes,to maintaine the peace; 
Whoſe howres, the Pelant beſt advantages. 


Emer Erzingbam. 

Erp. My Lord, your Nobles jealous of your abſence, 
Seeke through your Campe to tind you. 

King. Good old Knight,colle&t them all together 
At my Tent: lle be before thee. 

Erp. I ſhall doo't,my Lord. Exit. 

King. O God of Battailes, (tecle my Seuldiers hearts, 

Poſſefle them not with feare:Take fromghem now 
The fence of reckning of th'oppoted numbers: 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day,O Lord, 
O root to day,thinke not upon the fault 
My Father made,in compalling the Crowne. 
I Richards body have interred new, 
And on it have beſtowed more contrite teares, 


Fiue hundred I have in yeerely pay, 
Who twice aday their wither'd hold up 
Toward Heaven,to pardon blood: 
And I have built ewo Chauntries, 
Where the {ad and folemne Prieſts fing (till 
For Richards Soule. More will | doe: 
Though all that I can doe,is nothing worth: 
Since that my Penitence comes after all, 
Imploring pardon. 

Emer Glangeſte, 


Glone. My Liege. 

King. My Brother Gloncefters voyce?T:; 
I know thy crrand,l will goc with thee: 
Theday,my fricud,and all things ſtay tor me. 


Exewnt, | 


ous Cercmorucs, | 


__— 44 


Emer 
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Enter the Dolphin,Orleance, Ramburr,and 
Beawmont. 
_ The Sunne doth gild our Armour , up my | 
Lords. 
Dolph. Monte (hewal: My Horſe, Valet Lacquay: 
Ha. 
Orl. Oh brave ſpirit. 
Dolph. Via ler ewes & terre. 
Orl. Riew pmis le air + few. 
. Cexn, Couſin Orfarce, 
Now my Lord Conſtable? ; 
Conſt. Hearke how our Steedcs, for preſent Service 
neigh, |; 
Dolph. Mount them,and make inciſion in their Hides, 
That thcir hot blood may ſpin in Englith eyes, 
And doubt them with ſuperfluous courage: has 
Rem. W hat, will you havechem weep our Horſes blood? 
How ſhall we then bchold their naturall teares? 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſenger. The Englith are embarttail'd, you French 
Peeres. 
C{enft. To Horſe you gallant Princes, ſtraight to Horſe. 
Doe but bchold yond poore and ſtarued Band, 
And your faire ſhew ſhall ſuck away their Soules, 
Leaving them but the ſhales and huskes of men. 
There 1s not worke enough for all our hands, 
Scarce blood enough in all their ickly Veines, 
Togive Cchadked Curtleax a ſtayne, 
That our French Gallants ſhall today draw out, 
And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let ns but blow onthem, 
The v of our Valour will o're<turnethem. 
'Tis politive 'gainſt all exceptions, Lords, 
That pur ſuperfluous Lacquics,and our Pcfants, 
Who in utncceflary ation ſwarme 
About our Squares of Batraile, were enow 
To purge this field of ſuch a hilding Foc; 
Though we upon this Mountaines Baſis by, 
Tooke ſtand for idle ſpeculation: 
But that our Honours muſt not. W hat's to ſay? 
A verylittle little let us doe, 
And all is done:then let the Trumpets ſound 
The Tucker Sonuance,and the Note to mount: 
For our approach ſhall ſo much dare the field, 
That England (hall couch downe in tcare,and yeeld. 
Emer Grawndpree. 
Graxdpree.\ hy do you ſtay ſo long,my Lords of France? 
Yond Iland Carrions,deſpcrate of their bones, 
I!l-favourcdly become the Morning field: 
Their ragged Curtaines poorely are kt looſe, 
And vur Ayre ſhakes them paſſing ſcornefully. 
Bigge Mar: ſeemes banqu'rout intheir begger'd Hoaft, 
And faintly through a ruſty Bever peepes. 
The Horſemen fit like fixed Candlefticks, 
With Torch-ſtavesintheir hand:and their poore Iades 
Lob downe their heads,drooping the hide and _ 
The gumme downe roping trom their pale-dead eyes, 
And intheir pale dull muuches the Iymold Birr 
Lyes foule with chaw'd graflc, ſtill and motionleſle, 
And their excecutors,the knaviſh Crowes, | 
Flye o're them all, impatient for their howre. 
Deſcription cannat ute at {clfe in words, 
Todemonſtrate the Life of ſuch a Barrailc, 
Inlite ſolivelcſſe,as it ſhewes it ſelfe. 
Conft, They have faid their praycrs, 
And they ſtay fordeath. 
Del, Shall we go ſend them Dinners, and freſh Sures, 


Enter Conft able. 


_— 


j And give their faſting Horſes Provender, 


And after fight with them? 
(onft. I ſtay but for my Guard : on 
To the field,l willthe Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And uſe it for my haſte. Come, come away, 
The Sunne is high,and we out-weare the day, Exemn, 


Enter Glouceſter Bedford, F xeter, Erpinghans 
with all bis Hoaſt: Salichury and 
Weſt merland. 
Glonc., Where is the King? 
'Bedf. The King himſcife is rodeto view their Bat- 


alle. 
ona fighting men they have full threeſcore thou- 


F xe. There's five to one, beſides they all arefrelh, 
Salirb.Gods Arme ſtrike with us, tis a fearcfull oddes. 
God buy*you Princes all;Ile ro my Charge: 
If we no more meet, till we meet in Heaven; 
Then joyfully,my Noble Lord of Bedford, 
My deare Lord Glouceſter,and my good Lord Excter, 
And my kind Kinſman, Warriors all, adicu. 
Bed. Farwell good Sahubwry,& good luck go with thee: 
And yetI doe thee wrong,to mind thee of it, 
For thou art fam'd of the firme truth of valeur. 
Exe. Farewell kind Lord: fight valiantly to day, 
Bed. He is as full of Yalour as of Kindneſſe, 
Princely in both. 
Emer the King 


Weſt. O that we now had here 

But one ten thouſand of thoſe men in England, 
That doe no worke today, 

King. What's he that wiſhes ſo? 
My Couſin Weſtwerland. No my faire Couſin: 
It we are marktto dyc,we are enow 
To do our Countrey loſſe:and if tolive, 
The fewer men,the greater ſhare of honour. 
Gods will, I pray thee wiſh notone man more. 
By love, lam not covetous for Gold, 

or care I who doth feed upon my coſt: 

le yernes me not, it men my Garments weare; 
Such outward things dwell not in my defires, 
Bur if it be a ſinne to covet Honor, 
I am the moſt offending Soule alive. 
No 'faith,my Couze,wiſh not a man from England: 
Gods peace, I would not loſe ſogreat an Honor, 
As one man more me thinkes would ſhare from me, 
For the beſt hope I have. O, doe not wiſh one more: 
Rather proclaime it(Weſtmerland);hrough my Hoaſt, 
That he which hath no ſtomack to this fight, 
Ler him depart, his Paſport ſhall be made, 
And Crownes for Convoy put into his Purſe: 
We would not dye inthat mans company, 
That feares his fellowſhip, to dye withus. 
This day is call'd the Feat! of Criſpies: 
He that out-lives this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Will tanda tip-toe when this day is named, 
And rowſec him atthe Name of (7/pies: 
He that ſhall ſce this day,and live old age, 
Will ly on the Vigill feaſt his neighbours, 
And (ay,to morrow is Saint (/pias: 
Then will he ſtrip his ſleeve,and ſhew his skarres: 
Old men forgetzyer all ſhall not be forgot: 
But hee'le remember, with advantages, 
What feats he did that day. Then ſhall our Names, 
Familiar in his mouth as houſ 
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Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, | 


Ferwickand T albor,Salicbury and Glouceiter, | 
Bein thcir lowing Cups freſhly remembred- 


This tory ſhall the good man teach his fonne: | 


And Cri/pme Criſpsen (ſhall n'ere goe by, 
From ey rothe'ending of the World, 
But we in it ſhall be remembred; _ | 
We few,we happy few,we band of brothers: | 
For he to day that ſheds his blood with me, | 
Shall be my brother:be he ne're lo vile, 
This day ſhall gentle his condition- | 
And Gentlemen in Englad,now a bed, 
Shall thinke the nſelves accurit they were not here; 
And hold their Manhoods cheape,whiles any ipcakes, 
That fought with us upon Saint Cry/penes day. 
Enter Salubury. ny | 
Sal. My Soveraigne Lord,beſtow your ſelfe with ſpeec: | 
The French are bravely in their batrailles ſer, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 
King. All things ace ready, if our minds be ſo. 
w_ } Periſh the man, whole mind 1s backward now. 
King. Thou do'{t not wiſh more helpe trom England, 
Couzc? 
weſt. Gods will, my Liege,would you and I alone, 
Without more helpe,could fight this Royall batraile. 
King. Why now thou haſt unwiſht five thouſand men: 
Which likes me better,then to wiſh us one 
You know your places : God be with youall. 


Tucket, Enter CMontioy. 
Monr, Once more I come to know of thee King Harry, 

If for thy Ranſome thou wilt now compound, 
Before thy molt aſſured Overthrow: 
For certainly,thou art ſo neere the Gulte, 
Thou needs muſt be cnglutted, Beſides,in mercy 
The Conltable deſires thee, thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of Repentance; that their Soulcs 
May make a peacefull and a tweet retyre 
From off thee fields : where (wretches)their poore bo- } 
Mult lye and fetter, (dics 

King. Who hath tent thee now? 

Mont, The Conſtable of France. 

Kizg. 1 pray thiee beare my former Anſwer back: 
Bidthem atchieve me,andthen fcll my bones. 
Good God,why ſhould they mock poore feliowesthus? 
The man that once did tell the Lyons skin 
While the beaſt liv'd, was kill'd with hunting him- 
A many of our bodycs ſhall no doubr 
Find Native Graves:upon the which,1 truſt 
Shall witneſle live in Brafle of this daycs worke. 
And thoſe that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men,though buryed in your Dung hills, 
They ſhall be fam'd:tor there the Sun ſhall greet them, 
And draw th:ir honors recking up to Heaven, 
Leaving their carrhly parts to choake your Clyme; 
The ſmell whereot (hall breed a Plague in France. 
Marke then abounding valour in our Engliſh: 
That being dcad,like to the bullers grafing, 
Breake out intoa ſecond courſe of miſchicte, 
Killing in relapſe of Mortality. 
Let ne {peake prowdly : Tell the Conſtable, | 
Weare but Warriors tor the working day: 


} Thou never ſhalt keare Herauld any more. 


And time hath worne us into flovenry. 
But by the Matſe,our hearts are in the trim: 
And my Souldierstell me,yet ere Night, 
They lc be in freſher Robes, or they will pluck 
The gay new Coats 0're the French Souldiers heads, 
And turne them out of ſervice. It they doc this, 
As it God plcale,they ſhall ; my Ranſome then 
Will ſoone be levycd. 
Herauld, fave thou thy labour: 
Come thou no more for Ranſome, gentle Herauld, 
They ſhall have none, 1 ſweare,burt theſe my joynts: 
Which if they have,as I will lcave um them, 
Shall yceld them little,rcll the Conſtable. 

Afont. 1 ſhall, King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 
Exit. 

Kong. 1 teare thou wilt once moce come againe for a 
Rantome. 

Emer Tork. 
Yorks. My Lord, mott humbly on my knee T begge 


| The leading ofthe Vaward, 


King. Take it,brave Torke. 
Now Souldiers march away, 
And how thou plealcſt God,difpoſe the day. —=Exemne. 
eAlarum. Excurſions, 
Enter Piſtol, French Soldier, Boy. 

Piſtol. Yecld Curre. 
y French. le penſe que vous eſtes le Gentil-home de bone qua- 
ue, 

Pi/t. Qualtity calmy cuſture mc. Art thoua Gentle- 
man? W hat is thy Name? diſcuſle. 

French. O Seignewr Diew. 

Piſt, O Signucur Dewe ſhould be a Gentleman : per- 
pend my words O Signicur Dewe,and marke:O Signcur: 
Dewe , thou dyeſt on point of Fox , except O Signicur 
thou doegive to me egregious Ranſome. 

French. O wyſericorde ayee. pitie de moy, : 

Pit. Moy ſhall not ferve,I will have forty Moyes:for 
I will terch thy rymmse out at thy Throat, in droppes of 
Crimſon blood, 

French, Eft-il impoſſible d eſchapper la force de ton bras. 

Fiſt. Bratſe,Curre?thou damned and luxurious Moun- 
taine Goar, otter'(t me Bratle? 

French, O pardonne moy. 

Pift. Say'{t thon me10? is thata Tonne of Moves? 
Come hither boy , aske me thus flve in French what 15 
tis Name. 

Boy. E ſcomte comment e/l «3 vans appell'? 

French. Aſanſienr le Fer, 

Boy. He fayes his Naine is M, Fer. 

P:t.M. Fer: llc fer him, and firke him, and ferret him: 
diſcuſſe the ſame in French unto him. 

Bop. 1 doe not know the French for fer ard ferret, & 
firke. 

P:/t. Bid him prepare,for I will cut now. 

French. Due de-i Monſieur? 

Boy. 11 me communde de vous dire que vous Voris teniex. 


| preſt, car ce ſoldat icy eſt diſpoſee rout aiture de conper voſtre | 


Pit, Owy , cuppelegorge parmatoy peſant, unleſſe | 
thou rome Crownes, brave Crownes,or mangled ſhalt 


thou this my Sword. 
French 


| Our Gayneſſe and our Gilt are all beſmyrcht O Ie vons ſupplie pour l amonr de Dieu : me par- 
Withrayny Martching in the painefull field, danner Je ſuis Gentil-bome de bonne maiſon , garde ma vie C5 
There's nota piece of teather in our Hoaſt; | le vous donneray deux cents eſcns. 
Good argument(l hope)we will not flye; | Piſt. What are his words? | 

"WY - - Boz. He \ 


he — 


— 
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Boy, He prayes youto fave his life, he is a Gentleman 
of agood houle, and for his ranſom he will give you 
rwo hundred Crowncs. 

P:/t. Tell him my tury ſhallabate,and I the Crownes 
wil take, 

Fren. Petit Monſieur que dut-5l? 

Boy. Encore qu ul eft contre ſon Inrement de pa" donner aw- 
cun priſounicr : neant-moms pour les eſcus que vous tuy pro- 
metnez., il eft coment de 992 donner la liberte de franchiſe. 

Fre. Sur mes genonx te 1087 donne willes remerci: ment, 
le me eftims bheureux queie re tombe entre les mains d'vn 
Chevalger , ie penſe le plas brave valiant , & tres deſtine St- 

graenr d' Angleterre, 

Pit. Expound unto me boy. 

Boy. He gives you upon his knees a thouſand thanks, 
and clteemes himſcite happy , that he hath falne into 
the hands of onc(as he thiakes)the moſt brave,valorous 
and thrice-worthy ſigncur of England, 

Pit. As Iiuckeblood , I will tome mercy ſhew. Fol- 
low mee; 

Boy. Sawve von? le grand Capitaime? 

I did never know ſo wofull a voice ifluc trom ſo empty 
a heart : butthe ſong is true, The empty velſlell makes 
the grcatcit ſound . Baraelfe and Num had tenne times 
more valour , then this roaring divell i'th old play , thyt 
every one may payre his naylcs with a wooden dagger, 
and they are both hang'd , and ſo would this beg it hee 


| durſt ſtealeany thing adven'uronſly.I mult ſtay with the 


Lackies, with the luggage of our camp,the French might 
hayea good prey of us,it he knew of it, tor there 1s none 
to guard it but boyes. Ex. 


Emer Conftable,)rleance, Burbon, Dolphin, 
and Kamburs. 


Cox, O Diable. 
Orl. O ſrenenr le voy & prydiatonte & per die. 
| Dol. Mort Dieu ma wie, all is confounded, all, 
Reproach, and cverlalting ſhame 
Sits mocking in our Plumes. A [tort eAlaram. 
O meſchante fertnne, do not runnc aways» 
Con. W hy all our rankesare broke. 
Dol. O perdurable ſhame, let's ſtab our ſelves: 
Be theſc the wretches that we plaid at dice for? 
Orl. Is this the Kiug we {entro,for his ranſome? 
Bur. Shamc,and cteraal! ſhame, nothing but ſhame, 
Let us flye in once more backe againe, 
And he that will not follow Burbon now, 
Let him go hence,and with his cap in hand 
Like 2 baſe Pander hold the Chamber doore, 
W hilſt by a baſe flave,no gentler then my dogge, 
His faire!: daughter 1s contaminated. 
(ox. Ditorder that hath ſpoyl'd us, friend us now, 
Let us on heapes go ofter up our lives- 
Ort. Weare enow yet living in the Field, 
To 1mo' her up the Engliſh in ur throngs, 
If any order might be thought upon- 
Bux. The dive!ll take Order now, Ile tothe throng; 


' Let life be ſhort,ciſe ſhame will be too long. Exu, 


Alarm. Ener the King and ns trayue, 
with P1 1/oner's. 


King. Well have we done,thrice-valiant Countrimcn, 
Burt ali's not dune,yer ker pe the Frenchthe field, 
Exe. The D . of York commends him to your Majeſty 


| 


—— —— - 


| 
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King. Lives he good Vnckle:thrice within this houre 


I ſaw him downe : thrice up againe,and fighting, 

From Helmertto the ſpurre, ali blood he was. 
Exo, In which array(brave Soldier )doth he lye, 

Larding the plaine:and by his y fide, 

(Yoake-fellow to his honour-owing-wounds) 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke aHo lyes. 

Suftolke firſt died,and Yorke all hagled over 

Comes to him, where in gore he lay inſtceped, 

And takes him by the Beard,kiſles the gaſhes 

That bloodily did yawne upon his face. 

He cryes aloud; Tarry my Coſin Suffolke, 

My toule ſhall thine keepe company to heaven: 

Tarry(ſweet foule) for mine,then flye a-breſt: 

As 1n this glorieus and well-foughten ficld 

We kept together in our Chic alry. 

Vpontheſe words I came and cheer'd him up, 

He1ſmil'd me in the face, raughe me his ns. 

And with a feeble gripe,ſfayes:Deere my Lord, 

Commend my ſervice to my Soveraigne, 

So did he turue, and over Suffolkes necke 

He threw his wounded arme,and kiſt his lippes, 

And ſo efpous'd to death, with blood he ſeal'd 

A Teltament of Noble-ending-love: 

T he pretty and ſweer manner of it forc'd 

Thofe waters from me,which 1 would have {top'd, 

Burt I had not ſo much of man in mee, 

Andall my mother came into mine cyes, 

And gave me up to teares. p 

Kmg.I blame younot, 

For hearing this, I muſt perforce compound 

With mixtfull eyes,or they will ifſucto. Alarm, 

But hearke,whatnew alarum is this ſame? 


| The French have re-enforc'd their ſcatter'd men: 


: 
| 


— — 


[ 


Then cvery {ouldiour kill his Priſoners, 
Give the word through. Exit 
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Actus {Quartus. 


— a ———_—_— 


Emter Fluellew and Gower. 


Fls. Kill the poyes and the luggage , 'Tis expreſlely 
againlt the Law of Armes,tis as arrant a pegce of knave- 
ry marke you now, as can bee offart in your Conſcience 
now,1s 1t not? 

Gow, Tis certaine , ther's not a boy left alive , andthe 
Cowardly Raſcalls that ranne from the battaile ha'done 
this laughter : beſides they have burned and carried a- 
way all that was tnthe Kings Tent,wheretore the King 
molt worthily hath caus'd every ſouidiour to cur his 

riſoners throat. O'tis agallant King. 

Fls. 1, hee was porne at CMonmenth Captaine Gower: 
what call you the Townes name_ where Alexander the 
pig was borne? 

q . Alexander the Great. 

Is. Why I pray yoeu,is not pig, great?The pig, or 
the great , or the mighty , or the huge, or the magnani- 
mous,areall one reckorungs,ſave the phraſe is a little va 
rations. : 

Gower. I thinke eMexander the Great was bornein 
Maceden, his Father was called Philip of Macedon, as | 
take it. 


Flu, I thinke it is in CMaceden where Aloxavdr is 
= 
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; I rell you Captaine, if you looke in the Maps of 
the Orld, I warrant you fall find inthe compariſons be- 
tweene Macedon and Monmanth, that the fituations looke 
| you, is both alike. There is a Rivcr in Aaceden,and there 
1salſo morcover a River at Aſonmonth,it is call'd Wye at 
Monmouth; but it is out of my praines, what is the name 
of the other River: but 'risall one, *cisalike as my fingers 
is to wy fingers, and th:reis Salmons in both. If | 
marke Alexanders life weil, Harry of onmomtbes lite 15 
come after it indifferent well, tor there is figures 1n all 
things. Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his 
rages, and his turies, and his wraths,and his chollers,and 
his moodes, and his diſpleaſures, and his indignations, 
and alſo beings a little intoxicates in his praines, did in 
his Ales and his angers (looke you) kill his belt friend 

144. : 
FR Our King is not like him in that, he never 1 kill'd 
any of his friends. 

Fi, It is not well done (marke you now to take the 
tales out of my mouthzere it is nc and finithed.I ſpeak 
but in the figures, and compariſous of it : as Alexander 
kild his friend (Hrws,being in his Ales and his Cuppes;(o 
alſo Harry Monmonth being in his right wittes, aud his 
good judgements, turn'd away the fir Knight with the 
great belly doublet : he wastull of j:its, and gypes,and 
knaveries, and mockes, I have forgot hts name. 

Gow. Sir Jobn Falſtaffe. 

Fls, That is he 8 Ile tell you, there is good men porne 
at Monmonth, 

Gow. Hcre comes his Majcſty. 


Alarum; Enter King Harry and Burbon 
with priſoners, Floariſh. 


King. 1 was not angry ſince I came to France, 
Vncill this inſtane, Take a Trumpet Herald, 
Ridethou unto the horſemen on yond hull : 

If they will fight with us, bid them come downe, 
Or voyde the tield : they doe offend our light. 
If they'll doe nenther, we will come to them, 
Ard make them sker away, as ſwittas itones 
Enforc:d from the old Al; rian ſlings : 
Belid:s, we'll cut the throats of thoſe we have, 
And not a man of them that we ſhall rake, 
Shall talte our mercy. Go and tell them 0. 
Emer Alontwy, 

Exe. Here comes the Herald ofthe French, my Liege. 

Glow, His eyes are humblcr then they us'd tobe, 

- mg. How now, what meanes theur Herald ? Knowlt 
mou not, 

That I have fin'd theſe bones of mine for ranlome ? 
| Com'lt thou againe for ranſome ? 

Fer. No great King : 

come to thee for charitable Licenſe, 

[ hat we may wander ore this bloody Feld, 

To booke our dead, and then to bury them, 

Tolort our Nobles from our common men. 

For many of our Princes (woe the while) 

Lye drown'd and ſoak'd in mercenary blood : 

50 doe our vulgar drenchtheir peaſant limbes 
| Indlood of Princes, and with wounded ſtceds 
Fret fet-locke deepen gore, and with wilde rage 
Yerke out their armed heeles at their dead maſters, 
Kling them twice. O give usleave great King, 
To view the field in ſafety, and diſpole 

Ot their dead bodies. 


King. Itell thee truly Herald, 'S 
I know notif the day be ours or no, 
For yeta mauy of your hociemen pecre, 
And gallop ore the field. 

Her. The day is yours. | 

King. Praiſed be God, and not our ſtrength for it x. 
W hat is this Caſtle call'd thar itands hard by. 

Her. T hey call it eAgincowrr. 

King. Thencall we this the ficld of efgincomre, 
Fought on the day of Criſpin Criſfpiane. 

Fs. Your Grandta: her of famous memory (an't pleaſe 
your Majcity) and your great Vncke Edwerdthe Placke 
Prince of Wales, a5 I have read in the Chronicles, foughr 
a molt pravepattle here in France. | 

King. They did Fbucken. d 

F ue, Your Majeſty fayes very true: If your Majeſties 
iSremembred of it, the Welchmendid good ferviceina 
Garden where Leeks did grow, wearing Leekes intheir 
Moumemh caps,which your Majcity know to this houre 
is an honorable badge ot the ſervice: AndI doe belceve 
your Majeſty takcs no ſcorne to weare the Lecke upon 
S. Tavics day, 

King. I weare it fora memorable honor: 

For I am Welch you know good Countriman. 

Fl. All the water in Wye, cannot waih your Maje- 
ſites Welſh plood out of your pody, I can tell yoy that: 
God pleſſe it, and preſerve it, as long as it pleales his 
Grace, and his Majeſty too. 

K'mg. Thankes good my Countryman. 

Fls. By Icſhu, I am your Majeltics onm—_— I 
care not who know it ; 1 willconfefle it toall the Or 
I need not to be aſhamed of your Majelſty,praifcd be 
{olongas your Majeſty is an honeſt man. 

King, Good keepe me fo. 

: Enter W:illzams, 
Our Heralds goe with him, 
Bring me juſt notice of thenumbers dead s 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither. 

Exe. Souldier, you mult come tothe King. 

Fa. gs, Souldicr, why wear'tt thou that Glove in thy 
p? 

will. And't pleaſe your Majcity, 'tis the gage of one 

that I ſhould figh: wirhall, it he be alive. 

King. An Eagiiſhman? 

Will. And't pleaſe your Majelty, a Raſcall that ſwag- 
ger'd with mc kt nighe : whoit alive, and ever dare to 
chailenge this Glove, I have f:vorne to take him a boxe 
a'theare : or if I can ice my Glove in his cap, which he 
{woreashe wasa Souldicr hee would weare (it aliue) I 
will ſtrike it out ſoundly. 

Kin, What thinke you Caprtaine Fluelen, 1s it fic this 
ſouldicr keepe his oath? 

Flu. He 1s2 Cravenand a Villaine elſc, and't pleaſe 
your Majelty in my cen[ctence. | 

King. It may be, his enemy 1s a Gentleman of great 
ſort, quite trom thean{wer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as g004da icr.cleman asthedevillis, 
as Luciter and Belzebub himſcife, it is neceflary (lpoke 
your Grace) that he keepe his vowand his oath : If he 
be perjur'd (ſee younow ) bis reputation is as arrart a 
villaine and a Iacke ſawce, asever his blacke ſhoo trodd 
upon Gods ground, and hisearth, in my conſcience laws 

King. Then keepe thy vow firrah, when thoumeer'l} 
the tellow, 

Will. So, | wil! my Licge, as T hve, 


Keng. Who ſerv'it thou under ? 
| wil, 


| 


| 


—— 
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Fil. Vnder Captaine Gower, my Licge. 


and literatured in the Warres. 

Kong. Call him hicher to me Souldier. 

wil. 1 will my Liege. Exit. 

Kwvg. Here Finelen, weare thou this favour for me,and 
ſticke it in thy Cappe: when Alanſor and my felte were 
downe her, I plucke this Glove from his Helme:it 
any man C this, he is a friend to «A/enſov,and an 
enemy to our Perſon, if theu encounter any ſuch, appre- 
hend him, and thou do'{t me love. 

Fl. Your Grace doo's me as great Honors as can be | 
defir'd in the h-arts of his Subjects : I would faine ſce 
the min, that ha's but two legecs,that ſhall find himſelte 
agreev'd at this Glove ; that 1sall : but I would faine fee 
it once, and pleaſe Ged of his grace that L might ſee» 

King Kaow'it thou Gower? 

Flu. He is my deare friend, and pleaſe you. 

K mg. Pray thee goc lecke bim, and bring him to my 
Tent. 

Fls. I will fetch him. Fx. 

King. My Lord of Warwieke, and my brother Gloſter, 
Follow Flzelten cloſcly at the heeles. 

The Glove which I have given him tor a favour, 
May haply purchal e him abox a'th'care. 

It is the Souldiers : F by bargaine ſhould 

Weare it mv ſelfe. Follow good Couſin Warwike : 
If that the Souldier ſtrike him, as I judge 

By his blunt bearing, he will kcepe his word ; 
Some fodaine miſchiefe may ariic of it : 

For I doc know Flaeben valiant, 

And teucht with Choler, hot as Gunpowder, 

And quickly will returne an injury. 

Follow, and (ce there be no harme betweene them. 
Goc you with me, Vnckle of Exeter. Exeunt. 


Enter Gower and Williams. 
will. 1 warrant it is to Knight you, Captainc. 
Emter Fluehen, 

Fle. Gods will, and his pleaſure, Captaine, I beſcech 
you now, come apaceto the King : there is more good 
toward you peradventure, thenis in your knowlege to 
dreame of, 

&-l. Sir, know youthis Glove? 

Fls. Know the Glove? I know the Glove 1s a Glove. 

Wl. 1 know this, and thus I challenge it. 

Serikes him, 

Fls. 'Sblud, an arrant Traytor as anyeSin the Vniver- 
fall World, or in France, or in England. 

Gow. How now fir? you Villaine. 

W:ll. Doc you thinke lle be tor{worne ? 

Flu, Stand away Captaine Gower, I will give Treaſon 
his paymene into plowes, I warrant you. 

#4. I amno Iraytor. 

, Flu. That's a Lye in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
Majcſties Name apprehend him,hc'sa friend of the Duke 


Alanſons. 
Enter Warwicke and Glouceiter. 

War, How now, how now, what's the matrer ? 

Fls. My Lord of Werwicke, herc is, prayled bee God 
for it, a moſt contagious Treaſon come to light, looke 
you, as you ſhall d:fire in a Summers day. Heere is his 
Majeſty. Enter King, and Exeter. 

Kung. How now, what's the matter ? 

Fls. My Liege , hcere is a Villaine, and a Traytor, 


that looke your Grace, ha's ſtrooke the Glove which 


| 
Fle. Gower is a good Captaine, and is good knowlege | /« 


your Majeſty is take out of the Helmet of Ales 
on. 


WW. My Licge, this was my Glove, bereisthe fellow 
of it : and hee that I gave it to in change, is'dto 
weare it in his Cappe : | promis'd to ſtrike him,it he did: 
I met this man with my Glove in his Cappe, and 1 have 
have beene as good as my word. | 

Els. Your Majcſty beare now,faving your Majeſtycs 
Man-hood, what an arrant raſcally, beggerly, lowſic 
Knaveitis: | hope your Majeſty ispeare me teſtimony 
and witneflc,and will avouchment,that this is the Glove 
of Alenſon, that your Majelty is give me, in your Con- 
ſcience now, 

King. Give me thy Glove Souldier ; 
Looke, here is the fellow of it : 
"Twas I indeed thou premiſed*{ toſtrike. 
And thou haſt given me molt bitrer rermes. 

Flu. And plcaſe your Majeſty, let his Necke anſwer 
for it, if there is any Marſhall Law in the world. 

King, How canſt thou make me fatisfaRtion? 
| Will. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart : ne- 
k = came any from mine, that might offend your Maje- 

yo. 

K ing. It was our ſelfe thou didſt abuſe. 
Wl. Your Majcity came not like your felfe : you 
appeard to me but as a common man : witneſle the 
Night, your Garments, your Lowlinefſe : and what 
your highneſle ſuffer'd under that ſhape, 1 beſcech you 
take it for your owne tault, and not mine ; for had you 
beeneasI tooke you for, I made no offence ; therefore! 
beſceech your highneſle pardon me. 

Km Here Vnckle Exeter,fill this Glove with Croynes, 
Add give it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow, 

And weare it for an bonor in thy Cappe, 
Till I doe challenge it. Give him the Crownes : 
And Captaine, you muſt necds be friends with him. 

Fls. By this Day and this Light, the fellow ha's met- 
tell mu in hisbelly : hold, x an is ewelve-pence for 
you, and | pray you to ſerve God, and keepe you out of 
prawles and prabbles, and quarrells and diflcntions,and I 
warrant you 1t 15 the better tor you. 

Will, I will none of your Money. 

Fle, It is witha good will: I cantdll you it will ſerve 

'0u tro mend your ſhooes : come, wherefore ſhould you 
{opaſhfull, your ſhooesisnot ſo good : *tis a good 
filling 1 warrant you, or I will change ut. 
Enter Heranuld. 

King. Now Herawld, arc the dead numbred ? 

Herauld. Heere is the number of the flaught'red 
French. 

King. What Priſoners of good ſort are taken, 
Vnckle? 

Fre, Charles Duke of Orlearce, Nephew tothe King, 
Tohs Dake of 8urbon,and Lord Bonchiquald : 
Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 
Full ffreene hundred, belides common men. | 

King. This Note doth tell me of tcn thouſand French 
Thar 1n the field lye flaine : of Princes in this number, 
And Nobl:s bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred rwenty ſix ; added tetheſe, | 
OfKnights, Eſquires, and gallant Gentlemen, 
Eight chouſand and foure hundred: of the which, 
Five hundred were but yeſterday dubb'd Knights, | 
So that in theſe ten thouſand they have loſt, 

There are but (\xtcene hundred Mercenaries : 
The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, 7 


- 
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entlemen of bloud and quality, 
+ of thoſe their Nobles thatlye dead : 
Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France, 
Jaques of Ch tilion, Admirall of France, 
The Maſter of the Crofle-bowes, Lord Ramburet, | 
Great Maſter of France, the brave Sir Guichord Doſpbin, 
1b, Duke of +Alanſes, Anthenio Duke of Brabaxe, 
The Brother to the Duke of dargand, 
And Edward Duke of Bary : of luſty m_—_ 
randpree and Ronſſe, Faxconbridge and Foyer, 
De and CAMarle, Vandemont and Leſtrale. 
Here wasa Royall fellowſhip of death. 
Where is thenumber of our Engliſh dead ? 
Edwardthe Duke of Yorke, the Earle of Suffolke , 
Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam Eſquire ; 
None elſc of name : and ot all otter men, 
Bur five and twenty. 
King. © God, thy Arme was heere : 
And not to us, bur tothy Arme alone, 
Aſcribe we all : when, without ſtratzgem, 
But in plaine ſhocke, and even play ol Barraile, 
Wasever knowne {o great and Artle lofle ? 
On one part and on th'other, take it Ged, 
For it is none but thine» 
Exer. *'Tis wonderfull. 
King. Come, go we in proceſſion tothe Village : 
And be it dearh proclaymed through our Hoalt, 
To boaſt of this, or take that praile from God, 
Which is his oncly. 
Fls. 1s it not lawfull and pleaſe your Majcſty, totell 
how many 1s kil.'d. : 
King. Yes Captaine : but with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for us. | 
Fls. Yes, my conſcience, he did us greatgood. 
Kmg. Doe we all holy Rights ; 
Letthcre be ſung Non nobu, and Fe dewn, 
The dead withcharity enclos'd in Clay : 
And then to Callice, and to Eng/andthen, 


Where nere from France arriv'd more happy men. 
E xeunt 


Attus Quintus, 


— 


— — _— — 
_—_ —_— 


Emer Chorw, 
Vouchſafe to thoſe that have nor read the Story, 
That I may prompt them : and of fuchas have, 
I humbly pray them to a2mit th'excuſe 
Ottime, of numbers, and due courſe of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper lite, 
Bc here preſented. Now we beare the King 
Toward Callice :grant him there ; And there being ſcene, 
Heave him a'vay upon your winged thoughts, 
Athwart the Sca ; Behold tbe Engliſh beach 
Pales inthe flood , with Men, withWives, and Boyes, 
Whole ſhouts and claps out-voyce the deepmourh'd Sea, 
Which like a mighty W hifficr *fore the King, 
Seemcs to prepare his way : So let him land, 
And ſolemnly ſee him ſeton toLondon. 
- {wift a pace hath Thought, that cven now 
ou may imagine him Blacke-Heath : 
Where, that his Lords dere him, to have borne 
His bruiſed Helmer, andihis bended Sword 
Bctore him, through the City : he forbids ir, 


| 


Being tree from vaineneſle, and ſelfe-glorious pride; 
Giving full Trophee, Signall, and Oſtent, 
I—_ himſelfe, roGod. But row behold, 

na the quicke Forge and working-houſe of Thought, 
How London doth powre not Citizens, "_ 
The Mayor and ail his Brethren in beſt ſort, 
Like tothe Senatours of th'antique Rome, 
Withthe Plebcians l1warmingat their hecles, 
Goe forth and fetch their Conqu'ring Ceſar in: 
Asby alower, bat by loving likely hood, 
Were now the Generall of our gracious Empreſle, 
As in good time he may, from /reland comming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 
How many would the pcaczfull City quit, 
To welcome him ? much more, and much more cauſe, 
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him» 
As yet the lamentation of the French 
Invites the King of &rglands fiay at home : 
The Emperour's comming in behalte of France, 
Toorder peace betweene them : and omit 
All the occurrences, what ever chanc'r, 
Till Harzzer backe returne againe to France : 
There malt we bring him; and my fclfe have play'd 
The /nterim, by remembring you tis paſt. 
Then brookeabridgement, and your eyesadvance, 
Atter your thoughts, ſtraight backe againe to France. 

Ex. 


Enter Fluellen and Gower. 


Gow, Nay, that's right: but why weare you 
Lecke co day ? Saint Davie day i: rat. ey: 

Fl. There is occations and cauſes why and wherefore 
in all thiags : I wil reil you afſe my friend, Captaine 
Gower ; the raſcally, ſcauld, beggcriy, lowſie, praggi 
Knave 'P&#o8, which you andyour feltc,and all the Wor 
know to be no petter then a fe liow, looke younow,of no | 
merits: he is cometo mee, and prings me pread and 
tault yeſterday, looks yau, and bid me cate my Lecke: 
it wa$19 aplace where | could not breed no contention 
with him ; but [ will be ſo bold as to weare it in my 
till 1 ſee him once againe, and chen 1 will tell him a little 
piece of my deſires. 

Enter Pifloll. | 
' Gow, Why heere he comes, {yelling like a Turky- 
cocke. 

Flee. "Tis no matter for his ſwellings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God pleſle you auchient Psfol : you icurvy low- 
fic Knave,God pleſle you. 

P:#, Ha, art thou beJlam? docſ thou thirſt , baſe 
Troian, to have mz fold up Parcas tatall Web? Hence; 
L am qualmiſhatthe ſmell of Leeke. 

Fls. I peteech you heartily, ſcurvy lowſie Knave, at 
my deſires, and my requeſts, and my petitions, ro cate, 
looke you, this Leeke , becaute, looke you, you doe nct 
love it, nor your affections, and your appetites and your 
ditge(tzons doo's not agree with it, I would defire you to 
cate Its 

Pi. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 

Fle. There 1s oac Geat for you. Strikes bims. 
Wl! you be lo good, ſcauld Knave, as cate it ? 

Pt. Baſe Troian, thou ſhalt dye. 

Flu, You fay very true, ſcauld Knave, when Gods 
will is: I will defire you to live inthe mcane time, and 
cate your Victuals : come, there is {awce for ir. You 
call'd me yeſterdady Mountaine-Squicr, but I will make 

I 2 you 
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you can mockea Leeke, you can catea Leeke, 
Gor. Enough Captaine, you have aſtoniſht him. 


combe., 
Pi. Maſt 1 birc? 


ſtion too, and ambiguitics. : 

Piit. By this, Lecke, I will moſt horribly revenge: 1 
cate and cate I fwearc. 
| Flu. EateI pray you, will you have ſome more {lauce 
to your Lecke :thereis not enough Leeke to {weare by. 

Pift. Quiet thy Cudgell, thou dolt ce 1 cate. 

Flu. Much good doz you {cald knavec, heartily. Nay, 
pray you throw none away, the skinne is good for your 
broken Coxecombe; when you take occaſions to 1cc 
Leekes hereafter, I pray you mocke at 'cmn, that 18 all, 

Pift. Good. | 

Flu. I, Leckecs is good: hold you, there is a groat to 
hcale your patc. | 

Put, Mc a groat? 

Fls. Yes verily,and in truth you ſhall rake it or I have 
another Lecke in my pocket, which you ſhall cate. 

Pi, 1take thy groat in carnelt of revenge. 

Fls. If I owe you any thing, 1 will pay you in Cud- 
gels, you ſhall be a Woodmonger, wo buy nothing of 
me bur cudge!s : God bu'y you, and keepe you.and healc 
your pate. Exu. 

Pit. All hell hall tirre for this. 

Gow, Goe, goc, you arc a counterfet cowardly Kave, 
will you mocke atan ancient Tradition began upon an 
honorable reſpect, and worne as a memorable Trophee 
of predeceaſcd valor, and dare not avouch in your decds 
any of your words. 1 have {ecnc you gleek ingand galling 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought, becauſe 
he could not ſpeake Engliſh 1n the native garb, he could 
not therefore handle an Engliſh Cudgell : you find ic 0- 


you a Engliſh condition,fare ye well. Exit, 

Pit. Doeth fortune play the haſwife with me now ? 
Newes have I that my Delis dead i'th Sputtle ot a mala« 
dy of France, and thereiny rendeyous 15 quite cut eff : 
O!d 1 doe waxc, and from my weary lumbes honor 15 


Cut-purſe of quicke hand : To England will I itcalc, and 
there lie [\calc ; 
And patches wi!! I get unto theſe cudgeld ſcarres, 
And {wore I gotthem inthe Gallia wartes. Ex. 
Enter at oe doore, King Hemy, Exeter, Bedford, Warwicke, 
and other Lords; At another, © mueene Iſabel, 
the King, the Duke of Bourgoigne, and 
ther French. 
King. Peace to this mecting, whereforeweare met ; 
Vnto 0'1r brother France, and zoour Siſter 
Healtl: xid fairetime of day ; Ioy and good wiſhes 
To vur moſt faire and Princely Colin Katherine ; 
And asa branch and member of this Royalty, 


| By whom this great aſſembly is contriv'd, 


And Princes French and Pceres 
Fra. Right joyous arc we to behold your face, 
Moſt worthy brother Englaud, faire met. 


We doe falute you Duke © Burge 
thro you all. 


So are you Princes ( Engluh) every one. 


Fls. I fay,l will make him care ſome part of my leeke, 
or I will peate his pate foure dayes : bite I pray you,it 15 
good for your greene wound, and your ploody Coxc- 


Fls, Yes certainely, and out of doubt and outiof que- 


therwiſe, and henceforth lct a Welth correction tcach | 


Cudgeld. Well, Baud ]Ic turne, and ſomething leane to | 


Re 


you to day a ſquire of low degree. I pray you fallto,it j Pure. So happy be the Iſle brother England 


Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 

As weare now glad ro behold your eyes, © 

Your eyes which hitherto have borne in them 

Againit the French that met them in their benr, 

The fatall Ballsof murthering Baſilisks : 

The venome of ſuch Lookes we fairely hope 

Have loſt their quality, and that this day 

Shall change all griefes and quarrells intolove. 
Eng. To cry Amento that, thus we appeare. 
£Qxe. You Engliſh Princes all, I'doe ſalute you, 
Zarg. My duty to you E—_ love. 

Great Kings of Frazce and fvgland : that I have labour'd 

Withall my wits, my paines, and ſtrong endevours , 

To bring your moſt imperiall Majeſties 

Vmothus Barre, and Royall cnterview ; 

Your Mightineſſe on both parts beſt can witneſle. 

Since then my Othce hath ſo farre prevail'd, 

T hat Face to Face, and Royall Eye to Eye, 

You have congreeted : let it not diſgrace me, 

It 1 demand betore this Royall view, 

What Rub, or what impediment there is, 

W hy that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace, 

Deare Nourle of Arts, Plentycs, and joytull Births, 

Should not inthis beſt Garden of the World, 

Oar fertile France, put up her lovely Viſage ? 

Alas, ihe hath from France too long beene chas'd, 

Aad all her Husbanery doth lyec on heapes, 

Corruprting in it owne fertility. 

Her Vine, themerry chearer of the heart, 

Vnpruned, dyes: her Hedges even pleach'd, 

| Like Prifcners wildly over-growne with hayre, 


CC 


Put torth diſorder'd Twigs: her fallow Leas, 
The Darnell, Hemlocke and ranke Femetary, 
Doth root upon ; while that the Culter =_ 
That ſhould deracinate.ſuch Savagery : 
| Thecven Mead, that crit brought ſweetly forth 
| The treckled Cowſlip, Burnet, and greene Clover, 
; Wanting the Sythe, withall uncorrected, ranke ; 
| Conceives by idlenefle, and nothing teemes, 
But hatefull Docks, rough Thiſtles, Kekſyes, Burres, 
| Loſing both beauty and vrility z 
| Andall our Vincyards, Fallowes, Mcades, and Hedges, 
| DeteAtiveintherr natures, grow to wildnefle. 
| Even {oour Houſes, ard our ſelves, and Children, 
| Have loſt, or doenot learne, for want of time, 
| The ſciences that ſhould become our Country ; 
But gow like Savages, as Souldicrs will, 
| That nothing doe, but mitditate on Blood, 
| Toſwearing, and ſterne Lookes, detug'd Attyre, 
And every thing that ſeemes unaturall. 
Whichto reduce into our former tavour, 
| Youareaſlembicd : and my ſpeech cntreats, 
| T hat I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
| Should not expell theſe inconveniences, 
And bleſle us with her former qualicics, 
| Eng. It, Duke of Burgony, you would the Peace, 
| 
| 


Whole want gives growth toth'imperteions 
Which you have cd ; you muſt buy that Peace 
With tall accord to all our juſt demands, 
Whoſe Tenures and particular effects 
You haycenſchedul'd bricfely in your hands. 
Burg. The King hath heard them: to the whichas yet 
There 15 no An{wer made. 
Eng. Well then : the Peace which you before ſo urg'd, 
Lyes in his Anſwer. 


, Fras. | 
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France. I have but with a curſelary cyc 
O're glanc't the Articles: Plealerh your Grace 
To appoint ſome of your Councell preſently, 
Toſit with us once more, with better heed 
Tore-lurvey them : we will ſuddenly 
Paſſe our accept and peremptory Anlwer. 
F«g+ Brother we (hall. Goe Vnckle Exeter, 
And brother Clarence, and brother Gloweeiter, 
Warwicke, and Hwntington, goe with the King, 
And take with you free power, to ratihe, 
Augment, or alter,as your Wiſdomes belt 
Shall ſee advantageable for our Dignity, 
Any thing in or out of our Demands, — 
And we'll conſigne thereto, W ll you, taire Siſter, 
Goe wich the Princes,or ſtay here with us? 
nee. Our gracious Brother, I will goe withthem : 
pely a Womans Voyce may doe ſome good, 
Wen Articlestoo nicely urg'd, be ſtood on. 
fug. Yet leave our Coulin Karberine here with us, 
She 15 our capitall Demand, compris'd 
Within the tore-ranke of our Articles. 


Que. She hath good leave, 


Exenunt omne s« 


Manet King, and Katherine, 
King. Faire Katherine, and molt faire, 
Will you vouchfafe to teach a Souldicr tearmes, 
Suchas will enter at a Ladycs care, 
And pleade his Love-ſuit to her gentle heart? 
{| &«6, Your Majeſty ſhall mockeat mel cannot ſpeake 
your England. ; : 

Kimg. O taire Katherine, if yoy will love me ſoundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to heace you con- 
eſſe ic brokenly with your Englith Tongue. Dec you 
like me, K ate ? 

Kath. P ardonne moy, 1 cannot tell wat 1s like me. 

King. An Angell ishke you Kate, and you arc like an 
Avgell. 

Kath De ait 11, que le [ſuis ſemblable a les +4 mees ? 

Lady. Ony verament ( [anf voſtre Grace) awnſi drt il. 

Kmyg. I ſaid {0, deere Katherme, and 1 mutt not bluſh 
toachrme it. 

Kath. O bon Dien, les langnes &*4 homes ſont plein de 
Iromperies. 

King: What fayes ſhe; faire one ? thatthetongues of 
men are full of deccits ? 

Lady. Ony, dat de tongues of ac mans is be tull of de- 
Ceits : dat is de Priaceſlc. | 

Kg, The Princele is the better Engliſh-woman - 
faith Kate, my wooing 18 fit tor thy undecttanding, I am 
glad thou canit fpcake no better Fngliſh, for it rhou 
could'it, thou would'ſt fade me fucha plaine King, that 
thou wouldſt thinke, 1 had fo'd my farme to buy wy 
Crowne. 1 know no wayes to minceit in love, but di- 
reatlytoſay, I love you ; then it youurge me farther, 
thento ſay, Doe you in faith? i weare out my ſuite;Give 
| me your an{wer,yfaith doe and fo clap hands, and a bar- 
gaine : how tay you, Lady ? 

Kth, Sanſwveſtre honowr, me underſtand well, 

King. Marry,1f you wouid put me to Verſes, or to 
Dance for your fake, Kate, why you undid me : for the 
one I have neither words nor mcatire ; and tor the other 
| Ihave no ſtrengthin meaſure, yet a reaſonable meatare 
in{trengch. If I could winae a Lady at Leape frogge, or 
by v2ting into my ſaddle, with my Armor on my back; 
under the corretion of bragging be it ſpoken, I ſhould 
quickely leape intoa Wife : Or it I might buffer for my 


i 
' 


Love, or bound my Horſe tor her favours, | could lay &1 


| likea Butcher, and fic like a lacke an Apes, never off. B..! 


| betore God Kate, I cannot looke greenely,nor galpc out 


my eloquence, nor 1 have no cunning in proteſartion ; 
onely downe-right Oathes, which I never uſe till urg'd, 
nor never breake for urging, It thou canit love a tellow 
of this temper, Kate, whelc face is not wo: th Sunne-bur- 
ning? that cever lookes in his Glaſſe, for love of any 
thing he ſecs there ? let thine Eye bethy Cooke. 1 iſpcake 
tothee plaine Souldicr : If thou caaſt love me for this, 
cake mc? if not? to ſay to thee that | ſhall dye,is true; but 
tor thy love, by the L. No: yet 1 love thee roo. And 
while thou liv'it,deare Kate, rake a fellow of plaineand 
uncoyned Conltancy,for be pertorce mult doe thee right, 
becauſe he hath nor the gittto wooe in other places : tor 
theſe fellowes of intinit tongue; that can rye therniclves 
into Ladyes tavours, they doe alwayesreaſonthemtelves 
out againe. What? a ſpeaker 15 buta prater, a:Ryme is 
buta Ballad ; a good Legge will fall, a ſtrait Backe will 
{toope, ablacke Beard will turne white, a curl'd Pare will 
grow bald, a faire Face will wither, atull Eye will wax 
hollow : bur a good cart, Kare, is the Sunne and the 
Moone, or rather the Sunae, and not the Moone ; for it 
ſhines bright, and never changes, bur keepes hrs courſe 
truely. If thou would have tuch a one, take me? and 
takeme ; takea ſouldicr : takeafouldier ; rake a King. 
And what fay'ſt thou then to my Love ? ſpeake my taire, 
and fairely, I pray thee, 

Kath. 1s it poſſible dat I fould love de ennemy of 
France? 

Kivg. No, it isnot poſſible you ſhould love the Ene- 
my of France, Kate ; but in loving me, you ſhould love 
the Friend of France : for Ilove France fo well, that 1 
will not part wich a Village of it ; I will have it all mine ; 
and XK areqwhen France is mine,and I am yours;then yours 
is France, and you are mince. 

Kath. 1 cannot tell wat is dar. 

King. No, Kate? | wiiltell thee in French, which I am 
ſure will hang upon1ay tongue, like a new-marricd ite 
about her Husbands Necke, hardiy to be ſhooke off; /e 
qna'd ſur le poſſeſſion de Fraunce, & quand vous anes le poſ- 
[eſſion de may, (Let me ſee, what then ? Saint Denms be 
my ſpeed) Done voſtre eft Fraunce, & von cites mienne, 
It 15as eafie for me, Kate,co conquer the Kingdome, as 
to ſpeake to much more French : 1 ſhall never moverhee 
in French, unlefle it be to laugh at me. 

Kath, Saf votre honeur , fe Francou ques vom partes, il 
C& meliens que!” » Angolss le que! le parie. 

Kin, No faith is't not , Kate: but thy fpcaking of 
my Tongue, and I thine, moit truely tfely, maſt 
needes be graunted robe mnch at one. but Kats, <0'f} 


thou underſtand thus much Englith ? Cant {tou love | 


me * 
Kath, 1canvot tell. 
Kin, Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate? [ic 
aske them, Come i know thou lovelt me : and arnic/2rs 
when you come into your Cloſet, you'll ouettion this 
Gen.lewoman about me ; and I know, X «te, you wil' to 
her ditpraife thoſe parts in me, that you iove with your 
heart; but good Kate, mocke me mercitully, the rather 
gentle Princefle, becauſe 1 love thee cruelly. lt everthou 
beet mine, Kate, as I have a faving Faith withia me tels 
me thou ſhalt; 1 ger thee with skambling , and thou 
mult therefore needes prove a good Souldicr-breeder : 
Shall not thou and T, [a Saint Deans and Saint 
George, compound a Boy, halte French halte mo 
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that ſhall goe to Conſtantinople, and take the Turke by | 
the Beard. Shall we not ? what fay'{t thou,my faire How- 
er-de-Luce. 

K ate. 1doe not know dat. ; 

King. No: 'tis hereafter toknow,but now to promiſe: 
doc but now promiſe Kaze, you willendeavour for your 
French part of ſuch a Boy ; and for my Englith moyry, 
take the word of a King, and a Batcheler. How anſwer 
you, La plus belle Katherine du monde men treſcher &- devm 

©, 
* Your Majeſtce auc fauſe Frenche enough to de- 
ceive de moſt ſage Damoite!l dat 1s en Fraunce. 

King. Now tye upon my tale French : by mine honor 
in true Engliſh, Ilovethce Kate; by which honor, dare 
notſ{wcarc thou loveſt me, yet my bloud begins to flat- 
ter me, that thou doo'tt; notwithſtanding the poore and 
untempering e#c&t cf my Viiage. Now beſhrew my 
Fathers Ambition, he was chinking of Civill Warres 
when he got me, therefore was 1 created with a ſtub- 
borne out-lide, with an aſpeR of Ircn, that when I come 
ro wooe Ladyes, I frightthem : but in faith Kare,the cl- 
der I wax, the better I ſhall appeare. My comfortis,that 
Old Age, that ill layer up of Beavty, can doeno more 
ſpoyle upon my Face. Thou halt me, if thou haſt me, at 
S worlt ; and thou ſhalt weare me, if thou weare me, 
better and bettcr : and thercfore tell me, moſt taire K x- 
therine, will you have me ? Pur off your Maiden Bluſhes, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookes of 
an Empreſſe, take me by the Hand, and ſay, Harry of 
England, 1amthine : which wordthou ſhalc no ſooner 
blefſe mine Eare witball, but I will tell thee alowd, Eng- 
lend is thite : Frelandis thine, Fraxce 1s thine, and Heary 
Plantaginet is thine ; who, though I ſpeake it before his 
Face, it he be got Fellow with the belt King, thou ſhalt 
find the belt King of Good-tcllowes. Come your an- 
{wer in broken Muficke ; tor thy Voyce 15s Mulicke,and 
thy Engliſh broken : Theretore Qurene of all, Katherine, 
breake thy mind to me 1m broken Engliſh , wile thou 
have one ? 

Kath. Dat is as it ſhall plcale de Koy mon pere, 

Km. Nay, it will plcalc him yvcll, Kare; 1t ſhall pleafe 
him, XK ate. 


Kath. Den itfall al{o content me. 


Qurceac. 

Kath. Laiſſe mon Seignenr, laiſſe, laiſſe, may foy: Je ne 
weru point que vous abbaiſſe wottre grandenr, en baiſant le 
mate d 'nne noſtre Seroneur wadrgnie ſervnenr, excuſe moy. Ie 
vow /upply mon treſ-pwi(] ant Sergnent. 

« King Then I will kifſe your Lippes, Kate. 

Kath, Les Dames + Damoiſels pour eftre bas/e drvant 
lenr nopceſe i{ net p41 le coſt ume de Fraunce. 

King, Madam, my Interpreter, what ſayes ſhe ? 

Lady. Datitis not bc de faſhion pour le Ladies of 
France ; 1 cannot tell wats buiflcen Angliſh, 

Ki«g. To kifte. 

Laay. Your M:jeltic entendre bettre que moy, 

King. It is aot a talhion for the Maids in France to 
kifſe before they are marryed, would ſhe ſay ? 

Lady. Ony werayment. 

Kmye. O Kate, nice Cuftomes curſic to = Kings. 
Deare Kate, you and 1 cannot bee contin'd within the 
weake Lyſt of a Conntreyes faſhion : we are the ma- 


King. V pon that I kiſle your Hand, and I call you my | 
; thelatter end, and ſhe mult be blind too, 


kersof Manners, Kate; and the liberty that followes 
our Places, ſtoppes the mouth of all find-fanlts, as I will 


—————— —_}__ — 


| doe yours, for upholding the nice faſhion of your Coun- 


| 


try, in denying me a Kiſle : therefore patiently, and 
ycelding You have Witch-cratt in your Lippes, Kate; 
there is morceloquence in a Suger touch of them; then in 
the Tongues of the French Counce!l ; and they ſhould 
ſooner perſwade Harry of England, then a generall Petiti. 
on of Monarchs. Heerg,gynes your faihcr, 


Enter the Frevch —_ and the Engliſh 


Burg.God ſave your Majeſty, my Royall Couſin, teach 
you our Princefſe Engliſh ? 

K wv. I would have her learne, my faire Couſin, how 
perfectly I love her, and that is good Engliſh. 

Burg. Is ſhenot apt? 

King. Our Tongue is rough. Coze, and my Conditi- 
on isnot {mooth: 1o that haying neither the Voycenor 
the Heart of Flattery about me, I cannot ſo conjure up 
the ſpirit of love in her, rhat he will appeare in his true 


. likencſle. 


Burg. Pardon the frankneſle of my mirth, if I anſwer 
you for that. If you would conjure in her, youmnſt 
make a Circle : if conjure up love in her in histrue 
likenefle, he muſt appeare naked, and blind. Can you 
Llame hef then, being a Maid, yer roy'd over with the 
Virgin Crimſon of Modeſty, if ſhe deny the 
of a naked blind Boy in her naked ſeeing ſelfe ? 1t were 
(my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to conſigne 
ro, 

King. Yetthey doe winke and yeeld, as Love is blind 
and enforces. 

Bur. They are then excus'd, my Lord, when they fee 
not what they doe. 

King. Thengeod my Lord, teach your Couſinto con- 
ſentto winking, 


Burg. I will winke on her to conſent, my Lord, if you | 
will teach her to know my meaning: for Maides well | 


Summer'd, and warme kept, are like Hyecs at Bartholo- 
mew-tyde, blizd, though they bavethceir eyes, and then 
they will endure handling, which before would notabide 
looking on. 

King. This Moralleyes me over to Time, and a hot 
Summer ; and fo I ſhallcatch the Flye, your Couſin, in 


Burg, As Loveis my Lord, before it loves. 


Km. Itisſo: and you may, ſome of you, thanke 
Love fer my blindnefſe, who cannot fee many a faire | 


French City for one faire French Maid that ſtands in wy | 


way. 

French King. Yes my Lord, you ſez them perſpe- | 
Aively : the Cities turn'd into a Maid ; for they are | 
all gyrdled with Maiden Walls, that Warrc hath ct- | 
tred 


Kmeg. Shall Katebe my Wife ? 

Fran. Soplcaſe you. 

England. I am content , ſo the Maiden Cities you 
talke of, may waite on her : ſothe Maid that ſtood in 
Oy for my Wiſh, ſhall ſhew me rhe way to my 

ill, 
| France, We have conſented to all tearmes of rea- 
on. 

Fog. Is't ſo, my Lords of England ? 

Weit, TheKing hath every Article : | 
His Daughter firſt ; and then in ſequele, all, 

According totheir firme propoſed natures. 


£Exet, Onely 


em 
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Exer. Onely he hath not yet ſubſcribed this : _ 
Where your Majeſty demands, That the King of France 
having any occalionto write for matter of Graunt, ſhall 
name your Highneſle in this forme, and with this additi- 
on, in French : Noſtre treſcher fits, Henry Roy'd Angleterre 
Heretere de Fraunce © and thus in Tatine 5 Preclari/ſmmm 
Filins nofter Henriews Rex «Anglia & Heres Frans's. 

Fran, Nor this I hayenor Brother fo deny 'd, 
Bur your requelt (hall make me let ut palle. 

Engl. 1 pray you then, inlove and deare a!lyance, 

Let that one Article ranke withthe rcit, 
And thereupon give me your Daughter. 

Fran, Take her faire ſonne,and from her blood raylc up 
Iſſue ro me, that the contending Kingdomes 
Of France and England, whole very thoarcs looke pale, 
With envy of exch others happineſle, | 
May ceaſe their hatred ;and this deare Conjunction 
Plane Neighbourhood and Chriſtiar-like accord 
In their ſweet Boſomes : that never Warre advance 
His bleeding Sword 'twixt Englandand fairc France. 

Lords. Amen. | 

King. Now welcome Kee : and beare me witneſlc all, 
That here I kifle her as my i—aecw np Queene. 


2anee, God, the belt maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your Realmes in one : 
As Man and Wite being two, are onein love, 
$0 be there *ewixt your Kingdomes ſuch a Spoulall, 
That never may ill Orhice, or fell jcalouſie, 


*t| 
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Whichtroubles oft the Bed of bleſſed Marriage, 
Thruſt in betweene the Pation of theſe Kingdomes, 
To make divorce of their incorporate League : 
Thar Engliſh may as French, French Engliſhmen, 
Receive cach other. God (peake this Amen. 
All. Amen. 
King. Prepare we for our Marriage : on which day, 
on of Burgundy we'll rake your Oath 
all che Peeres, tor furry ofour Leagues, 
Then ſhalll I ſweare to Kate, and you to me, 
And may our Oathcs well kept and profp'rous be. 
- SJonet, 


Futer Chor tw. 


Thus farre with rough, and all-unable Pen, 

Our bending Author hath purſu'dthe Story, 

In little roome confining mighty men, 

_ by ſtarts the full courte of their gfory, 

Small time: but in chat ſmall, moſt greatly lived 
This Starre of Eng/and. Fortune made his Sword ; 
By which, tae Workds beſt Garden he atchieved : 
And of it «ft his Sonne Imperiall Lord, 

Hewy the Sixt, in Infant Bands crown'd King 

Of Franceand England, did this Kiog ſucceed ; 
Whoſe State fo 1nany had the managing, 

Thar they loſt France, and make his England bleed : 
Which oft our Stage hath ſhowne ; and for their lake, 
In your taire minds let this acceptance take, 


FE xennt, 
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arcof Kin g Henry the Iixt, 


A us Prima. Scaena Prima. 
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Dead March, More then God or Religious Church-men _ 
Gloft. Name not Religion, forthou lov'ſt the Fleſh, 


Enter the Funeral of King Henry the Tift, attended on by | And ne're throughout the yeereto Church thougo it, 


the Duke of Bedford, Regent of France ; the Duke E xcept it be to pray againſt thy tocs. 
of Gloſter, ProteFey : the Dake of Exeter War- | Bed. Ceaſe, cealc theſe Tarres, and reſt your minds in 
wicke, the Biſhop of Wincheiter, and Let's to the Altar : Heralds wayt on us ; (peace; 
the Dikeof Somer- In ſtead of Gold, we'll offer up our Armes, 
[er Since Armes avayle not, now that Henrs's dead. 
Polterity awaitfor wretched yeeres, 
Bedford. | Whcnat their Mothers moiſt eyes, Babes ſhall ſucke, 
E VngbeF heavens with black, ycild dayto night; | Our Ile be made a Nourtſh of falt Teares, 
Comets importing change of Times and States, | And pone but Women lettto wayle the dead. 
& Brandifh your cryſiall Trefles inthe Sky, Henry the Fift, thy GhoſtI inyocate: = 
And with them (courge the bad revolting Stars, | Proſper this Realme, keepe it fror- Civill Broyles, 
That have cuntcnted unto Henrs:s death : Combat with adverſe Planets in th ,,zcavens ; 
King Herry the Fitt, too famous to live long, | A farre more glorious Starre thy 1oule will make, 
England ne're 1o!t a King of ſo :inuch worth. Then [ul Ceſar, Or brighto— 
Geoft, Englandne're bad a King untill lus time : | Enter a Meſſenger. 
Vertuc he bad, deſerving to command. Meſ.Miy honorable Lords, bealthto youall : 
Hi: brandiſht Sword 61d blind men with hisbeames, \{ Sad tioingsbring I to you out of Frence, 
His Armcs tpred wider then a Dragons Wings : Of loſſe,of ſlaughter, and diſcomfiture : 


His ſparkling Eyes, rep!cat with wrathfull hre, 


| Guyecn, Champaigne, Rhcimes, Orlcance, 
More Cazled and drove backs his Enemics, 


Parts, Guyfſors, PoiRicrs, are all quite lolt. 


— 


Then mid-d2y ane, fierce bent againlt their faccs. Bed. W hat ſay'ſt thou man,before dead Hemry's Coarle? 

What ſhould lay ? his Deeds cxcced all ſpeech : Spcake ſoftly, orthe lofle of thoſe great Townes 

He ae'rec litcup his hand, but conquered. Will make him burſt his Lead, and riſe from death, 
Exe, We mourne in blacke, why mourn we not in Gloft. Is Paris loſt? and is Roan yeelded up? 

Hen'y:s 6ead,, at never ſha!l revives (blood? | If Hemy were recall'd to life againe, 


Theſe newres would cauſe him once more yeeld the ghoſt. 

Exe. How were they loit ? what trechery was us'd? 
 Meſſ. Notrechery, but want of Men and Money. 
Amongl(t the Souldicrs this is muttercd, 


Vpena Wooden Cain we atrend ; 
I _, 7 a | : ” Y Y - 
And CGCaTHS UNLNOTNOTaDLT Y 15 4 is 
\We withour ltitely preſence glotihe, 


Like Captives bound toa Triumphant Carre. 


—_— — — —  —— _ 
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What? thall wecurſc the Planets of Miſhap, ' Thathere you maintaine {cverall Factions: 
Thmw plotted thys our Glories overthrow ? ; And whil'|t a Field ſhould bedifpatchrt and fought, 
Or ſhall we thinks the ſubrile=witted French, ; Youarediſputimg of your Generals. 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, { | One would have lingring Warres, with little colt 
By Mag.cke Vcrf: have contriv'd his end? ' Another would fiye ſwift, but wanteth Wings : 
Winch. He wasa King, bleſt of the King of Kings. | Athird wan thinkes, without expence ar all, 
Vntothe French, the dreadtull jadgement-Day | By guilefull faire words, Peace may be obtain'd. 
So ereactull wiiinot be, as was his light. Awake, away, Engliſh Nobility, = 
The Battai!cs of the Lord of Hoſts he fought : Let not ſlouth dime your Honors, new begot ; 
The Churches Prayers made him ſo proſperous. Croptare the Flower-de-Luces in your Aries 
Ct». The Church? Where is it ? Of Englands Coar, one halfe is cut away. 
Had not Churci-men pray 'd, Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Funerall, 
Histhred of Life had not 1o {oone decay'd, Theſe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides 
None doe you like, but 2n cffeminate Prince, Bed. Me they concerne, Regent I am of France : 
Whom !1ke a Schoole-boy yoo may Over-awes Give ie my ſtcaled Coar, Ile hght for France, 
Winch. Gloſter, what cre we like, thou art ProteRtor, Away with theſe diſgracetull wayling Roves ; 
And lo welt tocompmand tho Prince and Realme. Wounds will Ilend the French, in ſtead of Eyes, 
Thy Wite 1: prowd, ſhe holdeth thce in awe, To weepe their intecmiſſive Milerics, b 
mer | 
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- Enter tothem another Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Lords view theſe Letters, full ot bad mi{chance» 
France is revolted fromthe Engliſh quite, 
E ſome Townes, of no 1mport. 
The Dolphin (*barler is crowned King in Rheimcs : 
The Baſtard of Orleance with himis joyn'd : 
Reqnold, Duke of Aniou, doth his part, 
The Duke of Alanion fiyeth to his (ide. Exit. 
Exe. The Dolphin crown'd King ? all flyeto him ? 
O whither ſhall we flyc from this reproach ? 
Glhft, We will not liye, butto our crzmics throats. 
Bedford, if thou be (lacke, Ile tight it our. 
Bed. Gloiter, why doubrſtthouof my forwardneſle ? 
An Army have I aiter'd in my thoughts, 
Wherewith alrcady France is over-run, 


Enter another Meſſenger. | 

Aeſ. My gracious Lords, to adde to your laments; 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henries heartc, 
I muſt informe you of a diſmall fight, 
Betwixtthe ſtout Lord T a/bor and the French. 

Win, W hat 2 wherein Talbot overcame, is't ſo ? 

3- Meſ.O no:wherein Lord Taiber was o'rethrowne : 
The circumſtance llc tell you more at large. 
The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dreadfull Lord, 
Retyring from the Stege of Orleance, 
Having full ſcarce ſix thoaſand inhis troupe, 
By three and twenty thouſand of the French 
Was round incompaſied, and fetupon : 
No leyſurc had he to enranke his men. 
He wanted Pikesto fer before his Archers : 
In fiead whereof, ſharpe Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched in the ground contuſedly, 
To keepe the Horſemen off, from breaking 1n» 
More thea three houres the fight continued : 
Where valiant Tatbor, above humane thought, 
Enatted wonders with his Sword and Lance. 
Hundreds he ſerit to hell, and-none durlt ſtand him : 
Here, there, and every where enrag'd, he flew. 
The French cxclaym'd, the Devill was in Armcs, 
Allthe whole Army ſtood agaz'd on him. 
His ſouldiers ſpying his undaunted Spirit, 
A T albot, a Talbot, cry*d out amaine. 
And ruſht into the Bowels of the batraile. 
Here had the Conqueſt fully beene ſcal d up, 
If Sir lohn Falſtaffe had not play'd the Coward, 
Hebeing in the Vauward, plac'c bchind, 
With purpoſe to relieve and follow chem, 
Cowardiy ficd, not having ſtrucke one ſtroake. 
Hence grew the gecnerall wracke and maſfacre ; 
kncloicd were they with their Eercmies. 
Abaſe Wailon, to winthe Dolphins grace, 
Thruſt Talbot with a Speare into the Backe, 
Whom all France, with their chiete aſſembled ſtrength, 
Durlt not preſume to looke once in the faces 


| Bed, Is Talbetflaincthen? 1 will ſlay my ſelfe, 


Forliving idly here, in poinpe and eaſe, 
| Whil''t fuch a worthy Leader, wanting ayd, 
Vnto his daſtard foc-menis betray'd, 

3. Meſ. Ono, he lives, but is tooke Priſoner, 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hwngerford : 
Moſt of the re{t Naughter'd, or tooke likewiſe. 

Bed. His Ranſomethere is none but I ſhall pay. 
[le hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne 
His Crowne ſhall be the Ranſowe of my friend : 
Fourc of their Lords Ile change for one of ours. 


| 


Farewell my Maſters, to wy Taske will 1, 
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 
To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaſt withal!. 
Ten thouſand Souldiers with me I willtake, 
Whoſebloody deeds ſhall make all Europe quake. 
3» Mef. So you had neede, for Orleance 1s belieg d, 
The Engliſh Army is growne weakeand taint ; 
The Earle cf Salisbury _ ſupply, 
And hardly kcepes his men trom mutiny, | 
Since they ſo few, watch ſuch a mubitude. 
Exe. Remember Lords your Oathes to Hemry fworne: 
Eyther toquell the Dolphin utterly, 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoake. 
Bed. I doe remember it, and here takelecave, 
Togoeabout my preparation, Exit Bedford. 
Gloft. le tothe Tower with all the haſt I can, 
To view th'Artillery and Munition, | | 
And then I will proclaime young Hewy King. 
Fxu Glotter, 
Exe. ToEltam willI, where the young King is, 
Being ordaio'd his tpcciall Governor, 
And tor hisfafcty there lle beſt devite. Exit. 
Wimch. Each bath his Place and FunQionto attend ; 
T am left out ; for me nothing remaines : 
But long I will not be Iacke out of Othice, 
The King from Eltam 1 intend to fend, 


And fit at chietelt ſterne of publique Weale. 
Exit. 


Enter (barles, Alanſon, and Reigneir, marching 
with Drum and Soxldiers. 


Charl. Mars histrue moving, even asinthe Heavens 

So in the Earthto this day isnot Knowne. 

Late did he ſhincupon the Engliſh fide : 

Now we are Vitors, upon us he {miles. | 
Whar Townes of any moment, but we have? | 
At pleaſure here we ye, neere Orleance 2 
Otherwhiles, the fainiſht Engliſh, like "ng ghoſts, 
Faintly beſiege us one houre ma moneth. 

Al.They want their Porredge, and their fat Bul Beeves 
Eyther they mult be dycted like Mules. 

Reig, Let's raiſe the Siege ; why live weidly here? |} 
And have their Provender ty'd to their mouthes, 

Or pitreous they will looke, like drowned Mice. 
Talbe is taken, whom we wont to feare : 
Remayneth none but mad-brain'd Salubury, 

And h: may well in fretting ſpend his gall, 

Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre. 

Char. Sound, found Alarum, we will cuſh on thera, 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French : 
HimT forgive my death, that Killeth me; n 
When he {ces me goe backe one foot, or fiye. Exemr, 
Heere Alarum ,they ave beaten backs by the 

Enghſp, with g reat loſſe. 


Eiter (harles, Alanſon and Reignery, 


Cherl, Who ever ſaw the like ? what men haye I ? 
Dogges, Cowards, Daſtards : I would ne're have fied, 
But that they left me *midſt my Enemies. 

Reig. Salubury is a deſperate Homicide, 
He fighterhas one weary of his life ; 

To Lords, like Lyons wanting foode, 
Doe ruſh upon us as their hungry prey. 


_— 


EI IWmemwommngg 
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eAlenſ. Froyſard, a Countrey man of ours, records, 
England all Olrvers and Rowlands breed, 
During the tune Edwardthe third did raigne * 
More truely nuw may thus be verihed; 
For none but Sam/ons and Goliaſſes 
It tendeth forth to skirmiſh : one toterne? 
Leane raw-bon'd Raſcalls, who would «re ſuppoſe, 
They Fad {uch courage and 2ucacity ; 
Chet. Let's leave this Towne, 
For they are hayre-vrain'd Slaves, 
And hunger will enforc: them to be more eager : 
Ofold | know them ;rarher with thai Teeth | 
The Walls thcy'|l rearedowne, then torſake the Siege. 
Reg. T thinke by ſo.ne odds Gimmallsor device 
Their Armes are {ct, like Clockes, [ti!l ro ſtrike on z 
Elſe ne're could they hold out ſoas they doe : 
By my conſent, we'll even lctthem aJone. 


Alan. De tg0- 


Enter the Bailard of Orleaxce. 


© — 


_—  — 


Faf, Where's the Prince Do/obin? I have newes for 
him. 
Dobh. Baſtard of Orlearce, thrice welcome to us. 
Ba#. Mcthinkes your lockes are {a1, your chcare ar- 
Hach thelate overthrow wrought this offence > (pald. 
Be not diſmay'd, for ſaccour is at hand : 
A holy Maid hither with me I vHring, 
Which by a Viſion ſent to ber from Heaven, 


| Refolveon this, thou ſhalt be fortunate, 
| If thou receive me for thy Warhke Mate. 


; Lit mc thy ſervant, and not Soveraigne be, 


Ordayncd is to raile this tedious Serge, 
And drive the Engliſh forth the bounds of France : 
The {pirit of deepe Prophelic ſhe hath, | 
Excceding the nine Si51/-ot old Rome | 
What's palt, and what's tocom*, ſhe can deſcry. | 
Speake, ſha!! I call her in? beleeve my words, | 
For they are ccrtaine,- and v:;fathble, | 
Dolph. Goe call her in : but firſt, totry her $kill, | 
Rezgmeer ftand thou as Dolphin in my place ; | 
Queſtion her pro-vdly, let thy Lookes be ſterne, | 
By this mecancs ſhall we ſound what skill ſhe hath 


Enter Toane Pargzl. 

Reig. Faire Maid, istthou wilt doe theſe wondrous 
feats ? 

Puz. Rergmer, is'tthou that thinkeſt to beguile me ? 
Where isthe Dolphin 2 Come, come from bchind, 
I know thce well, though never ſcene before. 
Be not amaz'd, there's nothiag hid from me; 
In private wil I talke wit!; thee apart: 
Stand backe you Lurds,'and give us leave a while. 

Re4g. She takes upon her bravely at firſt daſh. 

Pnz, Dolphin, Iam by birth a Shepheards Daughter, 
My wituntrain'd in any kind of Art : 
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 
To (ſhine on my contewptible cftare. 
Loe, while't 1 wayted on my tender Lambes, 
Ard to Sunnes parching heat diſplai'd my checkes, 
Goods Mother deigned toappeare to me, 
And in a V1fon full of Majeſty, 
Wil!'d me to leave wy baſc Vocation, 
And tree my Countrey from Calamity ; 
Her a: de ſhe pronnis'd, and afſur'd lucceffe. 
In :ompleat Glory ſhe reveal'd ber ſelfe ; 
And whereas | was blacke and ſwart before : 
W ich thoſecleare Rayes, which ſhe infus'd oa me, 
That beauty am I veſt with , which you ſee. 


Rt — — ——— ———_ 


; When havechaſcdall thy Focs from hence, 


| Th, all. 


Aske me what queſtion thou cant poſſible, - 
And I will anſwer unpremeditated : 

My Courage try by Combat, if thou dar'ſt, 
Andthou ſhalt find that 1 exceed my Sex. 


NR CO —_ - 


Dolph. Thou haſt aſtoniſht me with thy high termes: 
Oncly this proofe Ile of thy Valour make, 

In ſingle Combat thou ſhalt buckle with me ; 
Andit cheu vanquiſheſt, thy wordsare true, 
Otherwiſe I renounce all confidence. 

Puz.. I am prepar'd : here is my keenz-edg' d Sword, 
Decke with fine Hlower-de-Luces on cach fide, 

The whichat Touraine, in S. X athermes Church-yard, 
Our of a great decale of cld Iron, I chofe forth. 

Dolph. Then come a Gods name, I feare no woman. 

Puzel, And while Ilive, Ile ne're flye no man. 

Here they fight, and loane de P uz.el overcomes. 

Doiph, Stay ,itay thy hands, thou art an Amazon, 
And hghteſt with the Sword of Debors. 

Puzel. Chriſts Mother helpes me, elſe I weretoo 
weake. 

Eolph, Whoe're helps thee, 'tis thou that mult helpe 
Impatiently I burne with thy defcre, (me; 
My beart and handsthou we at once ſubdu'd, 

E x<cllent Paz£l, if thy name be ſo, 


'Tis the French Dolphin ſuerh tothee thus. 
Puxel. I mult nor yecld toany rights of Love, 
For my Profeſſion's facred from above : 


Then will I thinke upon a recompence. 
Dei. Mcanc time looke gracious on thy proſtrate 


"4 


Rerg. My Lord me thinkes is very long intalke. 
Alan. Doubtleſſc he Crives this woman to her {mocke 
Elte ne*re could he fo longprotraRt his (peech. 
Reigns. Shall wee diſturbe him, fince he keepcs no 
mecanc ? 
Ala. He may men more then we poore men do know ? 
Theſc women are ſhrewd tempters with their zongues. 
Rrig. My Lord, where are you? what deviſe you on, 
Shall we give o're Orleance, or no? 
Pwuzet. Why no, I lay : diſiruſtfull Recreants, 
Fight call the la(t gaſpe : tor Ile be your guard. 
Dolph, What ſie ſaygs, Ie- confirme; we'll fight it | 
Out. | 
Pwuzel. Aſſign dam I robethe Engliſh Scourge. 
This night the Sicge afſuredly Ile raiſe; 
Expect Saint Maris Summer, Halcyon: dayes, 
Since I have centred thus into theſe Warres, 
Glory is likea Circle inthe Water, 
Which never ceaſcth tocnlarge irſelfe, 
Till by broad ſpreading, it diſperſe tonought, 
With Hewrierdeath, the Engliſh Circlecnds, 
Diſperſed arethe glories it included : 
Naw am I like that prowd inſulting Ship, | 
Which Ce/arand his fortune bare at once. | 
Dolph. Was Mahomet inſpired with a Dove? | 
Thou with an Eagle art inſpired then. 
Heles, the Mother of Great Conſtastine, 
Nor yetS. F biliprdaughters were like thee. 
Brighc Starre of Yenw, taine downe on the Earth, 
How may I reverently worſhip thee enough ? 
_ Leave cff delayes, and let us raiſe the 
icge. 


2_.! 
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Reig. Woman, doe what thou canſt to fave our honors, | 
Drivethem from Orleance, and be immorraliz'd. | 
Dolph. Preſently we'll try : come, let's away about it, 
No Prophet will Itruſt, if ſhe prove falle. Exeunt, 


Emer Glojter, with bis Serving-men. 


Gleſt. 1 am come to ſurvey the Tower thisvay ; 
Since Henries death, I feare there is Conveyance : 
Where be theſe Warders, that they wait not here ? 
the Gates, 'tis Glofter that calls. 
1. Feder, Who's there, that knocks ſo imperiouſly? 
Gleft, 1. Man. It is the Noble Duke of Gloiter. 
2. der. Whocre he be, you may not be let in, 
1, Man, Villaines, anſwer you ſo the Lord Protector? 
1. Werder. The Lord prote& him, fo we an{wer him, 
We doe no otherwiſe then we are willd, | 
Gleft.W ho willed you? or whoſe will ſtands but mine? 
There's none Protector of the Realme, but : 
Breake up the Gares, lle be your warrantize ; 
Shall I be fowrted thus by dunghill Groomes ? 
Gleſters men ruſh at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile 
the Liemtenant [peahes wuthmn. 
, nb What noyte is this? what Traytors have wee 
ee 
Gleft. Licutenant, is it you whoſe voyce I heare? 
Openthe Gates, here's Glofer that would enter. 
Weed. Have patience Noble Duke , I may not open, 
The Cardinall of W incheſter forbids ; 
From him I have expreſſe commandement, 
That thou nor none of thine ſhall belet in, 
Gleft. Faint-hearted Woodwile, prizelt him *fore me : 
Arrogant Wincheſter, that haughty Prelate, 
Whom our late Soveraigne ne're could brooke ? 
Thouart no friend to God, or to the King : 
Openthe Gates, or Ile ſhut thee our ſhortly, 
_ Open the Gates unto the Lord ProteRtor, 
Or we'll burſt them open, ifthar you come nor quickly, 


Enter to the Proteftor at the Tower Gates Wincheſbc r 
and bis men wm T awney Coates. 


| 


png How now ambitious J'mpire, what meancs 
this 
Glait, Pici'd Prieſt, doo'ſt thou command me to be 
ſhue our ? 
Wincheit, I doe, thou moſt uſurping Proditor, 
And not Prozector of the King or Realme. 
Gleft. Stand backe thou manifeſt Conſpirator. 
Thou that contrived'ſt tomurther our dread Lord, 
Thouthat giv*ſt Whores Indulgencesto finne, 
le canvas thee in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy inſvlence. 
Winch. Nay, ſtand thou backe,I will not budge a foot ; 
This be Damaſcus, be thou curled Cain, 
| To lay thy Brother e4bel, if thou wilt. 
Gle#t, I willnor (lay thee, but He drive thee backe : 
| Thy Scarlet Robes,as a Childs bearing Cloth, 
lle uſe, tocarry thee out of this place. 
aq Doe what thou dar'ſt, I beard thee to thy 
e 
Gle?t. What? am 1dar'd, and bearded tomy face ? 
Draw men, for all this priviledged place, 
Blew Coats to Tawny Coats.Prieſt beware your Beard, 
1 meane totugge it, and rocuff: you ſoundly. 
Vader my feet Ile ſtampe thy Cardinals Hat: 


| 


| Here bythe Cleckes Ile drag thee up and downe. 


you, in his Hig hneſſe Name, to repayre to your ſeveral dwel- 
pou, or D 


In ſpight of Pope, or dignitics of Church, 


. Wowheft. Gleſter, thou wilt anfiver this before the 
Gleſt. Winchefter Gooſe, I cry, a Rope, a Rope. 
Now beat them hence, why doc you letthem itay ? 
Thee Ile chaſc hence, thou Wolte in Sheepes array. 


Out Tawney-Coates, out Sca: let Hypocrne, 


Here Gloiters men beat out the Cardinalls men, and 
enter 4n the hurly-burly the Mayor of 
London, and bis Officers. | 


Mayer. Fye Lords, that you being ſupreme Magiltrats, | 
Thus contumeliouſly ſhould breake the Peace, 
G[.Peace Mayor,tor thou know'it little of my wrongs: 
Here's Zeawfird, that regards nor God nor King, 
Hath here diſtrayn'd the Tower to his uſe. 
Winch. Here's Glefter too, a Foe to Citizens, 
One that ſtill motions Warre, and never Peace, 
Ofre-charging your free Purſes with large Fines 3 
Thar feckes to overthrow Religion, 
Becauſe he is Proteor of the Realme ; 
And would have Armour here out of the Tower, 
To Crowne himfeltc King, and (| mou Prince. 
Gloft. 1 will not anſwer thee with words, but blowes. 
Here they thirmiſÞ agame. | 
Aaor. Nought reits for me, in this tumultuous ſtrife, 
But to make open Proclamation. 
Come Othicer, aslowd as e'rethoucanſt,cryz: _ 
eAll manner of men, a(ſembled here in Armes this day, 
4; anjt Peace and the Kings, we charge and command 


—_ 


ling places, and not to weare, handle, or uſe any Sword, Wea- 
&r hence-forward, upon paine of death. 

Gteft. Cardinall, le be no breaker of the Law : 

Bur ve ſhall meer, and breake our minds at large» | 

Winch, Glefter, we'll meer to thy deare colt be ſure : 
Thy heart-blood | will have for this dayes worke. 

CIMayer. lle call for Clubs, if you will not away : 

This Cardinall is more haugtty then the Devill. 

—_— Major farewell : thou doo'it but what thou 
may*lt, 
Ms <<, Abhominable Gl/efter, guard thy Head, | 
For I intend to have itere long. Exemns. 

Mayor. Sce the Coaſt clear'd, and hen we will depart. 
Good God, theſe Noble ſhould ſuch ftomacks beare, | 
I wy {cite hght not once in forty yeere. E xennt, 


Enter the Maſter Gunner of Or leance, and 
hu Boy. 

Af. Gmn.Sirrha, thou know'tt how Orleance is beſieg'd 
And how the Engliſh have the Suburbs wonne. 

Boy. Father I know, and of: have ſhot at them, 
How c'reunfortunate, I miſs'd my ayme. 

M. Gun. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rul'd by me: 
Cheife Maſter Gunner am I of this Towne, 
Something I muſt doe to procure me grace ; 
The Princes eſpyals have informed me : 
How the Engliſh, in the Suburbs cloſe entrenchr, 
Went through a ſecret Grate of Iron Barres, | 
In yonder Tower, to oyer-pecrethe City, 
And thence diſtover, how with moſt advantage 
They may vex us with Shot or with Aſſault, | 
To in this inconvenierce, 
A Peece of Ordnanc: 'gainſt it I haveplac'd, 


| 


And] 
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And fully even theſe three daycs have I warchr, 
If 1 could {ce them. Now Boy doe thou watch, 
For I can ſtay no longer. : 
If thou ſpy'{t any, runne and bring me word, 
And thou ſhalt find me at the Governors» 

Boy. Father, I warrant you, take you no Care, 
le pever trouble you, if I may ſpyc them. 


Enttr Salubury, «nd T albot on the Twrrets, 
with others. 

Sals. Talbot, my life, my joy, azaine return'd ? 
How wert thou hancled, being Pritoner ? 
Or by whai meanes got's thou tobe releas'.? 
Diſconrle 1 prethee on this Turrers rop. 

Tal. The Earl: of Beaford had a Pritoner, 
Call'd the brave Lord Ponten de Santraile,, 
For him was | exchang'd, and ranſom'd. 
Burt with a baſer man of Arimes by farre, 
Once in contempt they would haye barter d me : 
W hich I diſdaning , ſcorn'd, and craved death, 
Rather then 1 would be ſo pil'd cltcemd; 
In fine, redeem'd I was as I delu'd. 
But O, thetrecherous Falfteffe wounds my heart, 
Whom with my bare fiſts I would execute, 


If 1 now had hun brought into my power. 


Sali. Yet tel't thou not, how thcu wert cntcr- 


| tawn'd. 


Tal.W ith ſcoffes and;ſcornes,and contumelious taunts, 
In open Market-place produc't they me, 
To be a publique {pccacletoa!l : 
Here, ſaid they, is the Terror of the French, 
The Scar-Crow that attrights our Childrenio, 
Then broke I from the Othcers thatled me , 
And with wy naylcs digg'd {tones out ot the ground, 
To hurle at the bchold:zrs of my ſhame. 
My griſly countenance mage others fiye, 
None durlt come necre, for feare of ſuddaine death. 
In Iron Walls they deem'd me not iccure ; 
So great feare of my Name 'mong|t them were ſpread, 
That they ſuppos'd I could rend Barres of liceele, 
And ipurne 1n pieces Polts of Adamant. 
Wherefore a guard of choten Shot I had; 
That walkt about me every Minute while : 
Andif I did but ftirre out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to ſhoot me tothe heart, 
: Enter the Boy with a Linitocke, 
Salis, 1grieveto heare what torments you cndur'd, 
But we will bereveng'd ſuthcicntly. 
Now 1t1s Supper time Orleancc : 
Here, through this Grate, | canccunt every one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortihe : 
Let us looke in, the tight will much dclightthee ; 
Sir Thom Gargrave, and Sir 1Willzam Glanſaale, 
I ct me have your expreſlc opinions, 
Where is belt place ro make our Batt'ry next ? 
Gergy, Ithinke at the North Gate, for there ſtand 
Lords. 
Glanſ. AndTIheere, atthe Bulwarke of the Bridge. 
Tals, For oug|n I ſce, this City muſt be famiſht, 
Or with light Skirmiſhes enfecbied. 


Here they ſhot, and $ alibury falls downe. 


Sl. O Loi have mercy on ns, wretched ſinners. 

Garg. O Lord have mercy on me, wotull man. 

Tais, What chance is this,that ſuddenly bath croſt us? 
Speake Sa/i5bwry; at lcaft, if thou canſt, ſpeake ; 


Ex. 
Ext. 


— 


How far'{tthou, Mirror of all Martiall men 
One of thy Eyes, and thy Checkes fide ſtrucke cf? 
Accuried Tower, accuried fatall Hand, 
That hath cuntriv'd this wotull Tragedy. 
In thirteene Battailes, Salubwry o*recame : 
Hewry the Fitt he firlt trayn'd ro the Warres. 
Whil'it any Trumpe did ſound, or Drum ſtracke up, 
His Sword did ne*ce leaue (triking in the field. 
Yer liv'it thou Sal:bery ? though thy ſpeech doth fayle; 
One Eye thou haſt to looke to Heaven for grace, 
The Sunne with one Eye viewcth all the World. 
Heaven bethou gracious tonone alive, 
It Salubury wants mercy atthy hands. 
Beare hence his Body, 1 will helpe to bury it. 
Sir Thomas Gargreve, haſt thou 2ny life ? 
Speake unto T a/bor, nay, looke up to him, 
Salubary cheare thy Spirit with this comfort, 
Thou ſhalt not dyc hs 
He beckens with his hand, and ſailcs on me : 
As who ſhould fay, When Tam dead and gone, 
Remember to avenge me on the French. 
Plantagiet I will, and Nerolive will, 
Play on the Lute, bchoiding the Townes burne ; 
Wretched ſhall France be onely in ny Names 
Fere an Alarum, ana ut T hunders and Lighteng, 
What ſtirre 15this? what tumait's in the Heavens? 
W hence commeththis Alarum, and thenoyle? 
Emer a Meſſenger. 4 
Aleſſ. My Lord, my Lord, the rench have gather'd 
The Dolphin, with cne Joane de Puzel joyn'd, (head, 
A holy Prophereſie, new riten up, 
Iscome witha great Power, to rayſe the Siege. 
Here Salubary lifteth bimſelfe np, and groaxes, 
Talb. Heare, keare, how dying Sa/ubery doth groane, 
It irkes his heart he cannot be reveng'd. 
Frenchmen, Ile be a Salubxry to you. 
Przel or Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog-fiſh, 
Your hearts lc {tampe our with my Horſes heeles, 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines, 
Convey me Sa/ubwry into his Tent, 
And then we'll try what theſe daſtard Frenchmen dare. 
Alarum, E xeunt, 


OO — 


Here an Alarum agnine, and Talbot purſneth the Dolphin, 
end arrveth him : 7 hen enter Joane de Puzel, dri- 
ving Englilomer before her. Then enter 
Talbot, 
Talb. Where is my ſtrength, my valour,and my force? 
Our kngliſtvTroupes retyre, | cannot ſtay them. 
A Woman clad u1 Armour chaſeth them. 
Emer Patel. 
Here , here ſhe comes. Ile have about with tee : 
Devill, or Devils Dam, Ile coujure thee ; 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch. 
And itraightway give thy Soule ro himthou ſerv'ſt. 
P#z. Come, come, tis onely I that muſt diſgrace thee. 
Here they fight, 
Tab. Heavens, can you lutfer Hell ſo to prevaile ? 
My breſt lle burſt with ſtraining of my courage, 
And from my ſhoulders cracke my Armes af , 
But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded Strumpet, 
T bey fight againe. 
Paz. Talbot farewell, thy houre is not yet come, 
I muſt goe ViRuall Orleance forwith; 
A (hort Alarum : then enter the Towne 
with Souldiers. 
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Now like the Whelpes, wecrying runne away. 
"1 (oore Alarun. 


Hearke Countreymen , eyther renew the fight, 
Or teare the _— of : ——_ " 
Renounce your ve Sheepe in Lyons : 
ETD Wolte, 

Or Horſe or Oxcn from the Leopard, 
As you flye from your oft-ſubdued ſlaves. 

Alerum, Here another Skirmiſh. 
It will not be, retyre into your Trenches: 
Youall conſented unto Salubwries death, 
For none would ſtrike a ſtroake in his revenge» 
Puzelis _ — And 
In ſpi us, Or © we OCs 
Ot wecrere with Salibwy, 
The ſhame hereof, will make me hide my head. 

Exit T albot« 
Alarum, Retreat, Flauarith- 


Emer on the Walls, Puzgl, Dolphin, Reignew, 
eAlanſov ,and Souldiers. 


Puz4l. Aduance our waving Colours on the Walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleance from the iſh wolves: 
Thus [vane de Pazzel hath 'd her word. 


—_———— 


Dolpb, Divineſt Creature, bright Affres 5 Daughter, 
How ſhall I honour thee for this wcceſle ? 
Thy promiſcsare like eAdonn Garden, 
That one day bloom'd, and fruirfull were the next. 
France, triumph in thy glorious Propheteſle, 
Recover'd is the Towne of Orleance, 
More bleſſed hap did ne're befall our State. p 

Kezgueir, W hy ring not out the Bells alowd, 
Throughonr the Texwens ? 

n command the Citizens make Bonefires, 
feaſt and banquet in the open ſtreets, 

Tocelebratethe joy that God hath given us. ; 

eAlarſ. All France will be repleat with mirth and joy, 
Whenthey ſhall heare how we have play'd the men. 

Dolph. Tis Joane not we, by whom the day 1s wonne: 
For which, I will devide my Crowne with her, 
And allthe Prieſts and Fryers in my Realme, 
Shall in proceſſion fing her endleſſe prayſe. 
Aſtatelyer Pyramis to her lle reare, 
| Then 's or Mempbu ever was. 

In memorie of her wen ſhe 1s dead, 
| Her Aſhes, in an Vrne more precious | 
| Then the rich-jewel'd Coffer of Deriw, 
Tranſported, ſhall beat bigh Feſtivals 
Before the Kings and Queenes of France. 
No longer on Saint Downs will we cry, 
_— par bes rem France's Saint. 

in, and let us Banquet Royally, 

After this Golden Day of ViRoric. 
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retake me ifthou canſt, I ſcorne thy trengrh- £6 Ly — OED 
Hd ekdory ik: bo —_—_— 

Mark com mamcy cove Galtia., ..: Bud: Attus Secundus.Scena Prima. 

Talb, My thoughts are whirled like a Potters W heele. 
I know not where I am, nor what I doe : _ — 
Ho ers = nn nn the liſts: Enter 4 Sergeant of a Band, with two Sentinels. | 
So Bees with ſmoake, and Doyes with noyſome ſtench, } | FL 
Are from their Hyvesand Houſes driven away. Ser. Sirs,take your placesand be vigilant ; 
They call'd us, for our fierceneſle, Engliſh Dogges, If any noyſe or Souldicr you perceive 


Neere tothe walles, by tome apparant 
Let as have knowledge atthe Court of . 
Sens, Sergeant you (hall. III DIRD | 


( When others ſleepe their qui 
Conſtrain'd to watch in gar , raine, and cold. 


Enter Talbot, Badferd, and Burgundy, with ſcaling 
"05 Ladders : 7» 4 
Dead (March. 


Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgandy, 
By whoſe onions of Artoys, 
Walon, and Picard, arc friends to us: 

Har «ks dan ———— Mohp 
aving y carows' 
Embrace we then this _ *+"9g 


As firing itrance their deceite, 


beſt roquittance 
by Art, and balefull Sorceric. 
Bed. Coward ef France, how much he wroogs his fame, 
ofhis owne armes fortitude, 
To joyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell. 
Bur. Traitors have never other 
But what's that F#zelwhom they tearme 
Tal. A Maid, they ſay. 
Bed. A Maid? And be fo martiall ? 
Bur. Pray God ſhe prove not maſculine ere long ; 
If underneath the Standard of the French 
She carry Armor, as ſhe bath begun. p 
Tel. W practiſe and converſe with ſpirits. 
God is our Fortreſſc,in whoſe conquering name 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their fliaty-bulwarkes. 
Bed. Aſcend brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 
Tal. Notaltogether : Better farre I gueſſe, 
That we do make our entrance ſeverall wayes: 
Thar if it chance the one of us dofaile, 
The other yet may riſe againſttheir force. 
Bed. Agreed ; Ile to yond corner. 
Bu, And I to this. 
Tal. And heere will Ta/bet mount, or make his grave. 
_ Salubary for y we er the right 
Engliſh Henry, appcare 
How much in duty, I C—_— 
Sent. Arme, arme, the enemy doth make aſlaulc, 
Cry,s, George, A T albor. 


(bers, Emer 


opure ? 


T he French leape ore the walles in their 
oy” oO 


Alas. How now my Lords ? what all unreadie 10? 

Baſt, Voready? 1 and glad we {cap'd ſo well. 

. Reg. 'Twas time ( Itrow) to wake and leave onr beds, 
Alarums Chamber doores; 


at our 
Alan, Ofall exploits fince firſt Ifollow'd Armes 


More 


— 
CC” 
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venturous, or deſperate then this. 
B47, Ithinke this Tabor bea Fiend of Hell. 


Reig. If not of Hell, the Heavens ſure favour him. 


MAlanſ, Here commeth Charles, I maryell how he ſped? | 


Enter (harles and Tone. 
B47. Tut, holy [rave was his defenſive Guard. 
{harl. 1s this thy cunning, thou deceitful Dame ? 
Didſt thou at firſt, - _ us withall, 
Make us partakrrs of a little gayne, 
That now our lofle might be 4 times ſo much? _ 
Toane. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? 
Atall times will you have m 'er alike? 
Sleeping or waking, muſt 1 (till prevail, 
Or will you blame andlay the fault on me ? 
ident Souldiers, had your watch beene good, 
This ſodaine miſchiefe never could have falne. 
Chart, Duke of Alanſon, this was your default, 
That being Captaine of the Watch ro Night, 
Did looke no better to that weightic Charge. 
eAlanſ. Had all our Quarters becne as fatcly kept, 
Asthat whereof | had the government, 
We had not beene thus ſhametully ſurpriz'd. 
Baft. Minc was ſecure. 
Reig. And ſo was mine, my Lord. (F4 
Charl. And for my ſelfe, molt part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter, and mince owne Precin, 
I was imploy'd in paſſing to and fro, 
About relieving of the Centinels. . 
Then how, or which way, ſhould they firſt breake 11? 
leare. Queſtion (my Lords) no further of the caſe, 
How or which way; *tis ſure they found ſome place, 
But weakely guarded, where the breach was made : 
Andnow there reftsno other ſhift but this, 
To gather our Souldiors, ſcatrer'd and dilperc't, 
lay new F lat-formes to cndammage . 
Exenm. 
eMl# nm. Enter a Sonldier crying, a Talbot a T albot: 
they fiye, leaving their (loathes behind. | 
Sowld. Tc beſo bold totake what they have left : 
The Cry of Talbos ſerves me for a Sword, 
For I have loaden me with many Spoyles, 
Vſing no other Weapon but his Name. 


Enter T albot, Bedford, Burgundie, 
Bedf. The day begins to breake, and Night is fled, 
Whoſe pitchy Mantle over-vayl'd the Earth. 
Here ſound RR __ __ = grooms Retreat. 
Talb. Bring forth t y of ol bury, 
And here wr. it in the Market-F lace, 
The middle Center of this curſed Towne. 
Now have Ipay'd my Vow unto his Soule , 
For every drop of blood was drawne from him, 
There hath at leaſt five — to night. 
And that hereatter Ages may 
What ruine in of him, 
Within their chicteſt Temple lle eret 
A Tombe, whercin his Corps ſhall be interr'd : 
Vpon the which, that every one may reade, 


F xt. 


| Shall beengrav'd the ſacke of Orleance, 


The trecherous manner of his mournetull death, 
And what a terror he had beene to France, 
But Lords, in all our bloudy Maſſacre, 


| Imuſc we met not with the Dolphins Grace, 


| His new-come 


Champion, vertuous /oane of Acre, 
Nor any of his falſe Contederates. 

Beaf. "Tis thought Lord Taber, when the fight begar 
Rows'd on the ſodaine from their drowſic Beds, 
They did the troupes of armed men, 

Leape o're the Walls for in the field. 

Burg. My (cite, as farreas I could well diſcerne, 

For ſmoake, and duskie vapors of the night, 

Am lure I icar'd the Dolphin and his Trull, 

\ hen Arme in Arme they both came ſwiftly running, 
Like to apaire of loving Turtle-Doves, 

That could notlive aſunder day or night, 

After that thingsare ct in order here, 

Wee'le follow them with all the power we have. 


Emery a Meſſenger. 

CHMeſ.All hayle,my Lords:which of his Princely trayne 
Call ye the Warlike Talbot, for his As 
So,much applauded the Realine of France ? 

Talb. Here is the T alboe, who would ſpeake with hia? 

CMeſſ. The vertuous Lady, Counteſle of Auergne; 
With modeſtic admiring thy Renowne, 
By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'ſt youchſafe 
To vifit her poore Caſtle where ſhe lyes, 


— 


T hat ſhe may beaſt ſhe hath beheld the man, 

Wholeglory fills the World with lowd report. 
8arg. Is iteven ſo? Nay, thenl ice our Warres 

Willturne untoa peaccfull Comick ſport, 

When Ladyescraveto be encountred with. 

You may not (wy Lord) deſpiſc her gentle ſuit. 
Talib. Ne're truſt me then: for whena World of men 

Could not prevayle with all their Oratorie, 

Yet hath a Womans kindneſſe oyer-rul'd : 

And therefore tell her, I returne great thankes, 

And in ſubmiſſion will attend on her. 

Will not your Honours beare me company ? 
Bedf. No, truly ,'tis more then manners will : 

And I have heard it ſayd, Vnbidden Gueſts 


— _— — — 


| 
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Arc often welc when they are gone. 
Tab. Wellthen, alone ((incethere's no remedie) 
I meane to provethis Ladyes courtclie. 
Come hither Captaine, you perceive my _ 
( 
(pt. Idoc my Lord ,and meanc —_— 
E xewnt 
Emer ( onnteſſe. 
Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge; 
And when you have done fo, bring the Keycsto me, 
Port. Madame, I will. Exit, 


Coun. The Plotis layd, if all things fall out right, | 


I ſhall as famous be by this exploit, 
As Scythian T omyru by Cyrw death. 


b 
Great is the rumour of thisdreadfull Knight, | 


And his atchievements of no lefle account : 
Fainc would mine eycs be witneſſe with mine cares, 
To give their cenſure of theſe rare reports. 


Emer — and Talbot. | 


Meſ. Madame,accordingas your Ladyſhip defir'd, 
By meſlage crav'd, ſois Lord T albert come. 


{ount. And he is welcome : what? is this the man? 
Mefſ. Madame, it is. 
Cout, Is this the of France ? 

Is this the Talbot, ſowuch fear'd abroad ? 

That with his Name the Mothers ſtill their Babes ? 


I ſce Report is fabulous and fallc. L 


——_ 


Lan -- 
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Theoutward compoſition of his body. Opinion ſhall be Surgeonto my hurt, | 
| Whatyou have done, hath dew FA And keepe me onthe fide where {till l am, 
Nor o:her ſatisfaction doe I crave, Som. Well, well ,come on, whoelle? 
L- m 3 Lawyer, Vn- | 


. Thefirſt Part of Henry the Sixth. 


[ thought 1 ſhould have ſeene ſome Herewles, 
A ſecond Heftor, tor his grim aſpett, 
And large proportion of his {trong knit Limocs. 
Alas, this 1s a Child, a Glly Dwarte ? 
I: cannot be, this weake and writhled ſhrimpe 
Should ſtrike ſuchterror to his Enemics. 

Talb. Madame, I have beene bold co trouble you ; 
But ſince your Ladyſhip is not at leyſure, 
llc ſort ſome other timeto vitieyou. 

Count. What meanes he now ? 
Goc aske him, whither he goes ? 

Mef. Stay my Lord Talbor, tor my Lady cravcs, 
To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure ? 

T«b. Marry, for that ſhee's in a wrong belecte, 
I geerocertitic her Talber'7 here. 

Enter Porter with Keyes. 

{ount. If thou be he, thenart thou Pritoner. 

Tatb, Prifoner? to whonn? 

Com. Tome, blood-thirſtic Lord : 
And for that gaule | trait thee to my Houle. 
Long timethy (hidow hathbeen thrall to mc, 
For 11 my Gallerythy picture hangs : 
But now the ſubſtance thall endure thelike, _ 
And 1 will chaynetheſe Legges and Armes of thine, 
That hait by tyrannie theſe many yeeres 
Waſted our Countrey, ſlaine our Citizens, 
And {entour Sonnes and Husbands captivate. 

Th. Ha, ha, ha. 
Count, Laugheſtthou Wretch ? 


| Thy mirth ſhail turne to moane. > 


Talb. 1 laugh to ſee your Ladiſhip ſo fond, 
Tothinke, that you have ought but Talbers ſhadow , 
Whereon to pradtile your ſeverity. 

Count. W hy? art notthou the man? 

Tals, Iam indeede. 

Count, Then have I ſubſtance too, 

Tab, No,no,l am but ſhadow of my !fe: 

You aredeceiv'd, my ſubltance is not here ; 


| For what you ſee, is butthe ſmalleſt part, 


Andlcaſt proportion of Humantie : 
I tell you Madame, were the whole Frame here, 
Ie1s of ſuchaſpactous lofrie pitch, 
Your Rocte were not ſuthcient to contayn't. 

Count. This is a Riddling Merchant tor the noace, 
He will be here, and yet he 1s not here : 
How can thelfe contrarieties agrer ? 

Talb. Thar wi!l I ſhew you preſently. 

Winds his Horze, Drummes ftrike wp, a Peale 
of Ordenance : Fnter Souldiers. 

How fay you Madame ? are you now perſwaded, 
That Talbot is but ſhadow of himſelf: ? 
Theſe are his ſubſtance, ſinewes, armes ,and ſtrength, 
With which he yoakcth your rebellious Neckes, 
Razcth your Cities, andſubvertrs your Townes, 
And ina moment makes them defolzte. 

(cunt, Victorious Tatbot, pardon my abuſe, 
[ inde thou art noiefſe then Fame hath bruited, 
And more then may be gathered by thy ſhape. 
Let my prefumprion not provoke thy wrath, 
For 1 am (orry,that withreverence 
| did not entextaine thee as thou art. 

Talb, Be not dilmay'd, faire Lady, nor miſconſter 
The mirde of T'albor, as you did miſtake 


Burt onely with our paticnce, that we may 

Taſte of your Wine, and ſee what Cates you have, 

For Souldiers ſtomackes alwayes ſerve them well, 
Cownt, With all my heart, and thinke me honored, 

Toteaſt ſogreata Warrior in wy houle. E xemnt. 


Enter Richard Plantagenet Warwick, Somerſet, 
Poole, and thers. ' 


Torke. Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
WC har meanes this filence ? 
Dare no man anſwere in a Caſc of Truth? | 
Suff. Withinthe Temple Hall we were too lowd, 
The Garden here is more convenient. 
York, Then ſay at cnce, if I maintain'd the Truth ; 
Or elle was wrangling Sowerſet in tlYerror ? 
Suff. Faith I have beene a Truant inthe Law, 
And never yet could frame my will toit, 
And therefore frame the Law unto my will. | 
Som. Iedge you, wy Lord of Warwicke, then be- 
tVCene US, 

War.Betweentwo Hawks,which fiyesthe higher pack, | 
Betweene two Dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Betvweene two Blades, which beares the better temper, | 
Berwcene two Horſes, which doth beare him beſt, 
Betweene two Girles, which hath the merrieſt eye, 
| haveperhaps ſome ſhallow ſrurit of judgement ; 
Bur intheſe nice ſharpe Quillersof the Law, | 
Good faith I am no wiſer then a Daw. | 

Yorke, Tut,tut, here 15 a mannerly torbearance : 
The truth appeares ſo naked on my fide, 
That any purblind eye may find it out, + 
Som, And on my lide it is fo well apparrell'd, 
So cleare, {© ſhining, and fo evident, 
That it will glimmer through a blind-mans eye. | 
Torke. Since you are tongue-ty'd,and {oloth to ſpeake, | 
In dumbe figniticants proclayme your thoughts ; | 
Let him that 1s a true-borne Gentleman, 
And ſtands uponthe honor of his birth, 
if Lc ſuppoſe that! havepleaded ruth, 
From off this Bryer plucke a white Roſe with me, 
Som, Let him that isno Coward, nor no flatterer, 
Burt dare maintaine the party of the truth, 
Pluck a red Role from off this Thorne with me. 
War. 1 love no Colours : and without all colour 
Of baſe infinuating flatterie, 
I pluck this white Roſe with Plantagever. 
Suff. I plucke this red Roſe, with young Somerſet, 
And fay withall, I thinke hc heldthe right. 
Uernen.Stay Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more 
Till you conclude, that he upon whoſe ſide 
The fewelt Roſes are cropt from the tree, 
Shall yeeld the other in the right opinion, 

Sow, Good Maſter Vernon, it 15 well objected : 

If I have feweſt, I ſubſcribe in lilence. | 
Toke. AndTI. 
Vernon. Then for the truth, and plaineneſſe of the Caſe, 
I plucke this pale and Majden Bloffome here, | 
Giving my Verdict on the white Roſe (ide. 

Som.Prick not your finger as you plucke it off, 
Leaſt bleeding, you doz paint the white Roſe red, 
And fall on my fide ſo again(t your will. 

Uernen. If I, my Lord, for my opinion bleed, 


| 
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Lawer, Voleſſe my Studic and my Bookes be falſe, 
Theargument you held, was wrong in you ; 
| 1n ſigne whereof, I plucke a white Role too. 
Torke. Now Somerſet, where is your argument ? 
Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating, that 
Shall dye your white Roſcina bloody rd. 


For pale they looke with feare, as witnefling 
The truth on our ſide, 
Som, No Plantagenet : 
*Tis not for feare, but anger, that thy cheekes 
Bluſh for pure ſhame, to counterfeit our Roſes; 
And vetthy<tongue will not confcſle thy ettor. 
' Yorke. Hath not thy Roſe a Canker, Somerſet Þ 
Som, Hath not thy Roſe 4 Thorne, Plantagenes ? 
| Torke. 1, ſharpe and piercing to maintaine his truth, 
=W hiles thy conſuming Canker cates his falſchood. 
Sam. \Well,lle find friends to weare my bleeding Roles, 
Toat (hell maintaine what I have ſaid 1strue; 
Where falſe Plantagetet dare not be {cene. 
Torks. Now by this Maiden Bloſſome in my band, 
I ſcorne thee and thy faſhion, pecviſh Boy. 
S»ff. Turne nor thy icornes this way Plantagenet. 


_—— 


thee. 

Sf. Ueturne my part thereof into thy throat, 
| Som, Aw ay, away, good Milliam de la Poole, 
W: grace the Yeoman, by converſing wich him. 


His Grandfather was Lyone/ Duke of Clarence, 

| Third Sonnetorhe third Edward King of England ; 
Spring Creſtlefſe Yeomen from ſo deepe a Root ? 

\ Torke. Hc bearcs him on the place's Priviledge, 
Or durlt not for his craven heart ſay thus, 

Som. By him that made me, Ile maintaine my words 
On any plot of Ground ia Chriltendome. 
| Wasnot thy Father, Richard, Earle of Cambridge, 
| For Trcaſon executed in our late Kings dayes? 

And by his Treaſon, {tand'it not thou attainted, 
Corrupted and exempt from ancient Gentry? 
Histreſpaſſe yet lives guiltic 10 thy blood, 

And till thou be reſtor'd, thou art a Yeoman» 

Torke, My Father was attached, not attainted, 
Condemn'd to dye for Treaſon, but no Traytor ; 
And that lle prove on better men then Sewer ſer, 
Were growingtime once ripened to my wills 
For your partaker Poole, and you your ſclfe, 

Ile note you in my Booke of Memorie, 
To {courge you torthis apprehenſion : 
Looke to it well, and fay you are well warr'd. 

Som, Ah, thou ſhalt hinde us ready fot thee (till ; 
And know us by theſe Colours tor thy Foes, 

For theſe, my friends in ſpighe of thee ſhall weare. 

Yorke. And by my Soule, this pale andangry Roſe, 
As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, 

Will I for ever, and my fation weare, 
Vnrill it wither with me tomy Grave, 
Or fourth to the height of my CC. 
$«#. G0. forward,and be choak'd withthy ambition; 


— 


Am (> tarewell,untzIl I meete rbee next. Exit, 
Som. Have with thee Poole : Farewell ambitious Rs- 
«hav d. Exit . 


Yorke, How Tam bray'd and muſt perforce endure 
ir? 

Waw. This blot that they objeR againſt your houſe, 
Shall be wip tout in the next Parliament, 


Terk; Mcane time your cheeks do counterfeit our Roſes: 


| 


' Iwillnot live to be accounted Warwicke. 


ED 


Yorke. Prowd Poole, I will, and ſcorne both him and 


Waw. Now by Gods willthou wrong'(t him,Somerſet: 


— 


— _— 


| And in his Boſome ſpend my latter gaſpe. 


Call'd for the Truce of Wincheſter and Gloweefter : 
And rf thou be not then created Yorke, 


Mcane time, in ſignall of my love to thee, 

Againſt proud Somerſet, and W:liam Poole, 

Will I upon thypartie weare this Roſe. 

And here 1 prophecie : this brawle to day, 

Growneto this fa&tion in the Templic Garden, 

Shall ſend betwcene the Red-Rote and the White, 

A thouſand Sovles tro Death and deadly Night. 
Torke. Good Maſter Vernon, I am bound to you, 

T hat you-0n my behalte w ould plutke a Flower. 
Fer. In your behalte ftill will I weare the ſame. 
Lawyer. And ſo will 1, 
Torke. Thanks gentle Sir. 

Come, let us foure to Dinner : 1 dare ſay, 

This Quarrell will drinke Blood another day. 

Exeun, 


Emer Mortimer, brought in a ( hayre, 
and 1 aylors. 


Mort. Kind $of my weake decaying Ape, 

Let dying Mortimer here reſt himſckte, 

Even like a man new haled from the Wrack, 

50 fare my Limbes wich long 1mpriſonment ; 

And thele gray Lockes, the Purſumants of death, 

Neſt or-like aged, in an Age of Care, 

Arguethe end of Edmund Mortimer. 

T heſc Eyes, like Lampes, whoſe waſting Oyle is ſpent, 
Waxe dimme, as drawing totheir Exigent. 

Weake Shoulders, over-borne with burthening Gricte, 
And pyth-lefſe Armes, like to a withered Vine, 

That drovpes his fappe-leſſe Branches to the ground. 
Yetare theſe Feet, whoſe ſtrengetefſe ſtay is numme, 
(Vnavleto ſupport this Lumpe of Clay) 

Swift. winged with deſire to get a Grave, 

As wirting [ no other comfore have. 

But tell me Keeper, will my Nephew cotic ? 

Keeper. Richard Plant agenet, my Lord, will coox : 
We ſent unto the Tewple, his Chamber, 

And anſwer was returo'd, that he will come : 

Afort. Enough : my loule then ſhall be ſatisfied, 
Poore Gentleman, his w doth cquall mine, 
SUnCe Hew ie Monmenth firlt began to reigne, 

Before whoſe Glory I was great in Armes, 

This loathlome ſequeſtration have I had ; 

And even fince then, hath Richard beene vbſcur'd, 
Depriv'd of Honour aud Inheritance. 

But now, the Arbitrator of Deſpaires, 

luſt death, kinde V mpire of mens milcries, 

With ſwectenl edoth diſmiſſe me hence ? 
| would histroubles likewiſe were expir'd, 

That fo he might recover what was loſt, 


; Enter Richard 
Keeper, My Lord,your loving Nephew now is come. 
HMor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he come? 
Kich, I, Noble Vnckle, thus ignobly us'd, 
Your Nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes , 
Mort. Dire mine Armes, I may embrace his Necke, 


Ohtell me when my Lippes doe touch his Checkes, 
ThatI may kindly give one fainting Kiſſe, 

And now declare {weet Stem from Torker great Stock 
W hy diaſt thou fay of late thou wert Ceſpis'd ? 


Rich, Firk! 


i. 
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Rich, Firſt, leane thine aged Back againſt mine Arme, 
And in thateate, ile rellthee my Ditcate. 
This day in a gument upon a Caſe, 
Some words there grew 'twixt Somerſet and me : 
Among(t which tearmes, heus'd his laviſh rongue, 
| 


= — _ 
I rr — _ 


And did upbrayd me with my Fathers death ; 
Which obloquie ſet barres before my tongue, 
Elſe with the like I had requited him. 
Therefore good Vnckle, for my Fathers fake, 
In honour of atrue Plantagener, 

And for Alliance ſake, d:clarethe cauſe 

My Father, Earle of Cambfidge, loſt his Head. 

Atort, That cauſe (faire Nephew) that impriſon'd me, 
And hath detayn'd me all my flowring Youth, 
Wirhio a loathſome Dungeon, there to pyr.e, 

Was curſed in{trument of his deccaſe. 

Rich, Diſcover moreat large what cauſe that was, 
For I am ignorant, and cannor gueſſe. 

Mert. 1 will, if that my fading breath permit, 
And death approach not, cre my Tale be done, 
Henry the Fourth, Grandfather rothis King, 
Depos'd his Nephew Kichard, Edwards Sonny 
The firſt begotren, and the lawtull Heire 
Of Edward King, third of that Deſcent. 

During whoſe Reigne, the Perciesof the North, 
Finding his Vſurpation moſt unjuſt, 

Endevor'd my aduancement to the Throne. 

The realon moy'd theſe Warlike Lords to this, 
Was, for that (young King Richard thas remov d, 
Leaving no Herre begotten of his Body ) 

| was the next by Birth and Parentage : 

For by my Mother I derived am 

From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third Sonne 
To King Edward the Third ; whereas hee, 

From John of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 
Being bur the fourth of that Heroick Lyne. 

But warke : as in this hanghtie great attempt, 
They laboured to plant the rightfull Heire, 

1 lolt my Libertic, and they their Lives. 

Long after this, when Henry the Fift 
(Succeeding his Father Ballingbrooke ) did reigne ; 
Thy Father, Earle of Cuntelden.chm deriv 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of Y orke, 
Marrying my Siſter, that thy Mother was ; 
Aganne, in pitty of my hard diſtreſle, 

Leviedan Army, weening toredeeme, 

And have in{ta!l'd me inthe Diademe ; 
Butasthe reit, ſo kellthat Noble Earle, 

And was beheaded. Thus the Afortimers, 

[nwhom the Title reſted, were ſupprelt. 
| Rich, Ot which, my Lord, your Honor is the laſt. 

ot, True; and thou feeft, that I no Iſſue have, 

And that my fainting words doe warrant death ; 

hou art my Hcire; the reſt, I wiſh thee outher : 

But yet be wary in thy ſtudious care. 
| Rich. Thy grave admoniſhments prevaile with me : 
| But yet me thinkes, my Fathers execution 

Was nothing lefſethen bloody Tyranny. 

Mort. With ſilence, Nephew, be thou polliticle, 
Strong fixcd is the Houſe of Laxcafter, 

Andlike a Mountaine, not tobe remov'd. 

But now thy Vnckle is removing hence, 

As Princes doe their Courts, when they are cloy'd 

With long continuance in afertled place. 

Rich. O Vnckle, would ſome part of my young yeeres 
Might but redecme the paſſage of your Age. 


Alorr.Thou do'(t then wrong me.as yp (laughterer doth, 
Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourne not, except thon ſorrow tor my good, 

Onely give order tor my Funerall. 

And tv farewell, and faire be all thy Hopes; 

And proſperous be thy Life in Peace ard Warre. _— 
Kich, And peace, no Warre, betall rhy parting Soule. 

In priſon haſt theu ſpent a Pilgrimage, 

Andlikea Hermite over-paſt thy day cs- 

Weil, [will locke his Counſell in my Breſt, 

And whar 1 doe imagine, let that reit. 

Keepers convey him hence,and I my elte 

Will ſee his Buriall berrer then his Lite. Exit, 

Here dyesthe duskic Torch of Mortimer, 

Choake with Ambition of the meaner fort. 

And for thoſe Wrongs, thole birrer injuries, 

W hich Somerſet hath offer'd ro my Houſe, 

I doubt nor, but with honor to redrefle, 

And therefore haſte I tothe Parliament, 

Eyther tobe reſtored to my Blood, 

Or make my will th' adyantage of my good. Exit. 


 Attus Tertius. Scena Prima, 


Flourith, Enter King, Exeter Glofter, Wincheſter Warmck, 
Somerſet, Suffolke , Richard Þ lantagenet. Glofter offer; 
to put wp 4 Bull : Wuncheſter ſnatches it, teares it. 
Winch. Com'ſ(t thou with deepe premedicated Lines ? 

With written Pamphlets, ſtudiouſly devis'd ? 
Humfrey of Gloſter, if thou cant accuſe, 

Or ought intend't rolay unto my charge, 

Doe it withour invention, ſuddenly, 

As I with ſudden, and extemporall ſpeech, 

Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canſt objeR. 
Glo.Preſumptuons Prieit,this place comands my paticce, 
Or thou (0 uld'tt fndthou haſt dis-honor'd me« 
Thinke nor, althoughin Writicg I preferr'd 

The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 

That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to xrehearie the Mcthode of my Penne, 
Noprelate, ſuch is thy audacious wickednefle, 

Thy lewd, peſbiferousand diflentions pranks, 

As very hers prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a mol? pernitious Vſurer, 

Froward by nature, Enemy to peace, 

Laſcivious, wanton, more then well beſcemes 

A man of thy profeſſon, and Degree, 

And for thy Trecheric, what's more manitckt ? 

In that thou layd'ita Trap to take my Lite, 

As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower, 
Befide, I feare me, if thy thoughts were fif:ed, 
The King, thy ſoverargne, is notquite exempt 
From envious malice of thy ſweiling heart. 

wainch,G lefter, 1 doe defie thee. Lords vouchſake 

To give me hearing whart I (hall reply. 

If 1 were covetous, ambitious or perverſe, 

As he will have me : how am I fopoore ? 

Or how haps it, 1 ſecke nor ro advance : 

Or rayſc my ſelfe ? bat keepe my wonred Calling. 
And for Diffention, who preterreth Peace 

More then1 doe? except I be provok'd. 

No, my Lords, itisnot that offends, 

It is not thar, that hath incens'd the Duke: 

[t is becanſe no one ſhould ſway but he, 

No one, but he, ſhould be about the King ; 


| And that cngenders Thunder in his breft, 


—— 
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d makes him rorc theſe Accuſations fot "Y 

Bar| he ball know | am as gCOde— 

(;loZt. Asgo 100 2 
Thou Baſtard of my Grandtathtr. 

Winch. 1, Lordly Sir: for what are you, I pray, 
Bur one 1MPCrIC 25in anothers Throne e 
11 I not Protector, fawcic Prieſt ? 

_. \od am not Ia Prelate of the Church? 

Gloſs. Ycs, asan Out-law in a Caſtle keepes, 
And ufcrh it, to patronage his Theft. 

Winch, Vnrcevyerent Glecester, 

Glost, Thouartrevarent, 


j . 


Touching thy Spiritnall Fund 


(tot. ; 


Life» 


1ching 10n, not thy 
inch, Rome ſhallremedict! his. 
' Roame —_—_ N. 
M+ Lot "34 '- were your dutic to forbeare. 
ce the Biſhop bs 10t over-bornc : 
s my Lord ſhould be Religious, 
And know v the Office that belongs to fuch. 
IWarw. NCT hinkcs his Lordſhip {hould te tumbler, 
[t fritteth not a Preiate foto plcad. 
Som. cs, vi way his holy State is toucht ſo neere- 
Warw, State ho! »w'd, what ot that? 
15not his Gtace P roteRor to the King ? 
{uch, Plante rence "Toe mult hold his tongue, 


Or u hall, 


| tbe 1aid, Spcake Sirrha when you ſhould : 

Muit yo * Vecrdi+ enter taike with Lords? 
ſc wonld It fling at Fincheiter, 
þ, 170, VN Nckid of Glo: ter. and 0 Fr anehe: ter, 


ir Engliſh Weale, 
might t prevay ic, 
A733 At nit!e- 
ir Crowne, 
le Pecresas ve ſhould 3 zarre ? 
my render 
Civill cilention 1s a viperous \Vorme, 
That gnawcesthe Bowels of the Common-wealth, 

e 7 nov « within. Dewne with the 
Tas »y-C oats. 
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Care warrant, 
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Atver. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Herry, 
1try wh G utt26 of Lon ao! \ Pitry us : 
L he Bf] d the Duke of Gloiters men, 
dent : toC2 my any Weapon, 


Have fill'd hall Pockets tvll of perble ones; 
nd bandingrhemſelves i contrary parts, 

[0c vir ſo falt at one anothers Pate, 

i hat many havethcir giddy braynes knockt out : 
Our ris 10COWCSArE broke downe in every Strect, 
And we, for feare, compell'd to ſhut our Shops. 


ter in kar with bloody Pater. 
Xing. We charge you, onallegeance to our ſelves , 
r laughrring hands, and keepe the Peace ; 
ay Vrick! » Gloſter mitigate chis ſtrife. 
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3. Serw, My Lord, we know your Grace to be a man 
lult, and upright ; and for your Royall Buth, 
Inferior to none, but to his Mazcltic : 

And ere that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 

So kindc a Father of the Common-wealc, 

To be diſgraced by an Inke-horne Mate, 

Wee and our Wives and Children all will hgt:t, 
And _—_— bodyes Naughtred by thy focs- 

I. Ser. 1, and the very parin gs of our Nayles 
Shall pitch a | icld when we are dead, 


Legwn 474rre, 
Gloit, Stay,Nlay,T lay : 
Andif you love me, as you lay you doe, 
Let me per{wadr you tov forbearea while, 
K mg. Oh, bow this diſcord duth aflit my loule. 
Can you, my Lord of Winchelter, behold 
My ſighes and tearcs, and will not once relent ? 
Who ſhould be pirtitull, if you be not? 
Or who ſhould ſtudy to preferre a Peace, 
If holy Church-mentake delight in broyles 
Warw. Yerld my Lord Protector, yeeld Winchefter, 
Except you meane with obſtinate repulſe 
To ſlay your Soveraigne,and deltroy the Realme. 
You ſee what miſchiefe, and w hat Murther tO, 
Hath beene erated through your enmitic : 
Then be at peace, except yethirli for blood. 
Wewmch, He thall ſubmit, or I will never yeeid. 


A 


Gloj?, Compaſſion on the King commands me ſtoupe, 


Or I would fee his hegre our, cre the Pricit 
Should ever get thatpriviledge of me. 
Warw. Behold my Lord of Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath baniſht moodic diſcontented fury, 
As by his\{moothed Browes it doth appeare; 
Why looke you ſtill ſoſterne, and tragicall ? 
Gleft. Here Wincheſter, 1 © {fer thee my Hand. 


King. Fic Vnckle Beawford, 1 have heard you pr oh 


That Mallicc was a greatandg grievous finne : 
And willnot you maintaine the thing you teach ? 
Burt prove achicte offender in the farme. 
Warw. Sweet King : the Biſhop hath a kindly gyrc 
For ſhame my Lord of Wincheiter relent ; 
What, ſhalla Chile inſiruRt you what :odoe ? 
inch, Well, Duke of Gloſter, I will yeeld to thee 
Love tor thy Love, and Hand for Hand 1 give. 
Gloſt. I, but I fearc me with a hollow Heart, 
Sec here my friends and loving Countreymen, 
This roken (crveth fora Flagge of Truce, 
Berwixt our {<lves, and all our tollowers; 
$0 helpe me God, as I diflemble not. 
Winch, So hclpe me God, as 1 intend it no!. 
Kung. Oh loving Vnckle, kinde Duke ot Glo!! 
How joytull am I made by this ContraQ, 
Away my Malters, trouble us no more, 
But joynein ti iendſhip, as your Lords have cone 
1. Serw, Content, Ile to the Surgeons. 
2,587. And {0 ul I, 


3-Sers. And 1 will fee what Phyſicke the Tayerne at- | 
fords. | 
 Warw. Accept this Scrowle,molt gracious Soverargiey 


Exeant. 


{ Which in the Right of Richard Plant apener, 


', Nay,if webe forbidden Stones, wee'le fall * 


We doc exhibie ro your Majcltie. 

Gl. \Vcl urg” 
And 1* vour Grace 
You hzve crcat reaſon to dod 
Efpecially fortboſe cocafion 
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King. And thoſe occaſions, Vuckle, were of force : 
| Theretore my loving Lords, our pleaſure is, 
| That Richeord be reſtored to his Blood. 
| Warn, Let Richard bercftord to his Blood, 
| $0 (hall his Fathers wrongs be recompenc't. 
Winch, As will the reſt, ſo willeth /inche#7er. 
King, It Richard will betrue, not that alone, 
Bur al the whole Inheritance I give, 
T hat doth belong untothe Houle of Torke, 
From whence vou ſpring, by Lineall Deſcent. 
Rich, Thy humble ſervant vowes obedience, 
And humble ſervice, till the point of death. 


And in reguerdon of that dutic done, 
| gyttthee with the valiant, Sword of Torke, 
Rite Richard, like a true Plantagener, 
And riſe creazed Princely Duke of Yorke. 
' Rich, Ando thrive Rioherd, as thy toes may fall, 
| And as my dutic (prings,fo periſh they, 
' That grudge one thought againſt your Majeſtic. 
' eAll, Welcome high Prince,the mighty Duke of Torke. 
Sem. Periſh baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of Yorke. 
| Gle#, Now will it beſt availe your Majcllic, 
| To crofſe the Seas, and ro be Crown'd mm France : 
The preſence of a King engenders love 
Amongſt his SubjeAsand his loyall Friends, 
As it d1f-animates his Enemies. 
King, When Gleiter fayes the word, King Henry gocs, 
| For f:icndly counfaile cuts ofr many Foes. 
Glot. Y our Ships already are in readineſle. 


' 
| 


Exennt. 


Manet F xeter, 

F cet. T,we may march in England,or in France, 
| Not fecing what is likely to enſue ; 
| This late diſſention growne betwixt the Pecres, 
' Burnesunder faincdaſhes of forg'd love, 
' And will at laſt breake out into a flame, 

As teſtred members rot bur by degree, 
' Till bones and ficſh and finewes fall away, 
| So will this baſe and envious diſcord breed. 
; Andnow I feare that fatall Prophecie, 
| Which inthe time of Henry, nam'd the Fift, 
\Was inthe mourh of every ſucking Babe, 
That Henry borne at Monmouth ſhould winne all, 
And Henry borne at Windſor ſhould loſe all: 
Which 1s ſoplaine, that Exererdoth wiſh, 
; His daycs may finith, erc that hapleffe rime, FE xit. 


—C 
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| Scaena Secunda. 


| 


ns es ten ee —_ — — 
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| Enter P ucell diſguis d, with foure Souldiors with 
Sacks upon thei backs. : 

| Pucell, Theſe are the Citie Gates, the Gates of Roan, 

| Through whichour Pollicy muſt make a breach. 

| Take beed, be wary how you place your words, 

| lalk<like the vulgar ſort of Marker men, 

| That cometo gather Money for their Corne, 

; it we have entrance, as | hope we ſhall , 

{ And that we finde the flourhfull Warch but weake, 

| eby a figne give notice to cur friends, 

| That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. 


Kine. St then,and ſer your Knee againſt my Foot , 
Sms. x | Now lhe is there, how will ſhe ſpecific? 
Here is the belt and ſafeſt paſſage in. 


Theretore wee'lc knock. 


| Watch. Emer, goe in, the Market Bcll is rung. 
| 


: 


—  —— 


; No waytotha: ( tor weaknellc) which ſheentred. 


|  Senldier, Our Sacks ſhall be a meancto lacke the City, 
; And webe Lordsand Rulers oycr Roan, 
A nock. 


Watch. Chet. 
Pucell. Peaſanns la pownre gens de France, 
Poore Market folkes that come to icll their Corne. 


Pacell, Now Roan, lle ſhake thy Bulwarkes to the 
Exenn, | 
Enter Charles, Baſtard, Alanſon, 
Charles. Saint Denns bleſſe this happy Stratageme, 
And once againe wee'le fleepe {ecure in Roan. 
Baitard, Hcereentred Pacell, and her Practitants : 


ground. 


Rerg. By thruſting our a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once diſcern'd, ſhewesthat her meaning is, | 


Emer Pucell on the top, thruſting Ons 4 
Torch burmng. | 
Pucell, Bchold, this is the happy Wedding Torch, | 
That joyneth Roanunto her Countreymen, 
But burning fatall tro the Ta/bonseer. 
Baitard, See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turret ſtands. 
Charles.» Now ſhine it like a Commer of Revenge, 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Fors- | 
Reig. Deterreno time, delayes have dangerous ends, |; 
' 


Alarum. | 


Enter and cry,the Dolphin, preſently, 
And thzn doe execution on the W atch. 


An Alarum, Talbot in an © xcurſion. 

T atb.France,thou ſhalt rue this Treaton with thy teares, 
lt Talbot but ſurvive thy Trecheric. 
Pacelithat Witch, that damned Sorcerefle, 
Hath wrought this Hcellith Mitchicte unawares, 
That hardly we eſcap't the Pride ot France. Exis. 

An Alarum : Excur/1ons. Bedford browe be 
in fck-11 4 Chayre, 


Enter T a/bot and Bur genie without : within, Pucell, 
Charles, Baſtara, and Reignei on the Walls. 

Pucell.God morrow Gallants, want ye Corn tor Bread? 
I thinke the Duke of Burgonic will tat, 
Before hee'le buy againe at ſucha rate. 
'Twas full of Darnell : doe you like the taſte ? 

Burg. Scofte on vile Fiend, and (hamelefle Curtizan, 
I truſtere long ro choake thee with thine owne, 
And makethee curſe the Harvelt of that Core. 

(/herles, Y our Grace may ſtarve (perbaps) before that 
time. | 
Bedf. Ohlet no words, but deedes, revenge this Trea- 


ſon. 
k;” Pucell. What will you doe, good gray-beard ? 
Breakea Launce, and runne a-Tilt at Death, 
Withina Chayre. 

Talb. Foule Fiend of France,and Hag of all deſpight, 
Incompals'd with thy luſtfull Paramours, 
Becomes ic thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardiſe a man halfe dead? | 
Damſell, lic have a bowt with you againe, 
Orelfe let Tabor periſh with this ſhame. 

Pucell. Are ye lo hot, Sir : yet Pucell bold thy peace, | 
If Taber doe but Thander, Raine willfollow. 

T hey whuſper together in counſel. 

God fpecd the Parliament : who ſhall be the > >—"g" | 
T als. ar {| 
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T he firſt Part of King Henry the Sixt. | 


—— 


Tath. Dare yee come forth, and meet usin the field ? 

Pucell. Belike your Lordihip takes usthen tor tooles, 
To try if that our owne be ours, Or no. 

Tal. I ipcake not tothat rayling Hecate, 

But untothee Alanſon, and thereit. 
Will ye, like Souldiors, come and fight it out ? 

Alanſ. Seignior no. 

Talb. Seignior hang : baſe Muleters of France, 
Like Pefant toot-Boycs doe they keepethe Walls, 
And dare nottakeup Armes, lizxe Gentlemen. 

Pucell. Away Captaines, let's get us from the Walls, 
For Talbot mcanes no goodneſle by his Lookes, 

God b'uy my Lord, we came fir buttotell you 

That we arc here. E xeunt from the Walls. 
Talb. And there will we be too, cre it be long, 

Or elſe reproach be Talbors greateit tame. 

Vow Brrgome, by honor of thy houſe, 

Prickt on by publike Wrongs fuſtain'd in France , 

Eitherto get the Towne againe, or dyes 

And I, asture as Engliſh Hemry lives, 

And as his Father here was Conqueror; 

As ſureas inthus late betrayed Towne, 

Great (ordelions Heart was buryecd ; 

Soſurc I ſweare, togztrhe Towne, or dyc. | 

Burg. My Voes are cquall partners with thy 

Vowes. 
Talb. But cre we goe, regard this dying Prince, 

The valiant Duke of Bedford : Come my Lord, 

We will beſtow you 1n ſome berter place, 

Fiteer for lickneſle, and for cralic age, 

Bedf. Lord T atbot, doe not fo diſhonour me : 

Here will I fit, betore the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your weale or woe. 

Burg, Couragious Bedford, lct us now 

Beaf. Not to be gone from hence , for I read, 
That ſtout Pendra7en, in his Litter ſick, 
Came tothe ficld, and vanquiihed his foes, 
Me thinkes I ſhould revine the Souldiors hearts, 
Becauſe I ever found them as my {clfe. 

Talb. Vndaunting fpirit ina dying breſt, 
Then be it fo : Heavens keepe 01d Bedfordſafe. 
And now no more adoe, brave Burgone, 

Bur gather we our Forces out ot hand, 
And ſet upon our boalting Enemicr. Exit. 


<— — 


IR 


An sAleorum: Excurſions. Enter Sir Tobs 
Faiſt affe, and a Capte;ne, 


(apt. Whither away Sir [obn Falſtaffe, in ſuch haſte? 
Faift, Whitheraway ? toſave my ſelte by flight, 
We are like ro have the overthrow againe. 
(«p!. What? will you fiye,and leave Lord Talbot? 
Falſ?. I, allthe Talbots inthe World, to fave my life. 
Exit, 
Capt. Covardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee. 
Exit, 


Retreat. Excnrhons, Pucell, Alanſon,and 
Charles flye. 


Beaf. Now quiet Soule, depart when Heauen pleaſe, 
For | have feene our Enemies overthrow, 
What 15thetrult or ſtrength of fooliſh man? 


| Now will we take ſomeorder in the Towne, 


An Alarum. fntrr Talbet, Burgonee, axd 
the re#t. 

Talb. Loſt, and recovered ina day againe, 
This isa double Honor, Bargome : 
Yer Heavens have glory for tis ViRtory. 

Burg. Warlike and Martiall T a/bot, Bur gone 
Inſhrines thee in his heart, and there eres 
Thy NobleDecds,as Valors Monuments. 

Tath. Thankes gentle Duke: but where 1s Pace! now ? 
I thinke her old Familiar is aſlcepe. 
Now where's the Baſtards braves, and { harles his glikes? 
W hat allemort ? Roan hangs her head tor gricte, 
T hat ſuch a valiant Company are ficd, 


Placing therein ſome expert Oihcers, 

And then depart to Paris, to the King, 

For there young Hemry with his Nobles lye. 
nop What wills Lord Talbot pleateth Burgome. 
T lb, Burt yet before we go, let's not forget 

The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd, 

Burt ſce his Exequies fulfill'd in Roan, 

A braver Souldier never couched Launce, 

A gentler heart did never ſway in Court, 

Bur Kings and mightieft Potentatcs muſt die, 


For that's the end of humane miſcrie. Exeunt, 


A - — — — > — —— —— 
—— 


Scana Terta, 
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Enter Charles, Baftard, «Alanſon Þucell. 
Pucell. Diſmay not (Princes )atthis accident, 
Nor grieve that Roap is forecovercd ; 


Care 15no curc, but rather corraſiuc, 

For things that are not to be remedy'd, 

Let frantikeTalbet triumphfor awhile, 

And like a Peacocketweepe along has tayle, 
Wee'le pull his Plames, and take away his Trayne, 
if Dolphin and the reſt will be bur rul'd. 

{barles, We have beene guided by thee hitherto, | 
And of thy Cunning had no duhdence, | 
One ſudden Foyle ſhall never breed diſtruſt. | 

Baſtard. Scarch outthy wit tor ſecret pollicies, 

And we will make thee famous through the World. 
Alanſ. Wee'le (et thy Statue in ſome holy place, 

And have thee reverenc't likea bleſled Saint. 

Employ thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good, 

Pucell, Then thus it muſt be, this doth /eanedevilc : 
By faize perſwaſions, mixt with ſugred words, 

We will intice the Duke of Burgonic 
To leave the Taber, and to follow us. 

(harles. I marry Sweeting, if we could doethat, 
France were no place tor Henrier Warriors, 

Nor ſhould that Nation boaſtit ſo withus, 
But be extirped from our Provinces. 

Alanſ. For cver ſhouldrhey beexpuls'd from France, 
And not have Title of an Earledome here. | 

Pacell. Your Honors ſhall perceive; how I will worke, | 


To bringthis matter tothe wiſhed end. 
Drumme ſound; a farre off. 

Hearke, by the ſound of Drumme you may perceive 

Their Powersare marching unto Paris-ward. 


| 
They that of lare were daring with their ſcoffes, Here ſound an Engliſh March, 
Are glad and faine by fi1ghtto fave themſelves. There goes the Ta/ber with his ſpred, 
Beafard dyes, and is carryed in by two in his (awe. And all the Troupes of Engliſh after him, a 
MW pi h | 6 bf Frencv. | 
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The firſt Part of Ring Henry the $ ixt. 


_—— 


Freneh Mach. ; 
Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his: 
Fortune in favour makes him lagge behinde. 
Summon Parley, we will calke with him. 
: ſound a Paley. 

Charles. A Parley with the Dake of Burgonie ? 
” Burg. WhocravesaP with the Burgonic? _ 

Pucel. The Princcly Charler of France, thy Countrey- 


man. b 
Burg, What ſay'ſt thou Charles? for I am marching 
hence. 


words. 
Pucell, Brave Burgonie, undoubred hope of France; 
Stay; let thy hnmbbleadingid {peake to thee. 
Surg. Speake on, but be not over-tedious. | 
Pucell.Looke on thy CountreyJooke on fertile France, 
And fee the Ciries _ the Townes defac't, 
By waſting Ruine of the cruell Foe, 
Aslookes the Mother on her lowly Babe,” 
When Death doth cloſe his tender-dying Eycs, 
See, ſee the pining Malady of France : 
Behold the Wounds, the moſt unnaturall Wounds, 
Which thou thy ſclfc haſt given her wofull Brelt. 
Ohturne thy cdged Sword another way, 
Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that helpe : 
One drop of Blood drawne fromthy Countries Boſome, 
Should gricve thce morethen ſtreames of torraine gore- 
Returne thee therefore with a floud of Teares, 
And waſh away thy Countries ſtayned Spots. 
Barg. Either ſhe hath bewitche me with her words, 
Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent. 
Pacell.Beſides,all Frenchand France exclaimes on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. ; 
Whom joyrſt thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That willnot truſt thee, but for Profits ſake ? 
When Ta/bor hath fer footing once in France, 
And faſhion'd thee that Inſtrument of 11l, 
Whothen, but Engliſh Henry, will be Lore, 
And thou be thrult out, like a Fugitive ? 
Call we to minde, and marke but this for proote: | 
Was not the Duke of Orleancethy Foe? 
And was he noc in England Priſoner ? 
But when they heard he was thine Encmie, 
They ſet him free, without his Ranſome pay'd, 
in ipight;ot Bargenie and a.l his friends. 
Scethen,thou fight'ſt againſt thy Countreymen, 
And joyn'ſt withthem willbethy flaughter-men. 
Come, come, returne;returne thou wandring Lord, 
Charlerand the reſt will take thee in their armes. 
Zwy. Iam vanguiſhed : 
Theſe haughty words of hers 
Have batt'red me lik. roaring Cannon-(hot; 


| And made me almoſt yeeld upon my knees. 


Forgive me Countrey, and ſweet Countreymen : 
And Lords accept this heartie kind embrace. 
My Forces and my Power of mcn are yours. 
So farewell Talbor, Ile no longer truſt thee. 
Pucell. Done like a Frenchman : turre and turne a- 


gaUne. 

wa Welcome brave Duke, thy friendſhip makes 
ustreſh, | 
 _ And doth beget new Courage in our 

retts. 

Alenſ. Pucell hath bravely play'd her part in this, 
And doth deſerve a Coronet of Gold. 


Charles, Speake Pweell , and enchane him with thy 


— —_— —  __ 
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({barles. Now let uson, my Lords, 
And 10,6 our Powers, 
And ſeeke how we may preiudice the Foe. —Exennt 


Scana Quarta. 


— 


PENG 


Emter the King, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, Yorke, Suff the 
Somerſet, # arwichs, Exeter: Tothem, with 
hi Souldzors, T albet, 


Talb. My gracious Prince; and honorable Peeres, 
Hearing of your arrivalinthis Realme, 
I have a while given True® unto my Warres, 
To doe my dutic to my Soveraigne. 
In ſigne whereot, his Arme, that hath ceclaim'd 
To your obedience, fiftic Fortreſles, 
Twelve Cities, and ſeven walled Townes of ſtrength, 
Belide hive hundred Priſoners of eſteeme ; 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highnefle feet ; 
And with tubmiſlive loyaltic of heart 
Aſcribes the Glory of his Conqueſt gut, 


| Firſt co my God, and next unto your Grace. 


King. Is thisthe Lord Talbot, Vnckle Glouceſter, 
Thac hath ſolong beenerefident in France ? 
Gloft. Yes, if it pleaſe your Majeſtic, my Liege” 
King Welcome brave Captaine, and victorious Lord 
When 1 was young (as yetI amnot old) 
I doe remember how my Father ſaid, 
A ſtouter Champion never handled Sword. 
lince we were reſolved of your truth, 
Your faithfull ſervice, and your toylc in Warre : 
Yetnever have you taſted our reward, 
Or beene don'd with ſo much as Thankes, 
Becauſe tillnow, we never ſaw your face, 
Therefore {tand up, and for theſe good delerts, 
We here create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 
Andjn our Coconatioatake your place. 
Exeun, 


CManent Vernon and Baſſet. 


Vern. Now Sir, to you that were ſo hot at Sca, 
Diſgracing of theſeColours that I weare, 
In honor of my Noble Lord of Y orke, 
Dar'ſt thon maintaine the former words thou ſpat? 
Baſſ. Yes Sir, as wellas you dare patronage 
The < nvious barking of your ſawcic Tongue, 
Againſt the Duke of Somerſet. 
Vern. Sirrha, thy Lord | honor as he is. | 
Baſſ, Why what is he ?as good a man as Torke. 
Uern, Hearke ye : not{o : in witneſle take ye that, 
Strikes him. 
Baſſ. Villaine , thou knoweſt 
The Law of Armes1s tuch, 
That who ſodrawes a Sword, 'tis preſent death, 
Or elſe this Blow ſhould broach thy deareſt Bloud. 
But Ile unto his Majeſtic, and crave, 
I may have liberty to venge this Wrong, 
When thou ſhalt ſee, Ile meetthee tothy coſt, 
Vern. Well miſcreant, Ile be there 23 foone as you, 
And after meete you, ſooner then you would. 
Exeunt. 


—_ 
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The fuſt Part of Henry the Sixth, 


—— 


eAtns Quartus. Scena Prima. 


Enter King, Gleceiter, Wincheſter, Torke, Suffolke, Somer- 
ſet, War wiche, Talbot, and Governor Exeter, 
Gle. Lord Biſhop,ſct the Crowne upon his head. 
Win. God ſaveKing Henry of that name the (ixt. 
Glo. Now Governour of Paris take your oath, 
That you cle@ no other King but him ; 
Efteemenone friends, but{uch as are bis Fricads, 
And none your Foes, but ſuch as (hall pretend 
Malicious praciſcs againſt his State: 
This ſhall ye do, ſo helpe you righteous God, 
Enter Falitaffe. 
Fal. My gracious Soveraigne, as rode from Calice, 
To haſte unto your Coronation: 
Alter was dclive;'d tomy hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from th* Duke of Burgundy. 

T al. Shame tothe Duke of Burguady, and thee ; 
I vow'd (baſe Knight)when I did meet thee next, 
To teare the Garter from thy Cravenslegge, 
Which I bave done, becauſe ( tnworthaly ) 

Thou was't inſtailed in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princely Henry, and therett : 

This Daſtard, at the battell ot Pozttizrs, 
When{burt in all) I was fixe thouland ſtrong, ' 
And that the French werealmolt tento one, 
Before we mer, or that a {troke was given, 
Like to atruſtic Squire, did run away. 

In which aſſault, we loſt rweluchundred men. 

My ſelfe,and divers Gentlemen belice, 

Were there ſurpriz'd,and taken pr;loners, 

Then iudge (great Lords)it I have done amiſle: 
Or whether that ſuch Cowards ougkt to weare 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no? 

Glo, Tolay thetruth this fact was infamous, 
And ill beſeeming any common man: 

Much more a Knight,a Captaine, and a Leader. 

Tal. \W hen firſt this Order was ordain'd my Lords, 

Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; 
Valiant and Vertuous,fuil of haughty Courage, 
Such as weregrowne to credit by the warres: 
Not fearing Dcath,nor ſhrinking for Diſtreſle, 
But alwayes reſolute ,in moſt extreames. 

He then,that is not furniſl!'d iathis ſort, 
Doth but vſurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 
Prophaning this moſt Honourable Order, 
And ſhould (it 1 were worthy to be ludge) 
Bequite Cegraded,likea Redge-Borne Swaine, 
That doth preſumeto boaſt of Gentle blood, 

K. Stairetothy Countrymen, thou hear'tt thy doom; 
Be packing theretore,thou that walt a kaight: 
Hencetorth we canith thce 0n paine of death. 
And now my Lord ProteRor view the Letter, 
Scent from our Vncle Duke of Burguady, 

Glo, What mcanes his Grace, that he hath chaung'd 

his Stiic? 
No moreburplaine and blantly?(To tbe King.) 
Hath he forgot he 15 his Soueraigne? 
Or doth this chur 1:0); Soperſcription 
Pretend ſome alteration in, good will? 
What's heerc ? 1 have wpon effectall cauſe, 
CAHov' a with comp '[/,on of of my Countries wracke, 
Toperther with the 11111fu'! complatnts 
Of {mb as your ovpre fron feedes 1por, 


Ext. 


" —_ — __ 


{ Forſaken your pernitious F attien, 

| Andionn dwith Charles the rightful king of France. 

| O monſtrousTreachery:Can this be 16? 

| Thatin alliance, amity,and oathes, 

; There ſhould be found ſuch falſe diſſembling guile? 
King. What? doth my Vncle Burgundy revule? 
Glo. He doth my Lord,and is become my foc. 
Kang. Is that the worſtthis letter doth centaine ? 
Clo. Itisthe worlt, and all (my Lord) he writes. 


And gue him chaſticement for this abuſe. 
How fay you (my Lord )are you not content ? 

Tal. Content my Liege? Yes:butthatI am prevented, 
I ſhould have begg'd I mighthave bene employd. 

K ing - _ gather ſtreogrth,and march unto him 

raight : 
'Lethim wed how ill we brooke his Treaſon, 

And whatoffence it isto flout his Friends. 


| Tat. I go my Lord, in heart defiring ſtill 


You may behold confuſion of your focs- 
Emter Vernon and Baſſet. 

Fer. Grant me the Combate, gracious Soveraigne. 

Za/. And me ( my Lord) grant me the Combateroo. 

Terke. This is my Seruant,heare him Noble Prince, 

Som. And this is mine({weet Hewry)tavour him, 

K img. Be paticnt Lords,and givethem leave to ſpeake, 
Say Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaime 
And wherefore crave you Combate?Or with whom? 

Fer. With him (my Lord)for bc heath cone me wrong, 

Baſ, And I with himytor he hath done me wrong, 

King. W hat is that wrong w hereen you both complain? 
Firſt let me know, and then Ile anſwer you. 

Baſ. Croſling the Sca, from England into France, 
This Fellow here with carping tongue, 
Vpbraided me aboutthe Role 1 weare, 

Saying, the ſanguine colour of the Leaves 
Did preſent my Maſters biuſhing checkes : 
When ſtubbornly he did repugne the truth, 
Abcuta certaine queſtion in the Law, 

Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and him : 
With other vilcand ignominious tearmes, 

In confutation of which rude reproach, 

And in defence of my Lords worthincſle, 

I cranethe benefit of Law of Armes. 

Ver. And that is my petition (Noble Lord:) 

For though he iceme with forged queint conceite 
Toſet a olofle upon his bold inreat, 
Yet know (my Lord) ! wasprovok'd by him, 
And he firſtrooke exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing that the palcneiſe of this Flower, 
Bewray'd the faintnefle of my Maſters heart, 

Torke. Will not this malice Somerſet beleft ? 


_— — 


Though ne're ſo cunnisgly you ſmother it, 
K mg. Good Lord what madneſſe rules in braine- 
licke men, 

When for ſo {light and frivolousa cauſe, 
Such tations zmulations ſhallariſc ? 
Good Coufins bothof Yorke and Somerſet, 
Quiet your ſelves , and be at peace, 

Terke. Let this difſention firſt be tryed by fight, 
And then your Highneſſe (hal command a Peace. 

Som. The quarrell toucketh none but us alove, 
Berwixt our ſelves letus decide it then, 

Yorke. There is wy pledge, accept it Somerſet. 


Ver. Nay, let it reſt where itbegan at firſt. 


King. Why then Lord Talbot there ſhal talke with him, 


Som. Your private grudge my Lord of Yorke,wil out, 
| 
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And that within our ſelves we diſagree ; 
How willtheir ing ſtomackes be provok'd 
To wilfull Diſobedience, and Rebell ? 
Beſide, What infamy will there ariſe, 
When Forraigne Princes (hall be certified, 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 
King Henries Pecres, and chiefe Nobility, 
Deſtroy'd themſelves, and loſt the Realme of France ? 
Oh thinke uponthe Conqueſt of my Father, 
My tender yeares, and let us not forgoe 
Thar for a trifle, that was ht with blood. 
Ler me be Vmper in this ſtrife 
I keno reaſon if I weare this Roſe, | 
That any one ſhould therefore be ſuſpitious 
[more incline to Somerſet,then Yorke: 
Bothare my kinſmen, and I love them both» 
As wellthey may upbray'd me with my Crowne, 
Becauſc (torſooth) the King of Scots is Crown'd, 
But your diſcretivns better can perſwade, 
Then I am able to inſtrudt or teach : 
And therefore as we hither came in peace, 
Solet us ſtill continue peace and love. 
Colin of Yorke, we inſtitute your Grace 
To be our Regent in thele parts of France ; 
And good my Lord of Somerſet, unite 
Yourtroopes of horſemen, with his Bands of foote, 
And like true Subjeft, ſonnes of your Progenitors, 
Go cheerefully rogether, and diſgeſt 
Your Choller on your Enemics. 
Our Selte,my Lord ProteQor, and the reſt, 
IS: 
rom ro »W I cre long 
Tobe preſented by your Vifories, 
With (eres, eAlanſen, and that Traiterous rout. 
Exennt, Manet Torks, Warwiche, Exaer, Vernen. 
Wa. My Lord of Yorke, Ipromiſe you the King 
Prettyly (met )did play the Orator.) 
| Torks. And ſobedid, but yer Ilike it nor, 
| Juthar he wearesthe badge of Somerſer. 
\ War. Tuſh, that was bur his fancic, blame him not, 
| I dare preſume (ſweet Prince) he thought no harme. 
Yorke. And if I wiſh he did. Butlet itreſt, 
Other affayres muſt now be managed. . 
| . F _ TE CManet Exeter. A 
er. Well didſt Richerd to (i y VOYCC; 
For had the paſſions of thy _—_— or 
| Teare we ſhould have ſecnedecipher'dthere 
| 
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The faſt Part of Henry the Sixt. I11 

Faſſ, Confirme it ſo, mine honourable Lord. = | More rancorous ſpight, moxe furious raging broyles, 
Gle. Contirme it ſo ? Confounded be your ſtrite, | Thenyet can be imagin'd or pos'd : 

And periſh ye with your audacious prate, | Bur howſoere, no (imple manthat ſers 

Preſumptuous vaſſals, are you not aſham'd This iarring diſcord of Nobilitic, 

With this immodeſt clamorous outrage, This ſhouldering of cach ether inthe Court, 

To trouble and diſturbe the King,and V's? This fatiousbandying of their Favourites, 

And you my Lords, methinkes you donor well | But that it doth preſage ſome ill event. 

Tobeare with their perverſe ObjeQtions ; "Tis much, whea Scepters are 1n Childrens hands : 

Much leſſe to take occaſion from their mouthes, But more, when Envy breeds unkindedeviſion. Exiz. 

Toraiſc a mutiny betwixt your ſelves: Thencomes the ruine, there begins confulion. 

Let me perſwade you take a berter cole. 
Eee. It grieves his Highncſle, Enter T albot with Trumpet and Drumme, 

| Good my Lords,be friend $. | before Burdeaux. 

King. Come hither you that would be Combarants : 

Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour, Talb. Goto theGates of Burdeaux, Trumpeter, 

Quiteto forget this Quarrell, and the cauſe. Summon their Generall unto the Wall. Sound;, 

And you my Lords : Remember where we are, . Emer Gmerall aloft. 

InFrance, amongſt a fickle wavering Nation : Eng'i(h John Talbot (Captaines )calls you forth, 

If they perceive difſention 1n our lookes, | Servantin Armes to Harry King of England, 


— 
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And thus he would. Open your City Gates, 
Be humbled to as, call my Soveraigne yours, 
Anddo him homage as obedient Subjects, 
And le withdraw me, and my bloody power. 
But it you trowne upoa this proffer'd Peace, 
Youtemptthe fury of my three attendants, | 
Famine, quartering Secele, and climbing Fire, 
Who ina moment, even with the carth, 
Shall lay your ſtately, and ayre-braving Towers, 
If you the offer of their love. 
Cap. Thou ominous and fearctull Owle of death, 
Our Nations terror, and their bloody ſcourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth, 
On usthou canſt not enter but by death : 
ForI proteſt we are well fortified, 
And enough to iſſue out and fight. 
If thou retire, the Dolphin well appounted, 
Stands with the ſnares of Warre totangle thee. 
On cither hand thee, there arc ſquadrons pitcht, 
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight; 
Ten thouſand French have tane the Sacrament, 
And no way canſt thou turne thee for redrefle, 
But death doth front thee with {poyle, 
And pale deſtrution meetes thee 1a the face : 
To ryue their dangerous Arrtilleric | 
Vpon no Chriſtian ſoule but Engliſh Tabor : 
Loe, there thou ſtandl(t a _— valiant man | 
Of an invincible unconquer'd ſpirit : 
This is the lateſt Glorie of thy prayſe, 
That I thy enemy dew thee withall : 
For ere the Glaſle that now begins to runne, 
Finiſh the proceſle of his ſandy houre, 
Theſee ſee thee now well coloured, 
Shall ſee t thered, bloody ,pale, and dead. 
Drum a farre off, 
Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme,a warning bell, 
Sings heavy Muſicke tothy timorous ſoule, 
And mine thall ring thy dire departure out. 
Tal. He Fables not, I hcare the encmic : 
Out ſome light Horſemen,and peruſe their Wings. 
O negligent and heedlefſe Diſcipline, 
How are we park'd and bounded in a pale ? | 
A little Heard of Englands timorous , 
Maz'd witha yelping kennell of French Curres. 
If we be Engli , be then in blood, 
Not Raſcalike tofalldowne withapinch, _ 
But rather moodie mad : , Aud deſperate Stagges, . 
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Meſſ. They arereturn'd my Lord, and giveit out, 
That £ is march'd to Burdcaux with his power 
To fight with Taber: as he march'd along, 
By your eſpyals werediſcovered 
Two mighticr Troopes then that the Dolphin led, 
Which joyn'd with him, and made their march for 
(Burdcaux 
Yorke. A plague upon that Villaine Somerſet, 
That thus delayes my promiſes] ſupply 
Of horſemen, that were levicd for thisficge. 
Renowned T atbor duth expect my ayde, 
And I amlowted by at Traitor Villaine, 
And cannot helpe rhe noble Chevalier : 
God comfort him in this neceflity : 
If he miſcarry, farewell Warrcs in France. 


Enter enother Meſſenger. : 
2. Mef Thou Princely Leader of our Engliſh ſtrength, 
Never ſo needfull on the carth of France, 
tothe reſcue of the Noble Talbot, 
Whonow is girdied witha watte of Iron, 
And hem'd about with grim deſtruftion : 
To Burdcaux warlike Duke,to Burdcaux Yorke, 
Elſe far well Tabor, France, and Englands honor. 
Tarke. O God, that Somerſet who in proud heart 
Doth = my Corners, were in Talbors place, 
So ſhou 


we fave a valtant Gentleman, 
By forfeyting a Traitor and a Coward : 
Mad ire, 2nd wrathfull fury makes me weepe, 


That thus we dye, while remiſlc Traicors fleepe. 
Hef. O ſend ſome ſuccour tothediſtreſt Lord. 
Yorke. Hedies, we loſe: I breake my warlike word: 
We mourne, France {miles: We loſe, they dayly get, 
Alllong of this vile Traitor Somerſet, 
Aeſ. Then God take mercy on brave T adbor: ſoule, 
And on his Sonne lobn, who rwo hours ſince, 
I met in travaile towards his warlike Father ; 
Thisſeaven yeercs did not T albert ſee his ſonne, 
And now they meet where both rheirlives are done. 
Yorke. Alas, what joy ſhall noble Taber have, 
To bid his yong ſonne welcome to his Grave : 
Away, vexaticn almoſt (toppes my breath, 
That fundred friends greete in the houre ofdeath. 
Lacie farewell, no more my fortune can, 
Bur curſe the cauſe I cannot ayde the man. 
Maine Boys, Poyteers, and Tomres,are wonneaway, 
Long all of Somerſet, and his delay. Exit, 
Aeſ. Thus while the Vulture of ſedition, 
Feedes in the boſome of ſuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping negleRion doth betray to loſle ; 
The Conquelt of our ſcarſe cold Conqueror, 
Thar cver-living man of Memorie, 
Heerie the fift : Whiles they each other crofle, 


Lives, Honours,Lands, and all, hurrieto lofſe. Exit. 


112 T he firſt Part of Henry the Sixt, 
urne on the bloody Hounds with heads of Steele, | 
DT oche Coli ſtand aloote at bay : Fmer Somer (et with bu «Armie. 
Sell every man his lite as decre as mine, ; 2 
And they ſhall fiade decre Deere of us my Friends. Som. It istoo late, I cannot ſend them now : 
God, and S. George, T albee and Englands right, This expedition was by Yorks and Taber, 
Proſper our Colors in this dangerous fight, Exewn. | Toorathly plotted, All our force, 
ro +. very Towne 
Enter « Meſſenger that meets Tarks. Enter Torks Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot 
with Trumpet, and many Souldiers. Hath (ullicd all tis gloſſc of former Honor 
By this unbecdfull, deſperate, wilde adventure : 
Yerke. Are not the ſpeedy ſcouts return'd againe, Torks (et him onto fight, and dye in ſhame, 
That dog'dthe mighty Army of the Dolphin? That Taber dead, Yorke might beare the name. 


| Whoriag'd about with bold ad 


Cap. Heere is Six William Lucie, who with me 
Set from our ore-matcht forces forth for ayde. 
Sow. How now Sir Wiliaw, whither were you ſent? 
£#. W hither wy Lord,from and ſold L.7 aber, 


Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerſet, 

To beate aſlayling death from his weake Regions; 
And whules the honourable Captaine there 
Drops bloody ſwet from his warre-wearicd limbes, 
And inadv liogring lookes forreſcue, 

You his falſe hopes, the truſt of Englagds honour, 
Keepe off aloote with worthlefle emulation ; 

Let not your privatediſcord keepe away 

The levied ſuccours ' rbuena lend him ayde, 
While he renowned Gentleman 

Ycelds up his life unto a world of oddes. 

Orlcance the Baſtard, Charles, and Burgandie, 
Alanſon, Reignard, him about, 

And Taber periſheth by your default. 

Som. Vere nns, Yorke ſhould have ſent him 

ayde. 

Lac. And Yorke as faſt Grace exclaimes, 
Swearing that you with-bold his levied hoaſt, 
Collected for this expedition. 

Som. York lyes: He might have ſent,& had the Horſe: 
I owe him little Dutie, and lefſe Love, 
And take foule ſcorne to fawne on him by ſending. 

Ls. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded Tatbet : 
Never ro England ſhall he beare his life , 
Bur dies betraid to fortuneby your ſtrife. 
Som, Come go, I will diſpatch the Horſemen ſtrait: 
Within ſixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 
Ls. Too late comes reſcue, he is tane or flaine, 
For fiye he could not, if he would have fled : 
And flye would T atbot never he might. 
Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adicu. 
Ls. His fame livesinthe world. His ſhame in you. 
Exeam. 


Tal. O young lob» T albert, 1 did ſend for thee 
To tutor thee in ems of Warre, 
That T alborr name might bein thee reviv'd, 
Whea ſaplefie Age, and weake unable limbes 
Should briog thy Father to his drooping Chaire. 
But O malignant and i i 
Now thou rt come unto a Feaſt of death, 
A terrible and unavoyded danger : 

Therefore deere Boy, mount on my ſwifteſt horſe, 

And lledireQ thee thou ſhalr eſcape 

By ſodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone, 

Tebn, Is my name Talbet ? and am I your Sonhe ? 
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And ſhall I flye?O, it you love my Mother, 
Diſhonor not her le Name, 
To make a Baſtard,aud a Slave of me: 
The World will ſay,he is not Tatbers blood, 
That baſcly fied, when Noble T a/bee fiood. 
Talb. Flye,to _— my death,if 1 beflaine. 
Jobn, He that flyes{0,will ne're returne againe, 
Talb. If we both ſtay,we bothare ſure to dye. 
lobs. Then let me {tay,and Father doe you fie: 
Y our loſſe is great,{o your regard ſhould de; 
My worth unknowne,no lolle 15 knowne in me- 
Vpon wy death,the French can little boalt; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are loſt, 
Flight cannor ſtayne the Honor you bave wonne, 
But mine it will,that no Exploit have done. 
You fled for Vantage, every one will twearc: 
But if I bow, they'le ſay it was for teare. 
There isno hope thatever I will ſtay, 
If the firſt howre I ſhrinke and run away: 
Here on my knee I begge Mortality, 
Rather then Life,preſerv'd with Intamy. 
Talb. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lyc in one Tombe? 
Tobe. I, rather then llc ſhame my Mothers Wombe. 
Talib. Vpon my Blefling 1 command thee goc. 
obs, To fight I will,but not to flyc the Foc. 
Taib. Part of thy Father may be fav'd in thee. 
lobm. No part of him,but will be ſhame in mee. 
Talb.T hou never hadft Renowne,nor canſt not loſe it. 
Jobs. Yes,your renowned Name:ſhall flight abuſe it? 
Tal.Thy Fathers charge ſhal cleare thee trom 5 ſtaine. | 
lobn. Y ou cannot witneflc for me, being flaine. 
If Death be fo apparant, then both flye. 
Tathb. And leave my followers here to fight and dye? 
My Age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 
lon, And ſhall my Yourh be guilty of tuch blame? 
No more can I be ſevered from your tide, 
Then can your felfe, your ſelfe in rwaine divide: 
Stay,goe,doe what you will,the like doe I; 
ForiiveI willnot,it my Father dye. 
Talb. Then here i take my leave of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipſe thy Lite this afternoone: 
Come, fide by ſfide,together live and dye, 
And Soule with Soulc from France to Heaven flye. 
E xewnt. 
e/! larum: Excurſions, where T albots Soune 
it bemm'd about, and T a/bot 
riſcues kun. 
Tab. Saint George, and Vicory;tight Souldiers, fight: 


The Regent hath with Taber broke his word, 

Andlett us ro the rage of France his Sword. 

Where is /obn Tetbot?pawic,and take thy breath, 

[ gave thee Life,and refcu'd thee from Death. 
lebn, O twice my Father,twiccam I thy Sonne: 

The Life thou nav" me firlt, was loſt and done, 

| Till with thy Warlike Sword,detpight of Fate, 

Tom y derermin'd time thou nav new date. 

Talb. When from the Dolphins Creſt thy Sword ſtruck 
[t warm'd thy Fathers heart with prowd defire (fire, | 
Ot bold-tac't Victory. Then Leaden Age, 

Quicken'd wich Yourhfull Spleene,and Warlike Rage, 
Beat downe + Hanſen, Orleance, Burgnndie, 

And trom the Pride of Gallia reſcued thee. 

The irefull Baſtard Orteance,that drew blood 

From thee my Boy,and hd the Maidenhood 

Of thy firſt fight, l ſoone encountred, 

And intercÞanging blowes,I quickly ſhed 


| 
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Some of his Baſtard blood, and in diſgrace 
Beſpoke hin thus: Contaminated, baſe, 

And mis-begoticn blood ,[ tpill of thine, 

Meane and right poare,for that pure blood of mine, 
Which thou didit force from T a/bet,nny brave Boys 
Here purpoling the Baſtard to deſtroy, 

Camein {trorg ccfcue. Speake thy Fathers care: 
Artthou not weary /ebn? How do'ſt thou fare? 
Wilt thou yetleave the Battaile, Boy,and flic, | 
Now thouarttcal'd the Sonne of Chivalry? | 
Flye,to revenge my death when Tam dead, 
The helpe cf one ftands me inlittle ead, 
Oh, roo much foily is it, well I wor, 

To hazardallour livcs in one ſmall Boar. | 
If 1 roday dye not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morro I ſhall dye with mickle Age. 

By me they nothiag gaine,andif I ftay, 

Tis but the ſhortrung of my Life one day. 

In thee thy Mother dyes, our Houſcholds Name, 

My Deaths Revenge,thy Youth,and Englands Fame: 
Alltheſe,and more , we hazard by thy itay; 
Allthcteare fav'd, if thou wilt fiye away. 

lobn. The Sword of Orleaxce hath not made me ſmart, 
Theſe words of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. 
On that aduantage,boughe with ſuch a ſhame, 

Toſave apaltry Litc,and flay bright Fame, 
Before young Taber trom. old Talbot flye, 

The Coward Hor'e that beares me,ta'l and dye: 
And like me to the peſant Boves of France, 

To be Shaines {corne,and ſubject of Miſchance. 
Surely,by all the Glory you have wonne, 

Andit 1 flye I amnot Talbots Sonne. 

Then talke no more of flight,it is no boot, 

It Sonne to / alber, dye at T aibors toot. 

Tatb, Thertollow thou thy deſp'rate Syre of Creet 
Thou {carxs, thy Lite to me is ſweet: | 
If thou wilt tight, fight by thy Fathers fide, | 
And commendable prov'd,ler's dye in pride. Ext. 


eAlarum. Excurſims. Enter old 
T albot led. 


Ta'b. Whereis my other Life?mine owne is gone- 

O, where's young T atbor? where is valiant /obn? 
Triumphant Death, {mcard with Captivity, 
Young Talbots Valour makes metmule at thee. 
When he perceiv'd me ſhrinke,and on my Knee, 
His bloody Sword he braadiſhe over mee, 
And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage, and {tcrne Impatience: 
But when my angry Guardant ttood alone, 
Tendring my ruine, and aftayl'd of none, 
Dizzic-ey*'d Fury,and great rage of Heart, 
Sudden!y made hun from my ſide to ſtart 
Into the cluſtring Bacraile of the French: 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over-mounting Spirit ; and there di'de 
My /carss, my Bloflome,in bis pride. 

Emer with lohn Talbot borne. 

Serv.O my deare Lord, loe where your Sonne is borne. 
T4. Thou antique Death, which laugh'ſt us here to (corn, 
Anon from thy inſulting Tyrannie, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, | 
Two T albets winged through the lither Skie, 
In thy deipighe (hall ſcape Mortality. 
O thou whoſe wounds become hard favoured death, 
| n Speake 
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Speake to thy father,cre thou yeeld thy breath, 

Brave death by ſpcaking,whirher he will or no; 

Imagine him a Frenchman,and thy Foc. 

Poore Boy, he {miles,me thinkes, as who ſhould ſay, 
Had Death bene French,then Death had dyed to day. 
Come,come,and lay him in his Fathers armes, 

My ſpirit canno longer beare theſe harmes. 

Souldicrs adicu : I have what I would have, 

Now my old armesarc yovg John Tatbors grave. Dyes 


— 
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Emer (harles, Alanſon, Zurgundie,Baſtard, 
| and Pucell, 


Char, Had Yorke and Somerſet brought reſcue in, 
We ſhould have found a bloody day of this, : 
Baft. How the yong whelpe cf Talbots raging wood, 
Did ich hispuny-lword in Frenchmens blood. 
Puc. Once I encountred him,and thus I faid: 
Thou Maidcn youth,bs vanquiſht by a Maidc. 
But with a provd Majeſticall high {corne 
Heanſwer'd thus; Yong Ta'bor was not borne 
To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench, 
He left me proudly, az unworthy tight. : 
Bur. Doulztlcſle he would have made a noble Knight: 
See where belonp inhzrced in the armes 
Of the moſt bloody Nurſler of his harmes . 
Baſt, Hew th:m to pecces, hack their bones aſſunder, 
| Whole life was Englands glory,Gallia's wonder , 
| (har. Ohno forbeare;For that which we have fed 
Duriag the life, let us not Wrong it dead. 
Enter Lucy. 
Ln, Herald,condudt me to the Dolphins Tent, 
To know who hath obtain'd the glory of the day, 
Char. On what ſubmiſſive mclageart thou (ent? 
Lucy. Submillion Dolphin? Tis a mcere French word: 
We Engliſh Warriours wot not what 1t mcaness 
I come to know what Priſoners thou halt rane, 
And to ſurvey the bodies of the dead. ” 
Char. For prifoners ask(t thou? Hell our priton 18. 
But tell me whom thou ice (!? 
Lac. But where's the great Alcidesof the held, 
Valiant Lord Te/bor Earic of Shrewsbury? 
Created tor his rare ſuccetle in Armes, 
Great Earle of 17«/:ford,Waterford,and Valence, 
Lord T albet of Goodrig and Vrchinf-la, 
Lord Strance of Blackmere, Lord Verden of eAlton, 
Lord Cromwell ot Wwinaeficld,Lord Furmvall of Sheffeild, 
Thethrice victorions Lord of Falconbridge, 
Knighrot the Noble Order of S. Ceorge, 
Worthy S. Aichael,and the Gelaes Fleece, 
{ Grear Marſhall toour King Herry the fixt, 
| Of all his Warres within the Rea!me of France, 
| Pre, Hecre's a ily ately ſtile indeede: 
| The Turke that ewoand hfry Kingdomes hath, 
Writes not {o tediousa Stile a5 this. 
| Bin thatthou m2garfi it with all cheſe Titles, 
| 
' 
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Stinking and fv-blowne iyes heere at our freete, 
Lncey. 1s Taibot\laine,the Freachmens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdomes terror,and blacke N emeſi? 
| Oh were mirc eyc-balles into Bullets turn'd, 
| Thar Tinrage might ſhoot them at your faces. 


Be  —_ - - — —— 
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| Oh,that I could bur call theſe dead to life, 


It were enough to fright the Realme of France, 
Were but his Picture left amongſt you here, 
It would amaze the prowdeſt of you all. 
Give me their Bodyes,that I may beare them hence, 
And give them Buriall,as beſeemes their worth, 
Puc. I thinke this upſtart is old Talbots Ghoſt, 

He ſpeakes with ſuch a proud commanding ſpirit: - 
For Gods ſake let him have him;to keepe them here, 
They would but ſtinke,and putrifie the ayre. 

(bar. Go take their bodics hence, 

£ncy. Ile beare them hence:but from their afhes ſhall 

bereard 

A Phenix that ſhall make all France affear'd. 

Char.So we be rid of them,do withrhem what & wilt. 
And now to Paris in this conquering vaine, 
All will be ours,now bloody T alber's {laine. Exit, 


—  ————— — - I —— —— 
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E mter & ing, Gloceſter, and Exeter. 


Kirg. Have you perus'd the Letters from the Pope, 

TheEmperor,and the Earle of Arminack? 

* Glo. I have my Lord,and their intent isthis, 

They humbly ſuc vnto your Excellence, 

To have a godly peace concluded of, 

Betweene the Realmes of England, and of France. 
Kmg. How doth your Grace affe& their motion? 
G/o. Well(my good Lord )and as the only meancs 

To (top effuſion of our Chriſtian blood, 

And ftabliſh quietnefle on every fide. 

Ag. 1 marry Vnckle,for I alwayes thought 

It was both impious and unnaturall, 

That ſuch immanity and bloody ſtrife 

Should reigne among Profeſſors of one Faiths 
Gb, Belide my Lord,the ſooncr to cffeR, 

And ſurer binde this knot of amitie, 

The Earle of Arminacke neere knit ts Charts, 

A man of great Authority in France, 

Profters his onely daughter to your Grace, 

In marriage,with a large and ſumptuous Dowry- 

Ag. Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares arc yong: 

And hitter 15 my ſtudy,and my Bookes, 

Than wantondalliance with a Paramour, 

Yet callth'Embaſladors, ard as you pleaſe, 

So let them have their anſweres every one: | 

I ſhall be well content with any choyce | 

Tendste Gods glory,and Countrics weale, 


E nter Wi cheſter,aud three «Ambaſſadors, 


Exet. What,is my Lord of Wixcheſter inſtall'd, 
And call'd unto a Cardinalls degree? 
Then 1 percetve,that will be verified 
Henry the Fift did ſometime propheſie, 
If once he come to bea Cardinall, 
Hee'l make his cap coequall with the Crowne: 

K hog My Lords Ambaſladors, your ſeverall ſuites 
Have bin confider*dand debared on, 
Your purpoſe 1s both good and reaſonablc: 
And therefore are we certainly reſoly'd, 
To gray conditions ofa friendly peace, 


Which 
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| Which by my Lord Wincheſter we meane 
Shall be tranſported preſcemly to France. | 
| Gle. And tor the proffer of my Lord your Maiſter, 
[ have infora'd his Highneſle {o at large, 
As liking of the Ladies vertuous gitts, 
Her Beauty,and the valew of her Dower, 
He doth intend ſhe ſhall be Englands Queene, 
King. In argument and proote of which contract, 
Beare her this lewell, pledge of my affetion. 
And ſomy Lord Protector tce them guarded, 
And fafdy brought to Dover, wherein ſhip'd 
Commit them to the fortune of the (ca. | Exenat, 
win, Stay my Lord Legate,you ſhall firſt receive 
The ſumme of money which I promiſcd 
Should be delivercd to his Holineſle, 
For cloathing me inthelc grave Ornaments, 
Legat. I wilattend upon your Lordſhips leylure, 
Wm. Now Wincheſter will not lubmit,l trow, 
Or be inferiour to the proudelt Peere; 
Humfrey of Gloſter,thou ſhalt well perceive, 
That nexther in birth,or for authority, 
The Biſhop will be over-borne by thee: 
Ile either make thee {toope, and bend thy knee, 
Or facke this Country with a muriny. 


E xcart, 


Scana T ertia. 


—_—  —  —  —__ 
_ — ——— — It 


—  - 


Entzr Charles , Burgundy,« Alanſm,Baſtard, 


ond [one. 


ping ſpirits: 
Tis faid,the Gout Parifians do revolr, 
And returne apaine unto the warlike French. 
«Alan. Then march to Paris Koyall Ckarles of France, 
And keepe not backe your power in dalliance. 
P #c. Peace be amongſt them if they turne to us, 
Elſcruine combate with their Pallaces. 
E mer cont. 
Scout. Saccefle unto our valiant Generall, 
And happincſle to his accomplices. 
Cher, W hat tidings tend our *couts?I prethee ſpeak, 
Scout. The Engiuſh Army that divided was 
Into two partics,1s now conjoyn'd in one, 
And meanc$to give you battell preſently. 
{ bar. Somewhat too ſodaine S1rs,the warning is, 
But we will preſently provide for them- 
Pur. I truſt the Ghoſt of Talvor is not there: 
Now he is gone my Lord,you necde not feare, 
Puc. Of all baſe paſſions, Feare is molt accurit. 
Command the Conquelt Cerles, it ſhall be thine: 
i Let Henry fret,and ail the world repine. 
{nar, Then 01 my Lords,and France be fortunate, 
E xeunt. Alarm. E xcur ſions, 


Enter [one de Pucel. 


Ree ee et 4 = 


_ Pe, The Regentconquers, and the Frenchmen fiyc. 
Now helpe ye charming Spelles and Periapts, 
And ye choyſe ipirits that admoniſh me, 

And give me (ignes of future accidents. 
| Youlpeedy helpers,that are lubſiirures 


' 


Thunder. 


(bo. Theſe newes (my Lords) may cheere our droo- | 


| 


— - 


; 
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Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 
Appeare,and ayde me in this catcrprize- 
- Emer Fiends, 
This ſpeedy and quicke appearance argues proote 
Of your accuſtom'd diligence to me. 
Now ye Familiar Spirits,that arc cuil'd 
Out of the powertu:l Regions under earth, 
Helpc me this once, that France mav get the fic s 
The walbe,a:d' are Bots 
Oh hold me not with filence 0s A - 
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
Ile lop a member off,and give it you, 
In carneſt of 4 tu ther ben« fit; 
$0 you do condeſccnd to hclpe me now. 
They king their beads. 
No hope to have redrefie? My body ſhall 
Pay recompence,it you will graunt my ſuite, 
T bey ſLaks their bead;- 
Cannot my body, nor blood-ſacritice, 
Intreate you to your wonted furtherance? 
Then take my ſoule;my body,tou'e,and all, 
Betore that England give the trench the toyle. 
| T hey depart. 
Seexthey for ſake me.Now the time is come, 
That France muſt vale her lot: y plumed Creſt, 
And let her head fall into Englands lappc., 
Mv ancient Incantations are too weake, 
And hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with: 
Now France,thy glory droopeth to the duſt. 


Excurſions, Burgundy and Torke fight hand to 
band, French flye, 


. þ 
Exu. 


Yorke. Damſcll of France , I thinke T has e you faſt, 
Vnchaine your ipirits now with ſpelliag Charine's, 
And ery it they can gaine your liberty. 

A goodly prizcyhit tor the divels grace. 
Sec how the vgly Witch doth bead her browes, 
AS it with (ce , ſhe would change my ſhape. 

Puc. Chang'd toa worter ſhape thou canit vor be: 

Tor. Oh, © harlerthe Dolphin is a proper man, > 
No ſhape bur his can pleaſe your dainty cy c. 

Pac. Aplaguing miſchcefe light on Charies, and thee, 
And mas ye both be (odainly turpriz'd 
By bloudy hands, in ſleeping on your beds. 

7 orke. Fell banning Hagge, Inchantcetle hold thy 

rongue. 

Pac. I prethce give meleave tocute awhile, 

Tor. Curſe Mitcreanc,whien thou comtt © the ſhake 
E xeunt, 
Alarum. Enter Suffolke wth I argaret 
m ku ken, 


Suff. Be what thou wile,.hou art my prifoner. 
(jazes 98 her. 
Oh Faireſt Beauty, donor fearegnor f, c: | 
For Lwiiltouch thee bur with reverend hands, 
I kiſſe theſe tingers tor erernali peace, 
Andlay them gently onthy tender fide. 
W haar: thouiay?that I may hoacr tice, 

Mar, Meageoret my namegand Gaughter to a King, 
The King of Naples, u ho focre thou art 

Suf, And Earle I am,and Suffolke am I calil*d. 
Be not offended Natures myracle, 
Thou art alotted to be rane by me: 
So doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave, 


2 Keep- 
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Keeping them priſoner underneath hir wings: 
Yerit x 28 ſervile ulage once offend, 
Go,and be free againe,as Suffolkes friend. $ he is goung. 
Oh ſtay: have no power to let her paſſe, 
My hand would tree her, but my heart ayes n0- 
As playes the Sunne upon the glaſſic ſtreames, 
Twinkling another countcrferred beame, 
So ſeemes this gorgeous beauty to mine Cycs, 
Faine would I wooe her, yet 1 dare not ſpeake: 
He call for Pen and Inke,and write my mainde: 
Fye De {a Pole,dilable nottby lelfe; 
Haſtnot a Tongue? 1s the not heere thy priſoner? 
Wilt thou be daunted ata \Vomans fight? 
[:;Bcautics Princely Majeſty 1s ſuch, 
Confounds the tongue, and makes the ſenſes rough. 
ar. Say Earl of Suffoike,it thy nawe be (0, 
W hat raniome mult 1 pay before I paſle? 
* For 1 percerve | am thy pritoner. 
'Suf. How canſt thou tcll the will deny thy ſuite, 
Betorc thou make a triall of her love? 


Sf. She's beautifull; and therefore to be Weoed: 
She is a Woman, theretore to be Wonne, 
Mar. Wilt thou accopt of ranſome,yea or no? 
Saf. Fond man, rememver that thou haſt a wite, 
Then how can CAarg wer bethy Paramour? 
Ate. I were belt rolcave him,for he will not heare. 
Swf. There all is marr'd:thzre lics a cooling card. 
CAtar. He talkes 3t randon:furcrthe man is mad. 
Swf. And yet aC.,penſation may be had, 
CIMar. And yet | would that you would anſwer me; 
Sf. Ile win this Lady CAtargarcr, For whom? 
Why for my King:Tu(h,that's a woodden thing. 
Mar. He talkes of wood:Ir is ſome Carpenter. 
Swuf. Yerlo my fancy may be ſatished, 
And pcace e{tabliſhed betweene chele Realmes. 
But there remaines a {cruple in thatroo: 
For though her Father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of -n.ou and CAHayne, yet is he poore, 
And our Nobtlity will ſcorne the match. 
C1ar. Hcarc ve Captaine? Are you not at leafure? 
Sf. It Nall be fo,citdaine they ne're ſo much: 
Herry is youthtull,and will quickly yecld, 
Madam,1 have  {ccrct to reveale. 
| Afar, \V hat chough I be inthral'd , he ſeems 2 knight, 
And will not any way diſhonor mee. 
& Sf. Lady ,vouchlate to liſten what I ſay. 
CAtar. Perhaps I ſhall be refcu'd by the French, 
And then I recd not crave his currelie. 
Swf. Sweet Madam,give me hearing ina cauſe. 
Afar. laſh, wemen have bene captivateere now. 
Swf. Laily ,wherctore talke you fo? 
A 41”. » 4 'O0 . ' ry 2 | O) . 
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Swf. Say gent lc, you not {uppulc 
Your bondage happy,to be made a Queene? 
Aar. T o be a Queene in bondage,ts morevile, 
Than 1s a flave,in bale ſcrvility; 
\ For Princes ſhould be free, 
Sef. And 10 (hall you, 
It happy Englands Royall King be free. 
Mar. Why what concernes his treedome unto mee? 
Swf. Ile undertake to make thee Henyies Queene, 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand 
Andict a precious Crowne upon thy head, 
{ It thou wilt condeſcend to be ay 
Aar. \V hat? 
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AM. Why ſpeak*it thou not? What raniom muſt I pray? | 


Sowf. H1s love. 

Ce. 1 am unworthy to be Hewies wife, 

S#f. No gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To wooe {o faire 2 Dame to be his wife, 


| And have no portion inthe choice my ſelfe. 


And Madam, at your Fat 


—_— 0 


How ſay you Madam,are ye fo content? 
Mar. And if my Father pleaſe, I am content. 
Swf. Then call our Captaines and our Colours forth, 
ho Caftle walles, | 
Wee'l crave a pariey,to conferre with him. 
$ Enter Rergnier on the Waller. 
See Reigmer ſee,thy daughter priſoner. 
Reg. To whom? 
Sf. lo me. 
Reig. Suffolke, what remedy? 
I ama Souldier, and unaptto weepe, 


| Ortoexclaime on Fortunes ficklenefle, 


_—_— — — — — —_— 
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| 


Suf. Yes, there is remedy cnough my Lord, 

Conſent,and for thy Honor give conſent, 
Thy daughter ſhall be wedded to my King, 
Whom | with paine have wooed and woune thereto: 
And this her cafic held impriſonment, 
Hath gain'd thy daughter Princcly liberty. 

Reig. Speakes Suffolke as he thinkes? 

Sf. Faire Afargaret knowes, 


| ThatSuffolke doth not flatter,tace,or faine. 


Reig. V pon thy Princely warrant,l deſcend, 


| Togive thee an{wer of thy juſt demand. 
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Suf. And heere I will expe thy comming. 
T rumpets ſound. Enter Reignier. 


Resg, Welcome brave Earle into our Territories, 
Command in A»jow what your Honor plcaſes. 
S»f. Thankes Resgnier, happy tor ſo tweet a Childe, 
Firto be made companion with a King: 
W hat an{wer makes your Grace unto my ſuite? 


 — OO en in, 


Reig. Since thou dot daigne to woce her little worth, 


To be the Princely Brideof ſuch a Lord: 
V pon condition 1 may quietly 
Enjoy mine owne,the Country Aaine and Anjow, 
Free trom opprellion,or the ſtroke of Warre, 
My daughter ſhall be Henrss,it he plealc. 
Swf. T hat 1s her rantome, I deliver her, 
And thoſe two CountiesI will undertake 
Your Grace ſhall weli and quietly enjoy. 
Reip. And I againe in Hearies Royall name, 
As Deputy unto that gracious King, 
Give thee her hand for ſigne of plighted faith. 
Suf. Reigmier of France, 1 givethee Kingly thankes, 
Becautethis 15in Trahcke ofa King, 
And yet methinkes I could be well content 
To be mine owne Atturncy in this caſe. 
[le over then to England with this newes, 
And make this marriageto be ſolemniz'd: 
So farewell Reignier,ſet this Diamond ſafe 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 
Reig. I do embrace thee,as I would embrace 
The Chrittian Prince King Hezry were he heere. 
Mar. Farewell my Lord,good wiſhes, praiſe,& prayers, 
Shall Suffolke ever have of Margaret. Shee is goig. 
Swf. Farewel ſweet Madam-burt hearke you Adarget, 
No Princely commendations to my King? 
Mar. Such commendations as becomes a Maide, 
A Virgin,and his Servant,ſay to him. 
Suf. Words ſweetly plac'd,and modeſtly direfted, , 
ut 


—_—_— 


CO ___— 


i 


, anal © tw ws A 4, 5 ma co a =» 


ny © 


_ 


Cn — —— ——— egy <a, 


-- 


The firſt Part of King Henry the Sixth, 


I17 


 — 


But Madame, I muſt trouble you againe, 
Noloving Token to his Majeſty? 

Mar. \es,my good Lord,a pure unſpotted hearty 
Never yet taint with love, I tend the King. 

Suf. And this withall, K'iſſe ber, 


Mar. That for thy lelte,I will not ſo preſume, 
To ſend ſuch peeviſh tokens toa King. 

Sf. Oh wert thou for my ſelfe:bur Swfolke ſtay, 
Thou mayctt not wander in that Labyrinth, 
There Minoraurs and ugiy Treafons lurke. 

Solicite H-nry with her wonderous pratte, 

Bethinke thee on her Vertues that ſurmounrt, 

Made naturall Graces that extinguiſh Arr, 

Repeate their ſemblance often onthe Seas, 

That whenthou cam'tt to kreele at Hewries feete, 

Thou mayeſt bercave him cf his wits with wonder, Exit, 


Enter Torke Warwicks Shepheard, Pucel. 

Tor. Bring forth that Sorcereſle condemn'd to burne. 

Shep. Ah Joxe, this kils thy Fathers heart out-right, 
Have I ſought every Countrey farre and ncere, 
And now it1s my chance to finde thee our, 
Muſt I behoid thy timeleſle cruell death: 
Ah lone,{weetdaughter Ile dic with thee. 

Puc. Decrepit Miler,baſe ignoble Wretch, 
I am deſcended of a gentler blood. 
Thou art no Father,nor no Friend of mine. 

Shep. Out, out:My Lords and pleaſe you, 'tis not ſo, 
[ did beget her,all the Pariſh knowes: 
Her Mother liveth yer,can teſtifie 
She was the firſt fruite of my Back'ler-ſhip, 

war, Graceleſle,wil: thou deny thy Parentage? 

Tor. This argues what hcr kinde of li'gghath beene, 
Wicked and vilc,and ſo her death concludes. 

Shep. Fyc Jone,chat thou wilt be ſo obſtacle: 

God knowes,thouart a collop of my fleth, 
And for thy ſake have I ſhed many ateare: 
Deny me not, I prythee, gentle /one, 


Puc. Þ: zatntavant. You have ſuborn'd this man 
Of purpole.to obſcure my Nodle birth. 

Shep. 'Tis true, I gave a NobletothePrieſt, 
The morne that I was wedded to her mother. 
Kneele downe and take my bleſſing, good my Gyrle. 
Wilt thou not ftoope? Now curicd bethe time 
Of thy nativity:I would the Milke 
Thy mo:her g2vethee when thou ſuck'dſt her breſt, 
Hal bin a little Rats-bane for thy take. 
| Orelſc,when thou didſt keepe my Lambes a field, 
[ with ſome ravendhs Wolfe had eaten thee. 
Doeſt raou deny thy Father,curfed Drab? 
| O hurne her,burne her, hanging is too good. 
| Por. Take her away, for ſhe hath liv'd too long, 
| Tofil the world with vicious qualities, 
| Pc, Fi (t let metell you whom you have condemn'd; 
| Not me, begotten of a Shepheard Swaine, 
' Bur '(<d from the Progeny of Kings. 
| V-rrucas and Holy, choſen from above, 
| 3\ tulpirart n of Cel:thall Grace, 

[owerke exceeding miracles onearth, 

rever had eo do with wicked Spirits, 
2: youthat are pollored with your luſtes, 
2in'd wuhthe ouilleſſe blood of Innocents, 

orrupt and tainted with a thouſand Vices: 
| E-cate 101 wart the grace that others have, 
| You judge it firaight a thing impoſſible 
| 10 compaſſe Wonders, but by helpe of divels. 
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No miſconceived, /one of Aire hath beenc 
A Vugin from her tender infancy, 
Chaſte,and immaculate in very thought, 
W hotc Maiden-biood thus rigoroully efus'd, 
Wulcry for Vengeance at the Gates of Heaven 
Tor. },I:away with her to execution. 
 Wa#.and hearkeye firs:becauic ſhe is a Maide, 
pare for no Faggots, leethere be cxow:; 
Place barre!les of pitch uponthe fatali ſtake, 
T hat fo her torture may be ſhortned: 
Pac. \Vill nothing turne your uarclenting hearts? 
Then /one ditcover thine whrmity, 
That warranteth by Law,to be thy priviledge. 
I am with childe ye bloody Homicides: 
Murther not then the Fruite within my Wormbe, 
Although ye haic me toa violent death, 
Tor, Now heaven forfend,the holy Maid with child? 
War. The greateſt miracic that ece ; © wrought: 
Is all your {trict precuterefle come ro this? 
Tor. She an the Dol;;hin have bin jugiing, 
I did imagine what would be her retuge. 
War. Well go to,we wil haveno Baltards live, 
Eſpecially ſince © heres muſt Father it. 
Pac. You are deceiv'd,my clulde is none of his, 
It waSeAlanſon that 1njoy'd my love. 
Tor. eAlarſonthat notorious Mackey ile? 
Itdyes,aad if it hada thouſand lives. 
Puc. Oh give me leave, [ have deluded you, 
'Twas neither {barles,nor yer the Duke | nam'd, 
But Rezgmer King of Napterthat prevail'd. 
War. A marricd man! hat'smolt intollerable. 
Tor. Why here'sa Gyrle : I thigke ſhe knowes not wel 
(There were {o many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 
Way. It's {igne ſhe hat beene liberatlard free. 
Tor. And yet for{ooth ſhe isa Virgin pare, 
Strumpet,thy words concemne thy Brat,and thee. 
Vie no intreaty,tor it isin vaine, 
Px. Then Icad me hence:with whom T leave my curſe. 
May never glorious Sanne reflex his beames 
Vpon the Countrey where you mak e abode: 
But darkneſſc,and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Inviron you,till Miſcheete and De{paire, | 
Drive you to break your necks,or hang vour ſelves. Exit. 
Emer ( ardmall. 
Tor. Breake thou in peeces,and conſume to aſhes, 


You fowle accuricd miniiter of ticl:. 


Car. Lord Regent,I do greete y our Excellence 
With Letters of Commi'!:on trom the King. 
For know my Lords,the States ot Chriſtendome, 
Mov*'d with remorſe of thele out-ragious broyles, 
Hazvc earneſtly implor'd a generall pe:ce, 
Berwixt our Natior,and th'aſpy ring French; 
And heere at hand, the Dolphin and his Traine 
Approacherh,to conterre abour ſome matters, 

Tor. Is all our travellturn'd tothis cffeR, 
After the ſlaughter of fo many P eeres, 
So many Capraines, Gentlemen,and Souldiers, 
That in this quarrel! have becene overthrowne, 


Sha'l we at laſt conclude effeminite pace? 

Have we not loſt moſt part of all che Townes, 

By treaſon, Falſhood,and by Treachery, 

Our great Progeritors had conquered? 

Oh Warwick, Warwicke, I toreſce with greefe 

The utrer lofſe of all th: Realme of France. 
War.Be patient Yorke,if we conclude a Peace 


And fold their bodics for their Countries benefit, 
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It ſhallbe with ſuch triR4 and ſevere Covenants, 
Aslittle ſhall the Frenchmen gaine thereby. 


Enter Charles, Alanſon, Baſtard, Reigniey. 


Char. Since Lords of England,it isthus agreed, 
That peacetull truce ſhall be proclaim'd 1n France, 
We come to be informed by your lelves, 

What the conditions of that lcague mult be. 

Tor. Speake Wincheſter, for boyling choiler chokes 
The hollow paſlage of my poyton'd voice, 

By ſight of thele our balctuil enemies. 

Www. Charles, and the reſt, it 1s enated thus: 
That in regard King Hewy givescontent, 

Of mcere compallion,and of lcnity, 

To ca(c your Country ofdiltrefletull Warre, 
And ſuffer yeu to breathe in truittull peace, 

You ſhall become truc Licgemen to his Crowne, 
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt {weare 
Topay him tribute,and fubmn thy lelte, 

Thou ſhalt be plac'd as Viceroy under him, 

And {till enjoy thy Regall dignity. 

Alan. Mult he be then as thadow of himic|fe? 

Adorne his Tempics with a Coronet, 
And vet 1n ſubſtance and authority, 
Retaine but priviledge of a private man? 

This proftcr is ablurd,and reatonlefle. 

Char, 'Tis knowne already that 1am poſleſt 
With more then haltc the Gallian Terrntorics, 
Andthercin reverenc'd tor their lawtuli King. 
Shall I for lucre of the reſt un-vanquiſht, 

DetraR ſo much from that prerogative, 
As tobe cal'd but Viceroy of the whole? 
No Lord Ambaſſador,lle rather keepe 
That which | have,than coveting tor more 
Be caſt from poſlibility of all, 
Tor. Inſulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret meanes 
Vs'd interccihion to obraine a league, 
And now the mattcr growes to compremize, 
Stand'{tchou aloote upon Compariſon. 
Either accept the Ticilethou uſurp it, 
Ot bench: ProOOCcce ding trom on: King, 
And not of any challenge of Defert, 
Or we will plague thee with incellant Wartes. 
Revs My Loi d,you do not well in obſtinacy, 
To cavill inthe courſe of this Contract: 
If onceit be neglected, tcn to one 
We ſhall not hnde like opportunity. 
Alan, To ay the truth,ut 1s your policy, 
To fave your Subiects trom fuch mallacrc 
And ruthicilc ſlaughtecrs as arc daily {cene 
By our proceeding in Hoſtility. 
And therctore take this compat of a Truce, 
Although you breakeit, when your picaſure ſerves, 
War. How ſayit thou Charles? 
Shall our Condition ſtand? 
Char. It Shall: 
Onely reſerv*d,youclaime no interelt 
[nany of our Townes of Garriſon, 
? or. Then ſweare Allegeance to his Majelty, 
As thou art Knight,never rodiſobry, 

Nor be Rebcllious tothe Crowne of England, 

Thou nor thy Nobles,to the Crowneot England. 

So, now d1Unifle your Army when ve pleaſe: 

Hang up your Enſtgnes,letvour Drummes be ſtill, 

For hccre we cntertaine alolemne PEace, E xewit. 
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| Theretore my Lord het—a og LN conlent, 
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Enter Suffolke in conference with the Kung, | 
Gloceſter and Exacr. 


King. Your wondrous rare deſcription(novle Earle) 
Of beautcous Aargarer hath aſtoniſh'd me: 
Her vertues graced with externall gitts, 
Do breed Loves {ctled paſſions in my heart, 
And like as rigour of tempeſtuous gultes | 
Provokes the mightieſt Hulke againſt thetide, 
S0oam I driven by breath of her Renowne, 
Either to lutfer Sphipwracke,or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her Loue. 

Sf. Tuſh my good Lord,this ſ:perficiall tale, 


The cheefe pertetions of that lovely Dane, 
(Had I fwhcient skillto utter them) 
Would make a volume of inticing lines, 
Ablcto raviſh any dull conceir. 
And which is more,ſhe is notſo Divine, 
So full repleate with choice of all delights, 
But with as humble lowlineſle of minde, 
She 1s content to be at your command: 
Command I meane,ot Vertuous chaſte intents, 
Tolove,and Honor Hewyas her Lord. 

Kg. And otherwilcywill Henry nc're preſume; 


That Ifog ret may be Englands Royall Queene. 
Ge. So thould 1 give conlcnt to flatter inne, 

You know(my Lord)your Highneſle 1s betroath'd 

Vnto another Lady of eſteeme, 

How ſhall we then diſpence with that contraft, 

And not detace your Honor with reproach? 


Swf. As dotha Ruler with unlawtull Oathes, 
Or one thatat a Triumph, having vow'd | 
To try his ſtrength, fortaketh yet the Liſtes | 
By reaſon of his Adverſarics oddes. | 
A poore Earles daughter is uncquall oddes, | 
And theretore may be broke without offence. | 

Glow. Why what(l pray )is Margarer more thanthat? | 
Her Father is nobetter than an Earle, | 
Although in glorious Titles he exccll. | 

Suf. Yes my good Lord, her Father is a King, | 
The King of Naples,and Ieruſaicm, | 
And of ſuch great Authority in France, | 
AS hisalliance will conficme our peace, | 
And keepe the Frenchmen in Allegeancc. | 

Glo. And ſothe Earle of Artainacke may doe, | 
Becauſe he is necre Kinſman unto (aries, | 

Exer. Beſide, his wealth doth warrant liberall dower, | 
Where Reignier {ooner will receive,than give. 

Suf. A Dowre my Lords?Diſgrace not ſo your King, 
That he ſhould be ſo abjcR, baſe,and poore, 
Tochcolctor wealth,and not for perfect Love. | 
Hemry 1s ableto enrich his Queene, | 
And notto fecke a Queene to make him rich: 

So worthlefle Pezants bargaine for their Wives, 
As Market men for Oxen,Sheepe,or Horſe. 

But marriage 154 matter of more worth, 

Then tobe dealt in by Atturney-ſhip:; 

Not whoni we will,but whom his Grace affes, 
Muſt be companion of his Nupriall bed. 

And thercfore Lords,fince he affeQts her moſt, 
Moſt of all theſe geaſons bindeth us, 

In our opinions ſhe ſhould be preferr'd, | 
For what is wedlocke forced,bur a Hell, 
An age of diſcord and continuall trife? 
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Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſſe, 
And is a pa:terne of Celefſuall peace. 
Whom ſhould we match with Henry being a King, 
But Margaret,that is daughter toa King? 
Her peercleſle feature, joyned with her birth, 
Approves her fit for none, but for a King, 
Her valiant courage,and undaunted ipirit, 
More then in women commonly is fecne) 
Will aaſwer our hope in iſſue of a King: 
For Henry, lonne unto a Conqueror, 
Is likely ro beget more Conquerors, 
If witha Lady of ſo high retolve, 
(Asis faire Afargeoer) be be link'd in love. 
Then yeeld my Lords,and heere conciude with mee, 
That Margaret ſhall be Queene, and none but thee» 
King. Whether it þe through force of your report, 
My Noble Lord of Suffolke : Or tor that 
My tender youth was never yet atraint 
With any paſſion of inflaming love, 
I cannor tell:but this I am aſſur'd, 
I feele ſuch ſharpe difſention in my breaſt, 
Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Feare, 
AsI am ficke with working of my thougats. 


| Taketherefore ſhipping,poſte my Lord to France, 

Agree toany covenants,and procure 

That Lady CHargoer dovouchiate ro come 

Tocrofle the Seas to England, and be crown'd 

King Henries faithfull andannoinred Queenc. 

For your expences and ſuificient charge, 

Among the pcople gather up a tenth . 

Be gone I {ay,for till you do retarne, 

I reſt perplexed with a thouſand Cares. 

And you(good Vnckle)baniſh all offence: 

If you docenſure me, by what you were, 

Not what youare,l know it will excutc 

This fodaineexecution of my will. 

And ſo conduc me, where from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my greete. Exit, 
Glo. I, grecfe I feare me, bothat tirſt andlaſt. 

Exit Glecefter, 

S»f. Thus Suffolke hath prevail'd, and thus he gocs 

As did the youthfull P.&is once to Greece, 

With hope to finde the like event in love, 

But proſper better than the Trojan did: 

Margaret ſhall now be Queene,and rule the King: 


But 1 will rule both her,the Kins,and Realme. Evit, 
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Flouriſh of Trampets:T hen Hoboyes. 
Emer King Duke Humfrey, Salicbury Warwicke,and Beau- 


ford on the one ſide. 
The Qncene,Swhfo'ke Yorke, $ emer ſet, and Buckingham, 
; on the other. P 


Suffolke. 

$ by your high Impcriall Mazcſty, 
{ had in charge at my depart tor France, 
As Procurator to your Excellence, 
To marry Princes Afargaret for your Grace; 
So in the Famous Ancicnt Cuty,T owres, 
In preſence of the Kings of Frexce,and Sicrd, 
The Dukes of Orleance, Calaber, Britargne, Alanſon, 
Seven Earles,twelve Barons,& twenty reve; cnd Biſhops 
{ have pertorm's my Taske,and was elpous d, 
And bumblv now upon my bended knee, 
[s fight of Englaad,and her Loroly Pecres, 
Deliver up my Titlein rhe Queene 
To your moſt graciovs hand, that are the Subſtance 
Ot that g:cart Shadow I did repreient; 
The happicſt Gitt,that ever Marqueſle gave, 
The Farreſt Queceur,that ever King re&etv'd. 

King, Suttolk e ariits \Weicomc Qucene Margaret, 
I can expreſle no kinder tigne of Love a 
Then'this kinde kifſe:O Lord,that lends melite, 
Lend me a heart rcyleate with thankfulneſle: 
F or thou haſt givenme 1n this drauteous Face 
A world of car:hly blcftings ro my ſonle, 
If Simpathy of Love unite our thoughts, 

Owe. Great King o! England,and my gracious Lord, 
The mutua!l conference thit my minde hath bad, 
| By day,by night;waking, and in my dreames, 
In Courtly company ,or at ny Beadcs, 
With you mine e-4{/aer leefeſt Soverargne, 
Makcs me the bolder to ſalute my King, 
| With ruder terines, ſuch as my wit aftoords, 
And over joy of heart doth miniſter. 
Kang, Her ſight id raviſh,vur her grace iu Speech, 

Her words yclad with witedomcs Majeſty, 


'Makes me trom Wondring,ftall to Weeping joyes, 
| Suchis the Fulnefe of my hearts content. 
| Lords,vvithone cheerefuil voice, Welcome my Love. 


© mee, We thanks you all. 


Flawh 


—_«c 


Swf. My Lord Protetor,ſo it pleaſe your Grace, 
Here are the Articles of contracted peace, 
Berweene our Soveraigne, and the French King (hare, 
For cighteene moneths concluded by conſent, 

Glo, Keads. Inppimis, It is agreed berweene the French K. 
Char les,and #1'1am de la Pole Marqueſſe of Suffolke Am 
baſſador for Henry King of England,T hat the ſasd Henry [bal 
| eſponſe the Lady Margaret , daughter unto Reignier King of 
| Napes, Scilla, and [eruſalem , and Crowne her L meene of 
England,ere the thirtieth of May next enſuing. 

lic, / hat the D mtchy of Anyow and the Comnty of Maine 
ſhall be releaſed and delivered to the Kurg her father. 

King. Vakle, how now? 
G/o. Pardot;me gracious Lord, 
Some {odainc qualine hath {trucke me at the heart, 


And dim'd twinceyes,that 1 can 1 cade no further. 
King Vncxic of Winchetter, I pray reade on. 
Win. Item , !t 1 farther agreed betwerne them , That the | 

Eutch- ſe of 4n1ou and 11 ame hal br releaſed and delrorred 

over 10 the King hiy Father , ana fret ſent over of the King of | 

E ng lands owne proper Coft and ( barges , without having an 
owry, 

King. T hey pleaſe us well. Lord Margues kncel down, 

We heere create thes the firlt Duke of Viffolke, 

And girtthee withth e Sword. Colin of Yorke, 

We hcere diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 

I'th parrs of France,tiil terme of c1gbtecne Months 

Be tuilexpy r'd. Tnankes Ynckle Wincheſter, 


Gloſter, Yorke, Buci ingham,and Somerſct, | 
Salisbury,and Warwicke. | 
We thanke yoa all forthis great favour done, | 


Ia e:rerrainment to my Princely Queene, | 
Come,let us in, and with all ſpecde provide | 
Totce her Coronation be nad 

E xeunt King , © meene, and Suffolks- 


CHManent the reſt 
Glo. Brave Peercsot England, Pillars of the Statc, 


{ Whai7414 my brother Hemy tpend his youth, 
| His valour, coinegand people in the warres? 
| Did he {0often lodge inopen held, 
' In Winters c2|d, and Summers parching heate, 
All kneet. Long live Qu. Margaret Englands happines. | To conquer France,histrue inheritance? 
And aid my vrocher Bedford toyle his wits, 


To you Duke Hamfrey mult unlcad his greete: 
Your oreete the common greete of all the Land. 
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To kezpe by policy what Henry got: 
Have - Agr ogy ery Buckingoam, 
Brave Toke, Sabisbary, and victorious Warwicke, 
Received deepe icarresin France and Normandy: 
Or hath inine Vacke Beexford, and my (cite, 
With all the Learned Counſell of the Realme, 
Studicd ſo long, ſat in the Counccll houle, 
Early and latc,debatingtoo and tro | 
How: France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe, 
And hath his Highoeſſe in bis intancy, 
Crowned in Partsin defpight of foes, 
And ſhall theſe Labours,and theſe Honours dye? 
Shall Henries Conqueſt , Bedford; vigilance, 
Your Deeds of Warre,and all our Counſelldye? 
O Pceres of England, ſhameful! is this League, 
Fatall this Marriage,cancelli1g your Fame, 
Blotting your names from Bookes of memory, 
Racing the Charratters of your Renowne, 
Defacing Monuments of Conquer'd France, 
Vndoing all asa!l had never bin, : 
Car. Nephew, what meanes this paſſionate diſcourſe? 
This peroration with ſuch circumſtance: 
For France, tis ours; and we will keepe it (till, 
Gl, 1 Vnckle, we will keepe it,it we can; 
But now it is1wpoſſible we ſhould. 
Suffolke, the new made Duke that rules the roſt, 
Hath giventhe Dautchy of Anjow and Maine, 
VYntothe poore King Rezgmer whole large ſtyle 
Agrees riot with the leannefle of his purte. 
Sal. Now by the death of him that dyed for all, 
Theſe Counties were the Keyes of Normandie: 
But wherefore weepes &erwicke,ny valiant {onne? 
War. For grecte that they are paſt recovery. 
For were there hope to conquer them againe, 
My ſword (hould ſhed hot blood,mine eyes no teares. 
Anjou and Mae? My ſelte did win them both: 
Thoſe Provinces,theſe Armes of mine did conquers 
And are the Cittics that I got with _— 
Deliver'd up againe with tull word:? 
Mert Dies. =T 
Tor. For (uffolkes Duke,may he be ſuffacate, 
Thatdimsihe Honor of this Warkke Ile: 
France ſhould have torne and rent my very heart, 
Betore I would have yeelded to this League. 
| never read but Erglands Kings bave had 
Large fumes of Gold, and Dowries with their wives, 
Ardour King Hemy gives away his owne, 
| Tomatch with her that brings no vamages. 
| Hum. Aprope: jeſt,and never heard before, 
| That Suffolke ſhould demand a whole Fifteemb, 
| For Colts and Charges in tranſporting her: ._ 
| She ſhould have aid in France, and ſterv'd in France 
BofOre mmmnnmes 
Car. My Lord of Gloſter,now ye grow too hot, 
It was the p'cafure of my Lordthe King, 
Hum. My Lord of Wincheſter I know your minde+ 
| Tisnot my ſpecches that you domiſlike: 
But tis my preſence that doth trouble ye, 
R2ncour will out, proud Prelatein thy face 
| ſee thy fury:1f 1 longer ſtay, - 
, We ſhall b:gia our ancient bickerings: 
; Lordings farewell, and ſay whenl am gone, 
' I propheſied, France willbe loſt crelong. Exit Hamfrey, 
| __ Cr. So, there goes our Protector in arage: 
| Tisknowne to you he is mine enemy: 
| Nay more,an enemy unto you all, 
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And no great friend, [ teare me ro the King; 
Conſider Lords , he is the next of blood, 
And here apparant to the Engliſh Crowne: 
Had Hey got an Ewpire by bus marriage, 
And all the wealthy Kingdoracs of the Well, 
There's rca{on he ſhould be diſpteas'd at it: 
Louke to it Lords,let not his {ſmoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts, be wiſe and circumſpect. 
What though the commMpeopletavour tim, 
Calling 1:1, Hmmfrey the good Duke of Gloſt-r, 
Clapping thetr hands,and crying with loud voice, 
Tet» mamraine your Royall Excellence, 
With God preferve:the good Duke Humfrey. 
I fcare me Lords, for all this fateering gloſie, 
He wiil be found a dangerous Protector. 
Buc. Why ſhould he then protect cur Soveraigne? 
He being ot age to governe of hunelfe. 
Colin of Somerſer,joyne vou with me, 
Andaltogether with the Duke of Sutfolke, 
Wee'l quickly hoyte Duke Humfrey trom bis (eat, 
Car. This weighty bufinefle will not brooke delay, 
Ile tothe Duke of Suffolke preſently, Exut Cardmadl. 
Som. Colin of Buckingham,though H=mfryes pride 
And greatnefle of his place be greete to us, 
Yet let us watch the baughty Cardinal, 
His infolence is more intollerable 
Then all the Princes in the Land beſide, 
If Gloſter be difplac'd, heel be Protector. 
ZBue. Or thou,or 1 Somerſct will be Proteftor, 
Deſpite Duke H#mfrey,orthe Cardinall. 
| Exit Backingham, and Somerſet. 
Sal. Pride went before, Ambinion toilowes him. 
W hile theſe do labow for their ow'e preterment, 
Behooves it us tolabor for the Realme, 
| never ſaw but Humfrcey Duke of Gloſter, 
Did beare him like a Noble Genrleman: 
Ot: have 1 ſcene the haughty Cardinall. 
More like a Souidicr then a man o'th Church, 
As ttout and proud as he were Lord of all, 
Sweare like a Ruihan,and demeane himfclte 
Vnlike the Ruler of a Common-weale. 
Warwicke my fonne,the comfort of my age, 
Thy deeds, thy plainneſſe,and thy boule-keeping, 
Hath wonne the gicateſt favour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humfrey. 
And Brother Yorke,thy Acts in Ireland, 
Inbringing them to civill Diſciphne: 
Thy late Exploits done in the hca:t of France, 
Whenthou wert Regent for our Soveraigne, 
Have made thee tear'd and honor'd of the people, 
loyne we together for the publicke good, 
In what we can,to bridle and ſupprefle 
The pride of Suffalke, and the Cardwall, 
With Somerſcts and Buckinghams Ambition, 
And as we way, cheriſh Duke Humtries deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the Land. 
War. S0 God helpe Warwicke, as be loves the Land, 
And common profit of his Countrey. 
Yer. And to fayes Yorke, 
For he hath grcatelt cauſe. 
Sal. Then lets make haſte away, 
And looke unto the maine? 
Warw. Vnto the maine? 
Oh Father, CHMame is loſt, 
That Mame,which by maine force Warwickedid winne 
And would have kept,ſo long as breath did laſt: 
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Main-chance father you meant,but I meant Maine , 
W hich 1 will win from France, or clle be ſlaine. 
Exit Warwiche and Salubury. AManet Torke. 
To he. ;njow and Maire arc giventothe French, 
Paris 15 loſtthe ſtate of I ormandy 
Stands on a tickle point,now they are gone: 
Suffolke concluded on the Articles, : 
The Pecres agrecd, and _— was wcll pleas d, 
To change two Dukedemes t a Dukes tairc daughter. 
I cannot blame them all,what is't ro them? 
'Tis thinethey giv#away ,and nottheir owne. =» 
Pirates may make cheape penyworths of their pillage, 
And purchale Friends,and give to Curtezans, 
Still revelling like Lords till all be gone: 
While as the ſilly Owner ot the goods 
Weepes over them, and wrings tus haplefle hands, 
And ſhakes his herd, and tiembling ſtands aloote, 
While all is ſhar'd and all 1s dorne away, 
Reidy to iterve,and dare not touch his owne. 
So Yorke mult fit, and fret,and bite his tongue, 
W hile his owne Lands arc bargain'd for,and ſold: 
Me thinkes the Realmes of England, France, and Ireland, 
Beate that proportion to my ficſh and blood, 
Asdid the tatali brand A/thee burnt, 
Vnto the Princes heart of Calsdon: 
Anjow and Mame both given unto the French? 
Cold newes for me : for I had hope of France, 
Even as | have of tertilc Englands loile. -_ 
A day will come,when Yorke ſhall claime his owne, 
And therefore I willtake the I evulls parts, 
And make a ſhew of love toproud Duke Hamprey, 
And when 1 ſpy advantage,claime the Crowne, 
For that's the Golden marke I ſecke to hit: 
Nor ſhall proud Lancaſter ulurpe my right, 
Nor hold the Scepter in his childith Fiit, 
Nor weare the Diadem upon his head, 
W hoſe Church-kke humors fits not for a Crowne. 
Then Yorke be {till a-while,till timedo ſerve: 
Watch thou,and wake w hen others be aſlecpe, 
To prie into the ſecrets of the State, 
Till Hewy ſurtctting inyoyes of Jove, 
With his new Bride, & Englands deere bought Queene, 
And Hmamfrey with the Peercs be falne at jarress 
Then will I raiſe alott the Milke-white-Roſe, 
With whoſe tweet {mel the Ayre thallbe perfum'd, 
And in my Standard bearethe Armes of Yorke, 
Tograpple with the houſe of Lancaſter, 
And force pcrforcc Ile make him yecld the Crowne, 
W hoſe bookiſh Rule,hath pull'd ftawe England downe. 
Exut Torke. 
Enter Duthe Humfrey and bts wife Elianor. 
Elia, \V hv droopes my Lord like over-ripen'd Corn, 
Hanging the hcad at Ceres plemeous load? 
Why doch the Great Duke Hamfrey knit his browe s, 
As frowning at the Favours of the world? 
Why are thine eyes fhixttothe ſullen carth, 
Gazing on that vi hick ſeemes todimme thy ſight? 
\W har ſeelt thou there?King Hemries Diadem, 
Inchac'd withall the Honors of the world? 
If (o, g2ze 0n,and grovell on thy face, 
Vnrill thy head be circled with the ſame. 
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious Gold. 
Whatis't roo ſhort ? [le lengthen it with mine. 
And having both together heav'd it up, 
| Wee le both together lift our heads to heaven, 
And never more abaſe our (fight ſolow, 
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} A Spirit rais'd from depth of under gr 


| As to vouchlate one glance untothe ground. 


— - 


Be my laſt breathing in this mortall world. 

My troublous dreames this night, doth make me (ad, 
| Ek. What dream'd my Lord, reli me,and lie requite it 
| With fiwcert rebearfailof my mornings dreame? 
| Hum, Mc thought this ſtaffe mine Othce-badge in 
| Court 
| 


. | Was broke in twaine:by whom,T have forgot, 


Bur as I thinkeit was by*th Cardinall, 

And on the peeces of the broken Wand 

Were plac'd the heads of Edmond Duke of Somer(er, 

And & lam de (a Pole firlt Duke of Suffolke. 

This was my dreame, what it doth bode God knowes,” 

Eh. Tut,this was nothing butan argument, 

That he thar breakes a ſlicke of Gloſters grove, 

Shall loſe his head for his preſumption. 

But liſt tome my Hamfrey,my (weere Duke: 

Mc thought I fate in Seate of Majeſty 

In thc Cathedrail .Churchof Weſtminſter, 

And in that Chaire where Kings & Queens wer crownd, 

Where Henry and Dame Margaret kneeledto me, 

And on my head did ict the Diadem. 

Hum. Nay Ehanor,then mult I chideoutright: 

Preſumptuous Dameyill-nurter'd Eliancy, 

Art thou not ſccond Woman in the Realme? 

And the Protectors wife beloy'd of him? 

Haſt thou not worldly pleaſure at command, 

| Above the reach or compaſle of thy thought? 

And wilt thou ſtill be hammering O— 

To tumble downe thy husband,and thy felfe, 

From top of Honor,to Diſgraces teete? 

Away from me,and ict nc heare no more, 

Ek. What, what,my Lord? Are you {o chollericke 

With Ekarer,tor telling but her dreame? 

Next time Ile kepe my dreames unto my ſelfe, 

And not be check'd, 

FEum. Nay benot angry, Tam pleas'd againe, 
Emer Meſſenger, 

| Meſſ. My Lord Protector, *tis his Highnes pleaſure, 

| Youdo prepare to ride unto S, e lbons, 

Where as the King and Queene do meane to Hawke. 
Hs. I go.Come XNelthou wilt ride with us? Ex. He. 
Ela. Yes my good Lord,lle follow preſently, 

Follow I muſt, 1 cannot go before, 

While Gloſter bares this baſc and humble minde 

Wete 1 a Man,a Duke,and next of blood, 

I would remove theſe tedious tumbling blockes, 

| Andi{mooth my way upon their headlefle neckes. 

; And being a woman, I will not beflacke 

| To play my part in FortunesPageant. 

| Whereare you there?Sir /obs;nay feare not man, 

| Weare alone, here's none but thee,&& I, Enter Home. 

| Hume. leſus P_—_ your Royall Majeſty. 

' Els, Whar failt thou? Majeſty:Iam but Grace. 

| Humme, But bythe of God,and Humes advice, 

| Your Graces Title ſhall be multiplied.{ 

| Ek. What faiſtthou man?Halt thou as yet confer'd 

| With CMwgere lordanethe cunning Witch, 

With Roger Belmngbrooke the Conjure\? 

And will they undertake todo me good? 

Hume. This they have promiled,to ſhew "_ Highnes 
b 


——  __ 


— -— 


— _— 
emi 


That 


—_———— 


— —_— —_— 
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Rc... Amt 


/ Hum. O Neti{wect Nel,if thou doſt love thy Lord, | 
| Bariſh the Canker of ambitious thoughts: | 
And may that thought,when I imagine ill 

Againſt my King «nd ws vertuous Henry, 


— 
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That ſhall make anſwere to ſuch Queitions, 
As by your Grace ſhall be propoundcd him. | 
Elinor. It is enough, lle thinke upon the Queſtions: 
When from Saint eAbons we doe make returne; 
Wee'le ſee thoſe things effected to the tull. 
Here Hume take this reward, make mcrry man 
With thy Confederates in this weighty caule. 
Exu Elanor. 
Hum. Hume muft make merry with the Duchefle Gold: 
Marry and ſhail:but how now,Sir {obn Hume? 
Feale up your Lips,and give 10 words but Mum, 
The bulineſle asketh ſilent fecrecy. | 
Dame £l5anor gives Gold, to bring the Witch; 
Gold cannot come amiſſe, were the a Devill. 
Yet have I Gold flyes from another Coat: 
I dare not fay,from the rich Cardinall, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk; 
Yet I doe finde it ſo:tor to be plaine, 
They(knowing Dame Ekevr: aſpiring humor) 
Have hyrcd me to under-mine the Ducheſle, 
| And buzzctheſe Cunjurations in her brayne. 
They ſay,A crafty Knave do's need no Broker, 
Yet am | Swffolke and the Cardinails Broker, 
Hume,it you take not heed,you ſhall goe neere 
Tocall them both a payre of crafty Knaves, 
Wellſo it ftands:and thus I feare art lalt. 
Hume: Knavery will be the Ducheſle Wracke, 
And her Attainture,will be Hmumphreges tall: 
Sort how it will, I ſhall have Gold for all. Exits 


Enter three or foure Petitioners the Armorers 


Man being oue, 


| 


| 


| Take this fellow in,and ſend for his Maiſter with a Purſe- | 
| Vane preſently : wec'lc heare more of your matter betore 
| thc King, Exit. 


1. Fer. My Mailſters, let's ftand cloſe, my Lord Pro- 
tector will come this way by and by, and then wee may 
| deliver our Supplications in the Quill. | 
| 2. Pet. Marry the Lord protec him, for hee's a good 
man, Ictu blefſe hum, 


| 
| 
Enter Suffolke,and © ucene. 


Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the Queene with 
| hun:Illebethe firlt ſure. 
| 2. Per, Come backe foole , this isthe Duke of Suffolk, 

and not my Lord Protector. 

Suf. How now fellow: would'ſt any thing with me? 
| 1. Fer. I pray my Lord pardon mc , 1 tooke ye tor my 
| Lord Protector. 
| Luee, Tomy Lord Protetor? Are your Supplications 
| tohis Lord(hip?Let me {ee them: what 15 thine? 
| I. Pet. Mine is ,and'tplicale your Grace, againſt /obn 
| Goodman, my Lord Cardinals Ma, for kceping my Houle, 
| and Lands.and Wife and all,from nic. 
| Swf. Thy Wife too ? that's ſome Wrong indeede. 
| What's yours? What's heere? Againſt the Duke of Sut- 

tolke , for encloſing the Commons of Meltorde, How 

| now,Sir Knave? s 

2. Pet. Alas Sir , Iam but a poore Petitioner of our 
| whole Towneſhip. 
| Pet, Azainit my Maiſter Themes Horner,for ſaying, 
| __ the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to the 
| WIOWNC, 
| Aivee. What ſay'ſt thou ? Did the Duke of Yorke ſay, 
hee was rightfull Heirerothe Crowne? 
| _ Per. That my Miftrefſe was? No forſooth:my Mailter 
| 310,That he was;and that the King was an V ſurper, 


Suff. Who is there? 
£ nter Servarxt. 


Lee. And as for you that love to be proteRed 
Vader the Wings ct our ProteRors Grace , 
Begin your Suites 21cw,and ſuc to lim. 

T eare the Supplication. 
Away,vaſe Cullions: Suffotke let them goe." | 
All. Come,lct's be gone. Exit, 
Lee. My Lord ot Sutfolke,ſay,is this the guiſe? 
Is thisthe Faſhions inthe Court of England? 
Is this the Governement of Zritaiacs Ile? 
And thisthe Royalty of Atbions King? 
V hat, ſhall King Henry bea Pupill (till, 
Vnder the ſurly G/ofters Governance? 
AmlI a Quezne in Ticle and in Stile, | 
And muſt be made a Sabjcct toa Duke? 
| tell thee Poole,when inthe Citic T owre | 
Thou rar'ſt a-tilr in honor of my Love, 


And ſtoPit away the Ladies hearts of France; 
I thought King Hexry bad relembled thee, | 


Ia Courage,Courtſhip,and Proportion: 
But ail his minde is bunt to Holineſle, 


—_ 
Om woe Oe Ie yy no — 2 or 


Tonumber Ave-Maries on his Beades: 


His Champions,arc the Prophersand Apoſtles, | 


His Weapons, holy Sawes of facred Writ, 
His Study is his Tilt-yard,and his Loves 
Are brazen lmages of Canonized Saints: 
[ would the Colledge of the Cardinalls 
Would chufe him Pope,and carry him to Rome, 
And ict the Triple Crowne upon his Head; 
hat were a State fit for his Holineſle, 
Szff. Madame be patient:as I was cauſe 
Your Highneflc came to England, fo will I 


—_— 


In England worke your Graces tull content, [ 


Lee. Belide the baught Protector , have we Beavford 


The umperious Churchman, Semerſet, Buckmoham, | 


And grumbling Yorks: and not the lcalt of theſe, 
But can doe more in England chen the King. 

Sf. And he ct theſe,rhat can doe molt of all, 
Cannot doe more m England chen the IX evils; 
Salizhrry and Warwmckace no ample Peeres. 

One. Not allthele Lords do vex me halte fo much, 
As that prowd Dame,the Lord Prote-tors Wake; 
She ſweepes itthough the Court with troups of Ladies, 
Morelike an Emprefle,then Duke Hamphreres Wite: 
Strangers in Court, doe take her for the tQneenc: 
She bearcs a Dukes Revenewes on her backe, | 


And in her heart ſhe {cornes onr Poverty; 


Shall 1 not live tobe aveng'd on her? 

Contemptu-ws baſe-borne Callot as the is, | 

She vaunted *mong{t her Minions t'other day, 

The verytrayne of her worſt wearing Gowne, 

Was better worth thenall my Fathers Lands, | 

Till Swffolke gave two Duledomes for his Daughter, | 
Suff. Madame,tny felte have lym'ds Buth tor her, 

And plac't a Quier of ſuch enticing Birds, 

That ſhe will light to liſten to the Layes, 

And never mount totrouble you againe, | 

So let her reſt:and Madamelift ro me, 

For Iam bold tocountaile you in this; 

Although we fancy nor the Cardinall, 

Yet mult we joyne with him and with the Lords, 


Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in diſgrace, 
A 


=== —\ 
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As for the Duke of Yorke,this late Complaint 

Will make bur little for his benefit: 

So one by one wee'le weed them all at laſt, | 
And you your ſclte ſhall ſtcere the happy Helme. Exe. 


Enter the King, Duke Humfrey,( ardmall,Bucking- 
ham, Torke,Salibury Y Varwicke 
and th: Ducheſſe. 


King. For my part,Noble Lords, I care not which, 
Or Semerſet,or Torke, all's one to mc. 

Tor, It Torke havc ill demean'd himfelfc in France, 
Then ler him be denay'd the Regent ſhip. 

Som. It Somerſet be unworthy of the Place, 
Let Yorke be Regent, will yeeld to him. 

U Varw, Whether your Grace be worthy,yca or no, 
Diſpute not that, 7erb» 15 the worthyer. 

Cad. Ambitious VUarwicks,let thy betters ſpeake- 

Varw. The Cardinall's not my better inthe ficid. 

Buck, All in this preſence are thy betters, Var wicke- 

VVarw. VTarzicke may live to be the belt of all. 

Salirb.Pcace Sonne,and ſhew ſome reaton Buckingham 
WW hy Somerſer ſhould be preterr'd in this? : 

Dneene.Becaule the King torfooth will have iro. 

Humf. Madame, the King is old enough himicite 
To give his Cenfure : Thetc are no Womens matrcrs. 

2 wee. If he be old enough, what necds youg Grace 
To be Protector of his Excellence? 

Humf, Madame, I am ProtcRtor of the Realme, 
And at his pleafure-will retigne my Place. 

Sf. Reſignc it then,and leave thine inſolence. 


bn mes 
| Since thou wert Kivg,2s who is King,but thou? 
| The Common-wealth hath dayly run to wrack, 


. 


au_— — 


| 
| 
| 


The Dolphin hath prevayl'd beyond the Seas, 
And all the Peceres and Novles of the Realme 
Have bcenc as Bond-men to thy Soveratgnty. 


— _ — — —_— — 


A. En > 


Car. The Commons haſt thou rackt,the Clergies Bags | 


Arc lanke and ijeanc with thy Extortions. 
Som, Thy ſumptuous Buildings,and rhy Wives Attyre 

Have colt a malle of publique Treature. 

Buck. Thy Craclty in execution 
Vpon Offendors,hath cxcecdcd Lav, 
And Icft thee tothe mercy of the Law. 

© mee. Thy falc of Othces and Townes mm France, 
It they were knowne, as the ſutpe is great, 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Hcad. 

F xit Humfrey. 

Give me my Fanne:what, Mynion,can ye not? 


She gives the Ducteſſe a box on the cave. 


I cry you mercy, Mactame:was it you? 

Dech. Was't |? 1e2,lit was, prowd French-woman: 
Could I come ncere your Beauty with my Natles, 
I could {ct my ten Commandements in your face. 

K ing. Sweet Aunt be quiet, rwasagainlit her will. 


OE e—— 


Enter Humfrey. 


Humf. Now Lords,my Choller being over-blowne, 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
T come toralke of Commen-wealth Aﬀaires. 
As tor your ſpightfull falſe Objections, 
Prove them , and 1 lye open to the Law: 
But God in mercy {o deale with my Soule, 
ASI in duty love my king and Countrey. 
But to the matter that we have in hand: 
I fay,my Sovcraigne, Torke is mectelt man 
To be your Regent in the Realme of France. 

Suff. Betore we make cleion, give me leave 
To ſthew tome reaſon,of no little torce, 
That Yorke is moſt unmeect of any man. 

Torke. Ile tell thee, Swffolke , why I am ynmeer, 
Firſt,tor I cannoc flatter thee in Pride: 
Next,if I beappointed for the P.ace, 
My Lord of Somerſet will kcepe me here, 
Without Diſcharge, Money ,or Furniture, 
Ti!l France be wonne into the Do!phins hands, 
Laſt rime I danc't attendance on his will, 
Till Paris was beficg*d,famiſhr,and loſt, 

Warw. That can 1 witneflc,and a fouler fat 
Did never Traytcr in the Land commit. 

Saf. Peace head-ftrong Warwicke. 

» arw. Image of Pride, why ſhould I hold my peace? 


Enter Ar morer and bis CAlan. 


S»ff. Becauſe here isa man accuſed of Treaſon, 
Pray God the Duke of Yorke excuſe himſelte. 

Yorke, Doth any one accuſe Torke for a Traytor? 

| - mg. Wiat mcar'ft thou, S»ffolke?tell me, what are 

theſe? 

Snuff. Pleaſe it your Majeſty, this is the man 
Thatdoth accuſc his Mailtcr of High Treaſon; 
His words were theſc : That Richard, Duke of Yorke, 
Was righttull Heire unto the Engliſh Crowne, 


| And that your Majeity was an Viurper. 


K mg. Say man,were thele thy words? 

eArme. And't ſhall pleaſe your Majeſty,I never fayd 
nor thought any ſuch matter : God is my witneſle, I an 
falſcly accus'd by the Viliaine. 

Peter. By thele tenne bones, my Lords, hedid ſpeake 
them to me in the Garret one Night , as wee were ſcow- 
ring my Lord of Yorkes Armor. 

Torke, Baſc Dunghill Villaine,and Mechanical, 
Ile have thy Hcad for this thy Traytors fpecch: 
I doe beſecch your Royall Msjceſty, 
Let him have all the rigor of the Law. 
Ar. Alas, my Lord,hang me if ever I ſpake the ywords: 


| myaccutcris my Prentice , and when 1 did corre tm 
; for 1s fault the other day , hee did vow upon his knees 


' 


Dnch. Againſt her will,good King? looke to't intime, | 


| SheC'le hamper thee,and dangle thee like a Baby: 


Though in this place moſt Maiſter weares no Breeches, 
She {hall not ſirike Dame Elaror vnreveng'd. 
Exu Elzanor." 
Puck, Lord Cardin2!l, I will follow Efiancr, 
\nd litenafrer Hamfrey,how he proceedes: 
51 re'siick.ed now,her Funne can neede no {purres, 
SNccle gaivp tarrecnough ro her deſtruction, 


E xu Bucksngbam. 


| 
| 
' 
| 


| This is the Law,and this Duke Ewmfrezes doome, 


—_—— 


he would be even with me:Ihave good watneſſe of this, 
therefore I beſeech your Majcſty , doc not caſt away al 
honeſt man tor a Villaines accatarion. 
Kang. V nckle,whatſhall we fay to this in law? 
Hamf. This doome,my Lord,if I may judge: 
Let Somzrrſet be Regent o're the French, 
Becauſc in Torkethis breedes luſpition: 
And let theſe haye a day appointed them 
For {1ngle Combat,in convenient place, 
For he hath witnefſe of his ſervants malice: 


Sow | 
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Sem, I humbly thanke your Royall Majeſty. 

Armwer. And 1 accept the Combar willingly, 

Peter, Alas, my , Icannet fight; tor Gods foke 
pity my caſe : the ſpight of my man prevaileth againſt 
ne O Lord have mercy upon me, | ſhall neverbe able 
to fight a blow : O Lord my heart. 

Humef. Sirrhazor you muſt fight, or elſe be bang'd. 

King. Away with them to Priſon: and the day of 
Combat, ſhall be the laſt of the next moneth. Come 
Somerſet. we'll (ce thee ſent away- 

Flow iſh. 


Exennt, 


Enter the Witeb, the two Prieftt, and Bullingbrooks. 


Hume. Come my Maſters, the Ducheſle Itell you ex- 

As performance of your promites. : ; 

Bulin. Maſter Hame, wearctherefore provided : will 
her Ladyſhip behold and heare our Exorciſmes? 

Hume. 1, what cle? feare you not her courage. 

Balin. 1 have heard her reported to bea Woman of 
an invincible ſpirit: butir ſhall be convenient, Maſter 
Hume, that you be by her alotr,, while we be bufic be- 
low ; and ſo I pray you goe in Gods Name, and leaveus. 

Exit Hume. 
Mother Jorden, be you proſtrate, and grovell on the 
Earth ; Jobn Southwell reade yOu, and let us to our WOrkes 


Enter Elanor aloft, 


Elan. Well aid my Maſters, and welcomeall : Tothis 
pecre, the ſooner the better, : 
Bulkn.Patience,good Lady , Wizards know their times: 
Deepe Night, darke Night, the filent of the Night, 
The time of Night when Troy was ſer on fire, 
The time when Screech-owles cry, and Bandogs howle; 
And ſpirits walke, and Ghoſts breake up their Graves; 
That time beſt firs the worke we have in hand. 
Madam, fit you, and teare not : whom we raile , 
We will make faſt withina hallow'd Verge. 


Here dee the Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle, 
B ullwag brooks or Southwell reader, Conyuro 
tie, &c. It Thrunders and Lighten! 
terribly : then ths Speris 


ri/cth, 
| Wch. Aſmath, by the cternall God, 
| Whoſename and power thou trembiclt at, 
| Antwer that I aske ; for till thou ſpcake, 
| Thou ſhaltnor paſſe from hence. 
Spirit. Aske what thou wilt ; that I had faid, and 
ne. 
Bullin, Yiclt of the Kirg : Wiat ſhall of him be- 
come ? 
Spric, The Dale yet lives, that Hemyy ſhall depole ; 
But him out-live, and dye a violent dexth. 
Bull, V hat fates await the Duke of Suffolke ? 
Spit, By Water ſhall he dyc,and take his end, 
Zalin, What ſhall befall the Duke of Somerſet? 
| Sprit. Let him ſhun Caſtles. 
Sater (hall he upon the fandie Plaines, 
Then where Caſtles mounted ſtand. 
; Have done, for mgre-I hardly can endure. 
| Bulling, Deſcend to Darkenefſg,and the burning Lake: 
| Kllle hend avoyde. 
Exit Sprite. 


Thunder and Lightning. 


| 


| Are deepely indebted for this peece of paines ; 


at 


Emter the Duke of Yorks, and the Duke of Buckingham 
with their Gua#d, and break: in. 


Yorke. Lay hands upon theſe Traytors, and their traſh: 
Beldam I thinke we warcht you at an inch. 
What Madam, are youthere? the King and Common- 
(weale 
My Lord ProteRor will, I doubt it not, 
vSce you well guerdon'd for theſe good deferts. 
Eltay, Not halfe fo bad asthine to Englands King, 


— 


Injurious Duke, that threateſt where's no cauſe. | 

Bxek, True Madam, none atall: what call you this? 
Amway with them, let them be clapt upcloſe, 

And kept alunder : you Madam (hall with us, 

Stafford take hor to thee. 

We'll fee your Trmkets here all forth-comming. 

All away. Exit, 
Torke. Lord Buckingham, me thinkes you watcht her 


A pretty Plot, well choſen to build upon, (well - 
Now pray my Lord, let's fce the Devills Writ. 
What have we here ? Reades, 


The Duke yet lroes, that Henry (hall depoſe : 
But him out live, and dye a vidlent death. 
Why thisis juſt. As e/Eacrda Romanos vincere poſſe, 
Well, to the ref? : 
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke ? 
By Water (hall be dye, and take his end, 
W hat ſhall betide the Duke of Somer ſer ? 
Let him ſhunne (aftles, 
Safer ſhalt he bt upon the ſandy Plaines, 
T hen where { aitles mounted /tand, 
Come, come, my Lords, 
Theſe Oracles are hardly attain'd, | 
And hardly underſtood. 
The King isnow in progreſſe towards Saint Albenet, 
With him, the husband of this lovely Lady : 
Thither goesthele Newes, 
As ftalt as horſe can carry them : | 
A ſorry breakfaſt for my Lord Protector. 
” Bac.Your Grace ſhall give meleave, wy Lord of Torkg, 
To be the Poſte, in hope of his reward. 

Torke. At your pleaſure, my good Lord. | 
Who's within there, hoe ? 


Enter a Serum a 
Invite my Lordsof Salubwry i Warwiche 
To ſup with me to monO{FNight, Aways 
E.reunt 


Enter the King, Yneene, Protettor, Cardinall, and 
Saffolke ,auth F. aulkaers bollawing . 


Laee. Beleeve me Lords, for flying at the Brooke, 
I ſaw not better {port theſe ſeven yeetcs day ; 
Yet by your leave, the Winde was very high, 
And ten to one, old /oane had not gone our. 
Kg. But what a pou, my Lord, your Faulcon made, 
And what a pytch ſhe flew above the ret : 
Toſce how God in all his Creatures workes, 
Yea Magand Birdsare fayne of climbing high. | 
Suff. No marvell, and it like your Majeſty, 
My Lord Protectors Hawkes doc towre {fo well, 
They know their Malter lovesto bealoft, 
And beares his $ above his Fanlcons Pitch. 
Gleſt. My Lord, 'tisbuta baſe 1gnoble minde, 
That mounts no higher then a Bird can fore, 
6) 
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(ad. I thought as much , he would be above the 
Clouds, 


Were it not good your Grace could fiyeto Heaven ? 
King. The Treaſury of everlalting loy., 
Beat on a Crowne, the Treaſure ot thy heart, 
Pcernitious Protector, dangerous Pere, 
That ſmooth'ſt it {o with King and Commoniweale. 
Gleft, W hat Cardinall? 
Is your Pric{t-hood growne peremprory ? _ 
T artent animis ( wleſtibus ire, Church-men fo hot ? 
Good Vnckle lude fach mattice : 
With ſuch Holym:fle can you coe 1t? 
Suf. No mallicc Sir, no more then well becomes 
So gooda Quarrell, and lobada Pecre- 
Gloft. As who, my Lord ? 
S#ff.. Why, as you, my Lord, 
Arc like yorr lorly Lords Protcorthipe 
Gle®. Why Snuffothe, Enzland knozves thine in{olence. 
Dnee, And thy Ambition, Gloiter. 
Kmg. I prethee peace, good Queene, 
And whe. not onthele too-to0 furious Peeres, 
For blefſed arc the Peace-makers on Earth 
Card, Lct me be bleſſed for the Peace 1 make 
Again{t this prowd Protector with my Sword. 
Glot. Faith holy Vnckle,would'c were come to that. 
Card. Marry, when thou darit. _ 
Gleff, Make up no faftious numbers tor the matter, 
In thine owne perſon anſwer thy abulc. 
Card. I, where thou dar'{t not pcepe : 
And if thou dar'it,this Evening, 
On the Eaſt ſide ot the Grove. 
Kmy, How now, my Lords ? 
Card. Becleeve me, Coulin Gloiter, 
Had not your man put up tac Foulc 10 luddently, 
We had had more port. 
Come with thy two-hand S:vord, 
Gloft, True Vnckic, are ye advis'd ? 
The Ealt ſide of the Grove : 
Cardinall, I am with you. 
King. Why how now, Vock!ie Gloster ? 
Glf, Talking of Hawking ; nothing elle, my Lord. 
Now by Gods Mother, Pricit, 
Tle ſhave your Crowne for this, 
Or all my Fcnce ſhall taile. 
Card. Meade teipſum, ProteRor ice tot well, protet 
your fclfe. 
King, The Windes grow high, 
£0 doe your Stomackes Lords ; 
How irkefome 1s this Muſicke tomy heart ? 
\W hen ſuch Strings jarre, kvhar hope of Harmony ? 
[ pray my Lords let me compound thus ftrite, 


-' Enter one cryirg 4 Afmacle, 


Gloft. What meancs this noyſe ? 
Fellow, what Miracle do'ſt thou proclaime ? 
One. AMiraclc, a Miracle. 
| Snff.ke. Come tothe King, and tell him what Mira- 
cle. 
Ore. Forſooth, a blind man at Saint Albones Shrine, 
Within this halfe houre hath receiv'd his fight, 
| A man that ne'reſaw in his life before, 
 Kmg. Now God be prais'd, that to beleeving Soules 
| Gives Light ia Darkenefle, Comfort 1n Deſpaire, 


Gloft. 1 my Lord Cardinall, how thinke you by that ? | 


Card. Thy heaven is on Earth,thine Eyes and Thoughts | 


U 


I nr 


| 


| of? 


Enter the (Mayor of Saint Albones, and bis 
Brethren, bearing the man betweene 
won a 
Card. Here comes the Towneſ-men, on Proceſſion, 
Topreſent your Highnefle with the man. 
King, Great is his comfort in this Easthly Vale, 
Although by bis fight his finne be aultiplyed. 
G/2;t Stand by, my Maſters, bring hug neere the King, 
His highnefle plcature is to talke with him. 
Kg. Good-tcllow, tell us here the circumſtance, 
That wetor thee may glorific the Lord. 
What, halt thou beene long blind, and now reſtor'd ? 
5 wp. Borne bliud, and'r pleaſe your Grace. 
Wife. I indeed was he. 
$»ff. What Woman is this? 
Wife. His Wite, and'tlike your Worſhip- 
Glof?. Hadſt thou becene his Mother, thou could'ft 
have better cold. 
Kmg. Where wert thou borne ? 
Sire. At Barwicke in the North, and't like your 
Graces 
King. Poore ſoule, 
Godsgoodneſlc hath beene great to thee : 
Let never Day nor Night unballowed palle, 
But (t4ll remember what the Lord hath done. 
,Lxee. Tell me, good-fellow, 
Cam'(trhou here by Chance,or of Devotion, 
Torhis holy Shrine ? 
Sup, God knowes of pure Devotion, 
Being cali'd a hundredtimes, and oftner, 
In my ſleepe, by good Saint Alben : 
Who faid ; Symon, come : come offer at my Shrine, 
And | will belpe thee. 
Wife. Molt trac, forſooth : 
And many time and oft my felfe have hearda V oyce, 
Tocall himſo. 
Card. \W hat, art thou lame ? 
Sump. I, God Almighty helpe me. 
Suff. How cam'(t thou ſo? | 
Siwmp. A tall off of a Tree. 
Wife. A Plum-trre, Maſter. 
Gloft. How long haſt thou beene blind ? 
Simpe. O borne {o, Maſter. 
G/oit. What, and would'ſt climbe a Tree ? 
Simpc. But that inall my lite, when I was a youth. 
Wife. Too trac, and bought his climbing very deare, 
Gioft. Maſle, thou lov'd(t Plummes well,that would'ſt 
venture 10, 
Simp, Alas, good Maſter, my Wife deſired ſome 
Damſons, and made mee climbe, with danger of my 
Lite. 


Gleft. Aſubtill Knave, but yet it ſhall not ſerve : 
Let me (ce thine Eyes ; winck now, now openthem, | 
In my opinion, yer thou tceſt not well. | 

Simpe. Yes Maſter, cleareas day, I thanke God and | 
Saint Albon, 

= Say'ſt thonme ſo : what Colour isthis Cloake | 
ot ? 

Simpc, Red Maſter, Red as blood. 

Gloft. Why that's well faid : What Colour is my 
Gouwne of ? 

Simp, Blacke torſooth, Coale-blacke, as let. . 

King. Why then, thou know'ſt what Colour Ict 1s 


S»ff. And yet I thinke, Iet did henever (cc. 


—_— 
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The ſecond Part of King Henry the Sixt. 


Gloft, Burt Cloakes and Gownes, before this day, a | 
many . 
Wife. Never before this day, in all his life, 
Glo#t. Tell me Sirrha, what's my Name ? 
Simpe. Alas Maſter, I know not. 
Glolt, What's his Name ? 
Simpe. I know not, 
Gleſt. Nor his ? 
Simpe. No indeed, Maſter. 
Gloff, What's thine owne m_ ? 
Simpe, Saunder Simpcoxe, and it it pleaſe you, Maſter. 
Gleſt, Then Sawnder, fit there, ————_—_— 
The lying'(t Knave in Chriſtendome. 
Ifchou hadſt beene borne blind, 
Thou might'lt as well have knowneall our Names, 
As thus to name the {cverall Colours we doe weares» 
Sighe may diſtinguiſh Colours : 
But ſuddenly ro nominate them all, 
lt isimpollible. 
My Lords, Sairit A/boze here hath done a Miracle ; 
And would ye not thinke it, Cunning to be great, 
That could reſtore this Crippleto his Legges againe? 
$:mpc. O Maſter, that you could ? 
Gloſt. My Maſters of Saint Albons, 
Have you not Beadles in your Towne, 
And things call'd W hippes ? 
Mayer. Yes, my Lord, if it pleaſe your Grace. 
Gle#t, Then ſend for one preſently, 
Mayer. Sirrha, goe fetch the Beadle hither ſtraight. 
Exit, 


Glft, New fetch me a Stoole hither by and by. 
Now Sirrha,if you meane to fave your (cite from \Vhip- 
ping, leape me over this Stoole,and runne away. | 

Sump, Alas Maſter, Iam notable to ſtand alone : 

You goe avout to torture me 11 vaine, 


Enter « Beadle with Whipper. 


 Gloit, Well Sir, we muſt have you find your es. 
_ Beadle, whippe him till he leape over that ſame 
toole. 
Bead. 1 will, my Lord, 
Come on Sirrha, off with your Doublet, quickly, 
. _ Alas Maſter, what ſhall I'doe ? 1 am not able to | 
and, 
After the Beadle hath hit him once, be leapes ov:r 
the Stoole, and runnes away : and t 
; follow, andery, A Miracle. 
Kmg. O God, ſceſt thouthis , and beareſt ſo long ; 
Qate, It made melaugh,to ſzethe Villaine runne. 
Gloſt, Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away» 
Wife. Alas Sir, we did it for pure need. 
 $/4.Lerchem be whipt through every Market Towne 
Till they come ro Barwicke, from whence they came. 


* Exwu. 
(od. Duke Humfrey ha's donea Miracleto day. 
Suf, True : madethe Lame to leape and flye away. 
| Gleit, But you have done more Miracles then 1: 
You made maday, my Lord, whole Townes to flye, 


Evnter Buckingham. 
King. What Tidings with our Couſin cw, ja 
Back, Such as my heart doth tremble to untold ; 


A fort of ſons, lewdly bent, 
Vader the Cleo PerionG cracy 


| 


Of Lady Ekaner, the Protectors Wite, 
_ and head of all _— 
e practis'd dangerouſly againlt your State, | 
Dealing with W uches and with Conjurers, 
Whom we have apprehended inthe Fact, 
Rayſing up wicked Spirits from under ground, 
ing of King Henries Lite and Death, 
And other of your Highneſle Privy Councell, 
AS more at your Grace ſhall underſtand. | | 
(rd. And io my Lord Protector, by thismeanes 
Your Lady is forth-comming, yet at London. 
This Newes 1 thinke hath turn'd your Weapons edge ; 
"Tis like, my Lord, you will not keeps your houre. 

Ghft. Ambitious Church-man,leave to afflit my heart: 
Sorrow and griefe have vanquitht all my powers; 

And vanquiſhe as I am, I yecldro thee, 
Or to the mcaneſt Groome . 

King.O God, what milchiefes workethe wicked ones? 
Heaping confuſion on their owne heads thereby. 

O mee. Cliiter, ſee here the TainRure of thy Nelt, 

And looke thy ſelfe be faaltlefle, thou wert beſt. 

Gloft. Madam, for my felfe, to heaven I doe appeale, | 
How I have lov'd my King, and Common-weale : | 
And for my Wife, I know not how it ſtands, 
Sorry 1am to hear2 what I have hcard- 

Noble ſhe is : but if ſhe have forgot 

Honor and V ertue, and convers't with ſuch, 
As like to Pytch, defile Nobility ; 

I baniſh her my Bed, and Company, 

And give her asa Prey to Law and Shawe, | 
That hath dis-honored Glofters hone (t Name. 

King. Well, for this Night we will repoſe us here: 
To morrow toward London, backeagaine, 

To looke into this Buſinefle thorowly, 
And call theſe foule Offendors to their Anſweres ; | 
And poyle the Cauſe in Iuſtice equall Scales, *'(vailes, 


Whoſe Became ſtands ſure, whole righttull cauſe pre- 
Exeum. 


Enter Yorke, Salubury, and Warwichs: 


Torke. Now my good Lords of Salubury and Warwicke, 
Our ſimple Supper ended, give me leave, 
In this cloſe Walke, to fatisfic my lelfe, 
Incraving your opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible, to &»g/ands Crowne. 
Sals, My Lord, I long to heare icat tull. ' 
Warw. Sweet Torke begin : and if thy clayme be good, 
The Newvills are thy Subjects to command. 
Yorke. Then thus: 
£ qwardthe third, my Lords, had ſeven Sonnes : 
The firſt, Edwerd the Blacke-Prince, Prince of Wales; 
The ſecond, William of Hatfield ; andthe third, 
Lionel, Duke of Clarence: next to whom, 
Was /obhn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafter ; 
The fift, was Edward Langley. Duke of Toke; 
The fixt, was T homas of #oodFocke, Duke of Gloſter, | 
Wiliew of Windſer vas the ſeventh, and laſt, | 
Edward the Blacke-Prince dycd betore his Father, 
And left behind him Richard, his oncly Sonne, 
W hoafter Edward the third's —_— raign'd King, 
Till Henry Bulingbrooke, Dake of Laxcaſter, 
The eldeſt Sonne and Heire of /obn of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the Name of Hemry the fourth, 
Sciz'd on the Realme, depos'd the rightful wy | 
Sent his poore Queeneto France, from whence n_ | 
OZ Ard 
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And him to Pumfret ; where, as all you know, 

Harmcleſſc King K1chard was murthered traiteroully; 
Warw, Fathcr,the Duke hath told the truth , 

Thus got the Houſe of Lancaitey the Crowne. | 
Yorke. W hich now they hold by torce,and not by right: 

For Richard, the firſt Sonnes Heire, being dead, 

The iflue of the next Sonne ſhould have reignd. =» 
Salu, But Wiliam of Hatfield dyed without an Heire, 
Yorke, The third Sonne, Duke of Clarence, 

From whoſe Line I clayme the Crowne, 

Had Iſſuc Phi/ip, a Daughter, 

W ho marrycd Edmond Aortimer, Earle of March : 

Edmond had Iſſue, Roger Earle of March ; 

Roger had Iſſue, Edmond, «Ame, and Elinor. 

Salu, This Edmond,inthe Reigne of Bulliagbrooke, 

As I haveread, layd claymc unto the Crowne, 

And but for Owen Glendowr, had beenc King ; 

Who kept himin Capuvity, ill he dyed. 

But, to the reſt, 

Yorke. His cldeſt Siſter, Amne, 

My Mother , being Heire umtothe Crowne, 

Marrycd Richard, Earic of Cambridge, 

Who was to £dmond Langley, 

Edward the thirds fitt Sonnes fonne ; 

By hcr I clayme the Kingdome: 

She then was Heireto Roger, Earle of March, 

W ho was the Sonne of Edmond Mortimer, 

Who marryed Phibp, folks Daughter 

Vnto Lioxel, Duke of Clarence. 

So, if the iflue of cheelder Sonne : 

Succees before the younger, 1am King. __C: 
Fw. What plaine proceedivg is more plainethen 

Henry doth clayme the Crowne from ſobnot Gaunt, 

Thefourth Sonne, Yorke claymes it f, om the thurd ; 

Till Lsoneft iflue fayles, his ſhould nor reigne. 

It faylesnot yet, bur flouriſhes m thee, 

And inthy Sonnes, faire lippes of ſuch a Stocke, 

Then Father Salubury, Kkneeie we together, 

And inthis private Plot be we the firit, 

That ſhall ſalute our righttull Soveraigne 

With nonor of his B11th-11ght ro the Crowne. 

Both. Long live our Sovcraigne Rickard, England: 

King. 

Tor ke. We thanke you Lords : 

But I am not your Kang, tiil 1 be Crowne, 

And that wy Sword be itayn d 

With; heart-blood of the Houlc of Lancaiter : 


| And that's not tudden!y to be pertorm'd, 


But with advicc andfilent {; crecy» 
Doe yoa as | doc inthele dangerous dayes, 
Winke atthe Duke of S»folres iniclence, 
At Beaufords Pride, at Somer/ers Ambition, 
At Buckingham, and all th: Crew of them, 
Tiil they have ſnar'd the Shepheard of the Hocke, 
That vertuous Prince,the good Dube Humfrey : 
'Tis thar they ſceke ; and they, in ſecking that, 
Shall find their deaths, it Zorke can prophecy, 

Salub. My Lord, breake we oft ; we know your mird 
at full. 

Warw, My heartafſures me, that the Earle of Warwicke, 
Shall one day make the Duke of 70 kea King, 

Yorke. And Newill, this I.doc aflure my iclfe. 
Richard (hall live ro make the Earle of Warwicke 
The greatelt gan in E»g/and, bur the King. 

| Exennt, 


—_— 


| Whereit beſt hits to be, in Henries hand. 


Sound Trumpets. Enter the King and State, 
withGuard, tobanyb the 
Ducheſſe. 
King. Stand forth Dame Ehanor Cobham, 
Glfters Wie ; 
In ſ1ght of God, and us, your guiltis great, 
Receive the lenrence of the Law for {1nne, 
Suchas by Gods Booke arc adiudg'd todeath, 
You touretrom hence to Priſon, backe againe : 
From thence, unto the place of Execution 3 
The Witch in Smithficld ſhall be burnt to aſhes, 
And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallowes- 
You Madam, tor you are more Nobly borne, 
Deſpoyled of your Honor in your Lite, 
Shall, after three dayes open Penance done, 
Live 13 your Countrey here, in Baniſhmentr, 
With Sir /obn Stanly, in the Ie of Man. 
Ehan, Welcome 1s Baniſhment, welcome were my 
Death. 
Gloit. Elianor, the Law thou ſceſt hath judged thee, 
I cannot jultihe whom the Law condewnes « 
Mine eyesr full of teares, my heart of gricte. 
Ah Hmfrey, this diſhonor un thine age, 
Will bring thy head with ſorrow chrome, 
| be{ccch your Majelty give me leave to goe ; 
Sorrow would ſollace, and mine Age would ceale, 
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Gloſter, 
Erethougoe, give up thy Staffe, 
= = = himſclte Protector be, 4 
ali bem , my ſtay, my guide, 
And Lanthorne to hrs : CIR NG 
And goc in peace, Humfrey, no leſſebelov'd, 
Then when thou wert ProteQtor ro thy King, 
Lee, Ilcenoreafon, why a King of yeeres 
Should be to be proteRed like a Child; 

Godand King Hewy governc Englands Realme : 
Give up yeur Staffe, Sir, and the King his Realme. 
Gloft. My Stafte ? Here, Noble Henry, is my Staffe : 

As williogly doe I the ſame reſigne, 
As crethy Father Henry made it mine ; 
And evenas willingly at thy teete 1 leave it, 
As others would ambitiouſly receive it. 
Farewell good King: when Iam deadand gone, 
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne. 
Exit Gloſter. | 
Lee. Why now is Henry King,and Margarer Queene, 
And Hamfrey, Duke of Glofter, icarcc himicife, 
That beares ſo ſhrewd amayme : two Pulls at once ; 
His Lady baniſh, and a Limbe loptoff 
This Staffe of Honor raught, there ler it ſtand, 


S$#ff.Thus dronpes this lofty Pyne,& hangs his ſprayes | 
Thus Eheworr Pride dyesin her youngeſt dayes. | 
Torks, Lords, lethim goes. Picaſe it your Majeſty, 

This is the day appointed for the Combar, 

And ready arethe Appellant and Defendant, 

The Armorer and his Man, to enter the Liſts, 

So pleatc your highneſſe ro behold the fight. | 
Lee, I, good my Lord : forpurpoſcly therefore 

Lett 1 the Court, to fee this Quarrell try'de. 

King. A Gods Name ſcethe Lyſts and all things fit, 

Here let them end it, and God defend the right. 
Torke. 1 never ſaw afellow worſe beſtead, | 

Or more atraidto fight, then is the Appellant, 

The ſervant of this Armorer, my Lords. 


Enter 
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Enter at one Doore the Armorer and bit Neighbors, drinking 
to bins ſo much, that he  drunke ; and he enters with 4 
Drumme before bim and his Staffe, with Sand-bagge 

faſtened 10 1t : and at the other Doore his Man, with 4 

Drumme and Sand-bagge, and Prentices drinking to bum, 


1. N5ghbor. Here Neighbour Horner, I drinke toyou 
ina Cup ot Sacke ; and teare not Neighbor,you ſhall doe 
well enough. ; 

2. Neighbor, And here Neighbour, here's a Cup of 
Charneco. | 

3. Neighbor. And here's a Por of good Double-Beere 
Neighbor : drinke, and feare not your Mar,, _ 

eArmorer, Let it come ifaith ,and Ile pledge you all, 
and a tigge for Peter. 

1. Pres, Here Peter, 1 drinke tothee, and be not a- 
frad. 

2+ Pren. Be merty Peter, and fcare notthy Malter, 
Fight for credit of the Prentices- , 


you, for I thinke | have taken» my latt Draught ia this 
World. Here Robin, and if I dyc,I give thee ay Aporne; 
and Wil, thou ſhalt have my Hammer : and here Tom, 
takeallthe Money that I have. , O Lord blefle me, Ipray 
God, for I am never able to deale with my Maſter, he 
hath learnt ſo much fence already. 

Salis. Come, leave your drinking, and tall ro blowes. 
Sirrha, what's thy Name: 

Peter, Peter fariooth. 

Salts. Peter? what more ? 

Peter. Thumpe. 

Salab. Thumpe? Then ſce thou thumpe thy Maſter 
| well. ; 
| eArmorer. Maſters, Tam come hither as it were\upon 

my Mans inſtigation, to prove him a Knave,and.my fcltc 
an honeſt manz nd Mays ra Duke of Yorks, 1 will 
; take mydeath, 1 nevergneant him any ill, nor the King, 
nor the Queene : andtheretore Petey have at thee with a 
downe-right blow. 

Tork. Diſpatch, this Knavestongue begins to doublc. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combarrants, 
| They fight. and Peter ftrikes bins downe, 
| Armorer, Hold Peter, hold, I confefle, I conteſle Trea- 
lon. 
| Tork. Take away his Weapon:Fellowthanke God,and 
| thegood Wine in thy Maſters way. | ; 
| Par, O God, have 1 overcome mine Encmie in this 
; preſence ? O Peter, thou baſt prevayl'd in right. 

King. Goe, take hencethiat Traytor from our fight, 
For by his death we doe perceive bis guilt, 
; AndGod in Tuſtice hath reveal'd to us 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 
Whichhe had thought to have murther'd wrongfully, 
Come follow, follow us for thy Reward. 


_—— — 


— 


Exeum, 


Enter Duke Humfrey and his Men in 
Mowrning Cloakes, 


; , \ 
Gloit, Thus ſometimes hath the brighteſtday a Cloud: 
And after Summer, evermore ſucceeds 
Larren Winter, wich his wrathfull nipping Cold; 
50 Cares and Ioyes abound, as Seaſons fieet. | 
vtrs, what's a Clocke ? 
Serv, Tenne, my Lord. 


- 
z 


| 
| 


Peter, I thanke you all : drinke,and pray for me,l pray | 


Bur feare not thou, untill thy foot 


Glo. Tenne is the hourethat was appointed me, 
To watchthe comming of my puniſht Ducheſle : 
Vnneath may (he cndure the Flinty Streets, 
Totreade them with her tender-fecling tex. 

Sweet A(ed, illcanthy Noble Mind abrooke 

The abject People, gazing on thy face, 

With cavious Lookes ftill laughing at thy ſhame, 
That r{bdijd follow thy prowd Chariot- W heeles, 
W hen thou didlt ride incriamph through the [treets, 
Bur fotr, Ithinke ſhe comes, and Ile prepare 

My teare-ſtayn'd cycs, loſe her Milcrics, 


Enter the Ducheſſe in a white Sheet, and a Taper 
burmng in her band, with the Sherife 


and Officers. 
Serv. So pleale your Grace, we'll take her from the 


rife. . | 


Gloſter. No, ([tirre not for your lives, let her pallc 


Ehan. Come you, my Lord, to ſee my open ſhame? 
Now thoado'it Penance too. Looke how they gaze, 
See how the giddy multitude doe point, 

And nodde their Los and throw their eyes onthee. 

Ah Gloſter, hide thee from their hatetulllookes, 

Andiathy Cloſct pent up, rue my ſhame, 

And banne thine Enemies , both mine and thine. | 

loit, Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this gricte, 

| Elan, Ah Glofter, teach me to forget my tcife : 

For whileſt I thinke I am thy warried Wife, 

And thou a Prince, Protector of this Land : 

Methinkes I ſhould not thus be led along, 

May!'d up in ſhame. with Papers on my backe, 

And ftollow'd with a Rabble, thatr« joyce 

Tore my teares,and heare my deepe-fct groanes. 

The rurthleſſe Flint doth cut my tender feer, 

And when I ſtart, the envious people lavgh, 

And bid me be adviſcd how I treade. 

Ah Humfrey, can I beare this ſhamefull yoake 7 

Trowelſt rhou, that ere Ile looke uponthe World, 

Og count them happy, that enjoyesthe Sunne ? 

No: Darke ſhall be my Light, and Night my Day, 

To thinke upon my Pompe, ſhall be my Hell. 

Somerune Ile tay, I am Duke Hmmfrezes Wake, 

And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land ; 

Yet fo herul'd, and ſuch a Prince he was, 

As heſtood by, whileſt I, his torlorae Diucheſle, 

Was made a wonder, ar apointing ftocke 

To every idle Raſcal] tollower. 

But be thou milde, and bluſh not at my ſhame, 

Nor (tirre at nothing, till the Axe ot Death 

Hang over thee, as jure it ſhortly w1'l. 

For S»ffolke, he that candoe all in all 

With her, that hatcch thee and hates us all, 

And Torke, and impious Beawford, that falle Pricit, 

Have all lym'd Bu(hes to betray thy Wings, - 

And flye thou how thoucanſt, they'lerangle thee, 

{nar d, 

Nor never ſecke prevention of thy foes. | 

Glait. Ah Nell, forbeare: thouaymelt all awry; | 
I muſt offend, betore I be attainted : | 
And had I twenty tunesto many toes, 

Andeach of ther had tweaty tuncs their power, 

All theſe could not procure me any tcathe, 

Solong as I am loyall, true, and crunelefle. 

Would'ſt have me reſcue thee from this reproach? , -.. | 
0 3 V ty | 
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Why yet thy ſcandall were not wipt away, 

ButIin tor the breach of Law 

Thy greatc{t helpe is quiet, gentic Ne#; 

| pray thee jort thy heart co patience, 

Thelc few dayes wander will be quickly worne. 
Enter a Herald, 


Her. ſummon your Grace to his M1jeſties Parliament | Swall Curresare not regarded when they grinne, 


Holden at Bury, the firſt of this next Moneth, 
Gleft. And my conſent ne're ask'd herein before ? 
This iscloſe dealing. Well, I will be there, 
My Net, Itakeiny leave; and Maſter Sherife, 
Let not her Penance exceedetFe Kings Commiſſion. 
Sher, And't plcaſe you Grace, here my Commiſion 
And Sir [obs Stanly is appointed now, (itaycs: 
Totake her with him tothe Ile of Man. 
Gloft, Mult you. Sir /obn, protect my Lady here? 
Stanly. So am I given in charge, may't plecale your 
Grace. 

Gleſt. Entreat her notthe worſe, in that I pray 

You uſe her well : the World may laugh 2gaine, 
And I maylive to doe you kindacile, it you doc 1t her, 
And fo Sir /obn, farewell. / : 
Ehav, What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare- 
well ? 
Gle?t, Witneſſe my teares, I cannot ſtay to ſprake. 
Ex: GlofFer, 
Elia, Art thou gone too ? all comfort goe wich thee, 
For none abides with me : my Toy, 1s Death : 
Death, at whoſe Name | oft have beene afcar'd, 
Becauſe | wiſh'dthis Worlds eternity. * 
Stanley, I prethee goe, andtake me hence, 
I care not whither, tor I begge no favour ; 
Onely convey me wherethou art commanded, 

Stew. Why, Madam, that isto the He of Man, 

There to beus'd according to your State. | 
Ehen, That's bad enongh, for 1am but reproact: : 
And ſhall I then be us'd reproachtully ? 

Stan. Like toa Ducheſſc, and Duke Humfreyes Lady, 
According to th. State you ſhall be us'd. 

Ehev. Sherifefarcwell, and better then fare, 
Although thou haſt beene ConduR of my ſhame. 

Shers. It is wy Orfice, and Madam pardon me. 

lien, I, I, farewell, thy Odice is diſcharg'd : 
Come Stanley, ſhall we goe ? 

Stan, Madam, your Penance done, 

Throw off this Sheer, 
And goe weto attyre you for our Tourney. 

Ehan, My ſhame willnot be ſhifted with my Sheet : 
No, it will harg upon my richelt Robes, 
And ſhew it (cIfe, attyre me hou | can. 
Gor, leade the way, lloag to ſee my Priſon. 


Enter King, Qmeene, Cardmall, Suffclhe, Torke 
Cole Lora Safisbury, and — "Qs 
to thi Parkament. 

King. 1 muſe my Loxd of Gloſter is not come : 
'Tis not his wont tobe the hindmoſt man, 
W hat <'re occaſion keepes him from us now. 

Dnee, Can younot fee? or will yenot obſerve 
The it of his a'tet'd Countenance? 
With whar a Majeſty be beares himſelfe, 
How infolent of late he 15 become, 
How prowd, how peremptory, and unlike himſclfe, 
Weknow the time ſince he was milde and affable, 
And if wedid but glance a farre-cff Looke, 
Immediately he was upon his Knee, 
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That allthe Court admir'd him for ſubmiſſion. 
But meet him now, and be it in the Morne, 
When every one will give the time of day, 
He knits his Brow, and ſhewes an angry Eye, 
And paſleth by with ſtiffe unbowed Knee, 
Ditdaining duty that tous belongs. 


Bur great men tremble when the Lyon rores, 
And Hmumfrey isno little Man in England. 
Firſtnote, that he isneere you in deſcent, 
And ſhould you fall, he is the next will mount. 
Me tcemeth then it 1s no Pollicy, 
Reſpecting what a rancorous mind he beares, 
And his advantag: following yotr deceaſe, ' 
| bart he ſhould comeabout your Royall Perſon, 
Or be admitrcd royour highnefle councell. 
By tattery hath he wonnethe Commons hearts: 
And when hc plcaſe to make Commotion, 
"11520 be tear'd they all will follow aim. 
Now 'usthe Spring, and Weedes are ſhallow-rooted, 
Sutter them now, and they'le o're-grow the Garden, 
And chodke the Herbes for wane of husbandry. 
The revercnt carc I beare unto my Lord, 
Made me colleR theſe dangers in the Duke. 
If itbefond, call ita Wemans feare : 
Which feare, if better Reaſons can pps 
I will ſubſcribe, and fay I wrong'd the . 
My Lord of S»ffolke, 5nckingham, and Torke. 
Rep1ove my aucgation, it you can, 
Or <lte conclude my words effeRuall, 
Seff. Well hzthyour bighncfle ſeene into this Duke ; 
And had ' fit beene put to ſpeake my mind, 
I thinke I ſhould have told your Graces Talc. 
The Luchcfle, by his ſubornation, 
V pon my Life began her divelliſh prafiſes; 
Or it he were not privy tothoſe Faults, 
Yet by reputing of his high deſcent, 
As nextthe King, he was ſucce/Kie Heire, 
And ſuch high vaunts of bis Nobility, 
Did in'*1gate the Bedlam braine-ficke Duchelſe, 
By wicked mca"esto trame our Soveraignes fall. 
Smooth runnes the Water, where the Brooke 1is deepe, 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours Treaſon. 
The Fox barkes not, when he would ſtcal: the Lambe- 
No, no, my Soveraigne, Glefler is a man 
Vn{ounded yer, and full of deepe deceit. 
Card, Did he not, contrary to forme of Law, 
eviſc ſtrange deaths, for ſmall offences done ? 
Yorke. And did henot, in his ProteQorſhip, 
Levy great ſummcs of Money throngh the Realme, 
For Soulcers pay in Frence,and never ſent it? 
By meanes whereof, the Townes cach day revoltcd. 
Buck, Tur, theſe are petty faults to faults unknowne, 
W hich time will bring tolight inſmooth Duke Hwmfre 
King. My Lords at once : the care you have of us, 
To mowedowne Thornes that would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy praiſe : but ſhall I ſpeake,my conſcience, 
Our Kinſman Glo#fer is as innocent, 
From meaning Treaſon to our Royall Perſon, 
As 15 theſucking Lambe, or harmclcſſe Dove : * 
The Duke is vertuous, milde, and too well given, 
Todreame on evill, or to worke my downefall: 
Qme, Ah what's more dangerous, then this fond aii- 
Seemes he a Dove?his feathers arc but borrow'd, (ance? 
For he's diſpoſed as the hatefull Raven. | 
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For he's enclin'd as is the rayenous Wolves. 
Who cannot ſtcale a hay, that meanes deceit ? 
Take heed, my Lord , the welfare of us all, 
Hangs on the cutting ſhort that fraudfull man. 


F —_ 


Emer Somer (et. | 


Sew, All health unto ny gracious Soveraigne. 

King. Welcome Lord Somerſet : What Newes from 
France ? FI 

Sem. That all your Intereſt inthole Territories, 


Is vtterly berett you: all is loſt. be 
King, Cold Newes, Lord Somverſ.e : but Gods will be 


done.. 
Torks. Cold Newes for me : for I had hope of France, 
As firmely as | hoye for fertile England. 
Thus are my Bloflomes blatted inthe Bud, 
And Carterpillers cate my Leaves away : 
Bur 1 wall remedy this geare ere long, 
Or (ell my Title for a glorious Grave, 


Enter Gloceſter. 
Gloceft. All happineſle unto my Lordthe King : 
Pardon, my Liege, that I have ſtay's {o long. 
Suff.Nay Gloceter know that thouart come too ſoone, 
Valcilſe thou wert more loya'| chenthou art : 
I docearreſt thee of high Trealon here. 
Gleceft, Well Suffolke, yet thou ſhalt not ſee me bluſh, 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreſt : 
A heart unſpotted, is not cafily daunted. 
The pureſt Spring is not ſofree from mud, 
As lam cleare from Treafonto my Sogeraigne. 
Whocan a&cuſe me ? wherein am I guilty ? 
Torks, "Tis thought, my Lord, 
That you rooke Bribes of France, 
And being Protector, ſtay'd the Souldicrs pay, 
By meanes whereof, his highneſſc hath lolt France. 
Gleceit, Is it but thought fo ? 
Whar are they that thinke it? 
never rov'd the Souidiers of their pay, 
Nor ever had one penpy Bribe from France. 
$0 helpe me God, as I have watchtrhe Night, 
|, Night by Night, in ſtudying good for Englard. 
That Doyt that ere I wrelted trom che King, 
Or any Groat I hoorded to my ule, 
Be brought againſt wc at my Tryall day. 
No: many a Pound of mine owne proper ſtore, 
Becauſe I would not raxe the needy, Commons, 
Have I diſpurſed to the Garriſons, 
And never as\'d for reſtitution. 
(4. It ſerves you well, my Lord, to ſay ſo much. 
Gleceſt. 1 ſay nomore thentrutb, {o belpe me God. 
Torke., In your Proteorſhip, you did deviſe 
Strange Tortures for Oftenders, never heard of, 
That F=2la»d was defam'd by Tyranny. | 
Gloceſt, Why 'tis well knowne, that whules I was Pro- 
Pitty was all the fault that was 1n me ; (teor, 
| For ſhould melt at an Offendorsteares, 
And lowly words were Ranſome for their fault : 
| Vnleſle it were a bloody Murtherer, 
| Or foule telonious Theefe, that ficec'd poore paſſengers, 
never gave them condigne puniſhment. 
Murther indeed, that bloody ſione, I rortur'd 
Above the Felon, or what Treſpas clic. 


But mightier Crimes are lay'd unto your charge, 
| Whereof you cannoteaſily purge your iclte. 


w*_ uf. My Lord, theſe faults are caſie,quickly anfwer'd: 
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 Gleceft, Farxre truer (| 
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I doe arrelt you in his highneſſe Name, 
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinall 
Tokeepe, untill your further time of Tryall. 

King. My Lord of Glocefter, tis my [peciall hope, 
That you will cleare your felte from all ſuſpence, 
My Conſciencetells me you are innocent. 

Gloceſt. Ah gracious Lord, theſe daycs are dangerous : | 
Vertue is choake with foule Ambition, | 
And Charity chas'd hence by Rancours hand ; 
Foule Subornation is predominant, | 
And Equitie exil'd your highncſſc Land. 

I know, cheir Complot is to have my Life : 

And if my death might make this lland happy, 

And prove the Period of their Tyranny, 

I would expend it with ail willingreſle. 

But mine is made the Prologue totheir Play : 

For thouſands more, that yer ſuſpet no perill, 
Will not conclude their plotted Tragedy. 

Beawfords red (parkling eyes blab his hearts mallice, 
And Suffolkes cloudy Brow his ſtormy hate ; | 
Sharpe Buckingham unburthens with histongue, 
The envious Load that lyes upon his heart ; | 
And dogged Torke, that reachesat the Moone, 
Whoſe over-weening Arme I have plackt backe, 
By falſe accuſe doth levell at my life. 

And you, my Soveraigne Lady, withthe reſt, 
Cauſcleſic have lay'd > hs 4 my head, 

And with your beſt cndevour have ſtirr'd up 

My lietelt Liegeto be mine Enemy : 

], all of you have lay'd your heads together, 

My ſelfe had notice of your Conventicles, 

And all to make away my guiltlefle lite. 

I ſhall not want falſe Wtnefſe, to condemne me, 
Nor ſtore of Treaſons, to augment my guilt : 
The _—_ ey ae be well etfeGed, 

A Staffe is quickly found to beat a Dogge. 

(ard, My Li his rayliog is js. An FR 
If thole that care to keepe your Royall Perſon 
From T reaſons ſecret Knite, and Traytors Rage, 
Be _ 7 TO. _ at, . 
And the Offender granted {cope of ſpeech, 

"Twill make them coole in —_ a Grace, 

Suff. Hath he not twit our Soveraigne Lady here 
With ignomintous words, though Clarkely coucht ? 


As if ſhe had ſuborned ſome to ſweare 
Falſe allegations, to 0'rethrow his ſtate. 
Que, I can give the loſer leave to chide, | 


then weant: 11oſe indeed, 
Beſhrew the winners, tor they play'd me falſe, | 
And well ſuch loſers may haveleaveto ſ{peake. 

Back. He'll wreſtthe ſence, and hold us here all day. 
Lord Cardinall, he is your Priſoner. - 

(«d. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure. 

Gloceft. Ah, thus King Henry throwes away his Crutch | 
Before his Legges be hrme to beare his body. 
Thus is the Shepheard beaten from thy fide, 
And Wolves gy ſhall gnew thee firſt, | 
Ah that may feare were falſe, ah that it were ; | 
For good King Hewy,thy decay I feare. Exit GloceIter- 

KingMy Lords,what to your wiſdomes ſeemerb beſt, 

Doe, or undoe, as if our ſelfe were kere. 

2urene: What, will your highnefle leave the Parlia- 
ment ? 

King. 1 Meargeret : my heart is drown'd with griefe, 
Whole floud begins to flowe within mine eyes; 
My body round engyrt withmiſcry: 


For | 
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For what's more miſerable then Diſconrent? mee. Thtice Noble S»fotke, *tis reſolutely ſpoke. 
Ah Vncklc Hamfrey, in thy tace I ſcc S»ff. Not reſolute, except ſo much were done; A 
The Map of Honor, Truth, and Loyalty : For things are often ſpoke, and ſcldome meant, k 
And yet, good Hmmfrey, 15the houre to come, But that my heart accordeth with my tongue, 
That erc1 prov'd thee falſe, or fear'd thyfaith. Seeing the deed is meritorious, 
What lowring Starre now envies thy eſtate ? And topreſerve my Soveraigne from his Foe, 
That theſc great Lords, and Margerer our Queene, Say but the word, and I will be his Pricſt. A 
Doe ſecke ſubverſion of thy harmeleſle Life. Card. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suffolk, B 
Thou never didſt thein wrong, nor no man wrong : Ere you can take due Orders for a Prictt : R 
| Andasthe Butcher takes away the Calfe, - Say you conſent, and cenſure well the deed, L 
And bindsthe Wretch, and beats it when it ſtrayes, And Ile provide his Executioner, A 
Bearing it tothe bloody Slaughter-houſe; I tender fo the ſafety of my Liege. F 
Even {0 remorſclcfle have they borne him hence : S»ff. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing. A 
And asthe Damme runnes lowing up and downe, - * Ynee, Andio fay I. V 
| Looking the way her harmelefſe young one went, Tork, And 1 ; and now we three have ſpokeir, V 
And can doe nought but wayle her Darlings loſlc ; bs $k1ils not greatly who impugnes our doome. V 
Even ſo my (clic bewayles good G/ofters.cale 1 
With ſad unhelpefull teares, and with dimn'deyes ; Enter a Poitc. I 
Looke after him, and cannot doe him good : \ 
| So mighty arc his vowed Encmies. Po. Great Lords, from Ireland am I come amaine, p 
His fortunes I will weepe, and 'twixt cach groanc, To lignthe, that Rebels there are up, | 
Say, who's a Traytor ? Gloter he 15 none. Exit. | And put the Engliſhmen untothe Sword, 1 
Dee, Free Lords: Send Succoeurs (Lords) and ſtopthe Rage berime, \ 
Cold Snow melts with the $uancs hot Beames : Betore the Wound doe grow uncurable; 
Henry, my Lord, is cold in great Afﬀaires, For being greene, therc is great hape of helpe. ) 
Too full of fooliſh pitty : and Glefters ſhew Card. A Breach that craves a quicke expedient ſtop, ; 
Beguiics him, as the mournctull Crocodile W hat counſaile give you in this weighty cauſe ? \ 
W 1:h ſorrow ſnares relenting paſſengers ; Yorke, That Somerſet be fent a Regent thither ; [ 
Or «5 rhe Snake, roll'd in a tiowring Banke, "Tis mect that luckye Ruler be bs oy [ 
Wirth ſhining checker's tlough doth ſting a Child, Witneſle the fortune he hath had in Fr x M0 E 
That tor the beauty thinkes it excellent. Som. It Torke, with all his farre-fet pollicy, [ 
Belceve me Lords, were nonc more wiſe then I, Had beene the Regent there, in ſtcad of me, : 
And yet herein I judge mine owac Wit gocd ; He ngver would have ſtay'd in France ſolong. 
This G/efter ſhould be quickly rid the World, Yorke. No, notto loſe it all, as thou haſt done. \ 
To rid us from the fcare we bave of him- I rather would have loſt my lite betimes , [ 
Card. T hat he ſhould dye, is worthy pollicy, Then bringa burthen of dis-honour home, ( 
But yet we want a Colourtor his death : By ſtaying there 1olong, till all were loſt. | 4 
| *Tis mect he be condemn'd by courſe of Law- Shew me one sk-rre, character'd on thy skinne. by 
S»f. But in my mind, that were no pollicy 4 Mens ficſh preſerv'd fo whole, doe ſeldome winne- j 2 
The King will labour ſtiil ro fave his Lite, Lee. Nay then, this ſparke will prove a raging fire þ 
The Commons haply riſe, to fave his Lite ; It Wind and Faell be brought, to feed it with x ; | 
And yet we have bur triviail argument, No mort, good Torke ; tweet Semerſet be (till. | 
More then miſtruit, that ſhewes him worthy death. Thy fortune, Yorke, hadſtthou beene Regent there t 
—_ » _ by this, avy We = not _ timdyc. Might heply have prov'd farre worle then his. F f 
Suff. Ah Torke, no man alve,lorane as 1. Torke, W har, worſe thei | 
Yoke, "Tis Toke tha hc __ confi inde T7 , hen naught 2 nay, then'a ſhame F 
But my Lord Cardinall, and you my Lord of S»folke, Somerſet, And in the It wi 'F 
Say —_ —_ and ſpeake it from your Soulcs ; i _—_— s ct, GE I | 
Wer*tnotall one, anempty Eagle were ſer, (rd. My Lordof Torke, try what your fortune is. | 
To guard the Chicke from a hungry Kyte, Th'uncivill Kernes of Saba in y nab þ 
As place Duke Hmmfrey tor the Kings ProteRor ? | And temper Clay with blood of Engliſhmen. I 
One. So the poore Chicken ſhould be ſure of death, | To /re/and will you leade a Band fm | 1 
S»f. Madam 'tis tive : and wer't not madneſle then, ColleRted choycely, from cach Cbunty ſome | 
: . , 
To make the Fox ſurve) or of the Fold ? And try your hap againlt the Iriſhmen ? K 
WW ho being accus'da crafty Murthercr, Torke. I will, my Lord, fo plesſc his Majeſty, | 
H1s guult ſhould be but idly poſted over , Swff. Why, our Authority is his conſent, a 
Becauſe his purpoſe is notexecutcd, | And what we doe eltabliſh, he confirmes ; [ 
No : let hith aye , in that heis a Fox, Then, Noble Yorke, take thou this Taskein hand. 
By rature prov'd an Enemy to the Flocke, | + Torke. I am content : Provide me Souldiers , Lords- 
Before his Chaps be ſtayn d with Crimſon blood, Whiles I rake order for mine owne affires. * * 
_ _— oy d by Reaſons to my Liegc. Suff. Acharge, Lord Torke, that I will ce perform'd, | 
| And doe not {taudon Quillets how toflay him : Bur now returne we tothe falſe Duke Humprey. | 
Beit by Gynnes, by Snares, by Subtlery, Card. No more of him : for 1 will deale with him, | b 
Sleeping, or Waking, 'tisno matter hoy, Thathenceforth he ſhall trouble us no more : | 
So he be dead ; for that 15good deceit, Ando breake cf, theday is n+ = : D 
W hich mates him firſt, that firlt intends deccit. Lord S»folke, you and I mult talke of a | 
| —_— hn — Torke. My | 
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Torks. My Lord of S»ffolke, within fouretcene dayes 
AtBriſtow | expet my Souldicrs, 
For there Ile (hip them all for Ireland. 
Suff. Me ſee it truely done, my Lord of Yorks. Exemt. 
Manet Yorke. 

Torke,Now Torke ,or never,ſtcele thy tearfull thoughts 
And c miſdoubrt ro re{olution ; | 
Be that thou hop'ſt ro be, or what thou art; 

Religae to death, it is not worth th'enzoying : 

Let pale-fac't feare keepe with the meanc-borne man , 
And finde no harbor 10a Royall heart, (thought, 
Faſter then Spring-time ſhowres, comes thought on 
And not a thought, but thinkes on Digratys 

My brainc more buſic then the labouring Spider, 
Weaves tedious Snares totrap mine Encanes- 

Well Nobles, well: 'tis politikely done, 

Toſcnd me packing with an Hoalt of men : 

1 feare ine, you but warme the ſtaryed Snake, | 
Who cheriſh in your brealts, will ſting your hearts, 
'Twas men I lackt, and you will give them ime 3 

I take it kindly : yet be wellaflur'd, 

You put ſharpe Weapons ina mad-mans hands. 
Whiles I in /re{andnouriſha mighty band, 

I will ſtirre up in Englandtome blacke Storme, 

Shall blow ten thouſand Soulcs to heaven, or bell : 
And this tell Tempeſt ſhall not ccale torage, 

Vnrill the Golden Circuit on my head, 

Like to the glorious Sunnes tranſparant Beames, 

Dae calme the fury of this mad-bred Flawe. 

And for a miniſter of my intent, 

[ have ſeduc'd a hcad-ttrong Kentiſhman, 

lobs ( ade Ot Aſbford, 

To make Comumcution, 2s tull well he can, 

Vnder the Tile of /obn Aortimer, 

In /reland have | ſeen this ſtubborne (ade 

Oppoſe him(elfe againtt a Troupe of Kernes, 

{ And toughtſo long, till that his chighes with Darts 
| Werealmolt like a ſharpe-quill'd Porpentige 3 

; Andintheend being retcued, | have ſcene 

| Him caper upright, like a wide Mortſco, 

| Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 

Full often, like a ſhag-hayr dcrafty Kerns, 

Hath he converſed with the Enemy, 

And unditcover'd, come to me againe, 

| And grven nts nouce of their Viilanies. 

This devili bere ſhall be my (ubliitnte , 

| For that /obn AZortimer, whichnow is dead, 

; Infece, tagare, in ipeech he corh reſemble. 

' Byrins, I thall perceive the Common: mind, 

' How they affetthe Houſe and Clayme of Yorke. 

y2y he be taken, rackt, and tortured 
| I know, nopaine they can infiit upon him, 


| Will make him fay, I moy'd him rorhofe Armes. 
; Saythar he thrive, as'tis greathke he will, 
| Why then from Ircland come 1 with my ſtrength, 
| And rcape the Harveſt which that Raſcall fow'ds 
! For Humfrey ; being dead, as he ſhall be, 
\nd Hewy put apart ; the next for me. Exit. 
Enter two or three running over the Stage, from the 
| Awrther of Luke Humfrey, 
; 1. Runne to ay Lordot Swfolke : let him know 
| We havediſpatche the Duke, as he commanded. 
| 2+ Oh, that it were todoe ; what have wedone ? 
Didit ever heare a manſo penitent 2 Emter Swffolke. 
1. Heere comes my Lord. 


Suff. Now Sirs, have you diſpatch this thing ? 

I. I, my good Lord, he's dead. 

Suff. Why that's well ſaid. Goe,get you to my houſe, 
I will you for this venturons deed : 
The Kingand all the Peeres are here at hand. 
Have youlaydfaire the Bed ? are all things well, 
According as I gave direQions ? 

1. *Tis, my good Lord, 

Swff. Away, be gone. 


Enter the King, the O eene, (ardinall, Suffolke, 
Somerſet, with Atten- 
| dants. 

King. Goecall our Vackle to ourpreſence ſtraight : 
Say, we intend totry his Graceto day, 
[t he be guilty, as'cis publiſhed. 

Suff. ile call him preſently, my Noble Lord, 

Kmg. Lordstake your places; and I pray youall 
Proceed no ſtraiter 'gainft our Vnckle GloFer, 
Then from true evidence, of poo eſteeme, 
He de approv'd in pradife culpable. 

.Lwee. God forbid any Malice ſhould prevayle, 
That taultlefle may condemne a Noble man: 
Pray God he may acquit him of ſuſpition. | 

King. I thanke thee Nell, theſe wordes content me 


much. 
Enter Suffolke. 
How now? why look'ft thou pale? why trembleſt thou? | 
Whereisour Vnckle? what's the matter, Soffolke? 
Suff. Dead in his Bed, my Lord : Gloſter is dead. 
Onuee, Marry God forfend. | 
Card. Gods {ecret Iadgement :'I did dreame t6 Nighr, | 
The Dake was dumbe, and could nor ſpeake a word. 
Kang ſounds. | 
F Luce, How fares my Lord ? tielpe Lords, the King is 
cad. ' 
Som.Reare up his Body, wring himby the Noſe. 
Lnee. Run,goc,helpe,belpe: Oh Henry ope thine eyes 
Suff. He doth reviue againe, Madam be patient, 
King. Oh heavenly God. . 
Q nee, How fares my gracioas Lord? | 
F Suff. Comtort my Soveraigne, gracious Hewry comes | 
Ore. 
King. W hat, doth my Lord of S«ffekke comfort me ? 
Came he right now to fing a Ravens Noce, 
Whoſecitmall runne beret: my Viral powres z 
And thinkes he, that thechirping of a Wren, 
By crying comfort froma hollow breaſt, 
Can chaſe away the tirit concerved found? 
Hide not thy poylon with fuch fagred words, | 
Lay not thy hands on me : torbeareT fay, 
Their touch aff:ights meas a £.rpents (tg, 
Thou balefall Mefienger, our of my fight : 
Vponthy eye-balls, qurderous Tyranny - 
Sits in grim Majelty, to fright the World. 
Looke not upon me, tor thine eyes are wounding : 
Yer doe not goe away ; come Batiliske. | 
And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight : 
For inthe ſhade of deach, I ſhall find joy ; | 
Inlite, but double death, now Gloſter dead. 
Luce. Why doe you rate my Lord of 5»ffaike thus ? 
Although the Duke was enemy to him, 
Yet he molt Chriſtian-like laments his death ; 
And for my ſelfe, Foe as he wastome, TIO 
Might liquid tcares, or heart-oftending groanes, 


Exemm. 


Exit. 


Or blood-confuming lighesrecall his Lite ; 
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I would be blind with weeping, ſicke with grones, 
Looke pale as Prim-roſe with blood-drinking tighes, 
Andalito havethe Novle Duke alive. 
W hat know I how the world may deeme of me? 
For it is knowne we were but boliow Friends : 
It may bejudg'd I made the Duke away- 
So ſhall my name with Slanders rongue be wounded, 
And Princes Courts be fill'd with wy reproach: 
This get 1 by his death : Aye me unhappy, 
To be a Queene, and Crown'd with infamy. 
King. Ah vice is me tor Gloſter, wretched man. 
Lee. Be woe for me, more wretched then he 15, 
W har, Doſt thou turne away, and hide thy tace ? 
I am no loathfome Leaper, looke on me. 
What ? Artthoulike the Adder waxen deate? 
Be poyſonous too, and kill thy forlorne Queene. 
Isall thy comfort ſhut in Gloiters Tombe ? 
Why then Daine £/raner was nc*re thy joy» 
Erect his Statue, and worſhip it, 
And make my Image but an Alc-houſe ſigne. 
Was I for this nye wrack'd upon the Sea, 
And twice by aukward winds from Englands banke 
Drove backe 2gzime unto my Native Chime. 
What boaded this ? but well forc-warning winde 
Did {eeme tolſay, ferke not 2 Scorpions Nett, 
Nor {et no footing on this unkind Shore. 
What did I then ? But curit the gentle gults, 
And he that Lo00%'d tbem forth their Brazen Caves, 
And bid them blow towards Fng/mnds bleed ſhore, 
Or turne Our Sterne upon 2 dreadfull Rocke ; 
Yet £&olus would not be a murtherer, 
Burleft that hatefull orfice unto thee. 
The pretty vaulting Sca retus'd ro drowne me, 
Knowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'd on ſhore 
With teares as ſalt as Sea, through thy unkindneſle, 
The ſplitting Rockes cowr'd inthe finking ſands, 
And would not daſh me with their ragged fides, 
Becauſe thy flinty heart more hard then they, 
Might in thy Pallace, periſh Ehaver, 
As farre as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffes, 
When from thy Shore, the Tempeſt beate usbacke, 
I ſtood upon the Hatches inthe ſtorme : 
And when the dasky $ky, began to rob 
My carneſt-gaping-light of the Lands view, 
I t ooke a cottly Iewell trom my necke, 
A Heart it was bound in with Diamonds, 
And threw it rowards thy Land : The Sca receiv'a rt, 
And ſol wiſh'd thy body might my Heart : 
And cven wrh this, Toft faire Englands view , 
And bid mine cyes be packing with my heart, 
And ca!l'd thea blind and dusky Spetacles, 
For loſing ken of Aibtons withed Coaft, 
How otten have I eempted Suffolkes tongue 
(T he agent of thy toule inconſtancy ) 
Tor and watchme as Aſcamus did, 
When heto madding Dido would unfold 
His Fathers Acts, commenc'd in burning Troy, 
Am I not witchtlike her? Or thou notfalfe like him ? 
Ave me, Icanno more : Dye Elmer, 


For Henry weepes, that thoa doſt live ſolong. 


Noyſe within, Enter Warwicke, and many 
( ommmons. 


War. It isreported, mighty Soveraigne, 


| That good Duke Hwumfrey Traitcrouſly 1s murdered 


| By Suffolkes, and the Cardinall Beawfords meanes : 
| 


” — 
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The Commons like ana hive of Bees 
That want their Leader, icatter up and downe, 
And care not who they ſting in his revenge- 
My felt have calm'd chele {pleenfull mutiny, 
Vntillthey heare the order of hisdeath. 

King. That be is dead good Warwicke, *tis to0 true, 
But how he dyed, God knowes, not Henry 1 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathleſle Corpes, 
And comment then upon his {odaine death. 

IWarw, That ſhall I doe my Liege : Stay Sa/rbary 


With the rude multitude, till I returne. 
 Kking.Othou that judgeſt all things, ſtay my thoughts: 


My thoughts, thar labour to per{wade my ſoule, 
Some violent hands were laid on Humfryer life ; 
If my ſuſpet be falſe, forgiue me God, 
For judgement oncly doth belong ro thee : 
Faine would I goe to chafe his paly lips, 
With ewenty thouſand kiſlcs, and to draige 
Vpon his face an Occan of ſalt reares, 
Totell my love unto his dumbe deaferrunke, 
And with my fingers fecle his hand, untceling ; 
But all in vatncare thete meane Obſcquies, 

Bed putt forth, 
And to ſurvey his dead and earthly Ioage : 
Whar were it but to make my ſorrow greater ? 


Warw. Come hither gracious Soveraigne, view this 


body. 
Kg. That isto ſee how deeepe my grave is made, 
For with his ſoule fied all my worldly ſolace; 
For iccing bim, 1fce my lite in teak. | 
War. As lurely as my ſouleintendstolive 
With thac dread King that tooke our {tate upon him, 
Toftreeusfrom his Fathers wrathfull curſe, 
I doe bclecue that violent hands were laid 
Vpon the lite of this thrice-tamed Duke. 


Suff. Adreadtull Oath,ſworne with a ſolemne tongue : 


Whar in(lance gives Lord Warwicke for his vow? 

War. Sce hoiv the blood is ſetlcd in his face. 

Otr have I ſcene a timcly-parted Ghoſt, 

Of aſhy ſemblance, meager, pale, and bloodleſle 

Being all deſcended tothe labouring keart, 

Who in the Confli& that it holds with death, 

ArttraQts the fame tor aydance 'gain(t the enemy, 

\W hich with the heart there cooles, and nc're returneth, 
To bluſh and beauritie the Checke againe. 

Bur (ce, his face is blacke, ard full of blood : 

His cyc-balles further out, than when he lived, 
Staring tull gaſtly, like a ſtrangled man : 
His hayre up rear'd, his noſtris ſtretche with ftrughog 
His hands abroad difplay'd, as one that graſpt 

And tugg'd for Life, and was by ſtrength tubdude. 
Looke on the ſheers his haire (you ſee )is ſticking, 

His well proportion'd Beard, maderuffe and rugg 9, 
Liketo the Summers Corne by Tempeltlodged : 

It cannot be but he was murdred heere, 

The leaſt ofall theſe Ggnes wereprobable. 

Suf. Why /Y.arwicke, who ſhould doe the D.to death? 
My ſeltc and Beavford had him in protetion, 

And we, I hope br, are no murtherers. 

War. But both of you were vowed D.Humſrie: death. 
Ar.d you ( tor{ooth) had the good Duke to keepe : 
Tislike you would not fealt tum like atriend, 

And *s wellſcene, he found anenemy. 
«ev, Then You belike ſuſpeR thele Noblemen, 
As guilty of Duke Humfries timelefle death. 


We. 


—Y 


—— mt Cn —_— —_ 


ras... — = DT T_T 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


| 


— — — — 


Jn, 


| |  Theſecond Part of Henry the Sore, 


— — n——— 


' And ſces faſt-by, a Butcher withan Axe, 

' But will ſuſpect, '"rtwas he that made the ſlaughter ? 
| Wha tindsthe Partridge in the Puttockes Nett, 

| Bur may imagiac how the Bird was dead, 
Although the Kyre ſoare with unbloudied Beake ? 


Even ſo ſyſpitious 1s this Tragedy, 


Is Feanford tearm'd a Kyte ? where are his Tallons ? 
S$##. I weareno Knife, to ſlaughter ſlceping men. 
Bur here's a vengefull Sword, rulted with calc, 
That ſhall be {cowred in his rancorous heart, 
| That Gandersme with Murthers Crimſon Badge. 
Say, if thoudar {t, prow'd Lord of Warwick{hire, 
That I am faulty in Duke Hwmf+ yes death. 
| Warw. What daresno; Warwicke, if faile Swffolke dare 
| him ? | Py 
2u+. He dares not calme his contumclious Spirit, 
Nor ccale to be an arrogant Controllcr, 
Though S»foke dare h1m twenty thouſand times. 
weaw, Madam be ſtill : with reverence may 1tay, 
For every word you ſpeake in bis bebalte, 
Is ſlander to your Royall Digmty. 
S»#. Blunt-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanor, 
It ever Lady wrong'd her Lord fo much, 
Thy Mother tooke into ber blamefull Bcd, 
Some ſterne untutor'd Churle ; and Noble Stocke 
Was graft with Crab-tree flip, whoſe Fruit thouart, 
Aud never of the News Noble Race. 
Wow, But thatthe guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 
And I ſhould rob the Dcath*s-man of his Fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of tenthouland ſhames, 
And that my Soveraigncs preſence makes me mild, 
[ would, falſe murd'rous Coward, on thy Knee 
Makethce beg pardon for thy paſſed fperch, 
And fay,it was thy Mother that thou weant'ſt, 
| That thou thy felte waſt borne mn Baſtardy ; 
And after all cls tcarc full Homdge done, 
| Give thee thy kyre, acd thy Soule to hell, 
| Pernictous blood-(ucker of ſleeping men. 
Suf. Thou ſhalt be wakivg, whiic I ſhed thy blood, 
Itfrom this prefence thou dart goc wii h me. 
Www, Away even now, or I willdrag thee hence, 
Vnworthy though thou ait, lic cope with thee, 
Arid doe {one fervice to Dale Hamfreze: Gholt. 
Excunt. 
Kmy.\V hat ſtronger Breit-p'ztc thena heartuntainted? 
Thrice 15 he arm'd, that hath his Quarrell juſt ; 
| And he but naked, though lockt vp in Stecle, 
Whole conlcierce, with myulitice 1s Corrupted, 
A noyſe muhm. 
| Queer What noyſe isthis? = 


———— 


— — 
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| Enter Suffolke and Warwicke, wh the 
| ' Weapon; dranne, 


| Kig, Why how now Lords ? 

{ Your wrathtull Weapons drawne, 

| Herein our preſence? Date you be fo bold ? 

| Why what tumultuous clamor have we here ? 

| Saf. The trayt'rous Warwick, with the men of Bury, 
; *Qall upon ine, mighty Sovcraigne. 


—_ W ho finds the Heyter dead,and bleeding freſh, | Dread Lord, the Commons (cad YOu word by me, 


| They wil by violence teare kim from your Pallace, 
| And torture hum wich grievous lingring death. | 
| They tay, by him the good Duke Hwmfrey dy'de : 


Qs.Are you the Butcher Suffolk? where's your Knite ? | 


_ 


— —— 
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And theretore dee they cry, theugh you forbid, 
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Voleſſe Lord Swffalke ſtraight be doae to acath, 
Or banithed faire E nalands Te:ritoriess 


They fay, in him they teare your Highnedle death ; 
And meerc in{tut of Love and Loyalty, 

Free trom a {tubborne oppolite intent, 

As veing thought to contradict your liking, 

Makes themihus forward in his Baniſhmcnts 

I hey fay, in carc of your moſt Royall Perion, 

That if your Highaciic ſhould intend to flcepe, 
And charge, that nv man ſhould diſturbe your reſt, 
In paine ot your diſli6e, or paine of death ; 
Yernotwithltanding fuch a {trait Edit, 

Were there a Serpent ſcene, whth forked Tongue, 
That ſlyly glyded rowards your Majeſty, 

It were but nzceflary You were wak't: 

Lealt being tutter'd inthar harmelcfle flumber, 

The mortall Worms might make the ſlecpe eternall. 


Thar they will guard you, where you will, or 09, 
From tuch fell Serpents as falle Suffolke is 3 
Wirth whoſe invcnomed and facall ſting, 
Your loving Vackle, twenty times has worth, 
They fay 1s ſhamctully bereft of life. 
Commons with. An Anſwer trom the King, my Lord 
of Sails Ur. 
Suff. *Tis ike the Commons, rude unpoliſht hinds, 
Couid fend fuch Mcflage to their Soveraigne : 
But you,wy Lord, were glad co be imploy'd, 
To ſhew how queint an Orator you are. 
Bur allthe Horwor Salubary hath wonne, 
Is, that he was the Lord Eabaſſador, 
Sent from a fort of Tmkers to the King. 
Within. An ariwer from the King, or wee will ali | 
breasC in. 
Kg. Goe Salubary, and tellthem all from me, 
[ thanke them tor their render loving cate ; 
And had 1 nos beene cited fo by them, 
Yer did 1 purpoſe as they doc ecatreat : 
For fare, my thoughts dee hourely prophecy, 
Miſchance unto my State by Sufolkes meancs, 
And thercfore by his Majeſty 1 twea: c,- 
Whoſe tarre-unworthy Deputy I am, 
He thall not breathe 1afe tion 1 this avre, 
But three dayes longer, on the paine ct dzath. 
Que. Oh Henry, let me pleade for gentle Suffoke, 
Kg. Vngemile Qaeenc, to call him ge::tlc Suffolke- 
No mere | fay : if thou do'it pleade tor tua , | 
Thou wilt but adde encreaſeuno my \W rath. 
Had I but ſaid, 1 would have kept my word ; 
ut when I fwears, it 1$trrevocadle : 
[after three dares ſpace thou here bec"it found, 
Onany ground that I am Ruler of, 
The World (hallnot be Rinfome tor thy Lite. 
Come We wicke, come good Warwicke, goc winhme, 
I have great matrersto 1mpart to thee EX, 
Que. Miſchance and Sorrow gone along wich you, 
Hearts Diſcontent, and fowre Aﬀiction, 
Be pla;-fellowes to keepe you company : 


There's two of you, the Devill made a third, 
Enter Salubury. And three-told Vengeance tend upon your ſteps. 
Sels. Sirs ſtand apart, the King ſhall know your Saf. Ceaſe, gentle Queene, theſe Execrations, 
mind, And letthy S»ffoke take his heavy leave. 
P nee, 
— — _ _ —_——_—— — 
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Lage. Fye Coward woman, and oft hearted wretcb, 
Haſt thou not ſpirit to curſe thine enemy? 

Sf A plague upon them : wherefore ſhould I curſle 
them ? 
Would curſes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone, 
I would invent as bitter ſearching termes, 
As curſt, as harſh,and horrible to heare, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With fall as many ſignes of deadly hate, 
Aslcanc-fac'd envy 1n her loathlume cave. 
My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine carneſt words, 
Mane eyes ſhould ſparkle like the þeaten Flint, 
Mine haire be txt anend, as one diſtraR ; 
I, every joynt ſhould ſeeme to curſe and ban, 
Andeven now my burthen''d heart would breake 
Should 1not curſe them. Poyſon be their drinke; 
Gall, worſe then Gall, the dainticſt that they taſte : 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade, a grove of Cypreſſe Trees : 
Their cheeteſt ProſpeR, murdring Baſiliskes ; 
Their ſofteſt Tonch, as ſmart as Lyzards ſtings : 
Their Muſicke, frightfu!l as the Serpents hifle, 
And boading Screech-Owles, make the Conſort full. 
All the foulc terrors in darke ſeated hell 

Dre. Enough (weer Suffolke,thou torment*it thy {lte, 
And thele dread curſes like the Sunne 'gainſt glaſle, 
Or like an over-charged Gun, recoile, 
And turnes the force of them upon thy ſelte. 

S»ff. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ? 
Now by the ground that I am baniſhi'd from, 
Well could 1 curſe away a Winters night, 
Though ftandingnaked on a Mountaine top, 
Where byting cold would never let grafſe grow, 
Andthinke it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 

Daze. Oh, let me intreat thee ceaſe, give me thy hand, 
That | may dew it with my movrnfull ceares ; 
Nor lect the raine of heaven wet this place, 
Towaſh away my wocfull Monuments. 
Oh, could this kiſſe be printed 1n thy band, 
That thou might'!t thinke upon theſe Dy the Scale, 
Through whom a thouſand fghes are breath'd tor thee, 
So get thee gone, that I may Know my griefer, 
'Tis but ſfurmiz'd, whiles thou art ſtanding by, 
As onethat ſurfers, thinking on a want : 
I will repeale thee, or be wellaſſur'd , 
Adrenture to be baniſhed my ſelte : 
And baniſhed I am, if but from thee. 
Goe, ſpeake not to me; even now be gone, 
Ohgoe not yet. Even thus, two friends condemn'd, 
Embrace, and kiſle, andtake ten thouſand leaves, 
Loather a hundred times to part then dye ; 
Yet now farewell, and farewelllite with thee, 

. Su, Thus is poore S#foketen times baniſhed, 

Once by the King, and three timesthrice by thee. 
'Tis no: the Land I care for, wer't thou hence, _ 
A Wilderneſlz1is populous enough, 
So Saffolke bad thy heavenly company : 
For wv here thou art, there 1s the World it (clte. 
With every ſeverall pleaſure inthe World : 
And where thouart not, Deſolation. 
I can ro more : Livethou to joy thy life; 
My ſ:lte no joy in nought, but that thouliv'ſt, 


Enter Vanx. 


Queer. Whither goes Fanx fo faſt? what newes 1 
prethec ? 


1 — i 


| 


| Why onely Suffolke mourne 1 not for thee ? 


He hath no eyes, the duſt hath blinded them, 


Vaxx. To ſignific unto his Majeſty, 
That Cardiuall Beawford is at point of death : 
For {odainely a greivous fickeneſle tooke him, 
That makes him gaspe, and ſtare, and catch the ayre, 
Blaſpheming God, and curſing men on earth. 
Sometime he talkes, as it Duke Hwmfryes Ghoſt 
Were by his fide : Sometime, he callesthe King, 
And whiſpers to his pillow, as to him, 
Theſecrers ot his over-charged ſoule, 
And 1 am ſent to tell his Majcſty, 
That even now he crics alowd for him. 

Lwee, Goe tell this heavy Meſſage to the King, Erie, 
Aye me ! What is this World ? What newes are theſe? 
But wherefore greeve Iat an houres poore loſle, 
Onnutting Suffolkes exile, my ſoules Treaſure? 


And with the Southerne clouds, contend in tearcs? 
Theirsfor the earths encreaſe; mine for my ſorrowes. 
Now getthee hence,the King thou know'lt 1s comming 
[t thou be found by me, thou art bat dead, 
Suff. IfI depart from thee, I cannot live, 
And inthy ſight to dye, what wereit clle, 
Burt like a plcafant lumber in thy lap? 
Heere could I breath my ſoulec into theayre, 
As milde and gentle as the Cradle-babe, 
Dying with mothers dugge betweene it's lips, 
Where from thy fight, 1 ſhould be raging mad, 
And cry out for theeto c!oſc up mine cyes: 
To have thee with thy lippes tb ſtop my mouth ; 
So ſhould'ſt thou either turnc my flying ſoule, 
Or I thovld breathe it ſo intothy body, 
And then it liv'd in ſweet Elizium. 
To dye by thee, were but to dyc in jeſt, 
From thee to dye, were torture more then death : 
Ohler me ſtay, befall what may befall. 
Lee, Away : Thoughparting be a fretfull corofive, 
It 1s applycd to a deathtull wound. 
To France ſweet Suffolke : Ler ane heare from thee : 
For whereſoever thou art in this worlds Globe, 
Ne have an /rs that ſhall find thee our, 
Swf. 1 goe, 
Dee, Andtake my heart with thee. 
Swf. A Iewell lockt into the wotulſt Caske, 
Tharever did ccnteine athing of worth, 
Even asa fplitted Barke, ſo tunder we : 
This way fall I ro death. 
Lee, This way for me. Exqunt« | 


Enter the King, Saliubmny, and Warwicke, to the 
Cardmall mbed, 


Kamg. How farc's my Lord ? Spcake Beanford to thy 
Soveraignc. 
Ca.Itthou beeſt death,1le givethee Englends Treaſure, | 
Enough to purchaſe 1tuch atother iſland 
Sothou wilt let me live, and feele no paint. | 
King. Ab, what a figne it js of evill life, 
Where death's approach is ſcene ſo terrible. 
War. Beavford, it 1s thy Soveraigne ſpeakes tothee. 
Bean, Bring me unto my Triall when you will. 
Dy'de he not in his bed > Where ſhould he dye? 
Can I make men live where they will or no ? 


_ 
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Oh torture me no more, 1 will confeſle. | 
Alive againe ? Then ſhew me where he is, 
Tle give a thouſand pound to looke npon him, 


— —— _— 


_—_. 
i. —il— 


_Combe| 


rl >> 


— __Qu_w——__ 


=» oy toy =P wg > a». 22> M9 


oy __— _—— 


[ 


———_ 


T he ſecond Part of King Henvy the Sixth. 


137 


—_———— 


Combe downe his haire; looke, looke, it ſtands upright, | 
Like Lime-tw yum catch my winged ſoule : 
Give me ſome drinke, and bid the Apothecarie 
Bring the ſtrong poylon that 1 doch of dim: 

"Poe. Oh thou cternall moover of the heavens, 
Looke with a gentie eye upon this Wretch, 


| The Duke of Suffolke, William «+ 1 Pole, 


Oh beate away the butie medling Fiend, 
Thatlayes ſtrong fiege untothis wretches ſoule, | 
And from his boſome purge this blacke deſpaire« _ 
War. See how the pangs of death do make him grin, 
Sd. Diſturbe him not, let him paſſe peaccably. 
we. Peace to his ſoulr,if Gods good pleaſure be+ 
Lord _ thou _— _ _—_ bliſle, 
Hold up t make ſignall of thy hope. 
He how 2 makes no GetiOh God forgive him, 
War. So bad adeath, arg;ics a monſtrous life. 
Kg. Forbeare to judge, for we are (innersall. 
Cloſe up his eyes, and draw the Curraine cloſe, 
And let us all to Meditation. 


Fight at Sea, Ordenance goes off. 


E xeunt. 


eAlarum. 


Enter Lieutenant, Suffolke, and others. 

Liex. The gaudy blabbing and remorſcfull day, 
Is crept into the boſome ot the Sea : 
And now loud houling W olves arouſe the Tades 
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night : 
Who with their drowtic, flow, and lagging wings 
Cleape dead-mens graves; and from their miſty lawes, 
Breathe foule contagious darkneſſein the ayre: 
Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize, 
For whilſt our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, 
Here ſhall they make their ranſome onthe ſand, 
Or with their blood ſtaine this diſcoloured ſhore. 
Maſter, this Prifoner freely give I thee. 


Andthou that art his Mate,make boote of this : 

The other Walter Whitmore is thy ſhare. 

| 1.Gent, What is my ranſome Maſter, let me know. 

{ Aa. Athouſand Crownes,orelſc lay down your head, 
Mate. And fo much ſhall you give, or off goes yours. 
Liz. What thinke you much to pay 2000.Crownes, 

And beare the name and port of Gentlemen ? | 

Cur both the Villaines throat, for dye you ſhall; 

Thelives of choſe which we haveloſt in fight, 

Be counter-poys'd with ſuch a pettic ſummc. 
1.Gent, lle give it fir, and therefore ſpare wy lite. 

2 Gent, And io will I, and uatnctoie in he, 

' Whum. loſt minecye in laying the prize aboord, 

And therefore to revenge it, ſhalt thou dye, 

| And fo ſhould theſe, if I might have wy will. 

| Lien. Benotlo rafhy take ranſome,ler bim live. 

| Sf. Looke on my George, I am a Gentleman, 

Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ſhalt be payed. 

whe. Andſoam1 : my name is Walter Woitmore. 
How now? why ſtartsthou ? what doth ——— 
Saf. Thy name affrights mein whoſe {ound isdeath: 
| Acunning man did calculate my Birth, 
| And told methat by water 1 ſhould dye : 
Yetler not this make thee be bloody-minded, 

Thy name is Gualcier, being rightly ſounded. 

Vit. Guattieror VVatter, which itis I care not, | 

Never yet did baſe diſhonour blurre our name, 

| But with our ſword we wip'd away the blot. 

| Therefore, when Merchant-like I ſell revenge, 

| Brokebe my ſword, my Armestorneand d, 


— 


| And I proclaim'd a Coward through the world, 


Suf. Stay Fhitmore, for thy Priſoner is a Prince, 


Whut.The Duke of Suffolke, muffled up in ragges? 
Saf. I, but theſe raggs are no part ofthe Duke. 
Liew, But love was never flaine as thu thale be, 
Obſcure and lowſie Swaine,King Henries blood. 
Sf. The honourable blood of Lancaſter 
Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groome: 
Halt thou not kiſt thy hand, and held my ſtirrop ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot -<loth Mule, 
And thought thee happy when I hooke my head. 
How often haſt thou waited at my cup, 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd downe at the boord, 
When | have feaſted with Queene Margorer? 
Remember it, and let ic makethee Crelt-falne, 
I, and alay this thy abortive Pride : 
How in our voiding Lobby haſt thou ſtood , 
And duly waited for my comming forth? 
This hand of chine hath writ in thy behalfe, 
And therefore ſhall it charme thy riotous t 
Whit. Speake Captaine, ſhall I (tab the fc Swain? 
Lies, Firſt let my words ſtab him, as he hath me. 
Swf. Baſe ſlave, thy words are blunt, and ſo art thou. 
Liew. Convey him hence, and on our long boats ſide, 
Strike off his head. Swf. Thoudar'ſt not forthy owne. 
Lien, Poole, Six Pools ? Lord, 
- —_— "_- finke, _— fileh and durt 
roubles the ſilver Spring, where England drinkes : 
Now will I dam up thinks yawning mouth, 
Thy —_— poten of the | wm—_— 
lipst {t the Queene, ſhall {weepethe ground : 
And thou that {mil 'dit ar Duke Humfries death, 
Againſt the ſenſcleſſe windes ſhalt grinin vaing, 
W ho in contempt ſhall hiſſe ar thee againe. 
And wedded be thou tothe H of hell, 
For daringto affyc a mighty Lor 
Vnto the daughter of a worthleſle King, | 
Having neither SubjeR, Wealth, nor Diadem; | 
By diveliſh policy art thou growne grear, 
And like ambnious Syllaover-gor'd, 
With gobbets of chy Mother-bleeding heart. 
By thee eAnios and Maine were fold to France. 1 
The falſe revolting Normans thorough thee, | 
Diſdaineto call us Lord, and Precardie 
Hath flaine theic Governors, ſurpriz'd our Forts, 
And ſent the ragged Souldicrs wounded home: 
The Princcly Warwicke, and the News all, 
Wheſe dreadfull ſwords were never drawne in vaine, 
As hatingthee, and riſmg up in Frames. 
And now the Houle of Yorke thrult fromthe Crowne, 
By ſhamefull murcher of a guiltleſlc King, 
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 
Burnes with revenging fire, w hoſe hopetull colours 
Advance our halfe-tac'd Sunne,ſtriving to ſhine ; 
Vnder the which is writ, /nnitu nubibus. 
The Commons heere in Kentare up inarmes, 
And to conclude, Reproach and Beggerie, 
Is creptinto the Pallace of our King, 
And all by thee : away convey him hence. - | 
Suf. O that I were aGod, to theot forth Thunder 
Vpon theſe paltry, ſervile, abjeRt Drudges : 
Small things make baſe men proud. Thus Villaine heere, 
Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threats more 


Then the 
Drones ſucke not Eagles blood, but rob Bee-hives ; 
It is impoſſible that I ſhald dyc 
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By ſuch alowly Vaſlall as thy ſelfe. | 
Thy words move Rage, and not remorſe inme : 
I goe of Meſſage from the Queene to France : 
l charge thee waft me ſafely crofſe the Channel, 
Lies. Water : W. Come Suffolke, I muſt wattthee 
to thy death. 
Suf. Gelidus timor oocupat artw, it is thee I feare. 
Wal. hon ſhalt have cauſeto feare before 1 leave thee. 
W hat, are ye danted now? Now will yeltoope? = 
1. Geat. My gracious Lord intreat him,ſpeak him fair. 
Suf. Suffolkes Imperiall tongue is ſterne and rough ; 
Vs'd tocommand, untaught to pleade for favour. 
Farre be it, we ſhould honour {uch as theſe 
With humble ſuite : no, rather let my head 
Stoope to the blocke, then theſe knees bow toany , 
Save tothe God of heaven; and to my King; 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody pole, 
Then ſtand uncover'd to the Vulgar Groome- 
True Nobility, is exempt trom teare ; 
More can | beare, then you dare execute. 
Lies. Hale him away, and let him talke no more ; 
Come Souldiers, ſhew what cruelty ye can. 
Sf. That this my death may never bc forgot. 
Great men oft dye by vide Bezonians. 
A Romane Sworder, and Bandetto flave 
MurJer'd ſweet Tully. Brutus Baltard hand 
Stab'd Inliw Ceſar, Savage Iflanders 
Pompty the Great, and S»folke dyes by Pyrats. 
Exu Walter with Sufolke, 
Lieu, And as for th:ſe whoſe ranſome we have ict, 
It is our pleaſure one of them depart; 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go, 
Erit Liemtenant, and the reſt. 
CA ane the firft Gem, Onter Wakter with the body. 
Wal. There let his head, and livelefle bodie lye, 
Vnrtill the Queene his Miſtris bury it. Exu Watrer. 
1.Gent, O barba ous and bloudy ſpeRtacle, 
His body will I beareuntotbe King ; 
If hz revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 
So will the Qucene, that living, held him deere. Exit. 
Enter Bents , and Tobn Holland. 


Benis, Come and gettheca ſword , thongh made ofa 
Lath, they have bene up thele two dayes. 

Hel. They havethe morcenecde to ſleepe now then: 

Benz, | tell thee, lacke Cade the Cloathicr, meanes to 
drefle the Common-wqgglh, and turne it , and fct a nevw 
nap upon 1t.. | 

Het. So he had need, 'tis thred-bare. Well, I fay, 
it waSnever merrie world in England , fince Gntlemen 
came up. 

Beuis, O miſerable Age : Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafts men, 

Hel. The Novilitie thioke ſcorne to goe in Leather 
Aprons. 

Benu, Nay more, the Kings Councell are no good 
W orkemen. ; 

Hel. True: and yet it is faid, Labour inthy Vocati- 
on : which is 85 muchto ſay,as let the Magiſtrates be 1a- 
bouring men, and therefore ſhould we be Magiſtrates. 

Bews, Thon haſt hit it: for there's no better ſigne of a 
brave minde, then a hard hand. 

Hol. | » Ice them ; There's BeftrSonne, the 
Tanner mgham . 

Zen, He thall have the skinnes of our enemies , to 


| — — - 


| make Dogges Leather of, 

Hel. And Dicke the Butcher, 

Zemis, Then is (in ſtrucke downe like an Oxc, and inj- 
quities threate cut like a Calfe. 

Hol. And Smith the Weaver. 

Zes, Argo, their thred of life is ſpun. 

Hol. Come, come, let's fall in with chem. 


Drumme. Enter Cade, Dicke Butcher, Smith the Weaver, 
and « Sawyer with infinite ntmber 5. 


Jah We lobn (ade, fo term'd of our ſuppoſed Fx 
ther. 

But. Orrather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings. 

Cade, For our nm_—_ ſhall faile before us, inſpired 
with the ſpirit of putting down Kingsand'Princes. Com- 
mand ſilence. 

Bat. Silence, 

{ ade. My Father wasa Mortimer. 

Eur. He wasan honeſt man, and a good Bricklayer. 

Cade. My mother a Plantagener. 

Butch. 1 knew her well, ſhe was a Midwife. 

Cade. My wife deſcended of the Lacies. 
| But. She was indeed aPedlers daughter and ſold many 

CCS» 

Weaver, Butnow of late, not able to travdl with her 
furr'd Packe, ſhe waſhes buckes here at home. 

{ ade. Therefore am I of an honorable houſe. 

Bm. I by my faith the ficld is honoutable , and there 
was he borne, under a hedge : for his Father had never a 
houſe but the Cage. 

Cage. Valiant I am. 

Weaver, A muſt needs, for beggery is valiant. 

(ade. 1 am able to endure much. 

But. No queſtion of that : for I have ſeene him whipt 
three Marker dayes together. 

Cade, 1 feare neither ſword, nor fire. 

Wea. He need not feare the ſword, for his Coateisof 
proofe. 

But. But methinkes be ſhould ſtand in feare of fire,be- 
ing burnt i'th hand for ſtealing of Sheepe. 


Cade, Be brave then, for your Capraine is Brave , and 
Vowes Reformation, There ſhall be in , ſeven 
balte peny Loaves ſold for a peny : the three hoop'd pot, 
ſhall have ten hoopes,and I will make it Fellony to drink 
{mall Bcere. All the Realme ſhall be in Common, and in 
Cheapfide ſhall my Palfrey gotografle : and when I am 
King, as King 1 will be. 

All. God fave your Majeſtic. 

Cade. Ithanke yon good people. There ſha!l bee no 
mony, all ſhalleate ard drinke on my ſcore , and I will 
apparrell them all in one Livery, thatthey may agreelike 
Brothers,and worſhip me their Lord. 


But, The firſt thing we do, let's kill all the Lawyers. 
Cade, Nay, that I meene todo. Is notthis alaments- | 
ble thing, that of the skinofan innocent Lambe ſhould | 
be made Parchment ; that Parchment bring ſcribeld ore, | 
ſhould undoc a man. Some ſay the Bee ſtings, butl ſay, | 
'tis the Bees wax : for 1 did but fealeonce to a rhing, and | 
I was never tmy owne man fince. How now? Who's 
There ? 4 

Emer a Clarke. 
Weaver. TheClearke of Chatram ; hee can write and | 
reade, and caſt accotnpr. 


Cade. O monſtrous! 
ea. Wetooke him ſetting boyes Coppies. 
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Cade. Here's 2 Villaine., 
Wea. Hy's a Booke in his pocket with red Letrers int. 
Cade, Nay then he 1s a Conjurer. | 

But. Nay, he can make Obligations,and write Court 

hand. 
Cade. lam ſorry for't: The man isa proper man of 
mine Honor ; unicfle 1 finde him guilty, he ſhall not dic. 
Come hither firrah, I muſt examune thee : Whar 1s thy 
name ? 

Clearke. Emannell. 

But. They uſe to write it onthe top of Letters : "Twill 
go hard with you. 

Cade. Let me alone : Doſt thou uſeto write thy name? 
Or haſt thou a marke tothy ſelfe, like an honelt plain 
dealing man ? | 

Clarke. Sir I thanke God, I have bin ſo well brought 
up,that I can write my name, LOOP 

Al, He hath confelt : away with him: he is a Vallaine 
and a Traitor, 

Cade. Away with hia I ſay ; Hang him with his Pen 
and Inke-horne about his necke, 

Exit one with the Clearke 
Enter Michael. 

Miz, Where's our Generall ? 

Cade. Hcere 1 am thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly Aly fly Sir Humfrey Stafford and his vrother 
arc hard by, with the Kings Forces. 

Cade. Stand villaine, ſtand, or Ile feil thee downe ; he 
ſhall be encountred with a man as good as himſeite. He 
is but a Knight, is a? 

Mich. No, 
Cade. To cquall him I will make my felfe a knight pre- 
ſently ; Riſe up Sir /obn Aortimer, Now have at him. 


Enter Sir Humfrey Stafford, and bis Brother, 
with Drum and Soldiers. 


Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filthand ſcum of Kent, 


Mark'd for the Gallowes ; Lay your W expons downe, 
| Home eo your Cottages : forlake this Groome. 
| The King is merciful, if you revolt, 
| Bro, But angry, wrathtull, and inclin'd to blood, 
| It you go forward ; therefore yeeld, or dye. | 
Cade. As for theſe filken-coatcd ſlaves I paflenot, 
[tist0 you good people, that I ſpeake, 
Over whom (ia timeto come) I hope to reigne ; 
For I am rightfull heyre unto the Crowne. 
Siaf, Villaine, thy Father was a Playtterer, 
Andthou thy ſelfe a Sheareman, artthou not ? 
| (ade. And Adaw was 2 Gardiner- 
Fro And what of that ? 
(ade, Marry,this Edmond (Aortimer Earle of March, 
marriedthe Duke of Clarence daughter, did he not? 
| Stef. I far. 
Cade, By her he had two Childrenat one birth, 
| Ers, That's falſe, 
(ade. 1, there's the queſtion ; Bur I fay, tis true : 
Theeldcrof them being pur to nurle, 
| Was by a begger-woman ſtolne away, 
; And ignorant of his birth and parentage, 
| Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age. 
His fonne am T, deny it.if you cau. 
| But. Nay, tis tootrue, therefore be ſhall be King, 
; Wea, Sir,he made a Chimney in wy Fathers houle, and 
the brickes are alive at this day to teſtiie it; therefore 


| deny itnor, 


| 


: 
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Staf, And will yeu crevieths bate Druiges Wordes , 


that (peakes he knowes not what? 

el. I marry will we, therefore get you gane. 

Bro. Tacke Cade, the D. of Yorke hach taught you this. 

Caae. He lyecs, for linvented it my (elte. Gotoo Sir- 
rah, tell the King trom me, that tor luis Fathers fake Hen - 
rythe ift, (in whole time COYeES WENT £9 Span-Counter 


| tor French Crownes ) I am content he (hall rei2ne, but lic 
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be Proteor over him. 

Butcher, And turthermore wee'le have the Lord Sazes 
head,for (elling the Dukedome of Matre. 

(de. And g00d reaton : for thereby is England main'd 
And faineto goe with a ſt1tfe,but that my puittance holds 


| It up, Fellow-Kings, Itell you , that thar Lord Say hath 


gclded the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch: and 
more then that,he can ſpeake French, aud theretorc he is 
a Traitor, 

Stef. O grofſe and miſerable ignorance. 

Cade. Nay anſwer » you can: The Frenchmen are onr 
enemies : go toothen: I ask bur this : Can he that ſpeaks 
with thetonye gf an enemy, be a good Councellour , or 
no? 

All. No, no,and therefore wee'l have his head. 

Bro, Wcll, iceing gentle words will not prevayle, 
Aflayle them withths Army of the King. 

Stef. Hera'd away and throughout every Towne, 
Proclaime them Traytors tharare up with Cade, 

That thofe which ilye before the battell ends, 

May evenintheir wives and Childrens fight, 

Be hang'd up for example at their doores : 

Andyoa thatbe the Kings fricnds tollow me. Exit. 

Cade. And youthat love the Commons follow me :; 
Now ſhew your felves men, 'tisfor Liberty. 

We willnotleave one Lord, oce Gentleman : 
Spare none, bur ſuch as go inclouted ſhooen, 

For they are thiifryhoneſt mcn,and ſuch 

As would (but that they Care not) rake our parts. 

But. They are are all in order, and march toward us. 

Ced:. Bitthenare we in order, when we arc moſt out 
of order, Come, march torward. 


Ala wms to the fight, whereinboth the Staffards ave laine. 
Enter Caie and thereft. 


Cade. W herc's Dicke, the Butcher of Aſhford ? 

Bur. Acere (ir. 

(ade. They fell before thee like theepe and Oren, and 
thou behaved {trhy lelto, as it thou haatl be cne 1n rhine 
owne Slaughter-boute;Theretorethus wil I rervard thee, 
the Lent (hall bee as long againe 25 tt 1s, and thou thalt 
have a Licenſeto kill fora hundred lacking onc. 

Bat. | delire no more. 

{ade. Andto ſpeake truth, thou deſerv'{t nolefſe. 
This Monument of the victoric will 1 beare , and the ho- 
dics ſhall be dragg'd at my horte heeles, till I cocome ro 
London, where we will have the Mators {word born bc- 
fore us. 

Znt, If we meaneto thrive ,and do good, breake open 
the Gaoles, and let out the Pritoners. 


Cade. Feare not that 1 warrant thee. Come,lct's march | 


towards London. Exemnt, 
Enter the King with a Supplication,and the © nerne with 5 uf- 
folkes bead, the Duke of Buckingham, and the 
Lord Say. 
2 weene. Ofc have 1 heard that greete ſoftens the mind, 
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FI makes it fcarefull and degenerate, And theretorc am I bold and reſolute. Een: 
Thinke therefore on revenge. and ceale tro weepe. | | 
But who can ceaſe to weepe, and looke on this? | Emter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter; 


Here may his head lyc on my throbbing brelt : two or thee Citizens below, 


But where'sthe body that I ſhould 1anorace? | 
Buc. What anſwer makes your Grace tothe Rebells Scales. How now? Is Lacke { adeflaine ? 


Supplication ? I.{*. No my Lord, nor likely to be Nlaine: 

K mne. le ſend ſome holy Biſhop to intreate ; For they have wonne the Bridge, 
For God forbid,ſo many {1mple ſoules Killing all thoſe that withſtand them : : 
Should periſh by the Sword. And | my ſclfe, The L. Maior craves ayd of your Honor from the Toyer 
Rather then bloody warre ſhall cut them ſhort, To defend the City trom the Rebels, . 


Will parly with /acks (adethcir Generall. Scales. Such ayd as I can ſpare you ſhall command, 
But (tay, le reade it over once againe. But I am troubled hecre with them my {clfe., 
2x. Ahbarbarous villaines : Haththis lovely face, T he Rebels have aſlay d to winthe Tower. 
Rul'd like a wandring Plannet over mC, But get you into Smithfield and gather bead, 
And could it not inforcethem to relent , And thither I will ſend you IMathew Goffe, 
That were unworthy to bchold the fame? Fight for your King, your Country,and your Lives, 


King. Lord $9, lacks Cade hath ſworne to have thy | Andſofarewell, for I mult hence againc. E xennt, 
head. 
S$ey.I, bot I hope your Highneſle (all have his. Enter Iache Cade and the reſt and firikes bis 


Kmo. How nov Madam ? ſtaffe on London ſtone, 
Stii lamenting and mourning for Sufrolkes death ? 
I feare me( Love) itthat 1 had becne dead , Cade. Now is Aortimer Lord of this City, 
Thou would'it nor haltc have mourn'd fo much for me. And hecre litting upon London Stone, 
2s, No my Love, I ſhould not mourne, but dye for I charge and command, that of the Citics coſt 
thee. ; The piſſing Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine 
The fir{t yeerc of our raigne, 

And now henccforward it ſhall be Treaſon forany, 
King. How now 2 What newes>2 W hy com'ſt thou in | That calies me otherthen Lord Aortemer, 


— 


FP 
Enter a MM: {[enger, 


—_— _ 


ſuch haftc > Enter 4 S$ouldtry running. 

eſ. The Rebels are in Southwzrke : Fly my Lord: | Sonl. Tacke Cade, lacke (ade. 
Hacke Cade proclaimes himſclte Lord Aortrmer, | Cade. Knecxe him downethere. They kill im, 
Deſcended trom the Duke of {7arexce houtc, | But, 1t this Fellow be wiſe, heel never call yee Jacke 
And calls your Grace Vſurpcr, openly, ; Cade more, I thinke he hatha very faire warning. 
And vowcs to Crowne himſcltc in Weſtminſter. ' Drche. My Lord, there's an Army gathered together 


His Army 15 a ragged multitudc in Smithficld. 
Of Hinds end Pezants, rude and mercileſic : Cate, Come, then let's go fight withthem : 
Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death, [ But fir{t, go and ſet London Bridge on fre, 
Hath given them heart and courage to proccede : | And if you can, burne downe the Tower too. 
All Scholicrs, Lawicrs, Court'crs, Gentlemen, | Ccmc, let's away. Exennt omnes. 
They call t'1{e Catterpillcrs, and intend their death. | 
Km.Oh gracelcile men : they know not what they do. | eAlarums. Mathew Goffe is [laine, and all the ret. 
Buck. My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, | Then enter lackeCad:, with his Company , 
Vnrill a power be rais'd to put them downe. | 
Os. Ah were the Duke of Suffolke now alive, ; Caae. Sofirs: now go {ome and pull down the Savoy: 
Thelc Kentiſh Revels ſhould be ſoone appeas'd. ' Others to'th Innes of Court, downe with them all. 
Kino. Lord ſav, the Traitor hatethee, | Sat. I have a ſuit unto your Lordſhip. 
Theretoreaway with usto Killino2worth* \ Cade, Beit a Lordſhippe, thou ſhalt have it for that 
Say. So might vour Graces perſon bein danger : word. 
The 1:ghr of mc 1s odious 1n their eyes; ' B8mt, Onclythat the Lawes of England may come out 
Anc thereforc inthis City will I itay, of your mouth , 
And !tve alone as {ecret as i may. lobn. Maſſe twill be ſore Law then, for he was thruſt 
in the mouth with a Speare, and 'tis not whole yet. 


Enter another 1eſſenger, Smuhb, Nay Tobn,it will be ſtinking Law, tor his breath 
{tinkes with toſted Cheeſc. 
CAMeſſ. Tacke Cade bath gotten London-bridge Cade, I have thought upon it, ir ſhall bee ſo, Away, 
The Cirizens 'yc him god torſake their houſes: burne all the Records of the Realme, my mouth ſhall bee 
The Raica!! people, thirſting after prey, | the Parliament of England. 


loyne with the Traitor, and they joyntly ſweare lobn, Then we are like to have biting Statutes | 
Ta {DOViC $4 Ciry R and Your Roz all Court. Vnleſlc his teeth be pull'd our. 
Bue, Thenlinzcr not my Lord, away, take horſe. Cade. And hcice-forward all things (hall be 1n Com- 


King. Come Hargarer,Goud our hope will ſuccour us. | mon. Emer a Heſſenger, 

Ln. M- hape 1s gone, now Suffolke is deceaſt.  _ CAMef. Ny Lord, 4 prize, a prize, heeres the kord Sn, 
K197, barowell my Lord, truſt notro Kentiſh Rebels. | which ſold rhe Townes in France, Hethat made uspa 
mr. Tru't no body tor feare you be betraid, one and tiyentic Fiftcenes, and one ſhilling to the pound, 
Say. The trult I have, is in ounce innocence, the lait Sublidic. 


| Enter 


——— ' ! 
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Enter George with the Lord Say. 


Cade. Well , heſhallbe beheaded for it tentimes : 
Ah chou $7, thou Surge, nay thou Buckram Lord,now 
art thou within point-blanke of our Iuriſaiaion Regall. 
What canſt thou anſwer to my Majelſty,for giving up of 
Normandie unto Mounlier Bafimecs, the Dolphin of 
France? Be it knowne untothee by thele prefence,cven 
the preſence of Lord Aferrimer , that 1 am the Beeſome 
that muſt ſweepe the Court cleane of ſuch filth as thou 
art : Thou haſt moſt traicorouſly corrupted the youth of 
the Realme,in erecting a Grammar Schoole: and where- 
as before, our Fore-fathers had no other Bookes but the 
Score and the Tally,thou halt cauſcd printing to be us'd, 
and contrary to the King, his Crowne, and Dignity,thou 
haſt buile a Paper-Mill. It willbee proved tothy Face, 
that thou haſt men about thee , that uſually ralke of a 
Nowne and a Verbe, and ſuch abominable wordes , as 
no Chriſtian care can endure to heare- Thou haſt appoin- 
ted Luſtices of Peace,to call poore men before them , a- 
bout matters they were not ableroanſwere. Moreover, 
thou haſt put them in priſon , and becauſe thy could not 
reade, thou haſt hang'd them, when (indecd) onely for 
that cauſe they have beene moſt worthy to live. Thou 
doſt ride on a foot-cloth, doſt thou not ? 

Say. What of that ? 

Cade. Marry, thou vught'ſ natto letthy horſe weare 
a Cloake, when honeſter men then thou go intheir Hole 
and Doublets. | 

Dicke. And worke in their ſhirt too, as my ſelfe for cx- 
ample, that am a butcher. 

$9. You men of Kent. 

Dic, What fay you of Kent, 

Say. Nothing but this : 'Tis bonaterre, mala gens. 

Cade, Away with him,away with him, he ſpeakes La- 
tne. 

Say. Heare me but ſpeake , and bearc me wher'e you 

wall : 
Kent inthe Commentaries («/#r writ, | 
[sterm'd the civel'ſt place of all this Iſle : 
Sweet is the Country, becauſe full of Riches, 
The People Liberall, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 
Which makes me hope thou artnot void of pitty» 
| fold not Adame, I loft not Normandis, 
Yetto recover them would loſe my lite : 
luſtice with favour have I alwayes done, 
Prayers and Teares have mov'd me, Gifts could never; 
When have I ought exactedar your hands ? 
Kent to maintaine, the King, the Realme and you, 
Large gifts have | beſtow'd on learned Clearkes, 
Becaule my Booke preferr'd me tothe King. 
Ard (ceing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we fiye to heaven, 
Vnkſſe you be poſleſt with divelliſh ſpirits, 
| Youcannot but forbeareto murther me : 


This Tongue hath parlicd unto Forraigne Kings 
For your behoofe. 
Cade, Tut, when ſtruck'ſtthou one blow in the field ? 
Say, Great men havereaching hands:oft have I ſtruck 
Thoſethat I neve ſaw,and then dead. 
Bn O monſtrous Coward} W hat, to come behinde 
es 
Sa7.Theſe cheeks are pale with watching for 
bros ve hima God chat af ul 
2gUne, 


— —————— 


| Say. Long fitting to determine poore mens cauſes, 


| 


: 


and ſtrike off his head , aud bringthem both upon two 
poles hither. ON Ks 


God ſhould be fo obdurate as your ſelves ; 
How would it fare with your departed ſoules ? 
And therefore yet relcnt, and fave my life. 


a maid be anrzied, but ſhe ſhall pay ro me her Mayden - 


Hath made me full of ſickneſle and dilcales. 
Cade, Ye ſhall have a hempen Candle then, & the help 
of a hatchet; 

Dicks, Why doſt thou quiver man? 

$4). The Pallic,and not feare provokes me. 

(ade. Nay he noddes at us ,as who ſhould ſay, Ile be 
even with yous Ile ſee if his head will ſtand [teddier on 
a pole, or no ; Take him away and behead him. 

Soy. Tell me: wherein have I offended moi ? | 
Havel atteQtcd wealth, or honor 2 Speake: 

Are my Chelts hili'd up with extorted Gold ? 

Is my appar:ell lumptuousto bchold ? 

Whom havel injur'd, that ye fecke my dearh? 
Theſc handsare tree from guiltleiſe blooeſhedding, 
This brelt from hacbouring toule deceitfull thoughts, 
O let me live. 

Cade; i fecleremorſe in my ſelfe with his words : but 
Ile bridle it: he ſhall dyz, and it be but for picading ſo 
well tor his life. Away with him, he ha's a Familiar un- 
der h1s Tongue, he ſpeake not a Gods name. Goe, rake 
him away 1 {ay,ard (trike oft his head preſently and then 
breake into his Sonne in Lawes houſe , Sir /ames Cremer, 


Al. It ſhall be done, 
$43. Ah Countrimen; If when you make your prai'rs, 


Cade. Away with him, and do as Icommand ye : the 
roudeſt Peere in the Realme , ſhall not wearea head on 
ſhoulders, unlefle he pay me tribute : there ſhail not } 


head cre they have it ; Men (lall hold of mee in Capite. 
And we charge and command, that their wivesbe as free 
as heart can wiſh, or rongue can tell. 

Dicks. My Lord, 
When ſhall we go to Cheapſide, andtake up commodi- 
ties _—_ billes ? 

Cage, Marry preſently, 

Ab. O drave. 

' Enter one with the bead;. 


————— 


Cage. But is not this braver : | 
Let them kiſle one another: For they lov'd well | 
Whenthey werealive. Now partthein againe, | 
Leaſtthey conſult abour the giving up 

Of ſome more Townes in France, Soldiers, | 
Deferre the ſpoyle of the Cititie untill night ; 
Fevwietobems before us, in ſeed of Maces, | 
Will we ridethrough the ſtreets,and at every Corner 
Have them kiſſe. Away. Ex. 


eAlarum, and Retreat. Enter againe (ads, 
and all bu rabblement. | 


Cade. Vp Fiſh-ſtreete; downe Saint Magnes corger, 
kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames : 


Sound a parie). | 


What noyſe is this I heare ? 

Dare any be ſobold to ſound Retreat or Parley 
When I command them kill ? 

s A 


——_—— 
W__ 


s; Enter |* 


—— -———— 
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142 = The ſecond Part of King Henry the Sixt. 
| Follow me ſouldiers, wee'l deviſe a meane, 
Enter Buckingham, and ol1 Clifford. | ; To reconcile youall unto the King. Exenm omne;, 
Buc. I heerethey be, that dare and will diſturb thee: | 
Know Cade, we come Ambaſſadors tromthe King | Sound Trumpets. Enter King, 2 neene, and 5 
Vnto the Commons, whom thou haſt milled, | Somerſet on the T arr as. | (w' 
And heere pronounce tree pardon to them all, | : | Ih 
That will forſake ther, and go home in peace. | K&mg. Was ever Kingthat joy'dan earthly Throne, the 
(if. Whar ſay ye Countiimen, will yerelent ; Andcould command no more content then 1 ? it 1 
And yeeld to mercy, whil't *ris oftered you, | No fooner was I crept out of my Cradle, | __ 
Or lcta rabble leade you to your deaths, Bur I was madea King, at nine moneths olde. [c 
W ho loves the King, and will imbrace his pardon, | Was never ſubject long'd to be a King, PIC 
Fling up his cap and {ay ,God fave his Majellie; | AsI dolongand wiſh tobe a SubjeRt. | a 
Who hateth him, and honoxs not his Father, | Sal 
Henry the fift, that made all France to quake, Enter Buckingham and Chfford. | a5 
Shakc he his weapon at us, and paſle by, : | and 
All. God fave the King, God lave the King, Bac, Hcalth and glad tydings to your Majeſty. | chi 
Cade, What Buckingham and Clifford are yeſo brave? Km, Why Buckingham,is the Trator Cade {urpris'd? in; 
And you baſe Pezants,doe ye beleeve him,will you needs | Oris he but retir'd tomake him ſtrong ? 
be hang'd with your Pardons about your neckes? Hath | 
my {word theretore broke thre gh London gitcs, thar * E mer Cnultitndrs with Hatter! about ther | l 
you ſhoulelcave me at the whutc-heart in Southwarke- N eches, Ar 
I thought ye would never have givenout theſe Armes til | Th 
you had revovered your ancient Freedome : but youarc Clif. He 1s fled my Lord, and all his powers do yeeld, Cc 
all Recreants and Daltards, and delightto live in flaverit | And humbly thus with halters on their neckes, [ 
to the Nobility. Let thea breake your backes with bur» | Expect your Highneſlce doome of life, or death. Ot 
thers, take your houſes over your heads , raviſh your | Kg. Then heaven et ope thy everlaſting gates, Wu 
Wives and Daughters before your taces. For me, I will | To cntertaine my vowes of thankes and praiſe. Ar 
make ſhift tor vac, and (0 Gods Curiic light uppon you | Souldiers, this day have you redeem's your lives, ( 
| all, And ſhew'd how well you love yonr Prince & Country: for 
| Al. Wec'l foilew Caae, Continae ſtill in this ſo good a minde, Vi 
Wee'l follow Cade. And Henry though he be infortunare, of 
Clif. Is Cad: the fonne of Hemry the itt, Aſlure your {elves will never be unkind : | th 
{ That thus youdo exclaime you'lgo with him. And fo with thankes, and pardon to youall, ith 
| Will he conduc you throughthe heart of France, I dodifmiſle you to your ſeverall Countries. 
And makethe mcancft of you Earles and Dukes ? All, God fave rhe King, God fave the King, | 
Alas, hc hath no home, no place to flyg too : ls 
Nor knowes he how toltive , but by the {poyle, Enter a Meſſenger. Al 
Vnleſle by robbing of your Friends, and us. Meſ. Pleaſe it your Grace to be advertiſed, | C 
Wer't nota ſhame, that whilſt you live at 1arre, The Duke of Yorke is newly come from Ireland, Br 
The feartull French, whom you late vanquiſhed | And witha puiſſant anda mighty power 
Should mak<ca {tart ore-{cas, and vanquiſh you? | Of Gallow-glaſſes and ſtout Kernes, | br 
Me thinkes alreadic 11 this civill broyle, ! Is marching hitherward in proudarray, W 
L icethem Lording it in London ſtreets, | And ftillproclaimeth as he comes along, h 
Crying V:liago unto all they mecte. His Armies are onely to remove from thee | _ 
Better ten thouſand baſe-borne Cages miſcarry, The Duke of Somerſet, whom he tearmes a Traitor, 
Then you ſhould ſtoopec unto a Frenchmans mercy. King. Thos ſtands my tate, *twixt Cade and Yorke T 
To trance, to France, and get what you havelolt : diſtreſt, I 
Spare England, for it 15 your Native Coalt: Like toa Ship, that having,ſcap'da Tempeſt, | Q 
Hem hath mony, you are ſtrong and manly ; Is ſtraight way claimd, and boorded with a P yrate, & 
God on our (ide, doubt not of ViRorie, Butnow is Cade driven backe, his men dilpierc'd, N 
eAll. A Clifford, a Clifford, And now is Yorke in Armes,to ſecond him, L 
Wce'l to'low the King and Chftord. | pray thee Buckingham go and meet him, T 
Cage. Was ever Feather fv lightly blowne too & fro, | Andaske him what's the reaton of theſe Armes : v 
asthis multitud:?The name of Henry the fift,hales them | Tcll him, Ile ſend Duke Edwwwndto the Tower, | - 
toun hundred miſchiefes, and makesthem leave mede- | And Semerſes we will commit thee thither, I 
folate. 1 ice them lay their heads together to ſurprize | Vntill his Army be diſmiſt from him- [4 
me. My {word make way tor me,for hecre isno ſtaying: Semerſet. My Lord, | [l 
in deſpight of the divels and hell, have through the verie | Ile yeeld my ſeite ro priſon willingly, | 
aniddelt of you,and heavens and honor be witneſle, that | Or unto death, to do my Countrey good. | ry 
no want ot retolution in mee, but onely my Followers K mg. In any caſe, be not too rough intermes, , 
baſe and ignominious trexſons, make me betake mee to | For he is fierce, and cannot brooke hard __ , 
my heeles. \ Exu. Bc. 1 will my Lord, and doubr nut foro , | » 
Buck. What, is he' fled ? Goſome and follow him, As all things ſhall redound unto your good. | 
And he that brings his head unto the King, King* Come wite, let's in, and learne to governe better, 
| Shall have athoutand Crownesfor his reward. For yer may England curſe my wretched reigne. 
Exennt ſonve of them, E _ | 
wiey | 


—  —— — — 
mm —_— _. 


— —_—_——— 


—— 


| broach'd, and beard thee to» Looke on me well , 1 have 
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Emer ( ade, 


Cacc, Fye on Ambition: fic on my felfe, that have a 
(word,and yet am ready to tami(h. Theſe five dayes have 
I hid mc in theſe Woods, and durſt not peepe out, for all 
the Country is laid tor me ; but now 4 nn that 
if I might have a Leaſe of my lite for a thouſand yeares, | 
could {tay no longer- Wherefore on a Bricke wall have 
[ chmb'd into this Garden, to (ce if I can eate Grafle, or 
picke a Sallet another while which is not amiſleto coole 
a man$ſtomacke this hot weather: and I think this word 
Sallet was borne to do me good ; for many atime but for 
aSallet, my braine-pan had beene cleft with a brown Bill; | 
and many 2 time when have beenc dr y,& bravely mart- | 
ching, it hath ſerv'd me in{tcede ofa quart pot to drinke 
in: and noiw the word Sallet muſt ſerve me to feed on, 


CO — 
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Enter Iden. | 
[dex. Lord who would live turmoyld wthe Court, 
And may enzoy ſuch quiet waikesas thele ? 
This (mall inheritance iny Father left me, | 
Contenteth we, and worth a Moyarchy- | 
[ {ceke notto waxe great by others warning, | 
Or gather wealth I care not with what envy : | 
Suhceth, that 1 have maintaines my ſtate, 
And ſends the poore well pleaſed from my gate. | 
(ade, Heere's the of the ſoile come to (cize mee | 
for a ſtray, for entring his Fee-fimple without leave. A 
Villaine, thou wile betray me, and get a 1000, Crownes 
of the King by carrying my headto him , bur Ile make 
thee cate Iron like an Oſtridge, and ſwallow my Sword 
like a great pin,ere thou and 1 part. 
Iden. Why rude Companion, whatfoerethou be, 
| know thee not, why then ſhould I betray thee ? | 
[s'c not enough to breake into my Garden, 
Andlike a theete tocome to rob my grounds : 
Climbing my walles in ſpight of me the Owner, 
Butthou wut brave me with thete ſawcie rearmes ? 
(de. Brave thee? 1 by the beſt blood that ever was 


exe n0 meate theſe five dayes , yet come thou and thy 

five men, and if i doe not lcave youallas dead as a doorc 

natle, | pray God I may never cate gralle more. 
Iden®Nay, it ſhall nc're be ſayd, while England ſtands, 

That «Alexander [denan Eiquire of Kent, 

Tooke oddes to combate a poore famiſht man. 

Oppolc thy ſtedtalt gazin® eyesto mine, 


See if thou canſt our-face@me with thy lookes : 
Yet limbe tolimbe, and thouart tarrec the leflcr : 
Thy hand is but a finger tomy hilt, 
| Thy legge a ſticke compared with this Truncheon, 
My foote ſhall fight with all the (trengeh thou halt, 
And it minc arme be heaved in the Ayre, 
Thy grave is digg'd alreadic inthe carth: 
| As for words, whole greatneſle anſwer's words, 
| Let this my ſword report what ipecch tordcares. | 
| © Cade. By my Valour: the moſt compleate Champi- 
on that ever | heard. Stecle, if thou turne the edge, or, 
cut not out the burly bon'd Clowne ia chaines of Becte, 


erethou ſicepe in thy Sheath, 1 beſcech Love on my knees 
| thou mayſt be tura'd to Hebnailes, 


Hewe they fgbr. 
' Olamſlaine, Famine and no other hath (laine me,let ten 


: 


i 


| 
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thouſand divelles come againſt me , and give me bur the 
ten mea'es 1 have lott, and I'dedctte themall, Withes 
Garden, and bc hencctorth a burying place toall thardo 
dwell inthis houſe, becauſe the unconquered foulc of 
(ad: is fled. | 
[dev, |s't Calethar L have flaingthat monſtrous traitor? 
Sword, [ vill hallow thee for this thy dzede, 
And hang thee o're my Tombe, when 1 am dead. 
NC're ſhall this blood be wiped from thy point, 
But thou ſhalt weare it a5 a Heralds coxte, 
Toemblaze the Honor thy Malter gots 
Cade. [den tarewell,and be proud of thy victory: Tell 
Kent trom me, the bath loſt her bet gan , and exhort all 
the World robe Cowards : for that never feared any , 
am vanquiſhed Ly famine, not by Valour. _ 
1d. How much thou wrang't me heaven be my judge; 
Die damned Wretch, the cuctc of her thar vare thee + 
And as I thruſt thy body in with wy ſword, 
So wilh I, I might thrult thy foule to hel}. 
Hence wil I dragge thee headlong by the beeles 
Voroa dunghill, which ſhall be thy grave, 
And therecurt off thy moſt nogracions bzaJ, 
Which I will beare 19 t:iumph to the King, 
LeAving thy trunke tor Crowes to teed upon 


Emer Torks, and his Army of Iriſh, with 
Drumme aud Colours. 


Tor. From Irelardchus comes Yorke to claim his right, 
And plucke the Crowne from teeble Hemries head. 
Ring, Belles alowd, burne Bontices cleare and bright 
Toentertaine great Englands lawtull Kings 
Ah Sane Hajcita | who would not buy thee deere ? 
Let them obey, that knowesnot how toRule, | 
This hand was made to handle nought tut Gold. 
| canmotgive ducation tomy words, 

Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 
A Scepter ſhall it have, have 1 a ſoule, 
On which le tofle the Flcure-de-Luce of France- 


Exi#, 


Enter Buckingham, 


Whom have we heere? Buckingham to diſturbe me? 
The king hath ſent him ſure ; I muſt diflemble. 
Buc, Yorke, if thou meaneſt well, I greetthee well, 
Yor. Humfrey of Buckiogham, I accept thy greeting, 


| Artthou a Meſlenger, or come of pleature. 


Buc, A Mciſenger trom Henry, our dread Liege, 
To know the reaſon of thee Armes in peace.” 
Or why, thou being 2 Subject, as I am, 
Agaivt thy Oath, and true Allegeance iworne, 
Should raife ſo greata power without his leave ? 
Ordare to bring thy Force ſoneecre the Court ? 
Tor. Scarle can | ſpeake, my Choler 1s fo great» 
Ohl1 couid hew up Rockes, and tight with Flint, 
I am ſo angry at theſe abject termes- 
And now like eAfiax Telemonins, 
On Sheepe or Oxen- could I ipend my turic. 


| 1 am farre better borne then is the King : 


More like a King, more Kingly in my thoughts. 
But I muſt make faire weather yeta while, 

Till Henry be more weake, and I more ſtrong. 
O Buckingham, Iprethee pardon me, 

That I have given no anſwer allthis while ; 


| My minde was troubled with deepe Melancholly. 


The cauſe why I have brought thisarmie hither, ; 


ED 


k if 


— 


| 


| 144 


The ſecond Part of K ing Henry the Sixt. | 


P"—=_—_ 


Isto remove Somerſet fromthe King, 
Seditious to his Grace,and to the State. 

Bae, That is too much preſumption on thy part: 
Bur if thy Armes be to no other end, 
The King hath yeclded unto thy demand : 
The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tower. 

Yorke. Vponthine Honor is he Priſoner ? 

Buc. Vpon mine Honor he is Priſoner ? | 

Torke. Then Buckingham,l do diſmiſſe my Powers» 
Souldiers I thanke you all : diſperſe your ſelves : 
Mect me to morrow in S. Georges Field, 
You ſhall have pay, and cvery thing you wiſh. 
And let m wo 9 vertuous Heme, 
Commend my eldelt {onne, nay all my {onngs, 
As pledges of my Fealtic and Love, 
| Heſendthem all as willing as I live : 
Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armor, any thing I have 
Is his to uſe, ſo Somerſet may dye. 

Buc, Yorke, I commend this kinde ſubmiſſion, 
We twaine will gointo bis Highnefle Tent. 


| 


| 
Enter King and «A teendants, 
King. Buckingham doth Yorke intendno harmeto us, 
That thus be marcheth with thee Arme 1n Arme ? 
Torke. Inall ſubmiſſion and humility, 
Yorke doth preſent humſelfe unto your Highneſle . 


Tor. To heave the Traitor Somerſet from hence, 
And fight againft that monſtrous Rebcll Cade, 
Whom ſince I heard to be diſcomfited. 


Enter I den with (ales bead. — 
1dn. If one ſo rude, and of ſo meane condition 
May paſle into thepreſence ofa King : 
Loe, 1 preſent your Grace a Traitors head, 
The head ot ade, whom I in combate flew. 
King.The head of Cade? Great God, how juſt art thou? 
Ohler me view his Viſage being dead, | 
That living wrought me ſuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that ſlew him ? 
[den. 1 was, an't like your Majeſtic. 
King, How artthou call'd? And whatis thy degree? 
ldew. Alexander [den, that's my name, 
A poore Eſquire of Kent, that loves the King. 
«c, So pleaſe it you my Lord, 'twere not amiſle 
He were created Knight for his good ſervice. 
K mg, Iden, kneeledowne, riſe up a Knight: 
| We give thee tor reward a thouſand Markes, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 
Idan. May 1den live to merit ſuch a bountic, 
And never live but true unto his Licge. 


Enter © neene and Somer (ct. 

XK. See Buckingham,Somerſet comes with th' Queene, 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

Ls. For thouland Yorkes he ſhallnot hide his head, 
| But buldly ſtand, and fronthim to his face, 

Tor. How now ? 18 Somerſet at libertic ? 
Then Yorke unlooſethy long impriſoned thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equall with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the fight of Somerſet ? 
Falſe King, why halt thov broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brooke abuſe? 
King did | call thee?no,thou art no King: 
Not hr to governeand rule multitudes, 
Which durſt not, no nor canſt not rulc a Traitor. 


K. Then what intends theſe forces thou dolt bring ? | 


| That Head of thine doth not become a Crowne : 
Thy hand is made tograſpe a Palmers ſtaffe, 

And not to grace an awetull Princely Scepter. 

That Gold, muſt round engirt the browes of mine, 

Whoſe Smile and Frowne, like Achilles Speare 

Is able with the change, to kill and cure . 

Heere isa hand to hold a Scepter up , 

And with theſame to ate controlling Lawes: 

Give _ by heaven thou ſhalt rule no more 

O're him, whom heaven created for thy Ruler. 

Som. O monſtrous Traitor !1I arreſt thee Yorke 
Of Capitall Treaſon 'gainſt the King and Crowne: 
Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grace. 

Tork. W old'ſt have me kneelc? Firſt let mae aske of thee, 

If they can brooke 1 bow a knee to man :; 

Sirrah call in my ſonnes to be my baile: 

| I know ere they will let me goe to Ward, 

They'l pawne their Swords for my infranchiſement, 

'9s, Call hither Chford, bid him come amaine, 

| To ſay,if thatthe Baſtard boyes of Yorke 

Shall be the for their Traitor Father. 

Bang. ,— blood-beſpotred — 

ut-caſt © JEnglands y : 

The ſonnes _* ne thy betters in their bath, 

Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane to thoſe 

| Thatfor my Surety will refuſe the Boyes. 

Enter Edward and Richard. 
See where they come, Ile warrant they'l make it good, 
Enter C lifford. 
2s. And here comes dro deny their baile, 
Clef. Health and all happineſſe to my Lord the King, 
Tor.I thanke thee Clifford:Say what newes withther? 

Nay, do not fright me with an angry looke : 

Weare thy igne Chfford, kneele againe ; 

For thy miſtaking ſo, We pardon thee, 

Clif. This is my King Yorke, I do not miſtake, 

But thou miſtakeſt me much to thinke 1 do, 

ToBedlem with him, is the man growne mad? 

Kivg. I Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor 

Makes him oppoſe himſelfe againſt his King. 

Chf. He is a Traitor, let him tothe Tower, 
| And crop away that faRtious pate of his. 

2». He isarreſted, but will not obey : _ 

His ſonnes (he ayes) ſhall givetheir words for hum. 
Tor. Will you not ſonnes ? _ 
Ew. 1 Noble Father, if our words will ſerne. 

Rich, And if words will not,then our Weapons ſhall, 
(7%f. Why what a brood of Traitors have we heere? 
Yer. Looke ina Glaſle, and cAll —_ lo. 

I am thy King, and thou a falſe-heart Traitor : 

Call hither tothe ſtake my two brave Beares, 

That with the very ſhaking of their Chaines, 

They may aſtoniſh theſe fell-lurking Curres : 

Bid Salisbury and Warwicke come to me. 


| 


Emter the Earles of Warwiche, and 
Sahurbury, 


(kf. Are theſe thy Beares? Wee'l baizethy Bears to death, | 
And manacle the Berard in their Chaines, 
If thou dar'ſt brivug them to the bayrting place. | 
| "Rich. Ofr have | ſcene @ hot ore-weening Curre, 
Run backe and bite, becauſe he was with-held, 
Who being ſuffer'd withthe Beares fell paw, 
Hath clapt his raile, berweene his legges and cride, 
And ſuch a peece of ſcrvice will you do, 
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| If zouoppole your ſelves to match Lord Warwicke. 
{W. Hence heape of wrath, foule indigelted luwpe, 
Ascrooked in thy manners, asthy ſhape. 
Yorke. Nay we (hal heate youthoroughly anon. 
Clif. Take heede lealt by your heate you burne your 
lelvcs, 
King. Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 
Old Salisbury, ſhame tothy {ilver haire, 
Thou mad miſleader of thy brain-ſicke tonne, 
What wilt thou on thy death-bed play the Ruthan? 
And ſecke for forrow with thy ſpectacles ? 
Oh where is Faith? Oh, where 13 Loyalty ? 
If itbe baniſht from the trolity head, 
Where ſhall it finde a harbour in the carth ? 
Wilr thou go digge a grave to inde out Warre, 
And ſhame thine honourable age with blood ? 
Why arcthou old, and want it experience ? 
Or wheretore doeſt abuſe it, it thou halt it ? 
For ſhame in datie bend chy knee to me, 
That bowes unto the grave with milckic age. 
S$4l. My Lord, I have conſidered with wy ſeite 
The Title of this moſt renowned Duke, 
And in my conſcience, do repute his grace 
The righttu'l keire co Englands Royall ſeate. 
King. Haſt chounot 1vyorne Allegeance unto me ? 
Sal. I have. 
K3. Cairlt thou diſpenſe with heaven for ſuch an oath? 
Sal. It 1s great (inne, to ſweare unto a linne : 
But greater t1ane to keepe a lintull oath : 
Whocan be buund by any folemne Vow 
Todoe a mard'rous deede, to rob a man, 
To force a ſpotleſſe Virgins Chaltitic, 
To reave the Orphan of his Patrimonie, 
Towring the VW iddow from her cuſtom'd right, 
And have no other reaſon forthis wrong, 
But that he was bound by a folcane Oath ? 
2s. A labtle Traitor needs no Sopkitter. 
King. Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himſelfe. 
Yorks, Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou halt, 
I am refolv'd for deathand dignity. 
OC! The firlt I warrant thee,ifdreames prove truz. 
War. You wcrebeſt to go to/bed, and dreame agaur, 
To keepethec trom the Tempeſt of the field. 
Od Clif. I am refolv'd to bearca greater ltorme, 
Then any thou canſt conjure up to day : 
Andthat lle wrice upon thy Burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy houſes Badge- 
War. Now by my Fathers badge, oid News! Creſt, 
The rainpantBcare chain'dto the ragged Raffe, 
This day Ile weare aloft my Burgon:t, 
As on a Mountaire top, the C.udar ſhewes, 
That kzepes his leaves in ſpiglt of any ſtorme, 
| Even fo affc12he thee with the v:eww thereof. 
014 Clif, And trom thy Burgonet Ile rend thy Beare, 
And tread it under foot with all contemot, 
| Deſpight the Bearard, that protects the Beare. 
,To.Chf. And to to Armes vitorious noble Father, 
Toouell the Reb*ls, and their Compliccs. 
Rich. Fir, Charitie tor ſhame, ſpeake nor in ſpight, 
For you ſhall ſup with Ieſu Chriſt to night. 
To. (if. Foule ſiigmaticke,that's more then thou 
canlt rcil, 


_Y 


Enter Warwiche. 
ar. Clifford of Cumberland, *tis Warwicke calles * 
And it thou doſt not hide thee from the Beare, 
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Now when the angric Trumpet ſoundsalarum, 
And dead mens cries do fill the ewptic ayre, 
Clifford I ſay,come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarſe with calling thee toarmes- 
Enter Torke, 
War, How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot. 
Ter. The deailly handed Clifford flew my tteed ; 
But marchto match I have encountred him, 
And made a prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes 
Evenot the bonnie beaſt he loved fo well. 
Emer ( liford. 
War. O: one or both of as the time 1s come. 
Yor, Hold Warwicke: ſeck thee out ſome other chace, 


For I my ſelfe muſt hunt this Deere ro death. 


War, Thennobly Yorke,'tis for a Crown thou fightit; 


| As intend Clifford to thriveto day, 


— 


It greeves my ſoule to leave thee unaſſail'd, Exit War, 
(bf. Whatcelt thou in me Yorke? 
Why dot thou paulc ? 
Yorke. With thy brave bearing ſhould I be in lovs, 
Bur that thouart {o faſt mine enemic. 
Clif. Nor ſhould thy proweſle want praiſe arid eſteeme, 
Bur that 't1s thewne ignobly, and in Treaton, 
Yorke, So let ic h<lpe me againit thy ſword, 
As I in juſtice, and true right expreſle it, 
Clif. My ſoule and bodice on the ation both. 
Torke. A dreadtu'l lay, addreflc thee inſtantly. 
Caf. La fin Cor ronne les oevres. Dies, 
Yor. Thus Warre hath giventhee peace, for y art ſtill; 
Peace with lus feule, heaven if it be thy will. 
Entey young Clifford. 
Clif. Shame ard Confuſion all is on the rout, 
Fearc frames diforder, and diſorder wounds 
W here it ſhould guard. O Warre, thou ſonne of hell, 
W hom angry heavens do make their minitter, 


| Throw inthe frozen botomes of our part, 
Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldiers flye. 


He that 1s trucly dedicate to Warre, - 
Hath no feite-love : nor he that loves himiclſe, 
Hath not efſentially, but by circommflance 


> The name of Valour. Olet the vile world end, 


And the premiled Flames of the Lalit day, 

Knit earth and hcaven together. 

Now lertthe generall Trumpet blow his blaſt, 
Particularitics, and petty ſounds 

Toceaſe. Was't thou ordained (O deere Father ) 
Toloſe thy youth in peace, and to atchieve 

The Silver Livery of adviſed Age, 

And in thy Reverence, and thy Chavre-dayes, thus 
Todye in Ruthas barrcll? Evenatthis tight, 

My heart is turn'dco tone : and while *t3 mine, 
It (hall be ſtony. Yorke, nor our old men tpares 2 
No more will 1their Babes, Teares Virgiall, 
Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire, 

And Beantic, that the Tyrant o'r reclaimes, 

Shall co my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax + 
Henceforth, 1 wili not have todoe with pitty, _ 


* Mcet 1 an infant of the houſe of Yorke, 


Im as many gobbirs will I cut it 

As wilde M:dee yong Abſirris did. 

In cruelty, will I ſeeke out my Fame. 

Come thounew ruine of olde Cliffords houſe : 
As did /£neas old eAnrchi/es beare, 

So beare 1 thee upon my manly ſhouldiers; 

But then, e£neas bare a living loade ; 


—_ 
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| The ſecond Part of King Henry the Sixth, 


| Nothing ſo heavy as thele woes of mine. 
Enter Richard, and Somerſet to fight. 


Rich. Solye thou there ; 
For underneath an Ale-houſfe paltry ſ{igne, 
The Caſtle in S. eAl/bons, Somerſet 
Hath made the Wizard famous in bis death : 
Sword, hold thy temper ; Heart, be wrathtull ill : 
Pricits pray torenemies , but Princes kill. 
F gt, E Xcan ſrons. 


Enter King, Queene,and others, 
2u. Away my Lord, youare {low, for ſhame away. 
- K mg, Can we out-run the Heavens ? Good Margaret 
ay. 
Ln. Whatare you made of? You'l nor fight nor flye : 
Now 1$ it manhood, wilcdoine,and defence, 
Togivethe enemy way, and to ſecure us 
By what we can, whichcanno more bur flye, 
Alarum afarre off. 
If you be tane, we then ſhould ſce the botrome 
Ot all our Fortunes : but if we haply ſcape, 
(As well we may , if not through your negle ) 
We ſhall to Londonget, where you are lov'd, 
And wherethis breach no in our fortunes made 
May readily be ſtope. 


Emer ( lifford. 


C/if. But that my heart's on future miſchiete ſer, 
I would ſpcake blaſphemy cre bid you fly ; 
Bur fiye y ou mult : Vncureable diſcomfite 
Reignes inthe hearrs of all our preſent parts. 
Away for yourrelicte, and we will live 
To ſee their day, and them our Fortune give. 


Away my Lord, away. E xeunt, 


OE— 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter Torke, Richard, Warwicke, 
and Souldiers with Drum & Colours. 

Torke. Of Salsbury, who can report of him, 
That winter Lyon, who inrage forgets 
Aged contufions, andall bruſh of Time : 
And hike a Gallant, in the brow of youth, 
Repaires him with Occaſion, This happy day 
Isnot it {clte, nor have we wonne one foot, 
If Salsbury be loſt. 

Rich. My Ncble Father : 
Three times to day 1 hope him to his horſe, 
Three times beſtrid him ; Thricel led him off, 
Perſwaded him from any further a : 
But ſtill where danger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And like rich hangings in a homely houſe, 
So was his will, in his old feeble body. 
But Noble as hz is, looke where he comes. 

Enter Salubury, 

+ Sal. Now by my Sword, well haſt thou fought to day: 
By*th'Maſſe ſo did we all. I thanke you Richard. 
Gude knowes how long it is I baveto live : 

And it hath pleas'd him thatthree times to day 
You have dctended me frow imminent death. 
Well Lords, we have uot got that which we have, 
'Tisnot enough go = are thistime fled, 
Bein fites of ſuc 'ring Nature. 
Teke. Timor our lufety is 4. follow them 
For (asI heare)the King is fled to London, 
To call a preſent Ceurt of Parliament. 
Let uspurſue him ere the Writs go forth. 
W hat ſayes Lord Warwicke, ſhalt we after them ? 
Wa. After them ! nay before them if we can : 
Now by my hand (Lords) 'twas a glorious day. 
Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke, 
Shall be cterniz'd in all Age ro come. 
Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all, 
And more ſuch dayes as theſe, to us befall, Exeun, 
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Alarum, 
Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Norfolke, Mowunt- 
age, Warwicks, and Soulducrs. 


Warwicke. 
Wonder bow the King efcap'd our hands ? 
PL. W hile we purſu'd che Horſmen of 5 North, 

He ſlyly ſtole away, and left his men : 

W bercat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whoſe Warlike cares could never brouke retreat, 
Chear'd up the drouping Army, and himſclte. 
Lord Chifford and Lord Stafford all a-bre(h ; 
Charg'd our maine Barttailes Front : and breaking 1n, 
Were by the Swords of common Souldicrs (Jaine. 

Edw. Lord Staffords Father, Dake of Buckgnghew, 

[s cither laine or wounded dangerous. 
I cletc his Beaver with a down-right blow : 
That this is truc ( Father) behold his blood. 

Mount. And Brother, here's the Earle of Wiltſhires 
Whom I encountrcd as the Battels joyn'd. (blood, 
Rich. Speake thou for me, and tell them what 1 did. 

Plan. Richard hath belt deſerv'd of all my fonnes : 
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerſet ? 
XN »r. Such hope have all the line of /obn of Ganwe, 
Kicb. Thusdo I hope ts ſhake King Henries head, 
Warw, And (© doe t, victorious Prince of Torke. 
Before I fee thee ſeated in that Throne, 
Whichnow the Houſe of Lancaſter uſurpes, 
I vow by Heaven, theſe eyes ſhall never clole, 
This isthe Pallace of the tearctull King, 
| And this the Regall Seat : poſſeſle it Torke, 
For this is thine ,and not King, Henries Heires, 
Plant, Aft me then, fwcer 1a wicke, and 1 will, 
For hither we have broken ia by force. | 
Norf. Wece'le all affiſt you : he that flyes,ſhall dye- 
Plaxe, Thanks gentle Norfelke, ſtay by me my Lords, 
And Souldicrs itay and lodge by me this Night. 
T hey goe wp, 
Warw. And whenthe King comes,offer him no violence, 
Vnleſle he ſecke to thruſt you out pexforce. 
Plant, The Queene this day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinkes we ſhall be of her countaile, 
By words or blowes here let uswinne our right. 
Rich. Arm'd as we are, let's thay within chis Hoaſe, 
Few, The bloody Parliament Qallthis be call d, 


Vnlcſle Plantagener, Duke of Yorke, be King, 


And baſhful Hezry depos'd, whoſe Cowardize, 
Hath made us by»words to our enemies. 
Plant. Then leave me not, my Lords be reſolute, 
I meane to take poſſeſſion of my right, 
Warw. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beſt, 
The prowdelt he that hoids up Lancaſter, 
Dares ſtirre a Wing, it Warwicke ſhake his Bells, 
lie plant Plentagener, root him up who dares : 
Retolve thee Richard, clayme the Brgliſh Crowne. 


Emer King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, 
Weitmerland, Exeter, and the reit. 


Henry. My Lords, looke where the {turdy Rebell firs, 
Even inthe Chayre of State : belike he meanes, | 
Backt by the power of Warwicke, that falſe Prere, 
Toafpireunto the Crowne, and reigne as King- 
Earle of Northuwberiand, be flew thy Father, | 
And thine, Lord { ford, & you both have vow'd revenge 
Qa him, his fonnes, his tavorites, and his triends. 

Northumb, [f 1 be not, Heavens be reveng'd on me. 

(ford. The hope thereof, makes Chfford mourne in | 
Srceele, 

Weſtm. W hat,ſhall we ſuffer thiset's pluck himdown, 
My heart for anger burnes, I cannot brooke it. 

Henry. Be patient, gentle Earle of Weltmerland. 

Clifford. Patience is for Poultroones, and ſuchis he : | 
He durſt not fit there, had your Father liv d» 
My gracious Lord, here in che Parliament 
Let us afſayle the Family of Zorke. 

N #rth. Well haſt thou ipoken, Couſin be it fo. | 

Hemy. Ah, know you not the City favours them, 
And they have troopes of Souldiers at their becke? 
Weftm, But when the Dake is flaine, chey'le quickly | 
fye. . 

"Hey. Farre be the thoughe of this from Henries heart, | 

To mikea Shambles of the Parhament rdoule. 

Coutin of Excter, trownes, words, and chreats, 

Shallbe the Warre that Henry meanes to uſe; 

Thou fa&tious Duke of Yorke deſcend my Throne, 

And knedle for grace and mercie at my teer, 

I am my Soveraigne. 
Torke. I am thine. . 
E-xet. For ſhame comedowne, he made thee Duke of 


Yorke. 
Torke, It was my Inheritance, as the Earledome was. | 
Exer, Thy | 
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" Thethird Part of King Henry the Sixth, 


Exet. Thy Father was a Traytor tothe Crowne. 
Warw. Exeter thou art x ag to the Crowne, 

In following this uſurping Herwy. 

Chiford. W hom ould hee follow, but his naturall 
ing? 

y— HO Cliffard,and that's Richard Duke of Yorke. 
Henry, And (hall I (tand, and thou fit in my Throne? 
Yorke, It mult and ſhall be fo, content thy (eclte. 
Warw. Be Duke of Lancaſter ,let him be King. 
Weftm. He is both King, and Duke of Lancalter, 

And that the Lord of Weſtmerland ſhall maintaine. 
Warw. And Warwicke ſhall diſprove it» You forget, 

That wearethole which chas'd you from the held, 

And ſlew your Fathers, and with Colours ſpread 

Martcht torough the Citie tothe Pallace Gates 
Nonthumb, Yes Warwicks, | remember it to my gricte, 

And by his Soule, thouand thy Houſe ſhall rue it. 
weſtm. Plantagenet , of thee andrheſe thy Sonnes, 

Thy Kinſmen, and thy Friends, Llc have more lives | 

Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. 

(lf. Vrge it no more, leſt that in ſteed of words, 

I ſend thee, Warwiche, ſuch a Mclenger, 

As ſhall revenge his death, before I itirre. 

Waew. Poorc Clifford , how I ſcorne his worthleſle 

Threats, 

Plant, Will you we ſhew our Titleto the Crowne? 

Ifnot, our Swords ſhall pleade itin the held, 

Henry. What Title hait thou Traytor to the Crowne ? 

My Father was as thou art, Duke of Yorke, 

Thy Grandfather Roger ortimer, Earle of March. 

Iam the Sonne of Henry the Fifr, 

Who made the Dolphin and the French to ſtovpe, 

And (ciz'd upon their Townes and Provinces. 

Warw, Talke not of France, fith thou haſt loſt it all. 
Henry, The Lord Protector lolt it, and nor I : 

When I was crown'd I was but ninc monerhs old. 
Rich. You are old enovgh now, 

And yet methinkes you loſe : 

Father teare the Crowne from the Vſurpers Head. 
Edward. Sweet Father doc ſo,{ct it on your Head. 

Mount. Good Brother, 

Asthou lovy'ſt and honorett Armes, 

Let's fight it out, and not ſtand cavilling thus. 

Richard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets, and the 

King will fiye. 

Plant. Sonnces Peaces 

: Henry. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to 
ake. 

7m Plantagenet ſhall ſpeake firſt: Heare him Lords, 

And be you filent and attentive too, 

For he that interrupts lum, ſhall not live. 
Hen.Think'ſtthou,that 1 will leave my Kingly Throne, 

Whercin my Grandfire and my Father fat ? 

No: fic{t (hall Warreunpeople chis my Realme ; 

I, and their Colours often borne in France , 

And now in England, to our hearts great ſorrow, 

Shall be my Winding-ſheet. Why taintyou Lords? 

My Title's good, and better farre then his. 

Warw. But prove it Henry, and thou ſhalt be King. 
Hen, Hewy the Fourth by Conqueſt got the Crowne. 
Plant. 'Twas by Rebellion againit his King. 

Herry, 1 know not what to ſay, my Tides weake : 

Tell me, may not a King adopt an Here? 

Plant. W hat then? 
Hem y. And if he may, thenam I lawfull King : 


| | Fo Richer, in the view of many Lords, 


DC ns 
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Reſign'd the Crowne to Henry the Fourth, 
Whoſe Heire my Father was, and I am his- 


Plant, He role againſt him, being his Soveraigne, 
And made him to refigne his Crowne perforce. 
Warw, e, wy Lords, he did it uncoaſtrayn'd, 


Thioke you 'twere prejudicial to his Crowne? 

{ Exet. No : for he could not ſo refigne his Crowne, 

Butthaethenext Hceite ſhould ſucceed and reigne. 

Henry. Art thou againſt us, Duke of Exeter ? 

Exer. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
Plant. Why whiſper you, my Lords, and anfyer not? 
Exer, My Conſcicncetells me he is lawfull King, 
Henry. All will revolt from me, and turne to him, 
Northumb. Plantagener, for all the Clayme thonlay't, 

Thinkenct, that Hewry (hall be ſo depos'd. 

Warw. Depos'd he ſhall be, in deſpight ofall. 
Northumb, Thou art deceiv'd ; 

'Tis not thy Southerne power 

Of Eſſex, Norfolke, Sutfolke, nor of Kent, 

Which makes thee thus preſyumptuous and prowd, 

Can fer the Duke up in deſpight of me. 

Clifard. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 

Lord Chfford vowes to hight in thy defence : 

May thac ground gape, and ſwallow me alive; 

W here I ſhall kneele to him that flew my Father. 
Hemwry, Oh Chffrd, how thy words revive my heart, 
Plant, Henry of Lancaſter, religne thy Crowne ; | 

W hat mutter you, or what conſpire you Lords ? 
Waew. Doetight untothis Princely Duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fillthe e witharmed men, 

And ore the Chayre of State, w here now he fits, 

Write up his Tatle with aſurping blood. 

He flampes with bu foot, and the Souldiers 
ſhew themſelues. 
Henry. My Lord of Warwick,heare but one word, 

Let mc torthis time reigne as King. 

Plant,Confirme ety nc ro meand to mine Heires, 

And thou ſhaltreigne in quiet while thou liv'ft, 

Hewy. lam content : Richard Plantagenet 

Enjoy the Kingdome after my deceaſe. 

PRES W hat wrong is this unto the Prince, your 

Sonne 
Warw, What good is this to England, and himſelfe? 
Weitm. Bac, tearefull, and deſpairing Henry. 
(%fferd.How haſt thou injur'd both thy ſelfe and us? 
Weitm. I cannot ſtay to heare theſe Articles. 

N erthumb. Nor I. 
- (ford. Come Couſin , let uste!l the Queene =y 

ewes. | 
 Vititm. Farewell faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whoſe cold blood no ſparke of honor bides. 

Northumb. Be thou a prey unto the houſe of Torke, 
Anddye in Bands, for this unmanly deed. 

Clif. In dreadfull Warre may'ſt thou be overcome, 
Orlive in peace abandon'd and deſpis'd. 

Warw. Turne this way Hemy, and regard them not- 

Exeter. They ſceke revenge, and therefore will not 
eeld, 
: Henry, Ah Exeter. 

Warw. Why ſhould youſigh, my Lord ? 

Henry. Not for my ſelfe Lord #erwicke,but my Sonne, 

Whom I unnaturally ſhall diſ-inherite. 

But be itas it may : I here entayle 

The Crowne to thee and to thine heires for ever, 

Conditionally, that herethou take an Oath, 
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Toccaſc this Civill Warre : and whit 1 live, 
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To honor meas thy —_— Soveraigne: 
N-ither by Treafon not Hoſtility, AS 
Toſcecke ro put medowne,and reigne thy ſelte. | 
Plent. This Oath | willingly take,and will performe. | 
War.Long live King Henry: Plantegener embrace him. | 
Henry. And long livethou,& theſe thy forward Sonnes. 
Plant. Now Torke and Lancafter are reconcil'd. 
Exet. Accurſt be he that ſeckes to make them foes. 


Sonet, Here they come downe, 
$/ant. Farewell my gracious Lord, lle tro my Caſtle. 
War. And Ile keepe London with my Souldiers, 
Nor{ And I to Norfoike with my followers. 
Mount. And 1 unto the Sea, from whence I came. 
Hen.And I with griefe and ſorrow to the Court, 


—_— — 


— 


Enter the © aeens. 


E xet, Heere comes the Queene, 
\Wholc Lookes bewray her anger: 
lle ſtcale aways 
Henry. E xeter;(0 will I, 
2ueere. Nay,goe not from me,[ will follow thee, 
Hen. Be patient gentle Queene, and 1 will ſtay. 
nee. Who can be patient in fuch extreames? 
Ah wretched man,would I had dy*dea Maid, 
And never ſcene thee, never borne thee Sonne, 
Seeing thou haſt prov'd ſo unnaturall a Father, 
Hath he deſcrv*d to loſe his Birth-right thus? 
Haditchou butlov'd him haltc ſo well as 1, 
Or felt that paine which I did for him once, 
Or nouriſht him,as I did with my blood; 
Thou would'ſt have left thy deareſt heart-blood there, 
Rather then made that ſavage Duke thine Here, 
And dif-inhcrited thme one!y Sonne. 
Prix. Fa:her,you cannot dil-inherite me: 
If you be King, why ſhould not I ſucecede? 
Hen, Pardon me C{@geact,pardon me tweet SOonne, 
The E:-rle of Warwick and the Dube entorc't me. | 
Que. Enforc't thee? Art thou King,and wilt be totC'c? 
I ſhameto heare thee ſpeake:ah timorous Wretch, 
ſhou haſt undone thy telfe,thy Sonne,and me, 
And giv'n untothe Houſe of Torke ſuch head, 
As thou ſhalt reigne but by their ſutterance, 
Toentaile him and his Heires unto the Crowne, 
Whar is it,bur ro make thy Scpulcher, 
| And creepe into it farre betore thy time? 
| Warwmicke is Chancelor,and the Lord of Callice, 
| Sterne Falconbridge commands the Narrow Seas, 
| The Duke is made Protector of the Realme, 
| And yer ſhalt thou be ſafe?Such ſafety findes 
| Therrembling Lambe,invironned with Wolves. 
Had I beene there, which am a filly Woman, 
| The Souldiers ſhould have ro(s'd me on their Pikes, 
| Before I would have granted to that AR. 
{ But thou preterr'ſt thy Life, before thine Honor, 
| And ſeeing thou do'ſt,l here divorce my ſelfe, 
Both from thy Table Hey, and thy Bed, 
| Vntill that Act of Parliament be repealed, 
| Whereby my Sonne is diſ-inherited. 
The Northerne Lords,that have forſworne thy Colors, 
; Will follow mine,if oncethey ſee them ſpreads 
And fpread they ſhall be,to thy foule diſgrace, 
And utter ruine of the Houſe of Torts. 
Thus doe 1 leave thee:Come Sonne. Ict's away, 
| Our Army is ready,come, wee'le after them. | 


— - 


— O_o ye 


| Ile fee your Grace:till then, lle follow her. 


Henry. Stay gentle Margaret, and heare meſpeake. 
Queene, Thou aſt ſpoke too much already : ger thet 


gone. 
Fee. Gentle Sonne Edwerd,thou wilt Cay with mc? 
Le, 1,to be murther'd by his Enemies. 
Prov, When | returne with victory from the ficld, 


Que. Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus. 
Hen. Poore Queene, 
How love to me,and to her Sonne, 
Hath made her breake out into termes of Rage. 
Reveng'd may ſhe be onthat hatefull Duke, 
Whoſe haughty ſpirit, winged with deſire, 
Will colt my Crowne,and like an empty Eagle, 
Tyre on the fleſh of me,and of my Sonne. 
The lofle of thoſe three Lords torments my heart: 
Ile write unto them ,and entreat them faire; 
Come Coulin,you ſhall be the Meſſenger. 
Ex:e. And I hope, (hall reconcile them all, Exit, 


Emter Richard, Edward, and 
AMounagne. 


| Richard. Brother ,thoughl bee youngeſt , give mee 
cave. 

Eaw, No, I can better play the Orator. 

Aonn. But 1 have reafons ftrong and forceable. 


Enter the Duke of Torbe, 


Tor. Why how now Sonnes,and Brother, at a ſtrife? 
W hat 1s your Quarrell-how began it firſt? 
Edw. No Quarrell,but a ſlight Contention. 
Tor. About what? 
Rich, About that which concerres your Grace and us, 
The Crowne of England, Father,which is yours. 
Tor. Mine Boy?nottill King Henry be dead. 
Rich. Y our Right depends not on his life,or death. 
Faw. Now you are Heiregtherctore enjoy it now: 
By giving the Houle of Laneafter lervetobreethe, 
It will out-runne you, Father,in the end. 
Tor. | rooke an Oath,that he ſhould quietly reigne. 
Edw, But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken: 
I would breake thouſand Oathes, to rcigne one yeere. 
Richard. No:God forbid your Grace ſhould be for- 


{worne. 


Tor, I ſhall be,if | claime by open Warre, 
Richird, Ile prove the contrary , if you'le heare mee 
ſpeake. 
Yor. Thou canit not, Sonne : it is impoſſible. 
Rich. An Oath 1s of no moment, being not tooke 
Before a true and lawfull Magiltrate, 
That hath authority over him that ſweares. 
Henry had none, but did ufurpe the place. 
Then ſeeing *rwas he that made you todepoe, 
Your Oath,my Lord, is vaine and frivolous. 
Therefore to Armes:and Father doe but thinke, * 
How ſweeta thing 1itisto weare a Crowne, 
Within whoſe Circuit is E/zium, 
And all that Poets faine of Blifſe and Toy. 
Why doe we linger thus?I cannot reſt, 
Vntillthe White Roſethat I weare,bedy'de 
Evenin the luke-warme blood of Henyees heart. 


Tor. Richard ynough: 1 will be King, or dye. 
Brother,thou ſhalt ro London preſently, 
And whet on Warwickto this Enterpriſe, 
J Thou | 


_ V———— 
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Thou Richard ſhalt tothe Duke of Nortolke, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 

You Edward ſhall unto my Lord Cobham, _ 
With whom the Kentiſhmen will willingly ritc- 
In them I truſt:tor they are Soaldiors, 
Witty,courtcous,liberall,tull of ſpirit. 

Whulc you are thus imploy'd, what reſterh more? 
Burthart I ſeeke occation how toriſe, 

And yet the King nor privy to my Drift, 

Nor any of the Houle of Lancaſter. 


Enter Gabric!. 


But ſtay, bat Newes? Why comm'ſt thou in ſuch 
poltc? ; 
Gabriel. The Queene, 
With all the Northerne Earles and Lords, 
Intend bcere to befiege you in your Caltle. 
She is bard by,with twenty thouſand men: 
And therefore tortifie your Hold,my Lord. 
Yor. I, with my Sword. 
What?think'ſt thouthat we fcare them? 
Edvard and Richard,you ſhail ltay with me, 
My Brother CIſountagne (hall polte to London, 
Ler Noble warwick-,Cobbarm, ar:d the reſt, 
Whom we havelctt Protectors of the King, 
With powretull Pollicy ſtreogthenthemiclves, 
And truſt not ſimple Herry,nor his Oathes. 
CMoun. Brother, I goc:lle winne them,ftcare it not. 
And thus moſt humbly I doc take my leave. 
Exun Monntarue, 


Enter Mortimer and bus Brother, 


Yor. Sir lobn,and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Vucklcs, 
You are come to Sandallin a h:ppy houre. 
The Armuc of the Queene mcanc to beſicge us. 
Tohn. Shes (hall notrneede, wee'le nacete her in the figld, 
Tor. What,with five thouſand men? 
Rich, 1, with tive hundred, Father,for anecdc. 
A Woman's Generall:yrhat ſhould we feare? 
eA March afarre off. 
Faw. 1 hcare their Drummes: 
Let's {ct our men in order, 
Aid ſuc torth,and bid them Batcaile ſtraight. 
Tor. Fivementotwenty:though the oddes be great, 
I doubt not, Vnckle,of cur Vidtory. 
Many a Battaile have I wonne un Fiance, 
VW hen as the Enemy hath beene tenneto one: 
Why ſhould I not cow havethelike ſuccefle? 
" Alarm, E xit. 


Emer Rutland,ant ti T mor, 


Rutt. Ah, whither ſhail I Aye,to ſcape their hands? 
Ah lutor,looke where bloody ( ford comes. 


(4ford.Choplaine away,thy Prieſthood ſaves thy lite. 
AsStor the Brat of this accuſed Duke, 
Whoſe Fzther ſlew my Father,he ſhalldye. 

Tutor. And 1, my Lord,will beare him company. 

C/i7. Soridiers,away with him. 

Txtor, Al Clford,murther not this innocent Child, 
Leaſt thou be hated both of God and Man. Exit. 


—C 


— 


| 


Chfford. How now?is he dead already? 
Or is it kearcthat makes him cloſe his eyes? 
Ile epen them. 
Katt. So looks the pent-up Lyon o're the Wretch, 
That trdmbles under his devouring Pawes: 
Ando he walkes, inſulting o're bis Prey, 
And {o he cowes,to rend bis Limbes aſurder. 
Ah gentle {7:ford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with ſuch a cruell rhreatning Looke. 
Sweet Clifford heare me ſpeake,before 1 dye: 
I am too mcanc a ſubie for thy Wrath, 
Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live. 
( 4. In vaine thou ſpeak*t,poore Boy: 
My Fathers blood hath ſtopt the paſſage 
W here thy words ſhould enter. 
Rutl, Then let my Fathers blood open it againe, 
He isa man,and ('{ferdcope with him. 
(7s. Had I thy Brethren heregtheir hives and thine 
Were not revenge ſwrhcicnt for me: 
No,it [ digg'd up thy fore-tathers Graves, 
And hung their rotten Coitins up in Chaynes, 
It could not lake mine irc, nor cale my hcart. 
The fight of any of of the Houſe of Torke, 
[sas a Fury tH torment my Soule: 
And tiltI root our their accurſed Line, 
And leave not one alive,l live in Hell. 
Theretore---- 
Rl. Oh let me pray,before Irake my death: 
To thee I pray;ſweet Clifford pitty me. 
(ford. Such pitty as my Rapiers pointaffords. 
Rat. 1 never did thee barme:why wilt thou ſlay 
me? 
Clif. Thy Father hath. 
Rat. But 'twas cre I was borne: 
Thou halt,one Sonne,for his ſake pitty me, 
Lcaſt in revenze thereot,fith God is juſt, 
Ke be as miſcrably flaine as I, 
Ah,let me live in Prifon all my dayes, 
And when I give occaſion of offence, 
Then let me dyc,tor now thou haſt no canſe. 
Cz, No caule?thy Father flew my Father:therefore 
dyC. 
' Ratl. Dij faciant laudis ſumma ſit iſta tre. 
Cls. Plantagenet,l come Plantagenet 
And this thy Sonnes blood cleaving to my Blade, 


Dit. 


Shall ruſt upon:iny Weapon,tilt thy blood 
Congeal'd withthis, doc make me wipe off both, &xit. | 


Alarum. Enter Richard, Dnke of Yorke. 


Yor. The Army of the Queene hath got the field: 

My Vnckles bothare ſlaine,in reſcuin2 me; 

And all my followers,to the cagcr foc | 
Turne back and flye,like, Ships betore the Winde, | 
Or Lambes purſu'dby hunger-ſtarued Wolves. | 
My Sonnes, God knowes what hath bechanced thems | 
But this I know,they have demean'd themſelves | 
Like men borne to Renownegby Life or Death. | 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, | 
And thice cry'de,Courage Father,fight it out: | 
And full as oft came Edwardto my fide, | 
With Purple Faulchion,painted to the Hilt, 
In blood of thoſe that had encountred him: 
And when the hardyett- Warriors did retyre, 


Richardcry'de,Charge,and give no foot of ground, | 


And cry*de,A Crowne,orcltc a glorious Tombe, 
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A Scepter,or an Earthly Sepulcher. 

With this we charg'd againe:but out alas, 
Webodg'd againe,as[ have feene a Swan 

With boothlefſc labour ſwimme againſt the Tyde, 
And ſpend her ſtrength with over-matching Waves. 
A ſhort Alarum wit hin. 
Ah hearke,rhe fatall followers doe purſue, 

And 1 am taint,and cannot flye their fury: _ 
And were l ſtrong,I would not ſhunne their tury. 
The Sands are numbred,that make up my Lite, 
Here mult [ ſtay,and here my Life mult end. 


E nter the Ducene,(lifford, Northamberl and, 
the young Prince,and Souldzers. 


Come bloody ('/ford,rough Northumberland, 
dare your quenchleſle tury to more rag. : 
[ am your But, and 1 abide your Shot. 
North. Yeecld to our mercy,proud Plantagenct- 
Clif. 1, to fuch mercy,as his ruthlcfſe Arme 
With downe-right payment, (ſhew'd untomy Father. 


| Now Phazton hach tumbled trom his Carre, 


And made an Evening at the Noone=tide Prick. 
Yer. My aſhes,as the Phoenix, may bring forth 


' A Bird,that wiiLrevenge upon you all: 


And in that hope, throw mine eyes to Heaven, 
Scorning what ere you canaftii&t me with. 
Why come you not? what,mulcitudes,and fcare? 

Clif. So Cowards fight, when they can flye no turther, 
| $0 Daves doe peck the Fauicons piercing T allons, 
So delperate Theeves, all hopelefle of ther Lives, 
Breathe out Invectives 'gain(t the Orjicers. , 


Yor, Oh { #fford, but bethinke thee once againe, 
And in thy thought ore-run my tormer time: 
| Andif thou canit,tor bluſhing,view this face, 
And bite thy rongue,that ſlanders him with Cowardice, 
| Whoſe frowne hath made thee faint and flycerethis. 
Chf. 1 will not bandy with thee word tor word, 
But bucklcr with thee blowes twice two for one. 
© es Hold valiant Chfford, for a thouland caulcs 
| would prolong a while the Traytors Lite: 
\Vrath makes hum deafe;ſpeake thou Northumberland, 
North. Hold { b#ard,doe not honor Þim fo much, 
| Toprick thy tinger,thongh to wound his heart. 
What valour were it, when a Curre doth grinne, 
For one to thruſt his Hand berweene his Tecth, 
When he mightſpurne him with his Footaway? 
[t1s Warres prize,to rake all Vantages, 
Aw tenne to one,ts$no impeach of Valour. 
Clifford. I, I, fo itrives the Woodcooke withthe 
Gynne. 
y N erth#mberland, Sodoth the Conny ſtruggle in the 
Net. 
Tor. Sotriumph Theevesupon their conquer'd Booty, 
; 50 True men yeeld, with Robbers 10 0're-matchr. | 
Norb. What would your Grace have done unto him 


; now? 


| Lre. Brave Warriors,(bfordand Northumberland, 
C ome make him ſtand upon this Mole-huil here, 
That ranght at Mountaines with our-ſtretched Armes, 
Yet parted but the ſhadow with his Hand. 
Whar,was it you that would be Englands King? 

' Wast youthar revell'd in our Parliament, 

And made aPreachment of your high Deſcent? 

| Whereare your Meſſe of Sonnes,to back you now? 
The wanton Eaward.and the lulty George? 


| 


Ard where's that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 
Dicky,yonr Boy that with his gtumbling voyce 
Was wont tocbeare his Dad in Mutinics? 
Or with the reſt, where is your Darling, Rutland? 
Looke Terke,l (tayn'd this Napkin with the blood 
Thar valiant C4fford,with his Rapiers point, 
Mad iſſue trom the boſome of the Boy, 
And if thine eyes can water tor his death, 
I givethce this to dry thy Cheekes withall, 
Alas poore Torke, but that I hate thee deadly, 
I ſhould lament thy mitcrable (tate. 
[ prythce grieve,to make me merry,7orke. 
What, hath thy ticry hcart fo parche thine entrayles, 
That not a Teare can fall,tor K«thends death? 
Why art thou patient,man?thou ſhoule'lt be mad: 
And I,to make thee mad,doe mock theerhus. 
Stampe,rave,and fret,that I may ſing and dance. 
Thou would'ſt be tez'd,1 fee,romake me (port: 
Torke cannot i(pealce,unleſſe he weare a Crowne. 
A Crowne tor Torke;and Lords,bow lowe to him: 
Hold you his hands, whileſt 1 doeſcr it on. 
[ marry Sir,now lookes he likea King: 
I, this 1s he that tooke King Henries Chaire, 
Andthis is he was1s adopted Heire. 
But how is 1t,that great Plantagenet 
Iscrown'd lolfoone,and broke his folemne Oath? 
As | bethinke me,you ſhould not be King, | 
Till our King Henry had ſhooke hands with Death. 
And will you pale your head in Henr:es Glory, 
Androb his Temples of the Diademe, 
Now 11 his Life,againſt your boly Oath? 
Oh 'tis a fault too roo unpardonable. 
Otf with the Crowne:and with the Crowne, his Head, 
And whilcit we breathe,take time to doe him dead, 

Clifford. That is my Orhce,for my Fathers ſake. 

Qurene. Nay tay, tct's beare the Orizons hee 
makes. 
Yorke. Shee-\V olte of France, 

But worte then Wolves of France, 
Whoſe Tongue more poitons then the Adders Tooth: 
How il]-beſceming is itan thy Sex, 
To triumph like an Amazonian Truil, 
Vpon their Woes, whom Fortune captivates? 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like,unchanging, 
Made impudent with uſc ot evill deedes, 
I would affay,prowd Qneene,to make thee bluſh. 
To tell thee whence thou cam'(t, of whom deriv'd, 
Were ſhame enough,to ſhame thee, 
Wert thou not ſhameleſlc, 
Thy Father beares thetype of King of Naples, 
Of both the Sicils,and Icruſalcm, 
Yetnotſo wealthy asan Englith Yeoman. 
Hath that poore Monarchtaught thee to infult? 
It needesnor,nor it boatesthee not,prowd Qucene, 
Vnleſſe the Adage mult be venty'd, 
That Beggers mounted,runne their -Horte to death. 
'Tis Beaury that doth ofr make Women prowd, 
But God he knouwes,thy tharethereot is tmall. 
"Tis Vertue-that doth makethem molt adinir'd, 
The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 
'Tis Government that makes them ſeeme Divine, 
The wantthereof,makes thee abhomanable. 
Thouart as oppolite to every good, 
As the Antipederare unto vs, 
Or as the South to the Septentrion. 
Oh Tygres Heart, wrapt in a Womans 
_——— 
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How could'(t thou erayne the Lite-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his cycs withall, 

And yet be iecne to beare a W omans tace? 

Women are ſott,milde,pittiful,and tiexible; = 

Thou ſternc,obdurate,fiinty,rough,remortcleſie. 

Bidit thou me rage? why now thou haſt thy wiſh. 
\W ould'ſt have me weepe?why now thou haſt thy wall. 
For raging wind blowes up inceflant ſhowers, 


| And whenthe Rage allayes,the Raine begins. 


Thele Tcares are my ſweet Rautlands Obſequies, 
Andevery drop cryes vengeance for hisdeath, 
Gainlt thee fell Cafford,and thee fallc French-woman. 

N thumb, Belhrew me, but his paſſions move acf>, 
That hardly can I check my eycs trom Tearcs, 

Tor. That face of his, 
The hungry Caniballs would not have toucht, 
Would not have ſtayn'd the roles juſt with blood: 
But you are more inhumane,more innexorable, 
Oh,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthlefſe Queepe, a bapletic Fathers Tearcs: 
This Cloth thou dipd'ſt in blood of my tweet Boy, 
And 1 with Tcarcsdoe waſh the blood away. 
Keepe thou the Napkin,and yoc boalt of this, 
And if thou tell'ſt the heavy ſtory right, 
Vpon my Soule,the hearers will thed Teares; 
Yea,cven my Foes will ſhed taſt-fallingTearcs, 
And ſay,Alas, it was a pittious deed. 
There,take the Crown,and with the Crowne, my Curſc, 
And 1a thy need,fuch comfort come tothee, 
As now I reape at thy too cruell hand. 
Hard-hcartcd ({fford,take me fromrhe World, 
My ſoule to Heaven,mmy Blood upon your Heads. 

| Nerth. Had he been Caughter-man to all my Kinne, 
I ſhould not for my Life but weepe with him, 

To ſez bow inly Sorrow gripes his Soule- 

© a7, What weeping ripe, my Lord I prehumberlana? 
Thinke but upon the wrong he did us 2ll, 

And that wilt quickly dry thy melting Teares. 

Clifford. Hecre's tor my Oath, heere's tor my Fathers 
Dcath. 

Oneene, And heere's to right our gentle-hearted 
King. | a 
7or. Open thy Gate of Mercy,gracious God. 

My Soulc fiyesthrough theſe wound's ,to ſecke out thee. 

Ove. Of with his Head, andfetit on Yorke Gates, 
So Terbe may over-looke the Towne of Yorke. 

Exemnt. 
A ClMantch. Enter E dward, Richard, 
and thee power, 


Ew. wonder how our Princely Father 1cap*t: 
Or whether he be tcap't away,or no, 
From Clffords and Nothumberlands purſuit? 
Had hc been Cane, we ſhould bave heard the newes: 
Had he beene lane, we ſhould have heard the newes: 
Or had he {cap't,methinkes we ſhould have heard 
The happy tidings of his good eſcape. 
How farcs my Brother?why 15 he to ſad? 

Rich. 1 cannorjoy,untill I be refolv4d 
Whereour right valiant Father 1s become. 
I ſaw him inthe Batcaile range abour, 
And watcht him how he ſingled ( /ford forth, 
Methought he bore him in thethick<eit troupe, 


| Asdoth a Lyon gna Heatd of Neat, 
| Orasa Bcarcencompals'd round with Dogees: 


Who having pincht a few,and madethem cr y, 
Therelt ſtand all aloofe,and barke at him. 
So far'd our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father: 
Mc thinkes 'tis prize enough to be his Sonne. 
Sec how tle Morning opes ber golden Gares, 
And takes her farcwell of the glorious Sunne. 
How well re{cmbles it the prime of Youth, 
Trimm'd like a Yonker, prauncing to his Love? 
Ed. Dazle mine eyes,or doe I ſec three Sunnes? 
Rich. T hice glorious Sunnes,cach one aperteR Sunne, 
Not ſeparated with the racking Clouds, 
But ſever'd in a pale cleare-ſhining Skie. 
See,tce they joyne,cmbrace, and iceeme to kiſle, 
ASit they vow'd ſome League inviolable., 
Now are they but one Lampe, one Light,one Sunne: 
In this,the Heaven tigures ſome event. 
Edn, Tis wondrous ſtrange, 
The like yet never heard of. 
[ thinke 1tcites us(Brother )tothe field, 
T hat wee,thc Sonnes of brave Plazragener, 
Each one alrcady blazing by our mcedes, 
Should notwithſtanding joyne our Lights together, 
And over-ſhine the Earth,as this the World. 
W hat cre it budes, hence-forward will I bearc 
Vpon my Targuet three faire ſluning Sunnes, 
Rich. Nay,bcare three Daughters: 
By your leave, | ſpeake it, 
Youlove the Breeder better then the Male. 


Enter one blowing. 


But what art thou, whoſe heavy Lookes fore-cll 
Some dreadtull ſtory hanging onthy Tongue? 
. AMeſſ. Ah,one that wasa wotull looker on 
When as the Noble Duke 6t Yorke was ſlaine, 
Your Princely Father,and my loving Lord, 
Edward. Oh ipeake no more, tor Ihave heard t60 

much. 

Rich. Say how hedy'de,for I will hcare it all. 

ef]. Environed he was with many tocs 
And itocd againſt them,as the hope of Troy 
Again{t the Greckes,thatwould have centred Troy. 
But Hercules himfcite muſt yeeld to oddes: 
And many itroakcs,though with a little Axe, 
Hewes downe and fcl!s the hardeſt-tymber'd Oake, 
By many hands your Father was ſubdu'd, 
But oncly ſlaught'red by the irctull Arme 
Ot un-rclenting Clsfferd,and the Queene: 
Who crown'd the gracious Duke 16 high deſpight, 
Laugh'd in his face:and when with gricte he wept, 
The ruthlefle Queene gave him,todry his Cheeke, 
A Napkin, [tceped in the harinelefle blood 
Ot tweet young Rutland, by rough Chfford(lainc: 
And after many icornes , many foulc taunts, 
They tooke hi3 Head,and on the Gates of Yorke 
They {ct the tame,and there it doth remaine, 
The faddeit ipectacle that ere 1 view d. 

Edaw. Sweet Duke of Yorke,our Prop ro leane upon, 
Now thou art gone,wee haveno Statte,no Stay. 
Oh C /:fford, boyit'rous Chfford,thou haſt flaine 
The flowre of Europe, tor his Chevalry, 
And trecherouſly haſt thou vanquiſht him, 
For hand to hand he would bave vanquiſhtthce. 
Now my Soules Pallace 1s become a Priton: 
Ah, would ſhe breake from hence,that this my body 

Migh: 
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Might in the ground becloſcd up in re(t: 
For never henceforth ſhall I Joy againe: 
Never,oh never (hall I ſee more joy» 

Rich. 1 cannot weepe:for all my bodies moyſture 
Scarſe ſerves to quench my Furnace-burning heart: 
Nor can my tongue unloade my hearts great burthen, 
For ſelfc-1ame winde that I ſhould ſpeake withall, 

Is kindling coalesrhat fires all my brelt, 

And burnes me up with flames,that tears would quench. 
To weepe,is to make lefle the depth of grecte: 

Teares then for Babes;Blowes,and Revenge tor mce. 
Richard, 1 beare thy name, lle venge thy death, 

Or dye renowned by attemping it. | 

Ed.His name that valiant Duke hath lefc with thee: 
His Dukedome,and his Chaire withmeis lett. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
Shew thy deſcent by gazing 'gainſt the Sunne: : 
For Chaire and Dukedome, Throne and Kingdome tay, 
Either that is thine, or elſe thou wer'tnot hvs- 


March, Enter Warwicke, Marqueſſe Mounacxte, 
and ther Army. 

Warwick. How now faire Lords? What fare 2 What 

newes abroad? 

Rith. Great Lord of Warwicke, if we ſhould recompt 
Our balefull newes,and ateach words deliverance 
Stab Poniards in our ficſhgtill all were told, 

The words would adde more anguiſh thenthe wounds, 
O valiant Lord, the Duke of Yorke is flaine. 

Edw, O Warwicke, Warivicke,that Plavtagene? 
Which held thee deerely,as his Soules Redemption, 
Is by the ſterne Lord Chfford done to death, 

V/ar. Ten dayes ago,l drown'd theſe newes 1n reares, 
And now to adde more meaſure to your woes, 
[ come to tell you things {uh then betaine. 
| After the bloody Fray at \V akeficld tought, 
| Where your brave Father breath'd his lateft gaspe, 
| Tydings,as {wiftly as the Pultcs could runne, 
| Were brought me of your Lofle,and his Depart. 

| then in London, keeper of the King, 
| Muſter'd my Soldters,gathered flockes of Friends, 
| Marchttoward S. Albons,to intercept the Queene, 
| Bearing the King 1n my bebalfe along; 

' Forby my Scouts, l was advertiſed 

| That the was comming with a tullintent 

| Todaſh our late Decree in Parliament, 

| Touching King Hemries Oath,and your Succcfsion: 

Short Tale to make. we at S. Albons met, 
| Our Battailes joyn'd and both tides fiercely fought: 
' Burwhcther 'rwas the coldneſlc of the King, 

Who look'd full gently on his warlike Queeney 
| Thatrobb'd my Soldiers of their heated Spleene. 
| Or whether 'twas report of hee lucceſle, 

; Or more then common teare of Chfords Rigour, 

Who thunderst his Captives, Blood and Death, 
| I cannot judge:but roconclude with truth, 
| Their Weapons like to Lightning,came and went: 
| Our fouldiers ike the Night-Owles lazic flight, 
Orlike a lazie Threſher witha Flaile, 

Fell gently downe,as if they ſtrucketheir Friends. 
| cheer'd them up with juſtice of our Caulc, 

With promiſe of high pay,and great Reward: 

But all in vainegghey had no heart to fight, 

And we(m them)no hope to win the day, 

50 that we fled:the King unto the Queene, 

Lord George, your Brother, Norfolke,and my Selfc, 


And onccagaime cry Charge upon our Foes, 


| King Edward,valiant Richard NMountague : 


In haſte, polt haſte,are come to joyne with you: 

For in the Marches heere we heard you were, 
Making another Head, to tight againe. 

Fd, Where is the Duke of Nortolke,gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 

FVar.Some fix milcs off the Duke is with the Soldicrs; 
And for your Brother he was lately ſent 
From your kinde Aunt Dutchefſe of Burgundy, 

With ayde of Soulgicrsto thisnceatull Warre. 

Rich, Twas oddes belike, when valiant Warwick ficd; 
Ott have | heard his praites in Purſuite, | 
But nereti!! now, l:ts Scanda!l of Retire. 

| V/ar. Nor now my Scandall Kichard,doſt thou heare: 
For thou ſhalt know this ftrong right hand of mine, 
Canplucke rhe Diadem trom taint Flewies head, 

And wring the aiwetull Scepter trom his Filt, 
Were heas famous,and as bold in Warre, 
As heis fam'd tor Mildnellc, Peace,and Prayer. 

Rich, T knoxv it well Lord Warwick, blame me not, 
Tis love I bearcthy glories makes me ſpeake: | 
Butinthis troublous time, what's to be done? | 
Shall wee go throw awgy our Coates of Steele, | 
And wrap vur bodies inblacke mourning Gownes, 
Numb'ring our Ave-Maries with our Beads? 

Or (hall we on the Helinets of our Foes 
Tell our Devotion with revengefull Armes? 
If tor the 'aft,fay I,and to it Lords. 

War, Why theretore Warwick came to ſcek you out, 
And theretore comes my Brothet CMonntagne: | 
Attend me Lords,the proud intulting Queene, 
With Clifford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their Feather,many moe proud Birds, | 
Have wrought the catlie-melting King,like Wax» 
He {wore conſent to your Succelſion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament. 

And now tc Londonal: the crew are gone, 

To truttrate both his Oath,and what tefide 

May make againſt the houte of Lancaſter. 

Their power(l thinke)is thurty thouſand ſtrong: 
Now.,tt the helpe of Norfolke,and my felte, 

With all the Fricnds that thou brave Earle of March, 
Among'tt the loving Welthmen cult procure, 
Will butamount to hve aud twenty thoulard, 

Why Via,to London will we march, 

And once againe,be{tride our toaming Steeds, | 


But never once againe turne backe and flye, 

Rich. 1, nov me thinks | heare great Warwick ſpeak; 
Ne'rc may he live tofeea Sur-thine day, | 
That cries Retire,if Warwicke bid him ſtay. 

Fd. Lord Warwick,onthy ſhoulder will I cane, 
And when thou tailit(as God torbid the houre ) 

Muſt Edward tall,which perill heaven foreterd. | 
War. No longer Earle of March, but Duke of Yorke: 
The next degrec,is Engiands Royail Throne: | 

For King of Engla'ud thalt thou be proclaim 'd 

In cvery Burrough as we patl- along, 

And he that throwes notvp his cap tor joy, 

Shall for the Fault mak* forteir of his head. — 


Stay weno longer, dreaming of Renowne, 
But ſound the Trumpets,and about our Taske. 

Rich. Then Clifford, ere thy heart as hard as Steele, | 
As thou haſt ſhewne it flinty by thydeeds, | 
I cometo pierce it,or to give thee mine. | 

Faw, Then ſtrike up Drums,God and $. George for us. | 
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Enter aMeſenger. 

War. How now? what newes? 

Mef. The Duke of Nortolke ſends you word by me, 
The Queenc is comming with a puifiant Hoaſt, 
And craves yorr company,tor ſpeedy counfell. 

war. Why then it ſorts,braye Warriors,let $ away 

E xetnt omnes. 
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Enter the Kinrthe Queent, (liford , Northumberland and 
Tong Pronce , with Druneme axd 
7 rumprtes, 


Owe Welcome my Lord, tothis brave town of York, 
Yondcrsthe head of that Arch-enemy, 
That ſought to be incompalt with your Crowne, 
Doth nor the object cheere your beart,my Lord. | 
K.1,as the rockes cheare rhem that teare their Wrack, | 
To fee this ſight, it 1ckes my very foute: 
With-hold revenge(deere God) 'tis nor my fault, 
Nor wittiagly have I intring'd my Vow. | 
Clif. My gracious Licge,this too much lenity | 
And harmfull pitty mult be lay aſide: 
To whom do Lyons calt their gentle Lookes? 
Not tothe Beaſt, that wou.d uturpe ther Den, 
W bolt hand is that the ForrettBcare doth licke? 
Not his thar ſpoiles her yong before her tace, 
\W ho ſcapes the lurking Serpents mortal ting? 
Not he thatſets his toot upon her backe. 
The ſmalleſt Worme will turne,bcing troden on, 
And Doves will pccke in ſategard of? their Brood, 
Ambitious Yorke,did levell atthy Crowne, 
Thou fnillwig,while he knit his angry brow cs. 
He but a Duke,would have his Sonne a K:ng, 
And raiſc his iflue like a loving Sire, 
Thou Bcin2 a King,bleſt with a goodly {onne, 
Did'ſt yeeld confent to difinberit bum: 
Which argued thee a moſt mnloving Father. 
Vnreaſonable Creatures feed their young, 
And though mans face be tearctull corheur eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender OncS, = 
Who hath not ſcene them even withthoſe wings, 
\V hich ſometime they have ns'd with tearfull thght, 
Make warre with him that chmYv'd unto their n:1t, 
Offering their owne lives in thetr yongs detence? 
For ſhame,nay Licg,mak ce them your Prefident: 
Werc it no: pitty that this goodly Boy _ 
Should looſe his Birth-ri$hr by kis Fathers tault, 
And long heereafter tay unto Jus chilce, 
What my erea: Grandfather,and Grand lire gor, 
My carcicfe Father tohdly gave away. | 
Ab.,what a fhame werethis? Looke on the Boy, 
An. let kis manly face, which promilcth 
Saccell:tull Fortune Itcele thy mcliing heart, 
To hold thine owne,and leave thine owne with him. 
King. Full well hath Cifford plaid the Orator, 
Infcrring arguments of mighty forcc: 
Burt (#7ord tell me,did'ſt thou never heare, 
That things 1il got, had ever bad ſucceſle. 
And havpv alwayes was it for that Sonne, 
Whoſe Father for his hoording wentto hell: | 
He leave my Sonne my Vertuous deeds behinde, 
Ard would my Father had lett me nomorc: 
For all the ref? is held atfucha Rate, 
As Drings 3 thouland fold more care to keepe, 
Thcn in poſlctiion avy jor of pleature. 
Ah Coſfin Yorke, would thy beſt Friends did know, 


How it doth greeve methat thy head 15 heere. 
Lne.My Lord cheere up your ſpirics,cur toesare nye, 
Andrthis ſoft courage makes your Followers faint; 
You promiſt Knighthood to our forward lonne, 
Vnſheath your {word,and dub him preſently. 
Edward, kneele downc. 
King. Edward Plentagenet,arile a Knight, 


| Andlearnc this Leſſon, Draw thy Sword inright, 


Prin. My gracious Father,by your King]y leave, 
Ile draw it as Apparant to the Crowne, 
And in that quarrell,uſe it to thedeath. 

Clif, W hy thatis ſpoken like a toward Prince, 


EF ney a Meſſenger. 
AMeſ. Royall Commanders, be 1n readineſle 

For with a Band of thirty thoutand men, 
Comes Warwicke backing of the Duke of Yorke, 
And inthe Townes asthey domarch along, 
Proclaumes him King,and many five to him, 
Darraigne your bakeell, they are at hand. 

(sf. 1 would your Highneſlc would depart the field, 
The Queene hath beſt ſucceſlc when you are able: *, 

Lu. 1 good my Lord,and leave us to our Fortune. 

Kg. Why,that's my tortune roogtheretore lle ſtay, 

XN #rth, Be it with reſolution then to fight. 

Prm. My Royall Father,chee:e thee Noble Lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your-defence: 
Vnſheath your Sword,good Father;Cry S. George. 


Martch. Fnter Edward JV arwiche, Richard, Clarence, 
XN orfolke, Montagne, and Soldiers, 


Ed. Now perjur'd Henry,wilt thou kneel tor grace? 
And ict thy Diadem upon my head? 
Or bidethe mortall Fortune of the held. 

Q».Go rate thy Minions, proud inſulting Boy, 
Becomes 1t thee to be thus bold in termes, 
Betore thy Soveraigne,and thy lawfull King? 

Fa. 1 am his King,and he ſhould bow his knee: 
I was adopted Heire by his conſent. 
Since when, his Oath is broketfor as I heare, 
You that are King,though he do weare the Crowne, 
Have caus'd him by new AR of Parliament, 
To blot out megand put his owne Sonne 12. 

( #f. And reaſon too, 
\V ho ſhould ſucceede the Father, but the Sonne? 


| 
| 


Rich. Are you there Burcher? O, 1 cannot ſpeake. 
Cf. I Crooke-back, here I ſtand to an{wer thee, 

Or any he,the proudett of thy forrt. 

Rich,” Twas youthar kill'd yong Rutland,was it not? 
Cl. I,and old Yorke,and yetnot fatisficd. 

Rich. For Gods lake Lords give (rgnall to the fight, 
Dar. What fay'ſt thou Henry, | 

Wiltthou yceld the Crowne? (you ſpeake? 
Omzee. Why how now long-tongu'd Warwick , dare | 

When youand I,met at £.e4/tonslait, 

Your lcgges &id better ſervice then your hands» 
War. Then'twas my turne to fly,and now *tisthine: 
Cf. You ſaid ſomuch betore,and yet you fed. 
War. "Twas not your valor Chfford drove me thence, | 
Nor.No,nor your manhood that durſt make you itay- | 
Rich. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently, 

Breake ofthe parley, for icarſe I can refraine | 

The execution of my big-\wolne heart | 

| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Vpon that C4ford,that cruell Child-killer. 
Clif. I flew thy Father,cal'ſt thon him a Child? 
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| Alchough thy Husband may be CIenelars; 
| And nc're was Agzamemrons Brother wrong'd 


| And bat he match'daccordingto his State, 


| And heap'd edition on his Crowne at hon: 


' And we in pitty of the Gentle King, 
| Hadlipt cur Claime,untill another Age. 


| Andthar thy Suinmer bred us no increaſe, 


<q 
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| Or bath'd thy growing, with our heated bloods. 


' Sincethou denicd {t the gentle Kingro ſpeake. 
' Sound Trumpets,lct our bloody Colours wave, 
And either Vicory,or elſe a Grave. 


_ 


| There 15no wrong,but ever) — right. 


— — 
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&ich, I like a Daſtard,and atreacherous Coward, | 
As thou didd'ſt kill our tender Brother Rutland, 
But erc Suntet, le make thee curſe the dewd. 
Kg. Have done with words(my Lords)and heare 
me ſpcake. 
2+. Dcfie thera then,or els hold cloſe thy lips. 
Kng- I prythee give no limits romy Tongue, 
| am a King,and priviledg'd toſpeake. 
Chf.My Liege,the wound that bred this meeting heere, | 
Cannot be cur'd by Words,theretore de (till. 
Rich. Then Executioner vniheath thy tword: 
By himrhar made us all, I am rctolv*., 
That Clifords Manhood, lyes upon his tongue. 
Ed. Say Henry, (hall I have my right,or no: 
A thouſand men have broke their Faltstoday, 
That ne're (hall dinc,unlefic thou yeeld the Crowne 
Wer. If choudeny,their Blood upon thy head. 
For Yorke {n juſtice put's his Armour on. 
Py. Ed. If that be right, which Warwick faics 1s right, | 


— _ — 


war, \V ho ever got thee,there My Mother ſtands, 
For well [ wot,thou halt thy Mothers tongue. 
2#. But thou art neither like thy Sice nor Damme, 
But likes a foule miſhapen Stygraricke, 
Mark'd by che Deſtinics to be avoided, 
As venome Toades, or Lizards dreadtull ſtings. 
Ric, Iron of Naples,hid with Engliſh gut, 
Whoſe Father bearcs the Title ot a King, 
(As ifa Channell ſhould be call'd the Sca) 
Sham'(} thou not,knowing whence thou art extraught, 
To let thy tongue dere thy baſe-borne heart. 
£4. A wifpe of ftraw were worth athoufand Crowns, 
To make this ſhameleſle Callet know her ſelfe: 
Helew of Greece was tairer farrethen thou, 


OO — 


By that falſe W oman,as this King by thee. 
His Father revcl'd inthe heart of France, 
And tam'd the King,and madethe Dolphin ſtoope: 


— 


He might have keptthat glory to this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 

And grac'd thy poore Sire with his Bridall day, 
Even then that Sun-thine brew'd a ſhowretor him, 
That waſh: his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 
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For wint hath broach'd tbis tumult burthy Pride? 
Ha-''t thou bene meeke,our Title (till had {1:pt, 


Cla. Burt when we ſaw,cur Sunſhine mace thy Spring, 
We ſctthe Axe tothy ulurping Roote: 
And though the edge hath tomething hit car ſelves, 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to itrike, 


Wer'l never kave,till we have hewne thee downe, 


Ed. And inthis reſolution, I dehie thee, 
Not willing any longer Conterence, 


L.Stay Edward. 


- And ſpight of {pight, needs mult I relt a-while. 


Ed. No wrangling Woman, wee'l no longer (lay, 
[hefe words will colt ten thouſand lives this day. 
Exennt omnes. 


— —_ 


Alarum. Excuſions, Enter Warwicke, 


War. Fore-{pent with Toile, as Ranners witha Race, 
I lay me downe alittle while to breath: 
For ſtrokes receiv'd,and many blowes repaid, 
Have robv'd my ſtrong knit finewes of thar ltrength, 


Omer Edward running. 

Ed. Smile gentlc heaven, or ſtrike ungentle death, 
For this world trownes,and4 Edwards Sunnc ts clowded. 

War. How now tay Lord , what happ<? what hope of 
good? 

Enter Clarence, 

Cl.Out hap islofſe,our hope bat ſad defpaire, 
Our rankes arz broke,and ruine tailowes us. 
Whar counlaile give you? whither ſhall we flye? 

Ed. Bootleile 1s flight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weake ye are,and cannot ſhun purſuite. 


Enmter Richard, 

Rich. Ah Warwickc,why haſt } withdrawn thy felte? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirſty carth harhdrunk, 
Broach'd with the Stecly point of C!F-+ds Launce: 
And in the very pangs of death,hecryde, 
Like toa difmall Clangor heard from farre, 
Warwicke,revenge;Brother revenge my death. 
So underneath the beliy of their Steeds, 
That ſtain'd their Fetlockes in bis ſmoaking blood, 
The Noble Gentizman gave up the ghoſt. 

War. Then let the carth be drunken with our blooG: 
Ile Kali my Horſe becauſe I will not flye: 
Why ſtand welike foft-hearted women heere, 

Way ling our loſſes, whiles the Foe doth Rage, 
Andlocke upon,as it the Tragedy 

Were plaid m jeſt, by countertetting Actors. 
Heere on my knee, I vow toGod above, 
Tlenever Pawlc againe,never ſtand ill, 

Ti!l cither death hath clos'd theſe eves of raine, 
Or Fortune given me mcaſureof Revenge. 

Ed. Oh Warwicke,I do bend my knce with thine, 

And in this vow do chaine my ſoule tothine. 
And ere my knce rite from the Earths coid face, 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart ro thee, 
Thou fcrter up,and plucker downe of Kings, 
Betceching thee (if with thy wall ic liards) 
Thar to my Foesthis body mult be prey , - 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 
And give {weet paſlage to my liatull fouic. 
Now Lords,take heavy untill we meetc againe, 
W here erc it bein Fieavea,or in carth. 
Rich, Brother, 
Cive methy hand,and gentle Warwicke, 
Let me embrace thee in my wearry armes: 
I that did never weepe,now inelt with wo, 
That W inter ſhould cut cft our Spring-time (o, 
Wa. Away,away: 
Once more {weet Lords farewell. 

(la. Yer let us altogether to our Troopes, 
And give them leave to flye,that will nur tay; | 
And cal chenr Pillars that will fttand to us: 

And it we chrive,promile ther ſuch rewards 
As Victors weare atthe Olympian Games. 
This may plant courage in their quailing breaſts, 
For yet 1s hope of Lite and Victory: 
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Foreſlow no longer,make we hence amaine. 


Excurſfiens, EmterRichard and (ford. 
Rich. Now Ciffors,l have ſinglcd thee alone, 
Suppoſe this arme 1s for the Duke of Yorke, 
nod this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wer't thou inviron'd witha Brazen wall. 

(hf. Now Richard, I am with thee hcere alone, 
This is the hand that ſtabb'd thy Father Yorke, 
And this the hand,thar flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the heart,that triumphs 1n their death, 


And cheeres theſe hands,that flew thy Sire and Brother, | 


To execute the like upon thy lelte, 
And fo have atthee. 
T bey Fught JV arwicke comes, Ciiſſord fiyes. 
Rich. Nay Warwicke,l{ing'e out loine other Chace, 
For I my {«lfe will hunt this Wolte trodeath.  Exennt. 


eAlarum, Enter King Henry alone. 

Hen, This battell tarCcs like to the mornings VV arte, 
When dying clouds contend, withgrowing light, 
W hat time the Shephcard blowing of his nails, 
Cz. neither call it per{et day,nor night. 
Now {uwayes it this way,like a Mighty Sea, 
Forc'd by the Tide.ro combat with the Winde: 
Now ſwares it thac way,like the icite-fame Sca, 
Forc'd to retyre by tury of the \ince. 
Somerime,the Flood prevai'es;and then the Winde: 
Now,one the better;then,another be !t; 
Both tugging to be V1cRors,breit tobreſt: 
Yer neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 
So is the cquall poilc of this fell Warre. 
Heerc on this Mole-hill will I ft me dowre, 
To whom God wiil,there be the viRory: 
For Margaret my Queene,and Chfford too 
Have chid me from the Battell:Swcearing both, 
They proſper belt of all when I am thencc. 
Would I were dead,it Gods good will were fo; 
For what 1s inthis world, but Greete and Woe, 
Oh Ged!me thinkes it werea happy lite, 
To beno better then a homcly Swaine, 
To fit upon a hill,as I doe now, 
Tocarve out Dialls quciatly,point by point, 
Thereby to ſcerhe Minutes how they runne: 
How many makes the Houre tull compleate, 
How many Hourcs bring about the Day, 
How many Dayes will tniſh vp the Yeare, 
How many Yearcs, a Mortaii man may live. 
W hen this is known then to divide the Times: 
So many Houres,muit I rend my Flocke; 
So mary Hourcs,,mult 1 take my Reſt: 
SO many Houres, muit I Contemptſare: 
So mny Houres,mult I Sport my lelfes 
Somany Da: es,my Ewes have bcne with yong: 
So many weekes,crethe poore Fooles will Eane:; 
SO ma" \ cares,crel (hall {[licere the Fleece: 
So Minutes, Houres,Dayes, Monthes,and Y cares, 
Paſt over toth;c cnd they were created, 
Wonrl bring white haires,unto a Quiet grave, 
Ah!v hat alite werethis?How {weer? how lovely? 
Gives notthe Hawthorne buſh a ({#eceter ſhade 
To Shephcards.looking on their filly Sheepe, 
Then doth a rich Imbroider'd Canopy 
Toa Kings, that teare their Subjects treachery? 
Oh ves, 1t doth;a thouſund fold it doth. 


| Andto conclude the Shepherds homely Cucds, 


—_— CEE 


Exeunt. | 


His cold thinne drinke out of his Leather Buttle, 
His wonted leepe,under a freſh trees ſhade, 
All which ſecure,and tweetly he enjoyes, 

Is tarre beyond a Princes Delicarcs; 

His Viands ſparkling in a Golden Cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed, 

When Care, Miſtruſt,and Treaſon waits on him, 
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Alarum, Enter a Sonne that hath kill 'd bis Father , « 
one doore: and a Father that hath kill d his Soune at 
another doore. 


Son, Ill blowes the winde that profits no body, 
This man whom hand to Fand i flew in fight, 
May be poſſeſſed with ſome ltore of Crownes, 
And I chat (haply)take them trom him now, 
May yet(ere night )yceld both my liteand them 
To tome man ciſe,as this dead man aoth me, 

W ho's thiOh God!Itis my Fathers face, 

| Whominthis Confizt, I(unwares )have kill'd; 

| Oh heavy rimentdeeliting lvch Events. 

| From London,by the King was 1 prett forth, 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man, 
Came onthe partof Yorke;prett by his Maiſter: 
And 1,whoat his handsrecciv'd my lite, 

Have by my hands,of Lite bereaved him, 
Pardon me God, I knew not what I did: 

Aud pardon Father, tor I knew not thee. 

My Tearesſha.l wipe away theſe bloody markes: 
And no more words,tilthey have flow'd their fill. 

King. O pittecus ſpectaclelO bloody Times! 

W hiles Lyons warre,and battaile tor their Dennes, 
Poore harmlcflc Lambes abide their enmity. 
Weepe wretched man:Ile ayde thee Teare for Teare, 
And let our hearts andeyes,like Civill Warre, | 
Be blinde with teares, and break ore-charg'd with grick 
Enter Father bra ing of his Sonne. 
Fa. Thou that ſo (toutly bath reliſted me, 
Give,me thy Gold, if thou halt any Gold; 
For I have bought :t with an hundred blowes. 
 Burier me ſee:Is this our Foe-mans face? 
Ak,no,no,no,itis mine onely Sonne. 
! At Boy,it any life be left inthee, 
Throw up thine eyc:t{ce,ſce, what ſhowres ariſe, 
Blowne with the wirdic Tempelt of my heart, 
Vpon thy wounds,that killes mine Eye,and Heart, 
O pitty God,this miſcrable Age! 
W hat Stragem&? bow tell?how Butcherly? 
Erroneous,mutinous,and vnnaturall, 
This deadly quarrell daily doth beger? 
O Boy!thy Father gave thee lite too ſoone, 
And hath berettthee of thy life too late. 
Ks. \V oe above woc:griete,more then common greete; 
O that my death wou'd ſtay theſe ruthfull deeds: 
| O party,pitty, gentle heaven pitry; 
The Red Rotcand the White are on hisface, 
The Fatall Colours of our ſtriving Houſes: 
The one, his purple Blood right well reſembles, 
| The other his pale Cheekes( me thinkes)preſentethz 
{ Wither one Rote,and lerthe other flouriſh: 
| If you contend, athouſand lives mult wither. 
! Son, How will my Mother,for a Fathers death 
| Takeon with me,and n'ere be ſatisfi'd? 
| Fa. How will my Wite, for ſlaughter of my Sonne, 
| Shed ſeas of Teares,and ne're be ſatisfi'd? 
| Kmg. How willthe Country,tor theſe gofull chances, 
Miſ-thinke 
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Miſ-thinke the King,and not be ſatisfied? | 
San, W as ever {onne,fo rew'd a Fathers death? | 
Fath. j\Was ever Father ſobemoan'd his Sonne? | 
Hen, Was ever King fogreev'd for SubjeRs wor? 

Much is your forrow; Mincyten times fo much. 

$91, Ile beare thee hence, where I may weepe my fill. 
Fath. Theſe armes of mine ſhall bethy winding ſheer: 

My hcart({weet Boy )ſhall be thy Sepulcher, 

For from my beart, thine image ne'rc (hall go. 

My fighing breſt, ſhall be thy Funerall bell; 

And {o oblequious will tby Fathicr be, 

Men for the lofſe of rhe, having no more, 

As Priam was forall his Valiant Sonnes, 
| Le beare thee hence and let them fightthat wiil, 

For I have murthered where | ſhould not kill. E vit, 

Hen. Sad -hcarted-men,much overgone with Care; 

Heere (its a King, more wotull then you arc. 


ee ee EE. NS —_ 


«Alarms, Excnrfions, Enter th goren,the 


Prance and Exeter. 


| Pris. Fly Father, flye:tor all your Friendsare ficd. 
And Warwicke ragesltke a chafed Bull: 


Que, Mount you my Lord,towards Barwicke polt a- | 
" maine: 

£4ward and Richard like a brace of Grey-hounds, 

Having the fearfuli flying Hare in ſight, 

With fiery eye$,{park ling for very wrath, 

Andbloody ſtcele grafpt mn their yretail hands 

Arc at our backes,and therctore hence amaire. 
Exet, Away:for vengeance comes along with them. 

| Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulate, wake ſpecd, 

| Orclſecome after, ile away before. 

| Hm, Naytike me with thee,good ſweet Excter: | 

Nor that I tcare to {tay,but love ro goc 
| Whither the Queene intends. Forward away. Exewnt, 


Alowd alaruz. Enter Clifford Wounded. | 


| Sec who it 15. 
| It Friend or Foe, let him be gently uſed. 
Away, tor death doth ho!d us in purſuite. | 


| Burfct his murth'cing knife unto the Roote, 


— — — — 
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| Caf. Heere burnes my Candle out;1,heere it dies, 
| Which whites it laited,gave King Hexry light. 

| OLancaſter! I feare thy overthrow, 

| Morethen iny Bodiesparting with my. Soule: 

| My Love and Feare, glew'd many Friends to thee, 

| Andvow I till. Thy tough Commixtures mclt, 

| Impairing Hery, {trength'ning miſproud Yorke; 

| And whither lye the Gaats, bur to the Sunne? 

| And who ſhines now,but Henries Enemies? 

O Phorbus!had*ſt thou never givenconlent, 

That Phaston ſhould checke thy fiery Steds, 

Thy burniag Carrenever had ſcorch'd rhe carth. 

And Herry,had'(t thou ſway'd as Kings ſhould do, 

Oras thy Father,and his Father did, 

Givingno ground untothe houſe of Yorke, 

[ hey never then had ſprugg like Sommer Flyes: 

[,and ten thouſand inthis Fic Realme, 

Had left n5 mourning Widdowes for our death, 

And thou this day,had'ſt keptthy Chaire jn peace. 

For what doth cherriſh Weeds, but gentle ayre? 

And what makes Robbers bold, but roo much lenity? 
| Bootkfleare Plaints,and Curclctſe are my Wounds? 
| No way t9 [:yC,nOr it h to hold out flight: 

The Foe is mercileſſe,and will net pity: 

For attheir hands I have deſerv'd no pity. 
| The ayre hath gor into my deadly Wounds, 


| 'Tis but his policy to counterfcr, 
| Brcaulc he would avoid ſuch bicter taunts 


And much cffuſe of blood,doth make me faint: | 
Come 7orkeand Richard arwicke, and the relt, 


I ſtab'd your Fathers boſomres;Splur my breſt. + 


Alerum &- Retreat, Enter Edward, Warwicke, Richard,and 
Sowuldiers, Montague, Clarence, 

Ed.Now breathe we Loxds ,good fortune bids us pauſe, 
And {inooth the frownes of War, with peacetulllookes: 
Some Troopes purſue the bloody-minded Queere, 

That led calme Henry though he werea King, 
As doth a Saile,fi}1'd with a tretting Guſt 
Command an Argotie to ſtemme the Waves: 
But thinke you{Lords)that Clifford fled with them? 
War, No, as impoſhble he ſhould efcape: 
(For though befure his face 1 ſpeakethe word) 
Your Brother Richard markt him for the Grave. 
And wheretoere he i3,hee'sſurely dead. Clifford grones 
Ricb, W hoſc foule is that which takes hir heavy leave? 
A deadly grone,like life and deaths departing. 


Ed. And now the Battaile's ended, | 


Rich, Revoke that doome of mercy,tor 'tis Clhffora, 


Who not contented that he lopp'd the Branch 
In hewing Rutland, when his leaves put forth, 


From w hence thattender ſpray did {weerly ſpring, 
I meanc our Princely Father. Duke of Yorke. 
War. F:om off the gates of Yorke, ferch down y head, 
Your Fathers head,which Cifeord placed there: 
In ſtead whereof ,ler this ſupply the roome, 
Meaſure for mea(ure,mul} be anſwered. 

Ed.Bring forth that fatall Schreechowle te our houſe, 
That nothing ſung but death, to usand ours: | 
Now death thall ſtop his difwall threatning ſound, 
And his 1ll-boading tongue, no gore f],all ſpeake. 

War. I thinke his underſtanding is beretc: 

Speake Chiffera,dolt thou know who tpeakes to thee? 
Darke cloudy death ore-ſhades his beames of life, | 
And tc nor fces,nor heares us, what we ſay. 

Rich. O would he did,and to{perhaps )hedoth, 
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Which inthe time of death he gave vur Father. 
Cla. it to thou think'lt, 
V ex him with eager Words. 
Rich. Clifford aske mercy ,and obraine no grace. 
Ed, Chfford,repent in boot lefle pemtence. | 
Var. Clfford, devile exculcs tor thy fault”. 
Cla.Whiic we devite tell Torturesfor thy faults! 
Rich. Thou didd ft love Yorke,and 1 am tonto Yorke. 
Edw. Thou pitticd'ſt Rutland, I will pitry thee. 
Cla. Whe:re's Captaine Marraret, to fence you now? 
VVar. They mocke thee ( ford, 
Sweare as thou was't wont. 
Ris. W hat,not an Oath? Nay then the world go's hard, 
When {i ford cannot ſpare his Friends ar; oath; 


I know by that he's dead, and by my Sole. | 
Ifthis right hand would bay but two howres lite, 
That I(1n all deſpight)might rayle at him, 
This hand ſhould chop it off:& with the iſſuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine,whoſeunſtanched thirſt ; 
Y orke,aad yong Rutland could nor fatisfie. | 
VVar. I, but he's dead. Off withthe Traitors head, 
And reare it in the place your Fathers ſtand, | 
And now to London with Triamphant martch, : | 
There 
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Therc to be crowned Englands Royall King: 
E rom whence.(hall Warwicke cut the Sca to France, 
And as).c the Lady Bouatorthy Qucene: 
$2 thait thoa ſnow both theſe Lands together, 
And having France thy Fricad,thcu ſhalt not dread 
The {catrred Foe, that hopes to rife agine: 
For though they cannor greatly ſting to hurt, 
Yet looke to have them buz to oftend thine cares, 
Firſt,will 1 fee the Coronation, 
And then to Brittany Il: croſle the Sca, 
To cc this marriage,ſo it plealc my Lord. 
| Ed. Even as thou wil: {\weet Warwicke,let it bc: 
| For on thy ſhoulder do1 builde my Seate; 
And never will I undertake the thing 
W herein thy counſaile and conſent is wanting: 
Richard, 1 will create thee Dake of Glouceſter, 
And George of Clarence;Warwickeas our Sclte, 
Shall do,and undo as him pleaſerh beſt. : 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence,George of Gloſter, 
For Gloſters Dukedome 1s roo ominous» 
War. Tur,that's a fooliſh obſervation: 
Richard, be Doke of Glolter: Now to London, 
To ſce thelc Honors in poficilion. 


Exenrt. 


Enter Sink/o and Humtrey with (roſſe-bowes 
in ther hands, 

(our iclves: 
| Sink, Vnderthis thicke growne brake,wee'l ſhrowd 
For through this Laund anon the Deere w1ll come, 
And in this cover: will we make our Stand, 

Cullin” the principall of ali rhe Deere. 
Hum. 1c {tay above the hul,fo both may ſhoor, 
Sink. Thar cannot be,the noiſe of thy Crofle-bow 

Will (carre the Heard,and {0 my ſhoot 15 loſt: 
Hecre {tand we bocth,and ayme we at the beſt: 
Andfor the rime ſhall not (ceme tedious, 
Ie tell thee what betell me on a day, 
Inthis ſclfe-place, where now we meane to ſtand. 

S$mb.Heere comes a man,let'sſtay till he be paſt: 

Enter the King with a Prayer booke. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ſtolne even of pure love, 
To greet mine owne Land with my wiſhfull ſight: 
No Ha»ry, Harry, 'tis no Land of thine, 

Thy place is fill'd,thy Scepter wrung from thee, 

Thy Balme waſh off, wherewith thou was Annointed: 
No bending knee will call thee {eſar now, 

No humble ſuters preaſeto ſpeake for right: 

No, nota man comes for redrefſc of ther: 

For how can I helpe them,and not my ſclfe? 

Sin, I, heerc's a Deere, whole $kin's a Keepers Fee: 
This 1s the quondam King;Ler's ſeize upon him, 

Hen. Let me embrace the fowre Adverſarics, 

For Wite men ſay,it 1sthe wilc!t courſe. 

Fm, Why linger we?Let us iy hands upon him. 
S$mb.Forbeare a-whilce,wee'l beare alittle more. 
Hen. My Quce1cand Son are gone to France for aid: 

And/as 1 hearc)the great Commaizding Warwicke 

Is rhither gore,tocrave the French Kings Siſter 

To w:te for Edward. It this newes be true, 

Poore Queene,and Sonne,vour labour is but loſt: 

For Warwicke 15 a fubrtle Orator; 

And Lewes a Prince ſoone wonne with moving words: 
By this account then, Afargerer may winnc him, 

For the's a woman to be puttied much: 

Her fighes will make a batt'ry 1n hisbreſt, 

Her tearcs will picrce into a Marble heart: 
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The Tyger will be milde,whiles ſhe doth mourne; 
And XN ero will be tainted with remorſe, 

To heare and ſee her plaints,her Briniſh Teares. 

I, but ſhee's come to begge, Warwicketo give: 

Shee on his left ſide,craving ayde for Hem; 

Heon his right,asking a wite for Edward. 

Shee Weepes,and layes,her Hemry is depos'd: 

He Smilcs,and ſayes,his Fdward is inſtaul'd; 

That ſhe (poore Wretch) for greefe can ſpeake no more: 
Whiles Warwicke tels his Title, {mooths the Wrong, 
Inferreth arguments of mighty ſtrength, 

And in concluſion winnes the King from her, 

With promile cf his Siſter, and what clſc, 

To {trengthen and ſupport King Edward: place. 

O HMaegaretthus twillbe,and thou(poore toule) 


— 


Art then torlaken,as thou went'ſt toriorne. 
Hum, Say,whatart thou taik'ft of Kings & Queens? | 
Kms, More then I ſcea:c,and lefſerthen 1 was born to; | 

A man atleaſt,fyr lefle 1 ſhould not be: 

And men may ta!ke of Kings,and why not I? 
Hum.T,but thou talk'ſt as if thou wer'ta King, 
King. Why fo | am (in Minde)and that's enough. 
Fum. Eut it thou be a King,where is thy Crowne? 
Kmg. My Crowne 1s 10 my hcart,not on my head: 

Notdeck'd with Diamonds, and indian ſtones: 

Nor to be ſeene:my Crowne,is call'd Content, 

A Crowne it is,that fildome Kings cnyjoy. 

Hmm, Wcll,if you be a King crown'd with Content, 
Your Crowne Content,antl you,muſt be contented 
Topgoalong with us. For (as we thinke) 

Youare the king, King Edward hath depos'd: 

And we hisſubjzecs,{worne inali Allegeance, 

Will apprehend you,as his Enemy. 
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Kg. But did you never 1wearc,and breake an Oath, 
Hwmw. No, never tuch an Oath,nor will notnow- 
Kmg.W here did youdwell when I was K.of England? | 
Hum. Hcere in this Countrey, where we now reauaties | 
King.T wasannointcd King at nine monthes old, 

My Father,and my Grandfather were Kings: 

And you were {worne true Subjects unto me: 

And tell me then, have you not broke your Oathes? 
$;.No, for we were Subjets,but while you were king. 
King, Why? Am I dead?Do I not breath a Man? 

Ah ſimple men,you know not what you {weare: 

Looke,as I blow this Feather from my Face, 

And as the Ayre blowes it to mc againe, 

Obeying with my winde when I do blow, | 

And yeelding to another,when it blowes, | 

Commanded alwayes by the greater guit: 

Such 1s the lightneſle of you, common men. 

But do not breake your Oathe,for of that finne, 

| My mildeintreaty ſhall not make you gailty- 

| Go where you will,the King ſhall be commanded; 

And be you watoap.ar team. fuer lle ouey. 

| 


| 
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Swk. We arc trueSubjetts tothe King, 
King Edward, 
| Kwmg.So would you be againeto Henry, 
| Ifhe were ſeated as King Edward is. 
' Swank. Wecharge you in Gods name & the Kings, 
| To go with us unto the Orhicers. 
King. In Gods name |cad,vour Kings name be obeyd, 
And what God will, that let your King pertorme, 
And what he will,I humbly yccld unto. Excunt, | 
| Enter K. Edward,Gloſter,Clarence, Lady Grays | 
K ing. Brother of Gloſter,a: S, Aibons field This 
I3 
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| This Ladyes Husband,Sir Richerd Grey, was (laine, 
His Land then feiz'd oa bythe Conqueror, 
Her fuitis now;to eſſe thoſe Lands, 
Which wee in Iuſtice cannot well deny, 
Becauſe in Quarrell of the Houſe of Yorke, 
The worthy Geneleman did lofe his Life. | 

Rich. Your Highneſle (hall doe well to graunt her {uit: 
It were diſhonor to deny it her. 

King. It were noleſſc,but yet Ic makea pawie. 

Rich. Yea, is it f0: 
[ ſce the Lady hath a thingto graunt, 
Before the King will graunt her humble ſuit. 

{le. Hee knowes the Game, how true hee keepes the 
winde? 

Rich. Silence. 

King, Widow, we will conſider of your ſuit, 
And come ſome other time to know our minde. 

wid Right gracious Lord, I cannot brooke delay, 
May it pleaſe your Highneſle to reſolve me now, 
And what your pleaſure is,ſhall farisfie me. 

Rich. I Widow?then lle warrant youall your Landsg 
And if what pleaſcs hiaſhall pleaſe you: 
Fight cloſcr,or good faith you'le catch a Blow. 

Cla, I feare her not, unlefle ſhe chance to tall. 

Rich, God forbid that, for hee*le rake vantages. 

King. How many Children haſtthou , Widow ? tcll 


e 
Cla. Tthinke he meanes tobegge a CKild of her. 

Rich. Nay then whip me : hee'le rather give her two- 
Wid. Three,my molt gracious Lord. 

Rich. You ſhall have foure,if you'le be rul'd by him. 
+ 'Twere pitty they ſhould loſe their Fathers 


Ss 
wid. Be pittifull, dread Lord,and graunt it then. 
King. Lords give us leave, lle try this Widowes 
wit. 


m 


Rich, I, good {cave have you, for you will have leave, 
Til Youth t1ke leave,and leave you tothe Crutch, 
Kmy. Now tell me, Madame , doe you love your 
Children? 
| Wid.l, full az dearely asI tove my (cite. 
King. And would you not doe much to doe them 
good? 
5 
% Wid. Todoe them good, I would ſuſtayne ſome 
rme. | 
= ing. Then pet your HusLands Lands,to docthemn 
5 


14d. Therefore I came unto your Majelty. 

Ang. le tel! you how thefc Lands are to be got. 

Wi4. So ſhall you bind meto your Highnefle fervice. 

| Kmg. What ſervice wilt thoudoe me it | givethem? 

' Wid. What you command, that reſts in me to doe. 

| Km. But you will take exceptions to my Boone. 
wid. No,gracious Lord,except | cannot doe it. 

| X mo. ],but thou cant doc what I mcane to aske- 


\ Wia, Why then I will doe what your Grace com- 
mands. 
ly Rich. Hee plyes her hard, and much Raine wearesthe 
Marble. 
Cl. ASredas fire?nay then, her Wax muſt melt. 
p i 4, Why ftoppes my Lord ? ſhall I not heare my 
| 12SKeE? 
| Kg. Ancalic Taske,'tis butto lovea King. 
ria. That's ſoone perform'd,becauſe I ama SubjeR. 
mg. Why then,thy Husbands Lands I freely give 


* race 


Wid. I take my leave with many thouſand thanke. 
Rich. The Match is made, the fcales it witha Curthic. 
* But (tay thee,"tis the fruits of love I meane. 

The fruits of Love, 1 meanc,my loving Liege. 
King. I,our 1 teare me in another lence. 

What Love,think'tt thougl ſue ſo much to get? 

Wid. My love till dearh.my humble thanks,my prayers, 

That love which Vertue begges,and Vertuegrauuts. 
King, No, by my ttoth, I did no meane ſuch love. 
Wid. Why then you meanenotas1 thought you did, 

Kmg. But now you partly may perceive my minde. 
W14. My minde will never graunt what I perceive 

Your Higneſſe aymesat,it | ayme aright. 
=—_ To tell thee plaine,T ayme ro lyc with thee. 
Wid. To tell you plaine,I had rather lye in Priſon. 

. \Why then thou ſhalt nat have rhy Husbands 
ids, | | 
Wid. Why then mine Honeſty ſhall be my Dower, 

For by that loſle, | will nor purchaſe theni. 

King. Thereinthou wrong' it thy Children mightily. 
W114. Herein your Higbneſle wrongs boch them & me: 

But mighty Lord,this merry inclination 

Accords not with the tadnefle of my ſuit: 

Plcatc you diſmiſſe —_— with I,or no. 

King. 1, it thou wilt fay I to my requeſt: 

Nouif thou do'lt ſay No 4 my od 
wid. Then No,my Lord:my ſuit 1s at anend. 

Rich, The Widow hikes himnot , ſhes knits her 

Browes: - . 

F Clarence, Hee 1s thee blunteſt Wooer in Chriſten» 

ome. | 
King. Her Looks doe argue her replete with Modeſty 

Her Words doe ſhew her: extapecenmdr ry 

All her pertections challenge Soveraiguty, 

One way,or other,ſhe is tor a King, 

And ſhee ſhall be my Love,or elte my Queene. 

Say,that King Edwardrake thee for his Queene? 
Wid.Tis better ſaid then done,my gracious Lord: 

I ama ſubject firro jcalt withall, 

But farre unfit tobe a Soveraigne. 

King. Sweet Widow,by my State I ſweare tothee, 

I tpeake no more then what my Soule intends, 

And that is,to enjoy thee tor my Love. 

Wid. And that is more then 1 will yceld unto: 

I know,lam too mcane to be your Queene, 

And yettoo good to be your Concubine. 

—_ You cavill, Widow, [ did meane nry Queene. 

Wid.* ['will grieve your Grace,my tonnes ſhould call 
you Father. 

King. No more,then when my Daughters 

Call thee Mother. 

Thou art a Widow,and thou haſt ſome Children, 

And by Gods Mother being but a Batchelor, 

Have other-ſome. Why, 'tis a happy thing, 

To be the Father unto many Sonnes: 

Anſwer no more, tor thou ſhalt be my Queene. 

Rich. The Gholtly Father now kath done his Shrift. 

(la. When hee was made a Shriver, 'cwas for ſhift. 

King. Brothers , you mule what Chat wee two have 
had. 


Richard. The Widow likes it not, for ſhee lookes 
fad. 
King. Y ou'ld thinke it ſtrange, if I ſhould marry. 
her. 
Cla.To whom my Lord? 


King. Why Clarence, to my ielfe. | 
Rich. That | 


——_ Py 
—_— — 
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Clar.That's a day longer then a Wonder laſts. 

Rich. By ſo mach is the W onder 1n extremes, 

Kung. Well,jcatt on Brothers : I can tell you both, 
Her ſuit is graunted for ber Husbands Lands. 


Emer 4 Noble man. 


Neb. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Pritoner to your Pallace GAtc. 
King. See that he be convey 'd unto the Tower: 
And goe wee Brothers tothe mancthartooke him, 
Toquetition of hisapprehention. 
Widow goc you-along:Lords uſe her honourably 


AMantt Richard. 

Rich. 1,f£4ward will uſe Women honourably, 
Would: he were waſted, Marrow Second all, 
That from his Loynes no 
Tocrofic me fromthe Golden tune 1 looke tor: 

And yer,betweene my Soules defire,and me, 
The luſttull £wards Title burycd, 
Is (larence, Henryand his Soanc young Edward, 
And allthe unlook*dtor Iiuc of their Bodies, 
To take their Roomes, ere I can place my ſcltc: 
A cold prem-:ditation for my pur pole. 
Why thea I doe but dreaine oa Suveraignty , 
Like one that ſtands upon a Promontorie, 
An1 ſpyesa tarre-oft ſhoce,where he would tread, 
Wiſhing his foot were equall with his cyc, 
And hides the Sea,that ſunders him from thence, 
Saying hec'le lade it dry,to have lus way: 
So doe I wiſh the Crowne, being ſofarre off, 
Aud (01 chide the meanes that keepes me trom ut, 
And fo(Ifay)fle cut the Caules off, 
Harterivg me with unpoſſibiliues:; 
My Eycs too quicke , my Heart 0're-weenes too much, 
Vnleſle my Hand and Strerg:h could equallthem. 
Well,ſay there is no Kingdome thenfor Richard: 
\V hat other Pleaſure can the World affoord? 
Ile make my Heaven ina Ladies Lappe, 
And decke my Body in gay Ornaments, 
And * witch ſweet Ladies with my Wordsand Lookes. 
Oh miſerable Thought/and more unlikely, 
Then to accompliſh twenty Golden Crownes, 
Why Love tor{wore me in my Mothers Wombe: 
And for I ſhould not deale in ber ſoft Lawes, 
Shee did corrupt frayle Nature with ſome Bribe, 


TC 


_ 


To ſhrinke mine Arine up like a wither'd Shrub, 
To make an envious Mountaine on my Back, 
Where ſits Dcformity to mecke my Body; 

To ſhape my Legges of an unequal fize, 

To di{-proportion me 18 every part: 

Like toa Chaos,or an un-lick'd Beare-whelpe, 
That carryes nc impreſſion Ickethe Damme. 

And am I then a mar. to be bc lov &? 

Oh mooſtrous fault.to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Then ſince this Earth affoords no Toy tome, 

Bur to command,to check,to o're-beare ſuch, 

As are of better Perſon then my ſelfe: 

Ile make my Heaven, todreawe upon the Crowne, 
And whiles I live,t'account this World but Hell, 
Vnrill my mis-ſhap'd Trunke, that beares this Head, 
Be round imnaled with a glorious Crowne. 

And yet 1 know not how to getthe Crowne, 

For many Livcs ſtand betwcene me and home; 


Rich. That would be tenve dayes wonder at the lcalt. 


Exennt. 


| Branchmay ſpring, 


——_ 


—— 


And 1,like one loſt in a Thorny Wood, 

Thar rents the Thornes and is rent withthe Thornes, 

Secking a way,and {trayine from the way, 

Not knowing how to finde the open Ayre, 

But toyling deſperately to inde it out, 

Torment my {elfe,ro catch the Engliſh Crowne: 

And from that torment I will frce my ſelfe, 

Or heiw my way out witha bloody Axe. 

Why I can (mile, and murther whiles I ſmile, 

And cry,Content,to that which grieves my Heart 

And wet my Checkes with arrificiall Teares, 

And tame my Face toall occaſions. 

lle drowne more Saylers then the Mermaid ſhall, 

Ile ſlay more gazers then the Baſiliske, 

Ile play the Orator as wellas Neſtor, 

Deccive more {lyly chen Viyſes could, 

And like a S#on,take another Troy. 

I can adde Colourstothe Camelion, 

Change ſhapes with Process, for advantages, 

And {ct the murtherous achevilto Schools. 

Can Idoc this,and cannot get a Crowne? 

Tut,were it farther off, Ile placke it downe. Ext, 

Flowi/h, 

Enter Lewis the French King, his Siſter Bons, hut 
edmipall,call'd Bourbon: Prince Edward, 
Lncene Margaret, and the Earle of Oxford. 

Lewis fits, and 11ſath up agame. 


Lewis. Faire Queene of England, worthy Marge, 
Sit downe with us : it ill betits thy State, 
And Birth, that thou ſhould tand, while L-wi doth fit. 


Mer. No,mighty King of | rance:now CMargaret, 
Mult ſtrike her {atle,and learne a while to ſerve, 
Where Kings command. I was(I muſt confeſle) 
Great Alb1ons Queene,in former Golden dayes: 
But now milchaiice harhtrod my Title downe, 
And with dit-honor layd me on the ground, 

\V hcre I muſt rake like Seat unto my fortune, | 
And to my humble Seat conforme iy ſelfe. 
Lews. Why lay, faire Queene, whence ſprings this 
deepe deipaire? 
Mar. From inch a cauſe;as fills mine eves with tewrs, 
And {tops my tongue, while heart is drown'd in carcs- 
Lew. har ere it be,be thou ſtill like thy felfe, 
And tttthee by our fide. Seats her ty him, 
Yecld not thy necke to Fortunes yoake, 
Bur ict thy dauntlefſe minde ſtill ride ic triumph, 
Over all miicharce, | 
Be plaine, Queens Margaret , and tell thy griete, 
It thallbe cas d,it France can yecld relicte, 
Ate, Iholc gracions words 
Revive ay drooping thoughts, 
And give my tongue-ty'd torrowes leaveto ſpeake- 
Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lim, | 
That Hewy,tole peſleſior of my Love, | 
Is,of a King,become a baniſht man, | 
And forc'd to live in Scotland a Forlorne; | 
| 
[ 
| 


_ ———— cw 


\W hile prowd ambitious Edward,Duke of Yorke, 
Vſurpes the Regall Title,and the Scat 

Of Englands true anoynted law;ull King, 

This is the cauſe that I, poere Margaret, 

With this my Sonne, Prince Edward Henries Heirez; | 
Am come to crave thy juſt and lawtull ayde: | 
And if thou faile us,all our hope is done. | 
Scotland hath will tohelpe,bur cannot helpe: | 


—_—Crr_— 
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e, and our Pecres, are both mis-lcd, 
ol _—_ ſciz'd, our Souldiers putto flight, 
And (as thou ſceſt) our ſelves in hcavy plight, 
Lew, Renowed Queene, 
With patience calme the Storme, bh: 2 
While we bethinkea meanes to breake it oft. 
Marg. The more we tay, the ſtronger growes our 


Lew, The more I ſtay, the more Ile ſuccour thee. 
Merg. O, but impatience waiteth on true lorrows 
And ſee wherecomesthe breederot my forrow- 


Enter Warwichz, 


Lew. What's he approacketh boldly to oar pre- 


ſence ? 
Mag, Our Earle of Warwicks, E dwards greateſt 
friend. 
Lewis, Welcome brave Warwicke, what beings thee 
to France? He deſcends, ; She ar/ «th, 
Marg. I,now begins a ſecond Storme to rife, 
For this is he that moves both Winde and Tyde. 
#arw. From worthy Edward, King of eAlbiov, 
My Lord and Soveraigne, and thy vowed Friend , 
I come (in Kindneſle, and unfayncd Love) 
Firſt, todoe grectings tothy Royall Perſon, 
And thento crave a League of Amity : 
And laftly, toconfirme that Amity. 
With Nuptiall Knot, if thou vouchſate to graunt 
That vertudus Lady Bona, thy fairc Silter, 
To Englangs King, in lawfull Marriage. 
Marg. 1t that goe forward, Henries hope is done. 
Wa, And gracious Madam, Speavring to Bora, 
In our Kings behalte, 
| Tam commanded, with your leaveand favour, 
Humblyto kiſſe you Hand, and with my Tongue 
Totcil the patſion of my $overaignes Heart ; 
Where Fainc, late entring at his heeatull Eares, 
Hath plac'd thy beavtics lmage, and thy V ertuc. 
Marg. King Lews, and Lady Bona, heare me ipeake, 
Before you antwer Fawicke. His demand 
Sprivgs not from Edwards well-meant honeſt Love, 
But from Deccit, bred by Neceflity : 
For how can Tyrants ſafely governe home, 
V nlefle abroad hey purchale great allyance ? 
Toprove him Tyrant, this reaton may ſuihce, 
That Hexry liveth til] : but werg he dead, 
Yet here Prince Edward lands, King Henries Sonne. 
Looke therc fore Lews, that by this League and Marriage 
Thou draw noton thy Danger, and Dis-honor : 
For though Vurpers ſway the rule a while, 
| Yet Heavens arc juſt, and Tune ſappreſieth Wrongs. 
War. Injurious Margaret. 
Eaw, Ard v hy not Qreene? 
War. Becauſe thy Father Hemry did uſurpe, 
| And thou no morcart Prince, then ſhe is Queene. 
| Onf. Then &arwickediſanulls great /obwof Gaunt,” 
Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Spaine z 
| And atter John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
| Whole Wifdome wasa Mirror to the witclt : 
| And after that wiſe Prince, Henry the Fitr, 
Who by his Proweffe conquered all France : 
From theſe, our Hemrylincally deſcends, 
War. Oxford, how baps it inthis ſmoorh difcourfe, 
You told not, how Hemythe Sixt hathloft 
All that, which Hezry the Fift had gotten ; 


— — 


_— 


' My elder Brother, the Lord Ambrey Vere 


Me thinkecs chele Peeres of France ſhould (mile at that, 
Bur forthe reſt : you tella Pedigree 
Of threeſcore and two yeeres, alilly time 
To make preſcription for a Kingdomes worth. 
Oxf.Why warwicke,canſt thouſpeake againſt thy Liege 
Whom thou obeyd'ſt thirty and fix yeeres, 
Ani not bewray thy Treaſon witha bluth ? 
War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler talſchood witha Pedigree ? | 
For ſhame leave Heary,and call Edward King. 
Of. Call him iny King, by whole injurious doome 


Was done to death 2 and morethen ſo, my Father, 
Even inthe downe-fall of his mellow'd yecres, 
W hen Nature brought him tothe doore of Death ; 
No #arwiche,no : while Life upholds this Arme, 
This Arme upholds the Houſe of Lanca#ter. | 
Warw, And | the houſe of Torke. 
Lew. Quecne Aargaret , Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchfate at ourrequelt, to ſtand aſide, 
While 1 ufe further conference with Warwicke. ' 
They ft and alcofe, 
| Max. Heavens grant, that Warwicket words bewitch 
umnot. 
Lew. Now 'Farmicke, tell me even npon thy conſcience 
Is Eawed your true King ? torl wereloth 
Tolinke 1wirh him, that were not lawfall choſen. 
Warw. Icreon I pawne my Credit, and mine Ho- 
r10rs 
Lew, Zutis he gracious in the peoples eye ? 
Fs. The more, that Hemry was unfortunate. 
ew. Then further : all ditſembling ſet afide, 
Teil me for oruth, the meaſare of his love, 
Vnto our Silter Bona, 
War. S:ch it ſeemes, | 
AS may beiceme a Monarch like hamſ(clfe 
My teltc have often heard him fay, and fweare, | 
That this bis Love was an externall Plant, 
Whcereot the Root was fixt in Vertues ground, 
The Leaves 2nd Fruit maintain'd with Beautics Sunne, 
Exempt from Envy, but notfrom Difdaine, 
Vnlcfle the Lady Bona quit his paine. 
Lew Now Silter, let us heare your hrme reſolve. 
Bona. Y or graunt, or your deny, ſhall be mine, 
YetI contefle, that often erethis day, Speakrro tar; 
When I have heard your Kings deferr recounted, 
Mine care hath tempted judgement to detires 
Lew, Then Warwicke, this : 
Our Siſter ſhall be Edwar as. 
And now forthwith (hall Articles be draiwne, 
Touching the Toynture that your King wt make, 
W hich with her Dowry fnall 5e counter-poys'd : 
Draw neere, Queene 4fargerer, and be a witneile, 
That Bona ſhall be Wite to the Engliſh King. 
Prin, Edw. To Edward, but not to the Engliſh King, 
Marg. Deccitfull Warwicke, it was thy device, 
By this alliance to make voyd gy uit ; 
Before thy comming, Lews was Henries friend. 
Lew. And (till is friend to him, and CMargarer, 
But if your Title tothe Crowne be weake, 
As may appeare by Edwards good (ucceſie ; 
Then 'tis bat reaſon, that I be releas'd 
From giving ayde, which late I promiſed, 
Yet ſha!l you have all kindnefſeat my hand, "4 


T hat your eſtate requires, and mine can yeeld, 
Warw, Henry now lives in Scotland, at his eaſe; | 
r Where | 


——_ 
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Where having nothing, nothing can he loſe. 

And as for you your {cite (our quondam Qucene) 
You have 4 Dat tos ablero mauitaine you, 

And better *twere, you troubicd him, then France, 


Proud fſertcr up, and puller downe of Kings, 
I willnot hence, till with my Talkec and Teares 
(Both full of Truth) I make King Lews behold 
Thy flye conveyance, and thy Lords falſe love. 
Poſt e blowing a horn within, 
For both of you are Birds of (cltc-lame Feather. 
Lew, Warwicks, this is ſome polte to us,or thee. 
Emer a Pcſte. 
Poſte, My Lord Ambaſſador, 
Theic Letters are for you. Speaks to Warwicke. 
Sent from your Brother Marqueile Aformagne. 
Theſc from our King, unto your Majeſty. 
And Madam, theſe for you, 
From whom, I know not. 
T hey all reade the Letters, 
Oxf. TI like it well, that our faire Queene and Miſtris 
Smiles at her newes, while Warwicke frownes at his. 
Prince Edw. Nay marke how Lews ſtampes as he were 
netled. I hope, all's for the belt. 
Lew. Warwicke, what are thy Newes? 
And yours, faire 1e? 
Mar. Mine (uch, as fill my heart with unhop'd joycs. 
Wer. Mine full of ſorrow, and hearts di content. 
Lew. W hat? has your King marrycd the Lady Grey? 
And now to {ooth your Forgery, and his, 
Sends me a Paper to per{ſwade me Patience ? 
Is this th'Alliance that he ſeckes with France ? 
Darc he preſumeto 1corne us in this manner ? 
Aw. | told your Majeſty as much betore : 
| This proveth Edwards Love, and Warwickes honeſty. 
| War, King Lews, I here protelt in fight of heayen, 
And by thc hope 1 have of heavenly blifſe, 
That I am cleere from this miſdecd of Edward ; 
No more my King, tor he diſhonors me, 
But moit himſeltc, if he could ſce his ſhame, 
Did I forget, that by the houſe of Torke 
My father came untimely to his death ? 
Did 1 letpaſle thabuſe doneto my Neece ? 
Did I 1mpalc him with the Regall Crowne ? 
Did I put Herry trom his Native Right 7 
And am I guerdon'd atthe laſt, with Shame ? 
Shame on himſclte, for my Dcſertis Honor. 
Andto repaire my Honor loſt tor him, 
{ heere renounce him, and returne to Henry, 
My Noble Queene, let former grudges pale, 
And hencetorth, 1 am thy true Servitour ; 
I will revenge bis wrong to Lady Zona, 
And replant Hemry in his former (tate. 
CIMar. Warwicke, 
Theſe words have turn'd my Hate, to Love, 
And I forgive, andquite forget old faults, 
And joy that thou becom'lt King Hemies Friend. 
War. $0 much his Friend, I, his unfained Friend, 
That it King Lews vouchlate to furniſh us 
With ſome few Bands of choſen Souldiors, 
Ile undertaketo Land them on our Coalt, 
And force the Tyrant from his ſeat by Warre. 


To Lews. 
To Margaret. 


OO 
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But by thy hc{pe to this diſtrefled Queene ? | | 


Mar. Peace impudent,and ihamelclic Warwicke,Peacc, | V nlefle thou re{cue him from foule deſpaire ? 


_ 


| 
| 
— | 


| Orthen for ſtrength and ſafety of our Country. 
#oxa, Deere brother, how ſhall Bowabe reveng'd, 


Afar. Renowned Prince, how ſhail Poore Henry live, | 
Bona, My cuarrell, and this Engliſh Queens, are one, 
War. And mine faire Lady Bona, joynes with yours, 
Low, And mine, with hers, ad thine, agd Margot, 

Therefore ar laſt, I firmely am rcfolv'd 

| You ſhall have ayde. 

Ar, Let me givehumble thankes for all, at once, 

| Lew. Then Englands Mcilcnger, returne in Poſte, 

| And tcll falſc Edward, thy luppolcd King, 

That Lewis of France, 1» icndiag over Maskers 

) To revell it with him, and his new Bride. 

| Thou ſeeſt what's palt, goc fearc thy King withall. 

Bona, Tcll him, in hope he'll prove a widower ſhortly, 

I wearethe Willow Garland for his fake. 

Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds arc layde aſide, 

| And I am ready toput Armor on. 

War. Tell him from me,that he hath done me wrong, 
And therctore Ile un-Crowne him, er't be long- 
There's thy reward, be gone, Exu Poſte, 

Liw, But Warmicke, 

Thou and Oxford, with five thouſand men 

| Shall croſle the Seas, and bid falle Edwardbattaile: 

And as occaſion ſcrves, this Noble Queene 

And Urince, ſhall follew with a fre{h Supply, 

Yet ere thou goe, but 2n{wer me one doubt - 

W har Pledge have we of thy ftirme Loyalty? 

War.T his ſhall aſſure my conſtant Loyaly , 

Thar if our Queene, and this young Prince agree, 

Tle joyre mine c|deſt daughter, and my loy, 

To him forthwith, in holy Wedlocke bands. | 
Cle. Yes, I agree, and thanke you for your Motions | 

Sonne Edward, ſhe is Faire and Vertuous, 

Theretore delay not, give thy hand to Warwiche, 

And with thy hand, thy taith irrevocable, ( 

That onely Warmickes daughter (hail be thine. 

Pri. Ed, Yes, laccept her, for ſhe well deſerves it, 
And hcere to pledge my Vow, I give my hand. | 
He giver his hand to Warwicke, 

Lew. Why ſtay we now? Thele ſouldicrs ſhalbelevicd, 
And thou Lord Bewrben, our High Admurall 
Shalt waft them over with our Royall Fleete. 

I long till Edward fall by Warres mulchance, 

For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 

Exeunt. Manet Warwiche. 

War. 1camec from Edward 1s Ambaſlador, 
But Irerurne his {worne and mortall Foe : 
Matter of Marriage was the charge he gave me, | 
But dreadfull Warre ſhall anſwer kis demand. | 
Had he none clſe to make a ſtale but me ? | 
Then none bur I, ſhall turne his Ic{t ro Sorrow, 

I was the Cheefe that rais'd him to the Crowne, 

And Ile be Cheete to bring him downe againe : | 

Not that 1 pitty Henrees milery, | 

But ſecke Revenge on Edwards mockery. 


: 


Enter Richard, (erence, Somerſet, aud 
CHMountagne. 


Ricb. Now tell me Brother Clarence, what thinke you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Grey? 


| (ar. Alas, you know, 'tis farre from hence to France, 


Hath not our Brother made a worthy choyce ? 


How 
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How could he tay till FVe@wicke made returne ? 
Sem. My Lords, forbcare this talke : here comes the 
King» 
Flowri/b. 
Enter K mg Edward, Lady fgrey, Pembrooke, Sta/- 
ford, Haitings : foure ftand on one ſide, 
and ſome on the other, 


Rich.» And his well-choſen Bride. 
{tar. 1 mind to tell him plainly what I thinke. 
King. Now brother of Clarence, 
How like you our Choyce, 
That you ttand penſivc, as halfe malecontent ? 
Clary. As well as Lewu of France, 
Or the Earle of Warwicke, 
Whichare ſo weake of courage, and in judgement, 
That they'le take no offenceat our abulc. | 
King. Suppole they take offence withour a caule : 
They are but Lewwand Warwidke,l am Edward, 
Your Kingand 'Varwickes, and muſt have my will. 

Rich. And ſhall have your will, becaute our King : 
Yet hairy Marriage {cldome ptoveth well. 

Kine. Yes Brother &ichard, arc you offended too ? 

Freb, Nor i :no : | 
God forbid, that I ſhould wiſh them ſever'd, 

Whom God hath juyn'd rogether ; 
[,and 'rwere pirty, to ſunder them, 
That yoake fo well together. w. 

King. Setting your skornes, and your milike afide, 
Tell me ſome reaton, why the Lady Grey 
Should not become my Wite, and Englands Queene ? 
And you too, Somerſet and Montagne, 

Speake freely w hat youthinke. 

Clay. Then this is mine opinion : 
That King Lewis becomes your Encmy, 
For mocking bim about the Marriage 
Ot the Lady Bona. 

Rich, And Warwicke, doing what you gave in charge, 
[s now dis-honored by this New Marriage. 

King, What, it both Lews and Warmicke be appeas'd, 
By fuch invention as | can devile ? 

Mont. et,rto have joyn'd with France in ſuchalliance, 
Would more have itreng:h'nec this our Commonwealth 
'Ganit torraine {termes, then any home-bred Marriage, 

Hait. Why, knowes not Aowntagee, that of it ſcife, 
England 1s fate, if truc within it (elte ? 

Afonn.Yes,but the fater , when'tis back'd with France, 

Hat, 'Tis >xtter uſing France, then truſting France 
Letus be back'd with God, «md with the Seas, 

Which he hath giv'n tor tence impregnable, 
And withtheir helpes, onely fan lelves : 
Inthem, and inour {«lves, our fafcty lyes. 

Clar, For this one ſpecch, Lord Heitings well deſerves 

| Tohave the Heire of the Lord Hwungerford. 

Kmg. I, what of that ? it was my will, and graunt, 

| And :or this once, my Will ſhall itand tor Law. 

Rich And yet me thinks, your Grace hathnotdone wel 


| To give the Heire and Daughter of Lord Scales 


Vntothe Brother of your loving Bride ; 
She better would have firted me, or {rence : 
But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. | 
Clear. Orclte you would not have beftow'd the Heire 
Of the Lord Peywnllon your new Wives Sonne, 
Andleave your Brothers to goe ſpeede elſewhere. 
King. Alas, poore Clarence: ig1t fora Wite 
Thatthouart malccontent? I will provide thee. 


— 


Clar, In chuling for your ſelte, 
You ſhew'd your judgement : 
\Vhich being (hallow, you ſhall give me lcave; 
To play the Broker in mine owne behalte; 
Andto that end, I ſhortly mind to leave you» 

A mg. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King. 
And not be ty'd unto his Brochers will. 

Lady Grey. My Lords, before it plcas'd his Majelty 
To raile my State to Titleofa Queene, | 
oe me but right, and you mult all contele, 

ThatI wasnot 1gnoble of Deſcent, 

And meaner then my fclfe have had like fortune. 

But as this Title honors me and mine, 

So your diſlikes, to whom 1 would be pleaſing, 
Dorh cloud my joyes with danger, and with torrow. 

King.My Love, forbeare to fawne upontheir frownes 

Whar danger, or what ſorrow can betallthee, 
So long as Edwerd is thy conſtant friend, 
And their true Soveraigne, whom they muſt obey ? 
Nay, -whom they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 
Valeile they ſeeke for hatred at my hands : 
Which if they doe, yer will I keepe thee ſafe, 
And they ſhall feele the vengeance of my wrath. 
Rich, I hearc, yet ſay not much, but thinke the more. 


Emer a Poſte. 


King. Now Meſlenger , what Letters, or what Newes 
from France? 

Prſt.My Soveraigne Liege, no Letters,and few words, 
Burt ſuch, as I ( whkou your ſpeciall pardon} 

Dare not relate. 

King, Goe too, we pardon thee ; | 
Therctore, in bricte;, tell cheir words, 
As ncere as thou canſt gueſſe them. | 
W hat anſwer makes King Lews, unto our Letters? | 

Foit, At my depart,thele were his very words z | 
Goe tell fa'fe Edward, the tuppoted King, 
That Lews of France 1s ſcnding over Maskers, 
Torevell it with biw, and his new Bride. 

King. Is L;zwa to brave? belike hethinkes me Henry, 
But what ſaid Lady Bonato my Marriage ? 

Pojt.Theie were her words,urt'red with mild difdaine: 
Tell him, in hope hell prove a Widower ſhortly, 

Ile weare the Willow Garland tor his fake. 

King. I blame not her, the could ſay litrlelefle ; 
She had the wow But whar ſaid Hewrdes Queene ? 
For I hear, that ſhe wasthere inplace. 

Poſt. Teli him (quoth ſhe ) 

My mourning-W cedes arc done, 
And I aa ready to put Armour on. 

King. Belike the minds to play the Amazon. 
Bur what ſaid Fawicke to thele injuries? 

Pot. He, more incens'd againſt your Majcſty, 
Then all the ceſt, diſcharg'd me withchelc words ; 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore le uncrowne him, er't belong. 

K's Ha?durit theT raytor breath out lo prowd words? 
W<ll; I will arme me, being thus fore-warn'd : 

They ſhalt have Warres, and pay for their preſumption. 
But ſay, is #arwickstriends with Margaret ? 
Poft. I, gracious Soveraigne, 
They are ſ{olink'd _ —_— he ol 
That yong Priace Edward: marcyes Warwicke Daughter. 
(ar, Balike, the elder ; 
Clarence will have the yonger. 
r 2 Now! 
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Now Brother King farewell, and fit you faſt, 
For I will hence to W@wickes other Daughter, 
That though I want a Kingdome, yet in Marriage 
I may not prove inferior to your ſelfe. 
You that love me, and #arwicke, follow mc. 
E-xit Clarence, and Somerſet follower.) 
Rich. Not1 : 
7 hap 60; ue me ata further matter : : 
I ſtay not for the love of Edward, but the Crowne, 
King, Clarence and Somerſet both gone to Waerwicke ? 
Yet am I arm'd againſt the worſt can happen : 
And haſte is needfull in this deſp'rate cate. 
Pembrooke and Stafford, you in our behalte 
Gore levy men, and make prepare for Warre ; 
They are already, or quickly will be landed: 
My ſelfc in perſon will ſtraight follow you. ! 
Exeunt P embrooke, aad Stafford. 
But creI goe, Haſtigs and Aonnt 


| Rofolve my doubt : you twaine, of all the reſt, 


Are neere to Warwicke, by bloud, and by allyance : 
Tell me, if you love /.arwicke more then me ; 
If it be fo, then beth depart to him : 
I rather wiſh you foes, then hollow friends. 
But if you mindeto hold your true obedience, 
Give me aſſurance with ſome trieadly Vo, 
T hat I may never have you in {uſpet. 
(AMonnt, So God helpe Hountague , as he proves 
rruc. 
Haſt. And Haſtings, as he favours Edwards cauſe. 
King. Now, brather Richard, will you ſtand by us? 
Rich. 1, in deſpight of all that ſhall withſtand you. 
King. Why (0 : then am [I ſure of Victory. 
N ow therefore let us hence, -nd loſe no howre, 
Till we meet Fa wicke, with his forraine powre. 
E xevnt, 


Enter Warwickg, and Oxford in England, 
with French Sowlduors. 


wWarw. Truſt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 

The common people by numbers {warmer us- 
Enter Clarence, and Somerſet. 

But ſee where Somerſet and Clarence comes 2 

Speake ſuddenly, my Lords, are wee all triends ? 

Clar. Feare not that, my Lord, 

#arw. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwicke, 
And welcome Somerſet : I hold it cowardize, 
Toreſt miſtruſttull, where a Noble Heart 
Hath pawn'dan open Hand, in figne of Love : 

Elſe might I thinke, that (rence, Edwards brother, 
Were bur a fained friend to our proccedings : 

Bur welcome ſweet { larence,my daughter ſhall be thine. 
And now, what reſts? but in Nights Coverture, 
Thy Brother being careleflely encamp'd, 

His Souldiors lurking in the Towne abour, 

And but atecnded by a ſimple Guard, 

We may —— and take him at our pleaſure, 

Our Scouts have found the adventure very caſic : 
That as Jyſes, and ſtout Diomeds, 

With leight and manhood ſtole to Rheſww Tents, 

And brought from thence the Thracian farall Steeds ; 
So we, well cover d withthe Nights blacke Mantle, 
At unawares may beat downe E Guard, 

And ſeize himlelfe : I ſay not, laughter him, 

For I intend but onely to ſurprize him. 

You that will follow me to this attempt, 
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Applaud the Name of Hewy, with your Leader. 
They all cry, Henry. 
Why then, let's on our way in filent ſort, 
For Farmcke and his friends, God and Saint George, 
6 Exeun, 


Emer three Watchmen to guard the Kings T ent, 


I Watch.Come on my Maſters,cach man take his ſtand, 
The King by this, isſert him downe to fleepe, 

2. Watch, \W hat, will he not to Bed ? 

1, Watch. Why, no: for he hath made a folemne You, 
| Never tolye and take his naturall Reſt, 
Till wermccke, or himſclfe, be quite ſuppreſt. 

2.Watch. To morrow then belike ſhall be the day , 
It Warwmicke be ſo neere as men report- 

3. Watch. Burt ſay, I pray, what Noble man 1sthat, 


That with the King herereſteth in his Tent ? 
I. Watch. "Tis the Lord Haſtings, the Kings chictcſt 
friend. 
Watch. O, is it ſo? but why commandsthe King, 
That his cheitc tollowers lodge in Townes about him, 
While he himſclte keepes inthe cold ficld ? 
2.Watch. Tis the more honour, becauſe more dange- 
rous. 
3-Watch. 1, but give me worſhip, and quietneſle, 
T like 1t better thena dangerous honor. 
It Warwicke knew in what eſtate be ſtands, 
'Tis to be doubred he would waken hims 
1.1 atch. Ynlcſlc our Halberds did ſhut up his pal 
lage. 
4 Watch. I : whereforeclſe guard we his Royall Tent, 
Butto defend his Perlon trom Night-toes ? 


Emer Warwicke, Clarence, Oxford, Somerſet, 
and French Souldxers ſilent all. 


War, This is his Tent,and ſee where ſtand his Guard: 
Courage my Maſters: Honor now, or never : 
But follow mc, and Edward (hall be ours. 


I. Watch, Who gocsthere ? 
2. Watch, Stay, or thou dycit. 
Warwicke and the reit cry all, Warwicke, Warwicke, and 
{et upon the Guard, who flye, crying, eArme, ena, 
Warnicke and the reit following them, 


The Drumme playing, aud Trumpet ſounding. 
Emer Warwicke, (Las. A and there, bringin FN Amy 
ont in hu Gowne, ſitting in a Chaire : Kichard 
Haſt mg: flyes over the Stage. 
Som. What are they rhat flye there ? 
Warw. Richardand Haſtings, let them goe, heere 1s 
the Duke. 
King Edw. The Duke ? 
\V hy Yarwicke, whcon we parted, 
Thou call*dit me King. 
Waw. I, but the calc is alter'd» 
W hen you diſgrace'd me in my Embaſlade, 
Then I degradcd you from being King, 
And come now to create you Duke of Torke. 
Alas, how ſhould you governeany Kingdome, 
That know not how to uſe Embaſſadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one Wite, 
Nor how to uſe your Brothers brotherly, 
NGr how to ſtudy for the Peoples Welfare, 


| Nor how to ſhrowd your ſelfe from Enemies ? 
King E aw. 
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K, Edw. Yea, Brother of Clerence, 

Artthou here t00? 

Nay then 1 ſee, that Edward needs muſt downe, 

Yet Warwicke, in deſpight ofall mi{chance; 

Of thee thy (clfe; and allthy Complices, 

Edward will alwayes beare himlelfe as King : 

Though Fortunes mallice overthrow my Statey 

My minde exceeds the compatle of her Whecle. _ 
we. Then tor his mind, be Edwards Englends KINg> 


T akes of hi Crowne, 


But Heery now ſhall weare the Englith Crowne, 
And be true King indeed : thou but the ſhadow- 
My Lord of Somerſet, at my requelt, 
See that forthwith Duke F award be convey'd 
Vntomy Brother Arch-Biſhop of Torke: 
When I have fought with Pembrooke, and his tcllowes, 
Ile follow you, and tell what anſwer 
Lews and the Lady Bonaſcnd to him. 
Now for a-while farewell good Duke of Torke. 
They leads him ont forcibly. 
K_ Ed. W hat Fates impoſe, that mea muſt needs abide ; 
It boots not to reſiſt both wind and tide. Exennt. 
Oxf. What now remaines my Lords for us to doc, 
But march to London with our Souldiers ? 
War. I, that's the firſtthing thit we have to doe, 
To free King Henry from iwpritonment, 


And fee him ſeated inthe Regall Throne. = 
'Xits 


Emer Rivers, and Lady Gra. 


kin. Madam, what makes you in this ſodain change? 
Gray. Why Brother Rivers, are you yet to learne 
\V hat late misfortune is befalne King Edward? 
Kin. What lofle of ſome pitcher battell 
Againit Warwicke ? 
Gray. No, but the loſſe cf his owne Royall perſon. 
Kin. Then 1s my Soveraigne ſlaine ? 
Gray. lalmoſt flaine, for he isrtaken prifoner, 
Either betrayed by falſhood of his Guard, 
Or by his Foe ſurpriz'd at unawares ; 
And as1 further have to underitand. 
Is new committed to the Biſhop of Torke, 
; Fell Werwickes brother, and by that our Foe. 
| Ris. Theſe Newes | mult confeſſe are full of griefe, 
| Yetgracious Madam, beare it as you may, 
' Waniche ay looſe, that now hath worne the day. 
Gray. Till then, faire bope mutt hinder lives decay : 
| And | the rather waine me trom deſpaire 
| For love of Edzards Off-{pring in my wombe : 
| This 15 it that makes me bridle my pallien, 
And bearc with Mildncfſe my mistortunes crofle ; 
I, I, tor this I draw in many a teare, 
And [top the riſing of blood-{ucking Ighes, 
| Lealt with my ſighes or teares, I blaſtor drowne 
King Edwards Fruite, true heyreto th'Engliſh Crowne, 
Rin, But Madam, 
| Where is #/arwicke then become ? 
| Gray. 1 am inform'd that he comes towards London, 
' Tofer the Crowne once more on Henries head: 
| Guciſe thou the reſt. Kings Edwards friend muſt downe. 
Burto prevent the Tyrants violence, 
(For truſt not him that hath once broken faith) 
| Uchence forthwith unto the SanRuary, 
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To fave (at leaſt) the heire of Edwards right : 
There ſhall I re(t ſecure from force and fraud ; 
Cometherefore let us flye, while w < may fiye, 
If Warwicke take us, we arc ſure todye. Exeunt, 


Emer Richard, Lord Ha#tings, and Sir Filliam 
Stanteys 


Rich. Now my Lord Haitings, and Sir William Stanley 
Leave off to wonder why Idrew you hither, 

Into this cheefeſt Thicket of the Parke. 

Thus ſtands the cafe : you know our King, my Brother, 
Is pritoner to the Biſhop here, at whoſe bands 

He hath good uſage, and great liberty, 

And often but attend ed with weake guard, 

Comes hunting this way to diſport himſclte. 
I have advertis'd him by ſecret meanes, 
That if about this houre be make this way, 
Vnder the colour of his uſualigame, 

He ſhall here find his friends with Horſe and Men, | 
Toſer him free from his Captivity. 


Emer King Edward, 4nd a Huntſman 
with him, 


Hunt. This way my Lord, 
For this way lies the Game. 
Kms Edw. Nay this way man, 
See where the Hantſmen ſtand. 
Now brother of Gle#ter, Lord Ha#ting:,and the reſt, 
Stand you thus cloſe to ſtcale the Biſhops Deere ? 
Rich, Brother, the time and calc, requireth haſt, 
Your horle ftands zeady at the Parke-corner, 
King Ed. But whither (hall wethen ? 
Haſt: To Lynmy Lord, | 
And ſhip from thence to Flanders. 
Rich. Well gueſt belceve me,tor that was my meaning. | 
King Edpw. Stanley, I will require thy forwardnefle. | 
Rich. But wherefore ſtay we ? 'risnotime totalke, }þ 
King Edw. Huntſman, what ſay'lt rhou? 
Wiltthou goe along ? 
Hunt. Better doc fo, then tarry and be hang'd. 
Rich. Come then away, lets ha no more adoc, 
King Eaw. Biſhop farewell, 
Shecld thee from Warwiches trowne, 
And pray that I may re-polleſſe the Crowne. Exennt, 
Enter King Henry the fixt, Clarence, Warwicke, 


Somer/er, young Henry, Oxford, Mountagne, 
Lientenan. 


King Hen. M. Licutenant, now that God and Friends 

Hove thaken Eqwerd from the Regall ſeate, 

And turn'd my captive ſtateto liberty, 

My feare to hope, my forrowes unto joyes, 

At our enlargement what are thy due Fees? 
Liew.Subjes may challenge nothing of their Sou'rains 

But, it an humble prayer may prevaile, 

I then crave pardon of your Majeſty. TY 
King Hen. For what, Lieutenant ? For well vſing me? | 

Nay, be thou ſure, Ile well requite thy kindnefle. 

For that it made my impriſonment, a pleaſure : 

I, ſuchapleaſure,as incaged Birds | 

Conceive ; when after many moody Thoughts, 


| 


Ar laſt, by Notes of H harmony, 
They quite forget their lofle of liberty. : | 
"# BN ut. 
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But #arwicke, after God, thou ſcr'lt me free, 
And chicfcly therefore, 1 chanke God, and thee, 
He was the Author, thoutbe inſtrument. 
Theretore that I may conquer Fortunes (pight, 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the peoplicofthis bleſſed Land 
May no be puniſht with my thwarting ſtarres, 
Warwicke, alrhough my head (hill weare the Crowne, 
I here 1eligne wy Government to thee, 
For tho: a. t fortunate in all thy deeds. 
War. Y our Grace hath ſti. becne tam'd for vertuous, 
And now may ſeeme as wile as vertuous, 
By ſpyingand avoiding Fortunes malice, 
For tew men rightly remper with the Starres : 
Yer 1n this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chuſing me, when Clarence 1s 1n place. 
( far. No Warwicke, thou art vi orthy of the ſway, 
To whom the Heavens in thy Nativity, 
Adjudg'd an Olive Branch, and Lawrell Crowne, 
As likely tobe bleſt in Peace and Warre ; 
And therefore I yeeld thee my free conſent. 
Waew. And 1 chuſe (rence oncly tor Protector. 
King. erwicke and {larence, give me both your hands. 
Now joyne vour hands, and with your hands your 
That no diſlention hinder Government : ( hearts, 
I make you both Protectors of this Land, 
W hile I my ſelfe will leade a private Lite, 
And in devotion ſpend my latter dayes, 
To ſinnes rebuke, and my Creators praiſe. 
Warw, What anſwers Clarence 'to his Soveraignes 
will? 
Cla. That he conſents, if Wawicke yeeld conſent, 
For onthy fortune I repoſe my (elte, 
- Warw. Why then, though loth, yet muſt Ibecontent: 
We'll yoake together, like a double ſhadow 
To Hemres Body, and ſupply his place ; 
I mcanc, in bearing weight of Government, 
W hile he enjoycs the honor, and his eaſe, 
And (larence, now then it is more then needfaull, 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a Traytor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confiicated. 
(lar. What clic ? and that Succeflion be determined. 
Warw. I, therein Clarence ſhall not want his part. 
XK ing. But with the fir{t, ct all your cheite affaires, 
Let me intreat (for I command no more) 
That Mergert your Queene, and my Sonne Edward, 
Be {cnt for, toreturne trom France with ſpeed : 
For till I ſee them here, by doubtfull tare, 
My joy of liberty is halte cclips'd. 
Clay. It ſhalibe done, my Soveraigne, withall ſpced. 
King. My Lord of Somerſet, u hat Yourhis that, 
Of w you ſceme to have {o tender care? 
Somer, My Licge, it is young Henry, Earle of Rich- 
mound. 


King. Come hither, ©ng/anas Hope : 


Layes bu Hand on bu Head. 
If ſecret Powers ſuggeſt but truth 
To my divining thoughts, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Countries blifſe. 
His lookes arc full of peacctull dlajelly, 
His hcad by naturefram'd to weare a Crowne, 
His hand to wielda Scepter, and himſclfe 
Likely in time to bleſſe a Regall Throne : 
Make much of him, my Lords ; for this is he 
Muſt helpe you more, then you art hurt by me. 


Enter a Poſte, 


Warw. \Whatnewes, my friend? 
Poſte. T hat Edward is cicapcd trom your brother, 
And fled (as hc heares tince) ro Burgundy. 
Wew. \ niavory ewes : but how made he efcape ? 
Pofle. He was convey'd by Richerd, Duke of Gloiter, 
And the Lord Haſtings, who attended tim 
In tecret ambuſh, onthe Forrelt fide, 
And trom the Bihops Huntſmen reſcu'd him : 
For Hunring was his dayly Exerciſc. 
Warw. My Brother was too carcleſſe of his charge. 
Bur let us hence, my Soveraigne, to provide 
A lalve for any fore, that may betide. E xexn, 


HManemt Somerſet, Richmond, and Oxford. 


Som. My Lord, Ilike not of this flight of Edward; : 
For doubtleſſe, Burgundy will yeeld him kelpe, 
And we ſhal! have more Warres betor't be long. 
As Hemries late preſaging Prophecy 
Did giad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond : 
So duth my heart miſ-give mc, in thele Conflicts, 
VW hat may befall him, to his harme and ours. 
Theretore, Lord Oxford, to preventthe worlt, 
Forthwich we'll ſend him hence to Brittany, 
Til ſtormes be paſt of Civili Enmity. 
Oxf. I: torif Edwardre poſſefle the Crowne, 
'Tis like that Richmond, with thereſt, ſhall downe. 
Sem, it ſhall beſo ; he ſhall ro Brittany. 
Come therefore, let's about it ſpeedily. E xeunt. 


Enter Edward, Richard, Haitmgs, 
and Sonldiers. 


Edw.Now btother Richard, Lord Haſtings,and the reſt, 
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh usamends, 
And ſayes, that once more 1 ſhall cnterchange 
My waincd ſtate, for Henris Regall Crowne-, 
Well have we _—_- aad now re-paſl'd the Seas, 
And brought defired helpe from Burgundy. 
W hat then; remaine's, we being thus arriv'd 
From Raventpurgh Has en, before the Gates of Yorke, 
Bur that we cnrer, as into our Dukedome ? 

Rich. The Gates made faſt ? 
Brother, 1 like not this 
For a;any men that ſtumble at the Threſhold, 
Are well tore-told, that danger lurkes within. 

Edw Tulh man, aboadments muſt not now affright us: 
By faire or touie meancs we muſt enter in, 
For bither will our friends repaire to us. 

eq My Liege, lle knocke once more, to ſammon 
them. 
Enter ou the Wallr, the Mayor of Torks, 
and buy Brethren. 

Aayor. My Lords. 
We were forc-warned of your comming, 
And ſhut the Gates, for ſatety of our ſelves ; 
For now weewe allegeance unto Henry. 


Edw. But, Maſter Mayor, if Henry be your King, 
Yet Edwmwrd, atthe leaft, is Duke of Torke. | 
Mayer. True, my good Lord, I know you for no | 


leſſe. 
Eaw,Why,andIc nothiag but my Dukedome, 
As being well content with that alone. 


Lich 
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Rich. But when the Fox hath once got in his Noſe, 
He'li ſoone find meanes to make the Body follow. 
Hait, Why Maſter Mayor, why ſtand you in a doubt? 
the Gates, we are King Henrees friends. 
Meapvr. |, \ay you fo? the Gates ſhall then be opened. 
He deſcenal. 
Rich. A wiſe tout Captaine, and ſoone perſwaded. 
Ha#ft, The good old man would faine that all were well. 
$o'rwere not long of him : but being centred, 
I doubt not 1, bur we ſhall ſoon per{wade 
Both hia, and all his Brothers, uato reaſon, 


Enter the Mayor, and two eAldermen. 
£d».So, Maſter Mayor : theſe Gates mult not be ſhut, 
But inthe Night, or in the time of Warre. 
What, fcare not man, but yeild me up the Keyes, 
T akes bu Keyes. 
For Edward will detend the Towne, and thee, 
And ail thoſe triends, that deine to follow me, 


March. Emer Monntgomery, quith Drumme 
and Sowldters. 

Rich, Brother, this is Sir /obn» Mowntgomery, 
Our truſty friend, unleſſe I be deceiv'd. : 

Edwar, Welcome Sir [obn : but why come you in 
Armes? 

Mowne.To helpe King Edwerd in his time of ſtorme, 
Ascvery loyail Subject ought rodoe, 

Edw. Thankes good Afonntgomery : 
But we now forget our Title tothe Crowne, 
And onely cla, me our Dukedome, 
Till God pleaſe to ſend the reſt, ; : 

Mount. Thenfare you well, for I will hence againe, 
I came to ſerve a King, and nota Duke : 
Drummer ſtrike up, and |t us march away- 

The Drumme begins to March. | 

Edw, Nay ſtay, Sir /obn, a while, and we'll debate 
By what ſafe axcanes the Crowne may be recover'd. 

Mount. What tal+e you ofdcbazing ? in few words, 
If you'll not here proclaime your ſelfe our King, 
le leaye you to your fortune, and be gone, 
To kcepe them backe ,that cometo fuccour you. 
Why ſhall we fight, if youpretend no Title ? 

ich. Why Brother, wherefore ſtand you on nice 
pots ? 

Edw. When we grow ſtronger, 


Then we'll make our Clayme : 
' Tillthen, *us wiſdome to conceale our meaning» 
| Halt, Away with ſcrupulous Wit, now Armes muſt 
rule, 
Rie. And fearelefſe minds clymbe ſooneſt unto Crowns. 
| Brother, we wil! proclaime you out of band, 
The bruit tacreof will bring you many friends. 
Edw. Then be it as you wall ; for *tis my right, 
And Henry but uſurpesthe Diademe. 
Mount. 1, now my Soveraigne {peaketh like humſelte, 
And now w1ll I be Edwards Champion. 
| HaitSotnd Trumpet, Edward ſhall be here proclaiar'd: 
| Come, fellow Souldicr,make thou proclamation . 
| F lowr1/h. | Sound, 
Soul. Edward the Foarth, by the Grace of God, King of 
of 


England and France, and Lord - 
Mount. And whotoc're gainſayes King Edwards right, 
By this I challcnge him to ſingle fight. 
Throwes downe his Gannlee, 
A8, Long live Edwerdche Fourth. 


| 


Eds, Thankes brave 
And thankes unto you all ; 
It fortune ſerve me; lie requitethis kindneſſe . 

Now tor this Night, kt's harbor here in Torke : 

And when the Morning Sunne ſhall ratfc his Carre 
Above the Border of this Horizon, 

We'll forward towards Warwcks, and his Mates ; 

For well 1 wor, that Hemy is no Souldier. 

Ahfroward Clarence, how evill it beſcemes thee, 

To flatter Henry, and forſake thy Brother ? 

Yetas we may, we'll meet both thee and Fo wicke, 
Come on brave Souldiors : doubt not of che Day, 
Andthatoace gotten, doabt nor of large Pay. Exennt. 


Enter the King Warwicke, Mountaoue, Clarence, 
Oxford, and Somerſet. 


War. What counſaile, Lords ? Edward from Belgia, | 
With haſty Germanes, and blunt Hollwnders, 
Hath paſs in fatcty through the Narrow Sas, 
And with his troupes doth axarch amaine to London, | 
And many giddy people tiocke to h1 1. 

» Let's levy men, end beat him backe againe. | 

Clay, Aluttle fire is quickly trodden our, 

Whichbeing ſuffer'd, Riverscannot q«cnch. 

War. In Warwickſhire I have truc-hearced friends, 
Not mutinous inpeace, yet bold m W.rre, 

Thoſe will I muſter up : and thou Soune (@arence 
Shale (tirre up in Suffolke, Norfolke, ard in Kent, 
The Knights and Gentlemen, to come withthce, 
Thou brother Montagne, in Buckingham, 
Northamp:' ow, and in Lercefterſbre, ſhalt find 

Men well enclin'd to heare w hat thou command'ſt 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well bclov'd, 
In Oxferd/eire [hilt muſter up thy friends. 

M y Soveraigne, with the loving Citizens, 

Like to his Iland, gyrtin withthe Ocagn, 

Or modeſt yan, circled with her Nympbs; 
Shallreſt in London, till we come to hum : 

Faure Lords take leave, and ſtand not to reply. 
Farewell my Soveraigne. 

Kmg. Farewell my Heftor,and my Troyes true hope» 

Cle. In ligne of truth, 1 kifle. your Highneſle hand, 

King. Well-minded Clarence, be thou tortunate. 

Mownt. Comtort, my Lord, and {0 I rake my leave. | 

Qxf. And thus I ſcale ay wuth, and bid adicu. 

King. Sweer Oxford, dl my loving CMonnagae, 
And allat or;ce, once more a happy farewell. 

We. Farewcll, fwcet Lords, let's meer at { oventry. 

E xeumt. 
King. Here at the Pallace will I reſt a while. 
Coutn of Exet:y, what thinkes your Lordſhip ? | 
Me thinkes, the Power that Edward hath in field, 
Should no: be able toencounter mine. 

E xet. The doubt 1s, that he v 1il feducerke reſt. 

King. That's not iy teare, my meed hath got me fame: 
I have not ſtopr minecares to their demands, 

Nor poſted off theig ſuites with flow de.aye s, 

My pitty hath beene ba'me ro heale their wounds, | 
My mildnefſe hath allay'd their (welliog griefes, | 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing teares. 

I have not beene defirous of their wealth, + 


Nor muchoppreſt them wi. h great Subſidies, 
Nar for of revenge, though chey much err'd. 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more then me ? | 


No Exeter, theie Graces challenge Grace : 


tt. 
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And when the Lyon fawnes upon the Lambe, 
The Lambe will never ccaſc to follow him. 
4 Shout within, A Lancafter, A Lancaiter, 
Exe. Harke, hearke, my Lord, what Shouts arc 


thele? 
| Enter Edward and by Souldiers, 


Edw. Seize on the ſhamefac'd Henry, beare him hence, 
And once againe proclaime us King ot England. 
You arethe Fount, that makes {mall Brookes to flow, 
Now ſtops thy Spring, my Seca ſhall ſucke them dry, 
And {well ſo much the bigher, by theirebbe. 
Hence with him to the Tower, ict him nor ſpeake. 

Exit with K mg Henry. 

And Lords,towards Coventry bend we our courte, 
W here peremptory Warwicke now remaines : 
The Sunne ſhines bot, and it we uſe delay, 
Cold biting Winter warres our hop'd-for Hay. 

Rich. Away betimes, before his forces joyne, 
Andrake the great-growne Traytor unawares: 


Brave Warriors,march amaine towards Coventry. 
Exeurt. 


Enter Warwiche, the Mayor of Coventry, two 
Meſſengers, and others upon the Walls, 


. War Where is the Poſt that came from valiant Oxford? 
How farre hence is thy Lord, minc honeſt fellow ? 
Meſſ. 1. By this at Dunſmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How farre off is our Brother Aſountague 2 
Where is the Poſtthat came from Aountage ? 
CMeſſ. 2. By this at Daintry, with a puillant troope. 
Emer Somervile, 
Wir. Say Somervile, what {ayes my loving Sonne ? 
And by thy gueſle, how nigh 1s Clarence now ? 
Somer. At Southam I did leave him with his forces, 
And doe expect him herc ſome two houres hence, 

War. Then (arexce isat band, I heare his Drumme. 
Somer, It is not his, my Lord, heare Southam lyes : 
The Drum you Honor heares, marcheth from &"arwicke. 
War. \W ho ſhould that be?belike unlook'd for friends. 
Somer. They are at hand, and you ſhall quickly know. 


HMarich. Flowrilh. Enter Edward, Richard, 
and Soulazerr. 
E dw. Goe, Trumpet, tothe Walls, and ſound a Parle, 
Rich. Sce how the ſurly Farwicke mans the Wall. 
Var, Oh unbid {pight, is ſportfull Edwardcome ? 
Wher fleptour Scouts, or how are they ſcduc'd, 
That we could heare no newes of his repayre. 
Eaw. Now Warwicke, wilt thou ope = City Gates, 
Speake gentle words,and humbly bend thy Knee, 
Call Fdaard King, andat his hands begge Mercy, 
And he ſhall pardon thee theſe Outrages ? 
War. Nay rather, wilt thou Sw forces hence, 
Conteſle who ſet thee up, and plucktthee downe, 
Call Fas: kePatron, and be penitent, 
And thou ſhalt {ti!l remaine the Duke of Yorke. 
Rich. I thought at leaſt he would have ſaid the King, 
Or did he make the Icaſt againſt his will ? : 
Far. Isnot a Dukedome;, Sir, a goodly gift ? 
Rich, 1, by my faith, for a poore Earle to give, 
lle doe thee ſervice tor ſo good a gift. 
_ 'Twas I that gave the Kingdome to thy Bro- 
ther. 
Eaw. Why then "cis mine, if but by Warwickes gitt, 


OO — P—_— 


War. Thou art no «Atlas for fo great a weight : 
And Weakeling, Waerwicketakes his gift againe, 
And Henry is my King, Warwicke his Subject. 

Edw, But Warwickes King is Edwards Priloner * 
And gallant Warwicke, doe but an{wer this, 


| Whar 1s the Body, when the head is off? 


Rich, Alas, that Werwicke had no more forc-caſt, 

But whiles he thought to ſtcale the ſingle Ten, 

The King was flyly finger'd from the Decks : 

You lctt poore Henryat the Biſhops Pallace, 

And tenne to one you'll mcet him in the Tower, 
Faw. 'Tisevenlo, yet you are Warwicke ſtill, 
Rich. Come Warwicke, 

Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe : 

Nay when ? ftrike now, or elſc the Iron cooles. 
War. I had rather chop this hand oft ata blow, 

And with the other, fling it at thy face, 

Then beare ſolow a ſayle, to ſtrike tothee. 
faw. Sayle how thou canſt, 

Have Windeand Tydethy fricnd, 

This hand, faſt wound about thy coale-blackec hayre, 

Shall, whiles thy head is warme, and new cut off, 

Write inthe duſt this Scntence with thy blood, 

Wuind-changing W@ whe now can change no more. 


Enter Oxford, with Drumme and Colour, 


ee 


War. Ohchcarcfull Colours, ſce where Oxford comes, 


Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, tor Lanca#tey. 

Rich. The Gates are open, let us enter to0. 

Edw. So other foes may (er upon our backes. 
Stand we in good array : for they no doubt 
Will iſſue out againe, and bid us batraile ; 
lf not, the City being but of ſmall defence, 
We'll quickly rowze the Traitors inthe ſame. 


War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy helpe. 


Emter Mountagne, with Drumme and Colowrs, 


Mount. Mountague, Mountagne, for Laneaſter. 


Rich, Thou and thy Brother both ſhall buy this Treaſon 


Even with the deareſt blood your bodyes bearc. 
Eaw. The harder matcht,the greater ViRory, 
My mind preſageth happy gaine, and Conqueſt. 


Enter Semerſet, with Drumme and Colours. 
Som, Somer(et, Somerſet, tor Lancaſter. 
Rich, Two otthy Name, both Dukes of Somerſet, 
Havyelold their Livesuntothe Houſe of Torke, 
And thou ſhale be the third, if this Sword hold. 


E nter ( larence, with Dr amme and ( olowrs, 


War. Andloe, where George of (larence (weepes along 


Of force enough to bid his brother Battaile ; 
With whom,an upright zealeto right, prevailes 
More then thenature of a Brothers love. 

Come Clarence, come : thou wilt, if Warwicke call. 


Clar. Father of Warmicke,know you what this meanes? | 


Looke here, I throw my infamy at thee : 
I will not ruinate my Fathers Houſe, 
Who gave his blood to lyme the ſtones together, 


' 
| 


And {et up Lancafter. Why, troweſt thou, Warwickts 


That Clence is {0 harſh, ſo blunt, unnaturall, 
To bend the fatall mftruments of Warre 


Agaialt 


"_. 


m wt wy py oy pl ts. Wd DIdagSWCUGaYD oct cc dS» ” >» 


41) 9} th cs eo *% 0 te a 3b Se .325c92 ds oe 


—_ 


Y 


L 


_ —— 
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nſt his brother , and hislawfull King. 
Perhaps thou wilt objeR my holy Oath - 
To keepe that Oath, were more impiety, - 
Then /ephah, when he facritic'd his Daughter. 
I am ſo ſorry for my Treſpas made, 
Thattodeſerve well at my brothers hands, 
I here proclaime my felte thy mortal foe : 
With reſolution, whereſoe're I meet thee, 
(As1 will mcet thee, if thou ſtirre abroad) 
To plague thce, for thy fouie mis-leading me. 
And ſo, prowd-hearted &@rwicke, I dehie thee, 
And to my brother turne my bluſhing Checkes., 
Pardon me Edward, I will make amends : 
And Richard, doe not frowne upon my faults, 
For I will henceforth be no more unconſtants 
Edw.Now welcome more,and ten times more belov'd 
Then if thou never hadſt deſerv'd our hate. 
Rich. Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
wWarw. Oh paſſing Traytor, perjur'd and unjuſt. 
Edv. What Warwicke, 
Wilt thou keave the Towne, and fight? 
Or hail we beat the Stones about thine Eares ? 
wWarw. Alas, I am not coop'd here tor detence : 
I will away towards Barnet preſently, 
And bid thee Bartaile, Edwed, if thou dar'ſt. 
Edw. es Warwicke, Edward dares, and leads the way: 
Lords to the field : Saint George, and Victory, Exennt. 


Martch, Warwicke and hu company follower. 


Alarum, and Excurſions. Enter Edward bringing 
forth - ane wounded, 


Edw. So,lve thou there : dye thou,and dye our feare, 
For #.arwicke was a Bug that fear'd us al}, 
Now Meountagse (it fait, I ſeeke for thee, 
That #arwickes Bones may keepe thine company. 


We. Ah, whois nigh ? come tome, freind, or foe, 
And tell me who is Vitor, Torke, or Warwicke ? 

Why aske I that ? my mangled body ſhewes, 

My blood, my want of ſtrength, my ſicke heart ſhewes, 
That I mult yee!d my body to the Earth, 

And by my fall, the conquelt to my foe. 

Thus yeelds the Cedar tothe Axesedge, 

Whoſe Armes gave ſhelter to the Princely Eagle, 

Vnder whoſe ſhade the ramping Lyon ſlept, 

Whoſe top-branch over-peer'd /oves ſpreading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from Winters pow'rfull Winde. 
Theſe Eyes,that now are dim'd with Deaths black Veylc 
Have becne as piercing asthe Mid-day Sunne, 

To ſearch the ſecret Treaſons of the World ; 

The Wrinckles in my Browes, now fill'd with blood, 
Werelik'ned oftto Kingly Sepulchers : 

For wholiv'd King, but I could digge his Grave? 

And who durſt ſmile, when War wxke ben this Brow ? 

| Loe, now my Glory ſmear'dinduſt and blood. 

My Parkes, my Walkes, my Mannors that I had, 

Even now forſake me ; and of all my Lands, 

[s nothing left me, but my bodics length. 

Why, whatis Pompe, Rule,Reigne,but Earth and Duſt? 
And live we how we can, yet dye we muſt. 


Enter Oxford and Somerſet. 


Som. Ah Warwicks, Warwicke, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our Loſle againe ; 
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| The Queene from France hath brought a _—_ power 
it 


Even now we heard the newes ,ah, could it thou flye. 
Warw. Why then I wouldnot fiye. Ah Monntoguc, 

It thou be there, ſweet brother, take my hand, 

And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soule a while. 

Thou lov'ſt me not : for, brother, if thou didſt, 

Thy teares would waſh this cold congealed blood, | 

T hat glewes my Lippes, and will not let me ſpeake. 

Come quickly Mountague, or 1 am dead, 
Som, Ah Warwicke, Aountague hath breath'd his laſt, 

And tothe lateſt afpe, cry'd out for War wicke : 

And ſaid, Co a to my valiant Brother. 

And more he wonld have ſaid and more he ſpoke, 

Which ſounded [ike a Cannon in a Vault, 

I hat ;noughe not be diſtinguiſh: bur at laſt, 

I well might heare, delivered witha groane, 

O farewell Warwicke. 

Wea. Sweet reſt his Soule : 

Hye Lords, and fave your ſelves, 

For Warwicke bids you all farewell, to meet in heaven. 
Of. Away, away, to meet the Queenes great power. 

Here they beare away his Body. Exemnr. 


Flueriſh, Enter King Edwardin triumph, with 
Richard, C e, and the reſt. 

King. Thus farre our fortune keepes an upward courſe, 

And we are grac'd with wreaths of ViRory : 

But in the mid{t of this bright-ſhining Day, 

I ſpy a blacke ſuſpictousthreatning Cloud, 

Thar will encounter with our glorious Sunne, 

Ec he attaine his caſefull Weſterne Bed: 

I meanc, my Lords, thoſe powers that the Queene 
Harth urn in Gall, have arrived our Coat, 
And, as we heare, march on to fight with us, 

Clar. A little gale will ſoone diſperſe that Cloud, 
ans blow it to the Source from whence it came, 

hy very Beames will dry thoſe Vapours up, 

For ſono Cloud —— not a Mn - 

Rich. The Queene is valued thirty thouſand firong, 
And Somerſet, with Oxford, fied to her : 

If ſhe haverimeto breathe, be well aſſur'd 
Her tation will be full as ſtrong as ours. 

King, Weare advertis'd by our loving friends, 
That they doe hold their courſe toward Tewksbury. 
We having now the beſt at Barnet field, 

Willthither ſtraight, for willingneſle rids way, 

And as we matrtch, our ſtrength will be augmented : 

In every County as we goealong, 

Strike up the Drumme, cry courage, and away, * xewnt. 


CMartch. Enter the 2 weene, young Edward, 
Somerſet, Oxford, and 
Souldiers 


.2u.Great Lords,wile men ne'r firand waile their lofſe 
Bur chearely ſecke how to redrefle their harmes. 
W hat though the Maſt be now blowne over-boord, 
The Cable broke, the bolding-Anchor loſt, 
And halfe our Saylors ſwallow'd in the flood ? 
Yet lives our Pilot ſtill, Ist meer, that he 
Should leave the Helme, and like a fearetull Lad, 
With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sea, 
And give more h to that which hath too much, 
W hiles in his moane, the Ship fplits on the Rocke, 
Which induſtry and Courage might have fav'd? 
Ah what a ſhame, ah what a fault were this. 
Say Warwicke was our Anchor : what of that ? 
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And Mowuntegue our Top-Malt : what of him ? 

Our ſlaught'red triends, the Tackles : what of theſe ? 

W hy 1s not Oxford here, another Anchor ? 

And Somerſet, another goodly Malt ? 

The tricnds of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ? 

And thoughunskiltull, why not N'gd and I, 

For o0ucc ailow'd the $kiitull Pilots Charge? 

We will not from the Belme, to fit and weepe, 

Bur keepe our Courſe (though the rough Wande ſay no) 
From Shelves and Rocks,that threaten us with Wracke. 
As good to chide the Waves, as {peake them faire. 

And what is Edward, but a ruthlcile Sca ? 

W hat ({aence, but a Quick-land of Deccit? 

And Richard, but a raged tatali Rocke ? 

All thcie,the Enemies to our poore Batke« 

Say you can {wim, alas tis but a whule ; 

Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly finke, 
Beitridethe Rocke, the Tyde will waſh youotf, 

Or clie you familſh, that'sa three-told Death. 

This ſpeake 1 (Lords) to let you underſtand, 

It caſe ſome one of you would flye from us, 

That there's no hop'd-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
Morethen with rathicfic Waves, with Sandsand Rocks: 
Why courage then, what cannot be ayorded, 

TI were childiſh weaken:fI& to lament, or feare. 

Prin. Me thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, 
Should , it a Coward heard hcr ſpeake thele words, 
Infuſe his Breaſt with Magnaniauty, 

And make him, naked, foyle a manat Armes. 
I ipcake not this, as doubting any here : 

For did I but ſuſpeR afcarctull man, 

He ſhould have leave togoc away bctines, 
Leait in our need he might infect another, 
And make him of like ſpirit to himſclte. 

If any ſuch be here, as God forbid, 

| Let him depart, betore we neede hishelpe. 

Oxf. Womenand Children of to high a courage, 

And Warriors faint, why 'twere perpetuall ſhame. 
Oh brave young Prince : thy famous Grandfather 
Both live againc in thee ; long may'ſt thou live, 
To beare his Image, and renew his Glories. 

Som. And he that will not fight tor ſuch a hope, 
Goe home to Bed, and like the Owle by day, 

If hc ariſe, bemock'd and wondred at. 

Que, Thankes gentle Somerſet, ſweet Oxford thankes. 

Prince, And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing 
elſc. 

Enter aIeſſenger. 


| Afeſſ. Prepare you Lords, for Edward isat hand, 
| Ready to fight : therefore be reſolute. 
Oxf. I thoughtnoleflc : it is his Policy, 
To haſte thusfaſt, to find us unprovided. 
Som. But hc's deceiv'd, weare inreadineſſe. 
2 ue, Thischcares my hcart, to ſee your forwardneſſe, 
Of. Here pitch our Bartaile,hence we will notbudge. 


CMartch. Enter Edward, Richard, Clarence, 
and Souldeer s. 


Edw.Brave tollowers,yonder ſtands the thorny Wood 
WW hichby the Hcavens aſſiſtance, and your ſtrength, 
Muſt by the Roots be hew'ne up yet cre Night. 

I nced not adde more fuell to your fire, 
For well I wot, ye blaze, to burne them our : 
| Gave lgnall to the fight, and toit Lords. 


' 


— 


| 


; His Statutes cancell'd, and his Treaſure ipent ; 


” —_— ————————__——_- ———_—_ 


| Is Priſoner to the Foe, his Stare uſurp'd, 
; HisRealmea (laughter-houſe, his SubjeRts Maine, 


£# Lords,Knights,and Gentlemen,what] ſhould lay, | 
My tcares gaine-ſay : for every word I ſpeake, | 
Yee {ce 1 drinke the water of my eye. 

Theretore po more but this : Hexry your Soveraigne 


And yonder isthe Welte, that makes this ſpoyle. 
You fight in luſtice ; then in Gods Name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give {ignallro the fight. 


eAlarum, Reireat, Excurſions, E xtwnt, 


Enter Edward, Richard, 2 weene, Clarence, 
Oxford, Somerſet, 


Edw. Now here'sa period of tumultuous Broyles 
Away with Oxfordro Hames Caltic |traight ; | 
For Semer ſet, off with his guilty Fcad. 

Goe beare them hence, I will not heare them ſpeake, 
Oxf. For my part, 11: not 1; oublc thee with words, 
Som, Nor 1, but {toupe with paticnce to my fortune, 

E xennt, 
2 wee. So part weſadly inthis troublous World, 

To meet with Ioy in {veet lerwſalem. 

Eaw. Is Proclamation made, That who finds Edward, 

Shall havea high Reward, and he Ins Life? 

Rich. It 1s, and loe where youthfull Edward comes. 


Enter the Prince, 


Eqdw.Bring forth the Gallant, let us heare him ſpeake. 
W hat? can to yuunga Thorne begin to pricke ? 
Edward, what (acisfation canſt thou make, 

For bearing Armes, tor (tirring up wy lubjccts, 
And alli trouble thou haſt turn'd me ro? 

Pri. Speak e like @ Sul jc, prowd ambirions Yorke. 
Suppoſe that I am now my Fathers Mouth, 

Religne thy Chayre, and where 4 itand, kneele thou, 
WhPFitI propotethe ſelte-ſame words tothee, | 
Which ( Traytu ) thou would'tt have me antwer to. 

Lee, Ah, that thy Father had beene 10 rciolv d. 

« . Rich. Thar you might ſtill have worne the Perticoat, 

And ne're bave itoine the Breech from Lancaſter. 
Prone, Let e/E£ſop table ina Winters Night, 

Has Currith Riddles forts not with this place» 

Rich. By Heaven, Brat, Lle plague ye tor that word. 

we. Ithou walt borne to be a plague to men. 

Rich. Yor Gods lake, take away this Captive Scold. 

Prince. Nay, takz away this ſcolding Crooke-backe, 
rather. 

Eaw.Peace wilfull Boy, or { will charme your tongue 

Clar. V ntutor'd Lad, thouart too malapert+ 

Prin. 1 know my duty, you arc all undutitull : 
Laſcivious Eaware, and thou perur d George, 

And thou mit-thapen Dicke, 1 «ell ye all, 


| am your better, Iraytors as yc arc. 
And thou uſu: p'tt ary Fathers right and mine, 
Edw. Take that, the likencile of this Rayler here. 
Stab; bum, | 
Rich, Sprawl'{tthou ? takethar, toend thy agony. | 
Rich. Stabs him | 


Clay. And ther's fortwitting me with peryury- 


| Clay. Stabs him | 
© ue. Oh, kill me r00. | | 
Rich. Marry, and ſhall. Offers to kyll ber. | 


Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done to0 oc 4 | 
K 
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| Thethird Part of King Henry the Sixt. 
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Kich: Why ſhould the live, to fill the World with 

words? 
Edw. WW hat ? doth ſheſwowne ? uſe meanes tor her 

recovery» 

Rich, Clarence excuſe me to the King my Brother : 
Ilc h:nce to London on a ferivus matter, 
Ere ye come there, be ſure to heare tome newes. 

Clar. What ? what? 


Rich. Tower, the Tower. : Ex. 
2ne, Oh Ned,tweet Ned,fpeake tothy Mother Boy. 

Can'it chou notſpeake ? O Tranors, Murthercrs ! 

They that liabb'd Coſar, ſhed no blood at all : 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 

If this foule deed were by,to cquall it. 

He was a Man ; this (in relpedt) a Child, 

And Men, ne're ſpend their fury on a Child. 

What's worſe then Murtherer, that I may name it ? 

No, no, my heart will burſt, and if I ſpeake, 

And I will ſpeake, that ſo my heart may burſt. 

Butchers and Villaines, bloody Canniballes, 

How {weet a Plant have you untimely cropt : 

You have no children ( Butchers) if you had, 

The thought of them would have ſtirr*dup remorſe; 

But if you ever chance to have a Child, 

Looke in his youth ro have him ſocut off. 

As deathſmen you have rid this ſweer young Prince. 
King, Away with her, goe beare her hence peitorce. 
ne. Nay, never beare me hence, diſpatch me heere : 

Here ſheath thy Sword, Ile pardon thee my death : 

What? wilt thou not ? Then Clarence doe it thou. | 

Clar. By heaven, I willnot doe thee fo much cate. 

9#.Good Clarence doe, tweet (larence do thou do it. 
C la.Did'(t thou not heare me 1weare I would not do 
9ne.I but thou uſcſt to torfweare thy lelte. (ir? 

"Twas finbetore, but now 'tis Charity, 

What wilt chou not? W here isthar dive's butcher Richard 

Hard favor'd Richard? Richard, whFcre art thou ? 

Thou art not heere ; Murther 1s thy Almeſdecd, 

Petitione: for Blood, thou ne're pul'ſt backe. 

Edw. Away I ſay, | charge ye beare her hence. 
ne, So come to you, and yours, as tothis Prince. 


Exu Vuene, 

Edw, Where's Richard gone. 

(i, To London all in poſt, and asT gueſle, 
To makea bloody Supper in the 1 ower? 

Edw. He's ſodaine1ta thing comes in his head, 
Now martch we hence, diſchargethe common ſort 
With Pay and Thankes, and let's away to London, 
And fee our gentle Queene how well ſhe fares, 
By this (1 hope) ſhe hath a Sonne for me, Fit. 
Enter Henry the ſixt, and Richard, with the Litutenant 

on the Walls. 


: _ Good day, my Lord, what at your Booke fo 

ard e 
Hen. I my good Lord : my Lord I ſhould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, Good was little better : 

Good Gloſter, and good devill, were alike, 

And both prepoſterous: therefore, not Good Lord, 
Rich. Sirrha, leave us to our ſelves, we muſt conferre, 
Hen.So flyes the wreakleſſe ſhepherd from the Wolfe: 

S0 firſt the harmeleſſe Sheepe doth yeeld his Fleece, 

And next his Throate, unto the bntchers Knife. 

Whar Scene of death hath Reſſine now to Ae ? 


Rich. Suſpition alwayes haunts the guilty mind, | 


— es I ne nmr car. w—— 
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| The Theete doth teare each buſh an Oticer, 

| Hex, The Bud that hath beenc limed ina buſh, 

| Withtrembling wings miſdoubtethevery vuſh ; 

| AndIthe haplctle Maleto one tweet Bird, 

| Have now the facall Object in my eye, 

Where my poore yong was limb'd,was caught,and kild. 
ficb. Why what a peeviſh Foole was that of Creet, 

Thattaughe his Sonne the office of a Fowle, 

And yet for ali his wiags, the foole was drown'd. 
Hen. I Dedalus, my poore Boy [carwe, 

| Thy Father CH, that deni'd our courſe, 

| The Sunne that ſcar'd the wings of my tweet Boy. 

l 
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{ Thy Brother Edward, and thy ſelfe, the Sea 

W hole envious Gulfe did ſwallow up his lite : 
Ah, Kill me wich thy Weapon, not with words, 
My breſt can better brooke thy Daggers point, 
Then can ay earcs that Tragicke Hiltory. 
But wheretfore doſt thou come? 1s't for my Life ? 
| 4. Think'ſt thou I aman Executioner ? 

Hen. A per{ccutor 1 am ſure thouart, 

| If murtheri 1g Innocents be Executing, 
Why then thouart an Exccutioner, 

Rich. Thy Son I kill'd for his preſumprion. 

Hen. Hadſt thou bin kill'd, when firſt thou did pre- 
Thou had'ſt notliv'd to kill a Sonne of mine (fume, 
Andthus I propheſic, that many a thouſand, 

Which now miltruft noparcell of my feare, 

And many an v/d mans figh, and many a Widdowes, 
And many an Orphans water-ftanding-eye, 

Men for their Sonnes, Wives for their Husbands fate, | 
And Orphans, tor their Parents timeles death, 

Shall rue the houre that ever thou was't borne. 

The Owle ſbrick'd at thy birth, an evill ſigne, 

The Night-Crow cry'de, aboding lacklefletime, 
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| Dogs howl'd, and hiddeous Tempeſt ſhook down Trees: | 


The Raven rook'd her on the © himnies top, 
Andchatr'ring Pics in diſmail Diſcords ſung : 
Thy Mother tele more then a Mothers paine, 
And yet brought forth lefle then a Mothers hope, 
To wit, an indigeſted deformed lumpe, 
Not like the fruit of ſuch a godly 1rce- 
Teeth had'it thou in thy head, when thou was't borne, 
Tolgnihe,thou cam'tt to bite the world : 
Andit the reſt betrue, which I have heard, 
Thoucam'it — 
Rich. le heare ma_ : 4 
Dye Prophet in thy ſpeech, Stabs bs 
For chic tamang' (t the reſt was I ordain'd. I 
Hes. 1, and for much more {laughter atter this, 
O God forgive my finnes, and pardon thee, Dyes. 
Rich, W hat ? will the aſpiring blood of Lancafter 
Sinke inthe ground? I thought it would have mounted. 
Sec how my {word weepes tor the poore Kings death. 
O may ſuch purple teares be alway ſhed 
S_ _ _ wiſh the do of our houſe, 
If any ſparke of life be yer remaining, 
Downe, downeto hell;and fay I ſent thee thither. 
| Stabs bins againe, 
I that havencither pitty, love, norfeare, 
Indeed 'tis true that Hemrie told me of : 
For 1 haveoften heard my Mother fay, 
I came into the world with my Legs forward. 
Had I notreafon (thinke ye) to make haſt, 
And ſecke their Ruine, that uſurp'd our Right ? 
The Midwife wonder'd, and the Women cride 
O Iclusbleſſe us, he is borne with teeth, 
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And ſo I was, which plaincly fignificd, 

That I ſhould ſnarlc, and bite, and piay the dogge : 
Then fince the Heavens have ſhap'd my body lo, 
Ler hell make crook'd my Mind to antiwer It» 

I haveno brother, Iam like no brother : : 
Andthis word; Love] which Gray-beards call Divine, 
Be reſident in men like one another, 

And not in me : Iam my fcltealone. 

Clarerce beware, thou keept'ſt me from thelight, 
Bur I will fort a pitchy day tor thee : 

For I will buzze abroad ſuch Propheſties, 

That Edward [hall be Fearetull of his life, 

And then to purge his tare, Ilc be thy death, 

King Herry, and the Prince his Son are gone, 

( larencehy turre 1s next, andthen the relt, 
Counting my ſelftc but bad, till I be beſt. 

Ie throw thy body is another roome, 

And Triumph Henry, in thy day of Doome» 


- _—— YT 
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Enter King , Dueene, Clarence, Richard, Haitings, 
N wrſe, and Attendants. 


King, Once more we fit in Englands Royall Throne, 
Re-purchac'd with the Blood ot Enemies; 
What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 
Have we mow'd downe in tops all their pride ? 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, threetold Renowae, 
For hardy and undoubted Champions: 
| Two Clffords, as the Father and the Sonne, 
| And two Northumberlands : two braver men, 
Ne're ſpurr'd their Courſcrs atthe Trumpets found, 
Withr 
{ That in their Chaines fetter'd the Kingly Lyon, 
1 And made the Forreſt tremble when they roar'd, 


,the two brave Bearcs, Warwicke and Monnta- : 
(gue, | Sound Drummes and Trumpets, tarewell ſowre annoy, 


—— — — > OO WR — — 


EX. 


'* Wirneſle the loving kiflc I give the Fruie: 
' Tolaythe truth, {0 ade kit his maſter, 


| 


Thus have we ſwept Sulpition from our Scate, 
And made our footitcolc of Security. 
Come hithcr Zeſſe, and let me kiffe my Boy : 
Yong Ned, tor thee, thine Vnckles, and my (elfe, 
Hayein our Armors watcht the W inter night, 
Wentallatoote in Summers {calding heate, 
That chou mighr'it repoſſcſle the Crowne in peaccy 
And of our Labours thou fhalt reape the gaine. 
Rich. lic blatt his Harveſt if your head were laid, 

For yetTI am notlook'd onin the world. 
This ſhoulder was ordaia'd fo thicke, to heave, 
And heavc it ſhall ſome waight, or breake my backe. 
Workethou rhe way, and that ſhalt executc. 

King. (rence and Gloſter, love my loycly Queene, 
And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers both. 

( far. The duty that I owe unto your Majclty, 
I Sealeupon the lips of this tweet Babe, 

Clar.] hankes Noble Clarence, worthy brother thanks, 

R1. And that Ilove the tree from whencethou iprang t 


And cryed all haile, when as he mcant all harme. 
King. Now aml ſeated as my toule delights, 
Having my Countrics peace, and brothers loves. 
Clay. W hat will your Grace have done withMargaret? 
Renard her Father, tothe King of France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerwſalem, 
And hither have they ſent it for her ranſome- 
King. Away with her, and watt her henceto France; 
And now what reſts, but that we ſpend thetic 
With ſtatcly Triumphes, mirthfuil Comicke ſhewes, 
Such as bchits the pleature of the Court. 


For hcere I hope begins our laſting joy. Ever ones, 
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Enter Richard Duke of Ghſtey, ſoles. That walte's upon _ Grace ? 
| (4. His Majcitietendring my perſons ſafety, 
Ow is the Winter of our Ditcontent, | Hath appointed this Cendu&,to convey meto th'Tower, | 
Made glorious Surnmer by this $0n ©7 \ orke : Rich. Vpon what cauſe ? 
And all the clouds that lowr'd upon cur noute Cl. Becaule my name is George. 
In the deepe bolome of the Or cali buricd, [= Rich. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours: 
Now are our browes bound with Victorious Wreathes, | He (1.ould for that commir your Grandfathers. 
Our bruiſed armes hung up for Monumerts; | Otclike, his Majclty hth ſome inrent, 
| Our ſterne Alarums cHang*d to merr” Mcctivgs ; | * Rat you Inould be new Chriltned in the Tower. | 
| Ourdreadfull Martches, to d.lighttuil MCatures. | b : +har's the matrer Clarence, may I know ? | 
| Grie-viſag'd W xrre, hath uwooth'd bis w! inkled Front: | Cla. Yea Kichard, when I know ; but 1 proteſt | 
| Androw, mn {teed ct mounting Barbed Stees's, | A5z<t1 Conor; Butas Icanlearne, 


To friph: the Soules of fearcful) Advertaries, He hearkens attcr Prophefies and Dreames, 
C And trem the Crofle-row pluckes the ictter G : 


_ 


He Capers n:mbiy in 2 Ladics Chamber, 


| Torhe lafcivious pleaſing of a Lure- ; And ſay cs, a Wizard told hiew, that by G, 
But 1. tht am not ſhap'd for ſportive trickes, His 1c diftnherited ſhould be, 
Nor a:ad« 10 court an amorous Looking-glafic ; An tor my name of George begins with G, 
| I, that am Rudely ſlampr, and want loves Majeſty, f © 2OWES 1 His thought thar | am he. 
To firut before a wariton ambling Nymph :  icſe (281 learne) wd tuchlike toyes as theſe, 
[that am cur tail'd of this faire Proportion, [0 m0v'd his Highnefle to commit me now, 
Cheated of Feature by diſſembling Nature, | Ak b&. Why this it is, when men arerul'd by Women: [ 
Detorm'd, unfiniſh'd, lent before my time 1.5 nut the King thar ſends yonrothe Tower, 
lvrothis breathing World, ſcarſe halte made 17, ty Lady Grey Ins Wite, (rence tis ſhe, | 
\nd that (o lamcly and unfathionable, 4 remp!s hum to this harſh Extremity. 
| Thar dogges barke at me, as I bal: by th-a:: :$1t 10k ſhe, and that good man of Worſhip, 
| Why I ( inthis weake piping tine of Peace) /» thony Woodalle her Brother there, 


Ti: made kim Cud Lord Haſtings tothe Tower ? 


| Havenodclight to palſc away thetime, | 
t : 011 whence this preſent day he is delivered. 


Vnlelle toſee my Shadow inthe Sunne, 


— — 


' And deſcant on mine owne Detormity. | We are not ſafe ( larence, we arenot ſafe, | 
| And therefore, fince I cannot prove a Lover, ' | (1:, By heaven, I thinke there is no man ſecure 
Toemtertaine thelc faire welt {poken dayes, Bu- che Queenes Kindred, and night-walking Heralds, 
' lamdetermincd to provea Vi.laine, | That trudge betwixt the King, and Miſtris Shore, | 
And hate the idle pleaſures of thele dayes, ; Heard younot what an humble Suppliane 
Plors have 1 laide, Inductions dangerous, Lord Haitwmgs was, for his delivery p 
By drunken Propheſies,Libels, and Dreaies, Kich, Humbly complaning to her Deitic, 
| Toft my Brother (farenceand the King Got my Lord Chamberlaine his liberty. 


le tell you what, Ithioke it 13 our way, 

If we will keepe|in favour with the King, 
Tobe her men, and weare her Livery: | 
The jeal-as ore-worne Widdonv, and her felte, | 


| In deadly hate, the one againſt the other ; 
Ard it King Edward be as true and juſt, 
| ASI am Subtle, Falſe, and Trecherous, 
This day ſhou'd Clarencecluicly be merw'd up : 


|-About a Propkeſfic, which ayes that G, Since that our Brother dub'd them Gentlewomen, 

| Of Edwards beyres the murthercr ſhall be. Are mighty Gollips in our Monarchy. | 

Dive thoughts dow ne to my ſoule, here Clarence COmes, Bra. [ befeech your Graces both ro pardon me, 

| | His Majeſty hath ſtraightly given in charge, _ 
Fnter Clarence, and Brakenbury, guarded. That no man ſhall have private Conference | 


Brother, good day ; W hat weaneSthis armed guard (Ot what degree foever) with your Brother. 


| —_— 
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174 


The Lifeand Death of Richard the Third. 


R ich. Evenſo ,and pleaſe your Worſhip Brakenbwry, 
You may partake of any thing we lay: = 
We ſpeake no Treaſon man ; We ſay the King 
Is wile and vertuous, and his Noble quecne 
Well {trooke jn yeeres, faire and not jealious. 
We lay, that Shores W1tc hath —— 
A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a paſting plealing ronguc : 
And chat the Quecnes Kindredare made gentle Folkes, 
| How ſay you fir ? can you deny all this ? 
Bra. With this (my Lorc) wy ſelfe kave nought to 
doc. 
Rich. Naught to doe with Miſtris Shore ? 
[tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) were beſt to doe it tecretly alone. 
Bra, WW hat one,my Lord ? 
Rich. Her Husband Knave, would'ſt thou betray me ? 
Bra. 1 do beſcech your Grace 
To pardonme, and withall forbcare 
Your Conference with the Noble Duke. 
Cle. We know thy charge Brakenbury, and will obey. 
Rich, We are the Qucenes abjeRs, and mult obey. 
Brother farewc!!, I will unto the King, 
And whatſoere you wiil imploy me 1n, 
Were itto call King Edwarar Widdow, Siſter, 
I will pertorme it co jatranchile you, 
Meane time, this deepe diſgrace of Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can 1maginc. 
Cla. 1 know it pleafeth neither of us well. 
Rich, Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long,” 
I will deliver you, or clſc lye for you ; 
Mcanctime have paticnce « 
Cla. 1 mult perforce: farewell. Exit Clar. 
Rich, Go tread the path that thou ſhaltne'rc return: 
Simp!c plaine Clarence, 1 do love thee (o, 
That 1 will ſhortly ſcnd thy Soulcto Heaven, 
I: Heaven willtake the preſent at our hands, 
But who comes heere ? the new delivered Haſtings? 
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| p Enter Lord Haitings, 
Haft, Good time of day unto my gracious Lord, 
Rich. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlaine : 
\We!t 2revou welcometo thisopen Ayre, 
How hath your Lordſhip brook'd impriſonment? 
Haf7, Wirth patience (Noble Lord) aspriſoners mult: 
But 1 (hall live(my Lord) to give them thankes 
That were the cauſe of my impriſonment. 
Rich, No doubt, nodoubr, and ſo ſhall Clarence too, 
For they that were your Enemies, are his, 
And have prevaii'd as much on him, as you. 
Haſt, More pity, that the Eagles ſhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at liberty. 
Rich. What newes abroad ? 
Hai#, No newcsf{o bad abroad, as this at home: 
The King is{ickly, weake and melancholly, 
And his Phyſicians feare him mightily. 
| Rich, Now by Saint Tohn, that neies is bad indeed. 
| O he hath keptan evill diet long, 


And over-mach conſnm'd his Royall Perſon : 

| 'Tis very greevousto be thoughtupon. 

W here 1« he, in his bed? 

Hast. HC 18. 

Rich, Go you before, and I will follow you, 

Exit Haitngs. 


= «a 
{| Hecannot live I hope, and muſt not dye, 
\ Tl! Georgo be pack'd with poſt-horte up to Heaven, 


| lleinto urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With Lyes well ſteel'd with weighty arguments, 
And it | faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to live ; 

Which done, God take King Edwardto his mercy, 
And lcave the world for me to buſsle in, 

For then, Ile marry Warwickes youngeſt daughter, 
W hatthough I kil'd her Husband, and her Farher, 
The readic{t way to make the Wench amends, 

Is tobccome her husband and ber Father: 

The which will I, not all ſomuch for love, 

As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muſt reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horlc to Marker : 


—_———— —— —— _——— —_— 


Clarence (hill breathes, Edward (tilil;ves and reignes, 
When they are gone, then muſt 1 count my gaines. Exit! 


— 
_ A ————————_—_— _ —— __— — 


| 
| 
Scena Secunda. 


Enter the ( 0arſe of Henrie the ſixt with Halberds toguardiit, 
Lady Ame being the Monurner, 


| 


| eAre. Set Jowne, ſet Cowne your honorable load, 
| If Honor gay be ſhrowded in a Herle ; 

| Whit it Ia-while obſeqvioully lament 

; It untimely fall of Vertuous Lancaſter, 

Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 

Pale aſhes of the Houſe of Lancaſter ; 
| Thou bloodlefle Renmant of that Royall Blood, | 
| Beit lawfullthar I invocate thy Ghoſt, 
| To hrarethe Lamentations of poore Anne, 
| Witetothy Zdwed, to thy Nlaughtred Sonne, | 
' Stab'd by the (citeſame hand that made theſe wounds. | 
| Lee, inthefe windowes that let forth thy life, | 
| Ipowre the hel plefie Balme of my poore eyes, | 
' Ocurlcd be thc hand that made thclc boles : | 
| Curſed the heart, that had the heart tudo it : 
| Curſed the Blood, that let this blood from hence : 
| Moredirefull hap betide that hated Wretch 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
' Then1lcan with to Wolves, to Spiders, Toades," 
' Oranycreeping venom'd thing that lives, 
| If ever he have Childe , Abortive be it, 
| Prodigcous, and untimely broughtto light, 

W hoſc ugly and unnaturall Aipet 
' May frightthe hopcfull Mother at the view, 
| And that be Heyreto his —_—_— 
It ever he have Wite, let hcr be madc 
More miſcrable by thedeath of him, | 
Then Iam made by my young Lord, aud thee. | 
Come now towards Chertley with your holy Lode, 
Taken from Pauls, tobe intgrred there. 
| And ſtill as you arc weary of this waight, 

Reit you, whiics I lamentKing Henries Coarſe. 


Enter Richard Duke of Gloſter. 
| 


ich, Stay you that beare the Coarſe, & ſet it downe- | 

| en, Wharblacke Magitianconjuresup this Fiend, | 
To ſtop devored charitable deeds ? | 
Rich. Villains ſet downe the Corſe; or by S. Paul, | 


— — 


| Tic make a Coarſe of him that diſobeyes. 


| Gen. | 


—_— 


—_— -—— ——_— 
— a —— — 


— —_—_—J_—___—__—A_— 


—_— 
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Rich, Vonmanner'd Dogge, 
Stand thou when I commaund : 
Advance thy Halbert higher then my brelt, 
Or by S. Paul Ile ſtrike thee tomy Foote, 
And ſpurne upon thee Begger for thy boldneſle. 
Anze, What do you tremble ? are you all affcaid ? 
Alas, 1 blame you not, for you are Morrtall, 
And Mortall eyes c2nnot endure the Dive. l. 
Avant thou dreadfull miniſter of Hell ; 
Tho had'(t but power over his Mortall body, 
His ſoule thou cant nor have : Therefore be gone+ 
Rich, Sweet Saint, for Charity, be not ſo curit. 
An. Foulc Duvell, 
For Gods fake hence, anderouble us nor, 
For thou haſt made the happy carth thy Hel! : 
Fill'd i& with curſing crics, and deepe exclaimes : 
If thou d: light to view thy heynous deeds, 
Behold this patterne of thy Butcherics. 
Oh Gentlemen, fee, ſce dead Henries wounds, 
Open their congeal'd mouthes ,andblecd atreſh. 
Bl:ſh, bluſh, thou lumpe of toule Detornune : 
For "tis thy preſence that exhales this blood 
From ccldand empty Veines where no blood dwels, 
Thy derds inhumane and unnaturall, 
Provokes this Deluge moſt unnacurall. 
0 God ! which this Blood mad'(t, revenge his death z 
O Earth ! which this Blo6ddrink'ſt, revenge his death. 
Either Heav'n with Lightning ſtrike the murth'cer dead. 
Or Earth gape open wide, and cate him quick?, 
Asthou doſt twallow up this good Kings blood, 
Which lis Hcll-govern'd arme hath burchered, 
Rich. Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which.cenders good for bad, Bleſſings for Curſes. 
An. Villaine,thou know'ſt nor law of God nor Man, 
No Braſt ſo fierce, but knowes ſome touch of pitty. 


Rich. But I know none , and therefore am no Beaſt, 
An. O wenderfull, when divels tell the truth ! 
Rich, More wonderfull, when Angels are fo angry : 
Vouchſate (divine perfection of a Woman) 
Otthelc ſuppoſed Crimes,to give me leave 
By circumitance, but zo acquit my {elte. 
eAn, Vouchlafe ( defus'd infetion of a man ) 
Otthetc knowne evils, but to give me leave 
By circumſtance, to curſe thy curſed Selfe. 
Rich. Faircr then tongue can name thee, let me have 
Some patient leyſure to excuſe my ſclte+ 
en, Fouler then heart can thiake thee, 
Thou can'{t make no exculc currant, 
But to hang thy ſclte. 
Rich. By ſuch deſpaire, I ſhould accuſe my ſelfe. 
An, Ard by defpairing ſhalt thou ftard excutcd, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy ſeife, 
That did'it unworth wage. upon others. 
Rich. Say that | flew them not. 
en. Then (ay they were tht Nlaine : 
Butdead they are,and divciliſh ave by thc. 
Rich. I did not kill your Husband. 
An. Why then he isalive. 
Rich. Nay, he is dead, and ſlaine by Edwards hands. 
An. In thy toule throat thou Ly'it, 


Queene Margarer ſaw 
Thy murd'rous Faulchionſmoaking in his blood : 
The which, thou once didd'ſt bend againſt her breſt, 


But that thy Brothers beare aſide thepoint. 
Rich. 1 was provoked by her ſland'rous tongue, 
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That never dream'ſt on ought but butcheries ; 
Did'ſt thou not Kill this King? 
Rich.I graunt ye. 


| Then God grant ae too 


4 A». Some dungeon. 


An. Do'it grant me Hedge-hogge, 


| Thou may'{t be damned for that wicked deede: 

O be was gentle, milde, and vertuous, 
Rich. The berrer for the King of heaven that hath him. 
An. He is in heaven where thou ſhalt never come. 
_ Let him thanke me, that holpe ro ſend him thi- 

ther : 

For he was fitter for that place then carth. 
en. And thou unfit for any place bur hell. 
Rich. Yes one placeelſc,it you will heare me name it, 


Kicb, Your Bed-chamber. 

An. llirelt betide the chamber where thou lycſt, 
Rich. So will it Madam, till I lye with you. 
An. 1 hope {o. 

. Rich. I know fo, But gentle Lady Anne, 

To leave this keene encounter of our wits, 

And fall ſomething intoa flower methed, 

Is notthe cauſcr ot the timeleſſe deaths 

Ot theſe Plantageners, Henrie and Edward, 

As blametull as the Executioner? 
An, Thou was't the cauſe, and molt accurſt effect. 
Rich. Your bcauty was the cauſe of that effe : 

Your beauty,that did haunt mc in my flcepe, 

Toundertake the death of all the world, 

SO 1 might live one houre in your ſweer toſome. 

} ÞAn.lt | chought that, I tell thee Homicide, 

Theſe Nayles thould rent that beauty from my Checkes. 
Rich. Theſe eyes could not endure y beauties wrack, 

You ſhould not b:cmiſh it, if I ſtood by ; 

Asall the world is chearcd by the Sunne, 

So l by that : It is my day, my lite. 

An. Blacke night ore-ſhade thy day, & death thy hte, 
Rich, Curſe not thy ſelte faire Creature, 

Thouart beth, 
eAn, I would I were, tobe reveng'd onthee., 

Rich. Ic 1s aquarrell molt unnatura'l, 

To be reveng'd on ham that loveth thee. 

An. It isa quarrell juſt and reaſonable, | 

To be reveng'd on himthat kill'd my Husband. 

Rich. He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 

Did it to helpe thee toa better husband. 
eAn. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. 
Rich. He lives, that lovesthee better then he could. 
An. Name him. 

Rich. Plantagenet, 

An. Why that was he, 

Rich. The (elteſame name, but one of better Nature. 
An. Whereis he ? 

”Heere : 

W hy doſt thou ſpit at me. 
An. Would it were morrall poyſon, for thy fake, 
Rich, Never came poyſon from ſoft _— xt 
An. Never hung poyſon ona fowler Toade. 

Our of my ſight, thuu doſt inet mine eyes. 

Rich. Thine eyes ((weet Lady) have infected mine. 
An. Would they were Bafiliskes, toitrike thee dead. 
Rich. T would they were, that I mighe dye at once : 

For now they kill me with a living death. 

| Thoſe eyes of thine, from mine _ drawne (alt —_ ; 

2 or 


Spit at bim. 


IT 


— —— 
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Sh2m'd their Aſpets with ſtore of childiſh drops z 
I ncic eyes, which never (hed remorictull tearc, 
No, when ay Father Yorke, and Edward wept, 
L o heare the pittious moane that Rutland made = 
W hen black-fac'd Cifford ſhook c bis {word at him. 
Nor whenthy Warlike tather likea Childe, 
To'd the {ad {toric of my Fathcrs death, 
And twenty times, made pauſc to lob and weepe 
That ali the ftan:'ers by had wet their cheekes 
Likc Trees bedaſh'd withraine: in that ſad rime, 
My manly eyes did ſcorne an huimbic teare : 
And what theſe ſorrowes could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty hath, and made them blince with weeping- 
I never ſued to Friend, nor Enemy : | 
My Tongue could never learne ſweet ſmoothing word. 
Bu: now thy Beauty ispropos'd my Fee, 
My proud heart ſucs, and prompts mygtongue to ſpeake. 
She lookes ſcornefylly as hum. 
Teachnot thy lip ſuch Scorne ; for it was mace 
For kifling Lady, not for tuch contempr., 
If thy revengefull heart cannot forgive, 
Loe heere + lend thee this ſharpe-pointed Sword, 
Whichif thou plcafeto hide tn this true breſt, 
And let the ſoule fourth that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly ſtroke, 
And humbly begge the death upon wy knee. 
He layes his breſt open, ſhe offers at it wth bis ſword, 
Nay do not pauſe : For I Gid kill King Henri, 
But *rwas thy Beauty that provoked me. 
Nay noy diſpatch :'Twas I that {tabb'd yong Edward, 
But 'twas thy Hcavenly face that tet me on. 


She fals the Sword, | 


Take up the ſword againe, or take up mc. 

Av. Ariſe Diſſemblcr, though I wiſh thy death, 
I willnct be thy Exccutioncr. 

Rich, Then bid me kill wy ſelfe, and I will do it, 

An. I have already. 

Rich. That was in thy rage ; 

Spcake it againe, and even with thy word, | 
This hand, which torthy love, did kill thy Love, 
Shall tor thy love, kill a tarre trucr Love, 

To both their deaths (halt thou be acceſlary. 

An. I would I knew thy hcart. 

Rich. 'Tis figur'd in my tongues 

es. I tcarc me, both arc falſe, 

Rich. Then never Man was true. 

An, Well, well, put up your Sword. 

Rich. Say then my Peace is madc. . 

An. That ſhalt thou know heercafter. 

Rich, But ſhall I live in hope? 

An, All menT hope live fo. 

Veuchſateto weare this Ring, 

Rich. Looke how thy Ring 1acompaſicth my Finger, 
Evenſo thy Breſt incloieth my poore hcarc: 
Weare both of them, tor both ot them are thine. 
And it thy poore devoted Servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doſt confirme his happyncelle tor ever. 
An. Whatisit ? 
Rich. That it mayplcaſe you leave thelc fad delignes, 
To him that hath moſt caulc to bea Mourner,,” 
And preſently repayre to Crosbic Houſe : 
Where (after I have ſolemnly interr'd 
At Chertſey Manalt'ry this Noble King, 
And wet his Grave with my Repentant Teares) 
I will with allexpedicnt duty ſee you. 


| For divers unknowne Reaſons, I beſcech you , 
| Grant me this Boon, 
| An. Withall my heart and muchit joyes me too, 
To lce you are become ſo penitent. 
Treſſel and Barkley, goalong with me- 
Rich. Bid me tarewell. 

An. 'Tis more then. you deſerve : 
Bur ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine 1 have (aid farewell already. 
} Exit two with «Awe. 
Gert. Towards Chertſey, Noble Lord ? 
Rich.Now to W hite Friars, thereattend my comming 
E xit Conſe, 


Was ever woman in this humour Woo'd? 
VW ax evcr woman in this humor wonne ? 
Ve have her but I will notkeepe her long, 


What ? I that kill'd her hasbar:d, and his Father, | 
Totake her in her hearts extriamelt hate, | 
With curſes 1n ber mouth, Teares in her eyes, | 
| The bleeding witnefle cf my hatred by, | 
Haviug God, her Confcicnce, and thele bars againſt ae, | 
| And 1 vo tricnds ro backe my ſuite withall, 
| But the plainc Diveli and difſembling lookes ? 
| n_ yet to winne kcr? Allthe worldto nothing, 
ah ! 

Hath ſhe torgor alrcady that brave Prince, 
Edward, ber Lo1d whom I ({owe three moneths (ance) 
Stab'd in my angry mood, at Tewkesbery ? 
A twcecer and a !oveltcr Gentleman, 
Fram'4 i the prodigallity ct Nature : 
| Yors, Valiant, Wite, and (nodoubt) richt Royall, 
Th: {;--crous word cannot 2gaire afford ; 
Ard 141: ſhceabalc her eyes on me, 
T hat cropt the Golden prime of this ſweet Prince, 
And made her Widdow toa wefull Bed ? 
On me, whoſe Ali not equals Edwards Movtic? 
On mc, chat balts, ard am miſhapen thus? 
My D-1kedome, ro a Beggeriy deanicr ! 
| do miſta.c my perſon ail this while : 
| Vpoo im / lite the tindes (al: hough 1 cannot) 

My lc!te to Le amanu*lous proper nan. 
| He be at Cha, gcs tor a looking-2laſle, 
| And evtertaine a 1coreor two of Taylors, 
To {tdy faſhivns tu adorne my body: 
Since I amcr-pt in favour with my {clfe, 
I will maintaive it with ſome little colt, 
Burt firſt Ic curnc yon fellow in hus Grave, 
And then rcturne lamenting to iny Love. 
Shine out faire Sunne, till I have bought a glaſſe, 
T hat I may {ce my Shadow as I paile. Exit 


© 


—— > — _—— 


Scena T ertia. 


Emer the < ueene Mother, Lord Rimers, | 
and Lord Gray. 


Rin Have pai/ence Madam,there'sno doubt his Majclly 
Will foone recover his accuſtom'd health. 53 
Gray. Inthat yon brooke it ill, ic makes him worle, 
Tkeretore for Cnds fake cntertzine good comfort, 
And checrc his Grace with quicke and merry cycs- 


Lw. It he were dead, what would betideon me? {| 


ra, 
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Gray. Noother harme,but lofſe of ſuch a Lord. 
Os, The loſe of ſucha Lord, includes all harmes. 
Gray. The Heavens have bleſt you with a goodly Son, 
To be your Comforter, when he 15 gone. 
Os. Ah! heis yongz and his ounority 
1s put unto the trult of Ricbard Glowiter, 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Riv. 1s it concluded he ſhall be protector ? 
2s. It is determin'd, not concluded yer : 
But 10 ir mult be, if che King milcarry. 


E uter Buckingham and Derby. 


Gray.Here comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby, 
Buc., Good time of day unto your Royall Grace, 
Der. God make your Majeſty joyfull,as you have bin. 
2u, The Counteſle Richmond, good my L.ot Derby. 
To your prayer, will ſcarſeiy fay, Amen. 
Yet Derby, notwithſtanding ſhee's your wife, 
And loves not me, be you good Lord aſſur'd, 
[ hate not you for her proud arrogance. 
Der. 1 dobeſccch you, cither not belceve 
The envious (landers of ber falſe Accuſers : 
Or if ſhe be accn&d on true report, 
Beare with her weaknefſe, which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward ſickneſſe , and no grounded malice. 
2». Saw youthe King today my Lord of Derby? 
Der. But now the Duke of Buckingbamand1T, 
Are come from vifſiting his Majeſty. 
Qs. What likelyhood of his amendment Lords? 


Buc, Madam good hope, hisGrace ſpeakes chearſully- 
2s. God yu bim health,did you confer with him? 
Buc, I Madam, he defires to make attonement. 


_ 


— —— — 


Berweene the Duke of Glouſter, and your Brothers, 

And berweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 

And {cnt to warne them to his Royall preſence. 
2x. Would alt were well, but that will never be, 


[ tcare our happineſle is ar the height, 


Emir Richard. 


Rich, They do me wrong, and 1 will not indure it, 
Who is it that complaines untothe King, 
That I (forfooth) am iterne, and love them not ? 
By holy Paxd, they love his Grace bur lightly, 
That fill his cares with ſuch difſentious Rumors» 
Becauſe I cannot flatter, and looke faire, 
Smile in mens faces, {mooth, deceive, and cogge, 
Ducke with French nods, and Apiſh curtelie, 
I mult be held a rancorous Enemy. 
| Cannot 2 plaine man live, and thinke no harme, 
| But thus his fimple truth muſt be abug'd, 
With filken, lye, infinuating Iackes ? 


Rich, To thee, that halt nor honeſty, nor Grace : 
When have injur'd thee W hen done thee wrong ? 
Orthee ? or thee? or any of your Faction ? 

A plague upon you all. His Royall Grace 

(Whom God preſerve better then you would wth) 
Cannot be quiet ſcarſe a breathing while, 
But you mult trouble him with lewd 

2%. Brother of Gloſter, you miſtake 
The King on his owne Royall diſpoſition, 
( And not provok'd by any Sutor elſc) 


. $. 
matter : 


Ayming (belike) at your mterior hatred , 


Grey.T6 whom in all this preſence ſpeakes your Grace? 


Thar in your outward ation ſhewes it (eife 
Agualt ny Cluldren, Brothers, and my Selfe, 
Makes him to tend, that he may learne the ground. 

Rich, 1 cannot tell, the world is growne tobad, 

Thar Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare nor pearch. 
Since everic lacke became aGentleman, 
There's many a gentle perſon made a lacke. 

.2#. Come, come, weknow your meaning Brother 
Youcavy my advancement, and my triends ; Gloſter, 
God grant we never may have neede of you. 

Rich.Mcane time, God grants that I have need of you. 
Our Brother is impriſon'd by your mcanes, 

My ſelte diſgrac'd, and the Nobititie 
Held in coneempt, while great Promotions 
Are daily given tocnnoble thoſe 
That (care {ome two dayes ſince were worth a Noble, 
Ln. By him chat rais'd me to this carefull height, 
From that contented hap which I injoy'd. 
I neverdid incenſe his Majeſtic 
Againſt the Duke of ({arence, but have bin 
Ancarneſt advocateto plcad for him. 
My Lord youdo me ſhamefull iojuric, 
f dy to draw mein thele vile ſulpeRs. 

Rich, You may deny that you were not the meane 
Of my Lord Hoſting: late impri nt. 

Riv. She may my Lord, 

Rich. She may Lord Rivers, why who knowes not (0? 
_ may wo more fir then _— that : 

e way helpe you to re preferments 
Andthen yu her alley lend thwcin, 

And lay thoſe Honors os your high deſert, 
What may ſhe not, ſhe may, 1 marric may ſhe, , 
Fiv. What marric way ſhe? 
Rich, What marrie may ſhe? Marrie with a King, 
A batcheller, anda handſome (tripling too, 
I wis your Grandam had a worler match. 
2#. My Lord of Glouſter, I have toolong borne 
Your blunt upbraidmgs, and yoar bitter ſcoffes : 
By heaven, L will acquaint h1s Majeſtie 
Of thoſe grofle taunts that oft I have endur'd. 
I had rather be a Countrie ſervant maide 
Thena acene, with this condition, 
To be fo baited, ſcorn'd, and ſtormed at, 
Small joy have Iin being Englands Queene, 


Enter old © «zene Margaret. 


Mar. And leſned be that ſmall, God | beſeech him, 
Thy honor, ſtate, and ſeate, is duc to me. 


I will aveuch't in preſence of the King : 
I dare adventure to be ſent toth' Tower. . 
'Tistime to ſpeake, . 
My paines arcquite forgot. 
" Margaret. Divell, 
I doremember them too well : 
Thou killd'ſt my Husband Hewve in the Tower 
And Edward my poore Son, at Tewkesbury. 

Rich. Ere you were Queene, 
I, or your Husband King : 
1 was a in his greatafaires:; 
A weeder out of his proud Adverfarics, 
A liberall _—_ _ = Friends _ 

Toroyalize hi ,I ſpent owne, 
| = I and much better blood 
Then his, or thine. 

W: Rich. 


Rich. What ? threat you me withrelling of the King ? 


i ; 
4 


| 
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Rich. In all which time , you and your Husband Grey | 


Were facious, for the houlc of Lencaiter ; 


And Rivers, ſo were you : was not Husband, 
In Hargerer: Battaile, at Saint , llaine? 
Let me put in your mindes, if you 

What you have beene ere this, and what you are : 


Withall , what I have beene and what I am. 

2.M. A murth'rous Villaine, and ſo ftillthouart. 

Rich, Poore {larence did forſake his Father #arwicke, 
[, and for{wore himſelfe (which Ieſu pardon. ) 

2.XM. Which God revenge. : 

Rich. To tight on Edwards partic, for the Crowne, 
And for his mecde, poore Lord, he 1s mewed up : 
I'wonld to God my heart were Flint, like Edwards, 
Or Eaward; {oft and pittitull, like mine; 

[ am toochildiſh fosliſh for this World. 
L.M.Highthee to Hell for ſhame,& leave this World 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy Kingdome 1s. 

Riv, My Lord of Gloſter : in thoſe buſte dayes, 
Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, 
Wefollow'd then our Lord, our Soveraigne King, 
So ſhould we you, it you ſhould be our King. 

Rich. IfT ſhould be ? 1 had 1ather bea Pedicr; 
Farre be it from my heart, the thought thercot. * 

Qs. Aslittle joy (my Lord) as you ſuppoſe 
You ſhould enjoy, were you this Countries King, 

As little joy you may ſuppoſe in me, 
That I enjoy, being the Queene thereot. 

2M. A little joy enjoyesthe Queenethereot, 

For 1 am ſhe and altogether joyleſle . 

I can no longer hold me paticnr. 

Heare me, you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 
In ſharing that which yon have pill'd from me : 
Whick of you trembles nor, that lookes on me ? 


« If not, that I am Queene, you bow like Subjzets; , 
 Yetthatby you depos'd, you quake like Reblls. 


Ah gentle Villaine doe not turn away. (fight? 
Rich. Foule wrinckled Witch,what mak'it thou in my 
9.M. But repetition of what thou haſt marr'd, 

Thar will I make,betore 1 letthee goe. 

Rich. Wert thou not baniſhed on paine of death? 
9.M. 1 was: but Idoe find more paine in baniſhment, 

Then death can yeeld me here, by abode. 

A Husband and a Sonne thou ow'lt to me, 

And thou a Kingdome z all of you allegeance ; 

This Sorrow that I have, by right is yours, 

And all thePleatures you ulurpe are mine, 

Rich. The Curſe my Noble Father layd onthec, 

W hen thoudidſt Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, 

Ard with thy ſcornes drew'it rivers from his cyes, 

And then to dry them, gav!t the Duke a Clowt, 

Steep'd inthe faultlefle blood of prettic Rutland ; 

His Curſes then, from bitterneſle of Soule, 

Denounc'd againſt thee, arc talne upon thee : 

And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed. 

2 #.$0 jult 1sGod, ro right the innocent, 
Haſt. O, 'twas the fouleſt deed to ſlay that Babe, 

And the molt mercilefſe that cre was heard of. 

Riv. Tyrants themſelves wept when it was reported, 
Dorſ, No man but prophecicd revenge for it, 

Buck, Northumberland, then preſent wept to ſee it. 
2.M. What? were you ſnarling all re I came, 

Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you al your hatred now on me? 

Did Torkes dread Curſe prevaile ſomuch with Heaven, 

That Heme: death,my lovely Edwards death, 


| Thou flander of thy heavie Mothers Wombe, 


Their Kingdomes loſſe, my wofull baniſhmenr, 
Should all but an{were tor that peeviſh brat ? 
Can curſes pierce the Cloudes and center Heaven? 
Why then give way dull Cloudes to my quicke Curſes, 
Though not by warre, by Surtet dye your King, 
As ours by Murther, to make him a (King, 
E award thy Sonne, that now is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our Sonne that was Prince oF Wales, 
Dye in his youth, by like untimely violerce, 
Thy telte a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 
Out-live thy gloric, like my wretched elte ; 
Long may'it cbou live,to waile thy Childrens death, 
Andice another, as I ice thee thee now, 
Deck'd in thy Rights, as theu art ſlali'd in minc. 
Long dye thy happie dayes, before thy death, 
And after many length'ned howres of gricte, 
Dye neither Mother, Wite, nor Englands Queene, 
Rivers and Dorſet, you were ſtanders by, 
And ſo waſt thou, Lord Haftmgs, when my Sorn« 
Was ftab'd with bloody Daggers: Ged, I pray him, 
Thar none of you may live his naturall age, 
But by ſome unlook'd accident cut off. 
Rh. Have done thy Charme, haretull wither'd Hagge. 
Q..Andicave out thee?ſtay Dogyfor y (halt hicarc me, 
It Heaven have any grievous plague in tore, 
Excecding thoſc that I can wiſhupon thee, 
O lct them keepe it, till thy ſinnes be ripe, 
And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee,the troubler of the poore Worlds peace. 
The worme of Conſcience ſtill begnaw thy Soule, 
Thy Friends ſufpe forTraytors while thou liv'it, 
And take deepe Traytors for thy deareſt Friends; 
No ſleepe cloſe up that dezdly Eye of thine, 
Vnleſle it be while ſome tormenting Dreame 
Afﬀightsthee with a Hell of ougly Divells. 
Thou <lviſh mark'd, abortive rooting Hogge, 
Thou that waſt ſeal'd in thy Nativitic 
The (lave of Nature, and the Sonne of Hell : 


Thouloathed Iflue of thy Fathers Loynes, 
Thou Ragge of Honor, thou dereſted, 
Rich. Mor garet. 
©. M. Richard. 
LAH. I callthee nor. 
Rich, I cry thee mercie then : for Idid thinke, 
That thou had(t call'd me all theſe bitter names. 
2.M.Why (o TI did, bur look'd for noreply. 
Oh let me make the Period tomy Curſe. 
Rich. "Tis done by me,and ends in Xſargeret, | 
.2:Thus have you breath'd your curſe againſt your (clt. 


Rich. Ha. 


L.A.Poore pa n,vain fiouriſh of my fortune, 
W by ſtrew'ſt thou Sugar on that Borrel'd Spider, 


Whoſe deadly Web eninareth thee about ? 
Foole, foole, thou wher'lta Knite to kill thy {elfe : 
The day will come, that thou ſhalt wiſh for me, 
To helpe thee curſe this poyſonous Bunch-backt Toade. 
Hait.Falſe boding Woman,end thy franticke Curie, 
Leaſtrothy harme, thou move our patience. 
2.M.Foule ſhame upon you, you have all mov'd mine- 
Rs. Were you wel ſery'd,you would be taught your duty. 
.M.To ſerve me well,you all ſhould doe me duty, 
Teach meto be your Qneene, and you my SubjeRs : 
O ſerve me well, and teach ſelves thatduty. 
Dor/ſ. Diipute not with her, ſhe is lunaticke. 
£.M. Peace maſter Marqueſle, youare malzpert, 


| 


' 


Your tire-new ſtampe of Honor is ſcarce currant- 2 


— 
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Othat your young Nobilitie can judge 

What *twere to lote it, and be miſerable. 

They that ſtand high, have many blaſts ro ſhake them, 

And if they fall, they daſh themſelves ro peeces. | 

Rich. Good counſaile marry, learne it, learne it Mar- 
aeſle, ' 

yy [t touches you my Lord, as much as me. 
Rich, 1, and much more : but I was borne 10 high : 

Our ayeric buildeth in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the winde, and ſcornes the Surine. 

lar. And turnes the Sun to ſhade : alas, alas, 

Witneſſe my Sorne now in the ſhade of death, 

Whole bright out-ſhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 

Hath in ctervall Darkeneſle folded up. 

Your ayery buildeth in our ayeries Neſt : 

O God that ſeett it do not ſufter it, 

As it is wonne with blood, loſt be ito, feds 
Buc. Peace, peace for ſhame : If not for Charity- 
Me. V rge neither charity, nor ſhame to me z 

Vncharitably with me have [ans dealt, 

And ſhamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher'd, 

My Charity is outrage, Life wy ſhame, 

And in that ſhame, (Hill live my forrowes rage» 

Bac. Have done, have done. 
Aar. O Princely Buckingham, Ile kifſe thy hand, 

In figne of League and amity with thee : 

Now faire befall thee, and thy Noble houſe: 

Thy Garments are not ſpacted with our blood : 

Nor thou within the compaſſe of my curſcs 
Buc. Nor no one heere: for Curſes never paſſe 

Thelips of rhoſe that breathe them in the ayre. 
Mar.l will not thinke but they aſcend the sky, 

And there awake Gods gentle {leeping | 

O Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge : 

Looke when he tawnes, he bites ; and whea he bites, 


—_ 


| His venom tooth will rankle to the death : 

| Have not todo wigh him ,beware of him, 

| Sinne, death, and hell have ſet cheir markes on him, 

| Andall their Miniſters attend on him. | 
Kich, W har doth ſhe fay,my Lord of Buckingham? 
Buc .Nothing that I re{pe my gracious Lord. 
Afar. Whatdolt thou icorne me 

For my gentle counteli? 

And {ooth the 4iveil that T warne thee from. 

O but remember this another day : 

When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with ſorrow : 

And lay (poore arer) wasa Prophereſic : 

Live each of you the ſubjects to his hate, 

And he to yours, and,all of you to Gods, Ex, 
Buc, My haire doth ſtand an end to heare her curtes. 
Riv. And fodoth mine, I muſe why ſhe'sar liberty, 
{ich. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had roo much wrong, and 1 repent 

My part thereof, that I have done to ber. 

Mer, I never did her any to my knowledge. 
Rich, Yer you have allthe vantage of her wrong: 

| was t00 hot, to doe ſome body good, 

That is t00 cold inthinking of itnow : 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repayed : 

| Hets trank'd up to fatting for his paines, 

| God pardon them, that are the cauſe thereof. 

Aw. A vertuous, anda Chriſtian like concluſion, 

To pray for them that have done ſcath to us. 

Rich, Sodol ever, being well advis'd. 
Speabes to bumſelfe. 
| For had I curſtnow, I hadcurſt my ſclte. 


————_— 
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| 
Emer Caterby, 


(wer. Madam, his Majeſty doth call for you, 

| And tor your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord. 
Ln. (artesby I come, Lords will you go with me. 
Kiv. We wait upon your Grace, 

Exeunt all but Gloſter, 

Rich. T do the wrong, and firſt begin to brawle. 

The ſecret Miſcheefesthat 1 ſet abroach, 

[ lay unto the greevous charge of others. 

Clarencs, whom I indeede have calt in darknelle, 

I do beweepe to many ſimple Gulls, 

Namely to Derby, Haſtings,'B _—_— 

And tell them 'tis the Qneene, Allies, 

That ſtirre the King againſt the Duke my Brother. 

Now they belceve it, and withall wher me 

Tobe reveng'd on Kevers, Derſer,Grey, 

Bur then 1 ſigh, and witha peece of Scripture, 

Tell them that God bids us doe good for evill : 

And thus [ cloathe my naked Villanie 

With odde old ends, ſtolne forthot holy Writ, 

And icemea Saint, when molt 1 play the divell. 


Enter two murtherers, 

Burt ſor, keere come my executioners, 
How now my hardy ſtout refolved Mates, 
Are you now going to diſpatch this thing ? 

Ud.Weare my Lord, and come to have the Warrant, 
That we may be admirted where he is. 

Rich, Well thought upon, I have it heereabont me :; 
Whenyon have done, repayre to (Frorby place ; 
Bur firs be ſodaine in the execution, 
Wirhall obdurate, do not heare him pleade ; 


For Clarence is well ſpoken, and perhappes 
May moveyour hearrs to pitty,if you marke him. 
Vl. Tut, tit, my Lord, we will nor ſtard toprate;i 
Talkers are no gooddooers,be aflur'd ; 
We go touſe ourhands,and not our tongues. 
R ch, Your eyes drop Mill-ltones, when Fooles eyes 
fall Teares. 
I like you Lads, about your buſineſle ſtraight. 
Go, £9, diſpatch. | 
Ui. We will my Noble Lord. 


Scena Quarta, 


h——_— 


Enter Clarence and Keeper, 
Keep, Why lookes your Grace {© heavily to day? 
(a. O,I have paſt a mifcrable night, 
$0 full of fearefuli Dreames, of ugly lights, 
Thatas [am a Chriſtian faithfull man, 
I would not ſpend another ſacha night 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy dayes : 
So full of diſmall terror was the time, 
Keep. What was your dream my Lord,I pray you tel me, 
.Cla.Met $ chat I had broken fromthe Tower, 
And was embark'dtocrofle to Ys 
And in my company my Brother Gloalter, 
Who from my Cabin ed metowalke, 
Vpon the Hatches : There we look'd toward England, 
And cited up a thouſand heavy times, 


During | 
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During the warres of Yorke and Lancaſter 

That had befalne us us. As he pac'd along 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Mc thought that Glolter (tumbled, and 1a falling 

Strooke me (that thought to ſtay him) over-voord , 

Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 

O Lord, me thought wlat paine it was todrowne, 

W hat dreadfull noyſc of water in mine cares, 

W har fights of ugly death within mine cycs- 

Me thoughts, I {aw a thouſand icaretull wrackes ; 

A thouſand men that fiſhes gnaw d upon : 

Wedges of Gold, grext Anchors, heapes of Pearle, 

Incſtimavle Stones, nnvaiewed Ilewels, 

All ſcatterred in the bottome of the Sea; 

Some lay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes 

\V here eyes did once inbabit , there were crept 

(As *riwere in {corne of eyes) refiecting Gemmes, 

T hat woo'd the ſlimy botrome of the deepe, 

And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcattred by. 
Keep. Had you ſuch leyſure in the time of death, 

To gaze upon theſe ſecrets of the deepe? _ 

Cla. Me thought I had, and often did | ſtrive 
To veeld the Ghoſt : but Nillthe envious Flood 
Stop'd in my ſoule, and would not let it forth 
To jnd che empty, vaſt, and wand'ring ayre : 

But ſinother'd it within my panting buike, 
Vho almoſt burſt, ro belch itin the Sca. 
Keep. Awak'd you not in this fore Agony? 

Clar. No,no, my dreame was lengthen'd after life, 
Othen, began the Tempelit ro _——_ 

1 paſt (me thought) the Melancholly flood, 
With that ſowre Ferric-man which Poets write ot, 
Vnto the Kingdome of perp<tuall Night. 

The firſt that there did greet my Stran , 
\Was my great Father-in-law renowned Warwicke, 
Who ſpake alowd : What ſcourge for Peryuric, 
Can this darke Monarchy afford falſe Clarence? 

And (© he vaniſh'd. Then came wand'ring by, 

A Shadow like an Angell, with bright hayre 
Dabbcl'd in blood, and he ſhrick'd out alowd 
Clarence is come, falſc, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence, 
That {tabb'd me inthe field by Tewkesbury : 

Scize on him Furies, take him unto Torment. 

With that (me thought) a Legion of foule Fiends 
Inviron'd me, and howlcd 19 mine cares 

Such heddcous cries, that with the very Noiſe, 

I (trembling) wak'd, and for a ſeaſonatter, 

Could not beleeve, but that I was in Hell, 
Suchterrible Impreſſion made my Dreame. 

Keep. No marvell Lord, though it affrighted you, 
I am affraid ( me thinkes) to heare you tell 1t, 

Cla. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I have done theſe things 
(That now give evidence againſt my Soule ) | 
For Edvaras(fake,and ſee how he requites me. 

O God ! if my deepe prayres cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt beaveng'd on my miſdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath in me along : 

O ſpare my guiltleſſe Wite, and my poorechildrens 
Keeper, I prythee ſit by me a-while, 

My foule is hcavy, and I faine would _—_ 

Keep. 1 will my Lord,God give your Grace good reſt. 


Enter Brakenbwry the Lievienans. 


Bra. Sorrow breakes Seaſons, and houres, 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide night ; 
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Princes have but their Titles for their Glorics, 
An outward Honor, for an inward Toyle, 
And tor untelt Imaginations 
They often teele a world of reſtlefle Cares : 
So that betweene their Titles, and low name, 
There”snothing differs but the ourward famc. 


Enter two  Aluriherer 7. 


1. Aur, Ho, who's hceere ? 
Bra.\What would ſt thou Fellow ? And how camn!'ſ} 
thou hither. 
2. Aur. 1 would ſpeake with (Tarexce, and 1 came hi- 
ther on my Legges, 
PBra.\W hat {o breete? 
1, Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious: 
Let him ſee our Commiſſion,and talke no more. Kead; 
Brs. 1 am in this, commanded to deliver 
The Noble Duke of Clarence to _ hands. 
creby, 


I will not reaſon what is meant 
Becauſc I wilibe guiltleſſc from the meaning. 
There lies the Duke ,and there the Keyes. 
Jle to the King, and (ignite to him, 
That thusI have rclign'd royou my charge. 
1 You may fir, tis apoint of wiſcdome : 
Fare you well. 
2 Whar,ſhall we ſtab him as he ſlcepes. 
I No: hee'l ſay 'rwas done cowardly,when he wakes. 
2 Why he ſhall never wake , untill the great ludge- 
ment day. 
£ 1 Why then hel lay, weſtab'd him ſleeping, 
2 The urging of that word ludgement, hath bred a 
kinde of remorſe in me. 
t What ? art thoa aftraid ? 
2 Not to kill him, baving a Warrant. 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can detend me. N 
1 I thought thou had'it bin reſolute. 
2 Sol aa, to let him liye. 
1 Ile backe to the Duke of Glouſter, and tell him ſo, 
2 Nay, Iprytheeſtay a little ; 
I hope this paſſonate humor of mine,will change, 
It was wont to hold me but while one telstwenty, 
1 How do'lt thon feele thy (cltc now ? 
_ 2 Somecertaine dregges of conſcience are yet with- 
in me. 
1 Remember our Reward, when the deed's done. 
2 Come, hedies : I had forgot the Reward. 
1 Where's thy conſcience now. 

2 O, in the Duke of Glolters purſe. 

1 When he opens hispurſcto give us our Reward, 
thy Conſcience flyes out. 

2 'Tisno matrer,lct us goe : There's few or uone will 
entertaine its 

1 What it it come tothee againe ? 

2 lenort meddle with it, it makes a man a Coward: 
A man cannot ſtcale, but it accuſeth him : A man cannot 
Sweare, but it Checkes him ; A man cannot lye with his 
Neighbours Wite, but it deteRts him. 'Tis a bluſhing 
ſhamefac'd ſpirit , thac mutinics in a mans boſome : It 
filles a man full of Obſtacles. Ir made me once reſtore a 
Purſſe of Gold that (by chance) I found ; It beggarsany 
man that keepes it : Ir is turn'd out of Townes and Cit- 


Exu. 


th. 


tem. 


ties for a dangerous thing ,and every man that meansto 
live well, endeyours totraſt to himſclfe, and live with- 
| Out 1t, ” 
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1. 'Tis even now at my elbow, perſwading me not to | For in that finne, he is asdeepeas 1. 
kill che Duke. | ; It God will be avenged for thedecd, 
2, Take the divell inthy minde,and beleeve him not: | © know you yet , he dorh it iquely , 
He would infinuate with thee but to make thee (1gh. | Take not the quarrell from genial arme : 
1 Iam ſtrong fram'd, he cannorprevaile with me. | He needs noindiret, or lawlefle courſe , we 
2 Spoke like a tall man, thar pets thy reputation» | To cutoff thoſe that have offended him- | 


Come, (:a'l we fallto worke ? | 

1 Take him onthe Coftard, with the hiltes of thy 
Sword, and then throw him into the Malmeſcy-Burre 1n 
the next rooMme+ ; ; 

2 Oexcellent device; and make a ſop of him. 

1 Soft, he wakes. 

2 Strike. 

1 No, we'll reaſon with him. 

Cla, Wherc art thou Keeper? Give mea cup of wine. 

2 You ſhalt have Wine cnough wy Lord anon- 

Clar. In Gods name, whatart thou ? 

1 A man, as YOUAare. 

Cle. Bur not as 1 am Royall. 

1 Nur you as weare, Loyall, 

Cle. Thy voyce is thunder,but thy lookes arc humble. 

1 My voyce is now the Kings,mmy lookes mine owne, 

Ca, How darkly, and how deadly doeſt thou ſpeake ? 
Your eyes doe menace me : why looke you pale ? 
Wholent you hither ? W herefore doe you come ? 

2 To, to, to 

Cla. To murther me? 

Both. I, 1. 

Clar. You icarſely have the hearts to tell me ſo, 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to doe 1t- 
Whercin my friends have 1 oftended you ? 

1 Offended us you have not, but the King. 

Clay. I ſhall be reconcil'd to him againe. 

2 Never my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. | 

Clar. Are you drawne forth among a world of met 
Tolay the innocent ? W hat is my offence ? 

Where is the Evidence that doth acculc me ? 


' What lawfull Quelt have giventheir Verdhi up. 


Vito the frowning Iudge 2 Or who pronounc'd 
The bitter ſentence of poore ( larence death ? 
Before 1 be convict by courie of Law , 

To threaten me wich dcath, is moſt unlawful. 

I charge you, as you hope for any goodneſie, 
That yuu depart, and lay n9 hands on me : 
The derd you undertake 15 dammable. 

I What we will doc we doe upon command » 

2 And he that hathcommandcd, is our King- 

Cla. Erroneous Vaſlals, the great King of Kings 
Exh in the Table of bis Law commanded 
Thatthou ſhall doe no murther, Wiil you then 
Spurne at his Edict, and fulfill a Mans ? 

Take becd : tor he holds Vengeance in his hand 
To hurle upon their keads that breake his Law. 

2 And that fame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 
Fortalſe forſwcearing, and for murther too : 

Thou did'(t receivethe Sacrament ,to fight 
Inquarcell of the Houſe of Larcalter. 

1 And like a Traitor tothe name of God, 
Did'tbreake that Vow,and with thy treacherous blade, 
Varip'itthe Bowels of thy Sou'raignes Sonne. 

2 Whom thou was't {worne to cheriſh and defend. 

I How canſt thou urge Gods dreafull Law tous, * 
When thou haſt broke it in ſuch deere degree ? 

(7a. Alas | for whole fake did I thatill deed? 

For Edward, tor my Brother, tor his ſake. 
He ſends younot to murther me for this: - 


———. 


1 Who made thee then a bloudy miniſter, * 
When gallant ſpringing brave Plantegenct, 
That Princely Novice was ſtrucke dead by thee ? 

(4. My Erothers love, the Divell, and my Rage: 

1 Thy Brothers Love, our Daty, and thy Faults, 
Provoke us hither now, to ſlaughter thee. 

Ca. It you doe love my Brother, hate not me ; | 
L am his brother, and I love him well. | 
It youare hyr'd for meed, gobacke againe, 
And 1 will tend you tomy Br ALT 
Who ſhall reward you better for ny life, 
Then Edward will tor tydings of my deach. 

2 Youare decciv'd, 

Your Brother Glouſtor hates you. Yo 

C/a. Ohno, be loves'tur, and he holds me deere 7 
Goyouto him from mes 

1 Ifowe will 3 1-2] 

Ca. Tell him, when that ouc Princely Father Yorke 
Bleſt his three Sonnes with his viRtorious Arme,' 

He little thought of this divided Friendſhip : 
Bid Glouſter thinke on this, and he will weepes. 
1 1 Milſtones, as helefſoncd usto weepe, | 
Cla. O do not flander him, for he is kinde, 
1 Right, as Snow.an Harveſt: 
Come, you decewe your ſelte, |; ; © | " op 
'Tis hethat ſends ustadeſtroy yowhcere. : --/'; | 
Ca, It cannot bg for be bew my Forrune, 
And hugg'd me in his armes,and twore with fobs, 
That he would labonr my delivery. ; 

1 Why ſo he doth, when he Urlzvers you | + 
From thiscarths thraldome, to the joyes of heaven. 4 | 

2 Mak peace with God, tor you mult dic beck 

( fa. Have you that holy feeling ta your ſoules; +!  - / 
To counlaile me to make my peace with God, : 
Andare youyet to yourowne foules fo blinde, 
Thatyou wil warre with God, by mar@ ring me? -» Pf 
O irs conſider, they that fet you on 
To do this decde, will hate you for the deede. 

2 What ſhall we do? 

Cla, Relenr,and ſave your ſoules: 
Which of you, if you were a Princes ſonne, 
Being pent from Liberty, asT am now, 
If ewo ſuch murtherers as your {clves came to you, 
Would not intreattor life, as you would begge 
Were you in my diftreſle. 

1 Relent? no; 'Tis cowardly and womaniſh. 

(7. Notto relent, is beaitly, ſavage divelliſh. | 
My Friend, I (py ſome pitty in thy lookes: 

O, if thine cye be nota flatrerer, 
Comethou on my =_ and intreat for me, 
A begging Prince, what begger pitties not? 

2 Looke behinde you, my Lord. _, 

Take that, and that, ifall this will not do, Srabs him. 
le drowne you inthe Malmeley-But within, Ext. } 

2 A bloody deed, and deſperately diſpatchr: 

How faine (like Pilate) would I waſh my hands 

Of this moit greevous murther. Enter 1. Muntberer 
1 How now ? what mean'(t chou that thou help'it me 

not?By heaven the Duke ſhall know how flacke you 

have beene. ; 
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2. Mwr.l would he knew that I had ſav'd his brother ; 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I ſay, 


I. Mar. $0 doc not I: goc Coward as thou art. 
Well, Ile goc hide the body in ſume hole, 

Till that the Duke give order for his burall : 
Andzwhen 1 have my meede, 1 will away; 

For this will out, and then I mult not ſtay. 


__. 


Exit, 


——— 


Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima. 


ſi" 


1. Flonrihh. 
Ententhe King ficke, the Y ugene, Lord Margueſſe 
Dorſet, Kruers, Haitmgs, Catesby, 
Buckingham, Woodud. 


King. Why ſo:now have I done a good dayes worke. 
You Pceres, continue this united League'; 
I, every day expect an Embaſlage 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence, 
And more to peace my1oule ſhall part to heaven, 
Since I have wade my Friends at peace on earth. 
Dorſet and Reverr,take each others hand, 
Dificmble not your hatted, Sweare yourlove. : 
Rwv. By heaven,my foule is purg'd trom grudging hate, 
And with my hand 1 ſcale my true hearts Love. 
Hait. Sothrive I, as Irruly fwearethe like. 
King, Take heed you dally not before your King, 
Leſt hc that is the ſupreme King of Kings 
Confouyd your hidden falſhood, atgt award 
Either of you to be the cthers end» 
Hal. So proſper I, asI ſweare perfeR love. 
Riv, And 1, as Hove Haſftiwgs with my heart. 
K inp.) Madam, your felfc is norexempr trom thus ; 
Nor:y6u Sonne Dorſet, Bxcks« gham nor you ; 
You hos beene tactious one againſtthe orhcr, 
Wife, love Lord Haitings,let bum kifle your hand, 
And what.you doe doeir unfeignedly. 
Ons, There Haitings, 1 willnever more remember 
Our former hatred, fothrive I, and mine. 
King. Dorſet umbrace him : 
Ha#tings, love Lord Marquecllc. 
Dor. This interchange of love, I heere proteſt 
Vpon my part, ſhall be inviolable. 
Ha#t. Andiofſweare I. 
King. Now Princcly wekinghaem, ſcale thou this league 
Withthy embracements to my wives Allies, 
And make me happy in your unity. ; 
Buc. When ever Buckingham doth turne his hate 
V pon your Grace, but with all ducious love, 
Doth cheriſh you, and yours, God puniſh me 
With hate in thoſe where I expe molt love, 
When I have molt need to imploy a Friend, 
And moſt aſſured that he isa Friend, 
Deepe, hollow, treacherous, and fall of guile, 
Be heunto me : ThisdoeI begge of beaver, 
WhenlI am cold in love, to you, or yours. E mbr ace. 
King. A pleaſing Cordiall, Princely Buckinghans 
Is thisthy Vow, unto my fickely heart . 
| There wantcth now our brother Gloſter hcere, 
' To makethe bleſſed period of this peace. 
Buc, Andin good time, 
Heere comes Sir Richard Ratcliffe, and the Duke. 


2M 5: 


—_. 


——_— 


—m— 


For I repent me that the Duke is flaine. Evite | 


1 Dukes, Earlcs, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 


Emer Ratcliffe, and Gloſter. 


{::4.Good morrow to my Soveraigne King & Queene 

; And Princcly Peeres, a happy time ot day : 

| &mg. Happy indeed, as we have ſpent the day : 

G.olter, we have done deeds of Charity, 

Made peace of enmity, faire love of hate, 

Betweene thele twcelling wrong incenſ(cd Peeres, 
Rich. A blcfi.d labour my mult Soveraigne Lord : 

Among thus Princely heap, it any hcere 

By talic intelligence, or wrong ſurmizc 

Hold me a Foc : it Iunwillingiy, or in my rage, 

Hauc ought committed that 1s hardly borne, 

Toany 1m this preſence, I defire 

To reconcile me to his tricndly peace: 

"Tis death tome tobe at enmity ; 

[ hate it, and dcelire all good mens love, 

Fid Madam, intreate true peace of yon, 

W hich 1 wili purchaſe with my dutious ſervice. 

Of you my Noble Colin Enckingham, 

Itever any grudge were lodg'd berweene us» 

Ot you and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorſet, 

That all witheur deſert have trown'd on me 

Ot on Lord Weodvilh, and Lord Scates of you, 


IE Lo oy Oi CO > 


[ doe not know that Engliſhman alive, 
Wuth whom my ſoulc 1s any jot at oddes, 
More thenthe tant that 1s borne to night: 
I thanke my God for my Humulity, 
Lxe. A holy day ſhall this be kept hercafter : 
[ would ro God all ſtrifes were well compounded. 
Ny Soveretgie Lord, I doc bcſeech your Highnellc 
To take our brother Clarenceto your Grace. 
Rich. Why Madam, have 1 oftred love for this, 
Tobeio towed in this Royall preſence ? 
Who knowesnot that the geatle Duke is dead? They 
Youdoc him injury toſcorne his Coar(c. all tot, 
Kmg. W hoknowes not he is dead ? 
W ho knowes he is ? 
Lne, All-lecing heaven, what a world is this? 
Buc, Looke Ito pale Lord Dorſer, a5 the ret ? 
Dor. I my good Lord, and no man in the preſence, 
But his red cotour hath tortooke his checkes: 
King. Is { larence dead? The order was reverſt. 
Rich. But he (poore man) by your tuft order dyed, 
And thata winged Mercury did bcare . 
Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 
That come too lagge to {ce him buried, 
God grant, that ſome lefſe Noble, and lefſe Loyall, 
Neerer in bloudy thonghts, and not in blood, 
Deſerve not worſe then wretcl.ed Clarexce did, 
And yet goc currant from ſuſpition. 


1 


Enter Earle of Derby, 

Der. A boone my Soveraigne for my ſervice done. 
King. I prethee peace, my foule is full of forrow. 
| Der. 1 will not rife, unleſſe your Highnes heare mc. 
| Ming. Then fayat once, what is it thou requelts. 

Der. The forfeit (Soveraigne) of my ſervants lite, 
Who ſlew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 
Lafely attendant on the Duke of Norfolke. 

King. Have Ia tongue to doome my Brothers death * 
And {hill that rongue give pardon to a ſlave? 
My brother kill'd no man, his faule was Thought, 
And yet his puniſhracat was bitter death: he | 
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Whoſued to me for him? Who (in my wrath) 

Kneel'd at my feer:and bid me be advis'd? 

Who ſpoke of Brotherhood? who ſpoke 1n love? 

\Whotold me how the poore ſoule did fortake 

The mighty Warwicke,and did fight for me: . 

Whotold me in the Ficld at Tewkesbury, 

When Oxtord had me downe,he reſcucd me: 

And faid deere Brother live ,and be a King ? 

Who cold me, when we both lay inthe Field, 

Frozen (almoſt) rodeath, how he did lap me 

Even in his Garments, and did give himſclfe 

(All thin and naked to the numbe colde night ? 

Alfthis from my Remembrance, brutiſh wrath 

Sinfully pluckt,avd not a man of you 

Had ſo much grace to put it in my minde. 

Bur when your Carters, of your waiting Vaſlalls 

Have done a drunken Slaughter, aud detac'd 

The precious Image of our deere Redeemer, 

You. ſtraight are on your knees for Pardon, pardon, 

And 1 (unjuſtly too) mult grant it you. 

But for my Brother, not a azan would ſpeake, 

Nor I (ungracious) ſpeake unto my ſc] 

For him poore Soule. The proudeſt of you all, 

Have becne beholding to him in his life : 

Yet none of you, would once begge for his lite. 

Q God ! I feare thy juſtice will take hold 

On me, and you ; and mine, and yours for this. 

| Come Haſtings helpe me to my Cloſet. 

Ahpoore Clarence. Exeunt ſome with K.c> Dmen. 
Rich. This is the fruits of raſhnes; Markt you not, 

How that the Kindred of the Queene 

Look'd pale, whenthey did hearc of Clarence death ? 

O !cheydid urge ir [till unco the King, 

| God will revenge it, Come Lords will you goe, 

; Tocomfort Edward with our company ? 

| Bu, \We watt upon your Grace. 


Exemnnt. 


—_— — ——— ———J 


| Ce rr IR —— 


Scena Secunda, 


Emter the old Dwtcheſſe of Yorke, with the two 
children of Clarence. 


| Ez, GoodGrandam tell us, 15 our Father dead ? 
| DarWiy doyouwepe 
au7b, Why do you fo oft? And beat your Breſt? 

And cry, O Clarence , my unhappy Sonne? w 

Bey. Why do you looke onus, and ſhake your head, 
And callus Orphans, Wretches, Caſtawayes, 
I that our Noble Father were alive ? 

Dat. My pretty Colins, you miſtake me both, 
Ido lament the lickneſle of the Kit ; 
| Asloath ro loſe him, not your Fathers death: 
| Xwere loſt ſorrow to waile onethat's loſt, 
| Zo. Thenyou conclude, ( my Grandam ) he is dead: 

The King mine V nckle isto blame for it, 
; God will revenge it, whom 1 will importunc 
| Withearneſt prayers,all tothat effeR, 

Dangh. And ſo will I. 

|, ©«%. Peace childrengpeace,the King dothlove you wel. 
, Kapavic and ſhallow Innocents, 
, *oUcmiiot guefle who caul'd your Fathers death. 
| © Grandam wecan ; for my good Vnkle Gloſter 


th. 


Told me, the King provok'd to it by the Queene, 
Devis'd impeachmentsto imprifon him ; 
And when my Vackle told me fo, he wept, 
And pittyed me, and kindly kilt cychecke:; 
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 
And he would love me deerely asa childe. 
Dxe. Ah! that deceit ſhould itcale tuch gentle ſhape, 
And with a vertuous Vizor hide deepe vice. 
He is my ſonne, I, and therein my ſhame, 
Yerfrom my dugges, he drew not this deceit. 
Boy. Thinke you my Vakle did diflemble Grandam ? 
Dae. 1 Boy. 
Boy. I cannot thinkc it. Harke, what noiſc is this ? 


Enter the © neene with hey hare about ber ear er, 
Rivers & Dorſet after her. 


2. Ah ! who ſhall hinder me to waile and weeepe? 
Tochide my Fortune, and torment my Selte. 
Ile joyne with blacke deſpaire againſt my Soule, 
And tomy ſeifc become an encmic. 
Dur. What meanes this Scene of rude impatience ? 
Ls. To make an at of Tragicke violence. 
Edward my Lord,thy Sonne,our King is dead. 
Why grow the Branches , whenthe Roote is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their ſap ? 
If you will live, Lament : if dye, be breefe, 
Thatour ſwift winged Soules may catch the Kings, 
Or like obedient Sub jets tollow him, 
To his new kingdome of ne're-changing night. 
Das. Ah,ſo much intereſt have I 11 thy forrow, 
As I had Title in thy Noble Husband: *' 
I have bewepta worthy Husbands death, 
Andliv'd with looking on his Images : 
But now ewo Mirrors of his Princely ſemblance, 
Arecrack'd in pieces, by malignant death, 
And I for comfort, have but one falle Glaſſe, 
That greeves me, when I ſee my ſhame in him- 
Thou art a Widdow : yet thou art a Mother, 
And haſt the comfort of thy Children left, 
Bur death hath fnatch'd my Husband from mine Armes, 
And pluckt two Crutches trom my teeble hands, 
Clarence, and Edward. O, what cauſc have I, 
(Thine being but a moiry of ny moane) 
Toover-go thy woes, and drowne my Cries. 
Foy. Ah Aunt | you wept not for your Fathers death: 
How can we ayde you with our Kindred teares ? 
Daxgh. Our fatherleſſc diſtrefle was letrunmoan'd, 
Your widdow-dolour, likewiſe be unwept. 
9s. Give me no helpe in Lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints ; 
All Springs reducetheir currents to mine eyes, 
That I being govern'd by the waterie Moone, 
May ſend forth _ trares to drowne the World, 
Ah, for my Husband, tor my deere Lord Edward. 
fl. Ah for our Father, tor our deere Lord Clarence, 
Dat. Alas for both, both minc Edward and Clarence. 
2s. What ſtay had I but Edward? and hee's gone, 
Chil. What ſtay had we but Clarence? and he's gone. 
Dat. What ſtayes had I butthey ? and they are gone. 
Qu. Was never widdow had fo deere a loſſe. 
(bil. Werenever Orphans had fo deere a lofſe. 
Dat. Was never Mother had ſo deercalofle. 
Alas ! I am the Mother of theſe Greetes, 
Their woes are parcell'd, mine is generall. 
She for an Edward weepes, and ſo do 1 ; 
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I tor a Clarence weep, 10 doth not the : 

Thete Babes tor Clarence weepe, 10 doe not they. 
Alas ! you three, on me threctold diltreſt ; | 
Pow1e all your tearcs, I am your {forrowes Nurlie, 
And I will pamper it with Lamentation, 


Dor. Comfort decre Mother,God is muchdispleag'd, 


That you take with unthanktulneſle his doing. 


- In common woridiy things, 'tis call'd ungratctull, 


\With dull unwillingnefle to r«< pay adebr, 

W hich with a bountcous hand was kindly lent 
Much more to be thus oppulite v.i:h heaven, 
For it requiresthe Royall dcbr it knt y ous 


4 , ' cs 
Rivers, Madam, bethinke you like a carcfuli Motner 
Of the young Prince your ſonne : {end ſtraight tor hun, 


Lcethim be Crown'd, in hun your cowtort Ives. 
Drowne deſperate ſorrow in dead Fdwards grave, 
And plant your joyes in living Eawards Throne. 


Enter Richard, Bucksugham, Deroie, H4- 
ſtengs, and Kaic'sſfe. 


Rich. Siſter have comfort, all of 15 have cauſc 


\ To waile the .d:mming of our ſhining +rarre : 


Bur one can heipe our harmes by wayling tOce 
Madam, my Mother, I do cry you mercy, 

I did not ice 3 our Grace. Humbly on my Kuce, 
I c:ave your Biciling, 


Dat. God blefſe thee, and put meekenefle in thy brealt, 


Love Char y,) C1CNCL ,and (ruc Dutic. 

Rich. Amen, and make ine dic a good old man, 
That is the butt-cnd of a Mothers Licfhng ; 
I marvel! tht her Grace did leave ic Our» 


_ _— CAC En 


— — — _ 


Buc, You clowdy-P:inces, & har;-lorowing-Vecres, | 


That beare this heavie muruali l ade of M vane, 
Now cheere each other, in c»ch others Love: 
Though we have ſpent our Harveit ofthis King, 
Weare to reape the haivelt of his Sorne. 
The broken rancour of your high-twolne hatcs, 
But lately ſplintred, knit, and joyn'd rogether, 
Mult gently be preferv'd, cheriflit, and kept - 
Me ſecmcrh good, that with foae lite Trane, 
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince be tet 
Hither to London, to Lc crown'd our King, 
Rivers, Why with iome little Trainc, 
My Lord of Buckingham? 
Buc. Mairy my Lord, lcait by a multitude, 
The new-l«al'd wound ot Malice ſhould breake out, 
Which would bc {5 much the more dangerous, 


By how much the eſtate is greene, and ye: ungovern'd, 


Where every Horſe bcarcs his commanding Reine, 

And may 01rc1 his correc as pleatc wwmlclte, 

Ag well the krarc of hu nc, as harme appaiant, 

[3 1ny 0pin10%t, ought to be Pre veinces 
Rich. 1 houpe the King made pc2ce withall of ns, 


] " 9 , mm  v 
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| To gry C 


To nv apparant likelyhuod ct breach, 
\W hich kaply by auch company might be urg'd 
Therctorec I tay with Novice Buckingham, 
That it 15 meete fo few ſhouid ferch the Prince. 
Haſft. Andſofay T. 

Rich. 7 hen be it fo, and go we to determine 
Who they (-a!l be that [traitthall polite zo London, 
Madam, and you my Siltcr, will you go 


your ccoſures inthis buſcactlc? F xeunt. 


»” DD. " _ DP IE_ —_— 


CAanent Buckingham and Richar {, 
Buc. My Lord, who ever journics tothe Prinne, 

For Gods take ct not us two tay at home : 

For by the way, Ile fort occaſion, 

As Index to the {tory we late talk'd of, 


| To part the Queenes proud Kindred trom the Prince, 


Rich, My other icltc, my Counſailes Conliſttory, 
My Oracle, My Prophet, my deare Colin, 
I, asa childe, will go by thy direion, 


——_ 


| 


: 
Toward London then,for wee'l not ſtay behinde. Exewn, | 


—_ — OBS —_ a _ _ —— 


Scena T ertia. 
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E mer one Citi=en 4t one doore , and ancther at 


the other. 


_ I.Cit. Good morrow Neighbour , whither away fo | 
| faſt? JF | 


2 Cit. T-promiſe you I hardly know my ſclſe: 
HCearcyou the Newes abroad ? 

1. Yes, the King is dead. 

2. Iilnewes byrlady, ſcldome comes the better : 
| {Cz10, I tcare,'twill provea giddy world, 

Enter another CMl1%en, 
;, Neighbours, God ſpeed. 
I. Givc you good morrow fir. ' 


?. Doth the newes hold of good King Edwardsdeath? 


2* I (ir, 1t 15 too true, God helpe the while, 

3. Then Matters looke to ſec atroublous world. 
I. No, no, by Gods good 
3. \Woc tothat Landthat's govern'd by a Childe. 
2. |n him there 1$a hope of Government. 


| Whichin his nonage, counſcllander him, 


And in his full and ripencd yeares, himſclte 

No doubt ſhall rhen,and till then governe well, 
1, Soſtocd the ſtate when Herry the fixt 

ers crown'd in Paris, butat nine months old, 


3+ Stood the State ſo? No, no, good friends,God wot | 


Fo: then this Land _—_— enrich'd 
V th politike grave Connfſell ; then the King 
Had vecrtuous Vnkles toprote& his Grace. 


1, Why {o hath this, both by his Father and Mother: | 


3 + Better it were theyall came by his Father : 


| Or by his Father there were none ar all : 


Foremulation, who ſhall now be neereſt, 
Will rouch us all roo neere, if God prevent not. 


| O full of danger is the Duke of Gloſter, 


And the Quecnes Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud: 


And were they tobe rul'd, and not torule, 
This fickly Land, might ſolace as before. 


I. Com:, comec,we feare the worſt : all will be wel}, 
3. When Cloudsare ſeen, wiſemen put on their cloakes; 


When great leaves fall, then Winter isat hand ; 


When the Sun ſets, who doth notlooke for night ? 
Vntimely ſtormes, make men expeRta Dearth : 


| All may be well ; but if Gcd fortit {o, 


> ——— — — 


Tis more then wedeſerve, or I expe. 
2. Truly, the hearts of men are full of feare : 
You cannot reaſon (almoſt) witha man, 


| Thatlookes not heavily, and full of dread. 


| 
| 


3, Before the dayes of Change, ſtill is it ſo, 
By a divine in{tint, mens mindes miſtruſt 
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grace, bis Son ſhall reigne. | 
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ing danger:as by proofe wee ſce 
_ Wier (wel before a boyſt'rous ſtorme: 
But leave it all ro God, Whither away? 
2 Marry we were ſent for to the luſtices. 
3 And fo was 1:lle beare you company. 


—_—_ 


Scena Quarta. 


—_ 


Enter Arch-biſhop, youg Torke, the Ye eve, 
and the D mtche(ſe. 


eArch. Laſt night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
And at Northampton they doreſt to night: 
To morrow,or next day,they will be heere. 

But. | long withall my h:art ro ſee the Prince: 
l hope heis muchgrowne fince laſt I aw him. 

©s. But I hcare no,they fay my fonne of Yorke 
Ha's almolt overtane him in his growth, 

Tor. I Mother, but I would not have it (o. 

Dat. Why my good Colinjit is good to grow. 

Tor, Grandam,one nighras we d1d (it at Supper, 
My Vnkle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 

More then my Brother. I,quoth my Vnkle Glouſter, 
Small Herbes have grace,great Weeds do grow apace» 
And fince,me thinkes I would not grow to faſt, 
Becauſe tweet Flowres are flow,and Weeds make halt. 

Daz. Good fairh,good faith,the ſaying did not hold 

| In him that did obie& the ſame rothee. 
He was the wretched'ſt thing when he was yong, 
Solong a growing,and {0 leifurely, 
That it his rule were true, he ſhould be gracious, 

Tor. And {0 nodoubt he is,my gracious Madam. 

Dt. T hope he is,but yetlet Morhers doubr. 

Tor. Now by my troth,it I had beene remembred, 
I could have given my Vnckles Grace, a four, 
| Totouch his growrh,neerer then he toucht mine. 
| Dm. How my yorg Yorke, 
| Iprythee let me heare 1t. 
| Tor. Marry(they fay)my Vnkle grew fo faſt, 
| That he could gnaw a crutt attwo houres old, 
| Twas fulltwo yeares ere T could get atooth. 
| Grandam,this would have beene a byting leſt. 
| Dus. I pcythee pretry Yorke, who told thee this? 
; Tor.Grandam,his Nurſe. | 
Dat. His Nurte?why ſhe was dead,ere } waſt borne, 
Te. It 'twere not ſhe, 1 cannot tell whotold me. 
Ln. Aparlous Boy:20 to,you are roo ſhrewd» 
Du:. Good Madam, be not angry with the Childe, 
Le Pitchers have cares, 


| Enter a Meſſenger. 


| Arch. Heere comesa Meſſenger: What Newes? 
 Meſ.Such newes my Lord,as greeves me toreport- 
| Qs. How doth the Prince? 
| Aﬀfe\, Well Madam,andin health. 
Duz. What is thy Newes? 
| Me. Lord Rievergand Lord Grey, 
| Are {ent to Pomfrer,and with them, 
ur Thomas Vaughan,Prifoncrs. 
Dat. Who hath committed them? | 
; te}. The mighty Dakes, Gloufterand Buckingham. 


— — 
> —___ 


| 


Exxeunt. | 
| The Tyger now hath feiz'd the gentle Hinde, 
| Inſulting Tiranny begiones to Tutr 


, 


erch, For what offence? 

CMeſ. The tumme cf all I can, I have diſclos'd: 
Why,or for what,the Nobles were comminted, 
Isall unknowne to me,my gracious Lord. 

Qs. Aye me!l ſee the ruine of my Houſe: 


Vpon the innocent and awekfle Throne: 
Welcome D-{trution, Blood, and Maſffacre, 
I ſcee(as in a Map)the end of all. 

Dat. Accurſed,and unquict wrangling dayes, 
How many of you have gune eyes beheld? 
My Husband loſt his life,to get the Crowne, 
And often upand downe my ſornes were tolt, 
For meto jOy,and weepe,their gaine andloſſe. 
And being feated, and Domeſticke broyles 
Cleane over-vtlowne,themtelves(the Conquerors,) 
Make warre upon themſelves, Brother to Brother; 
Bloud to bloud,fclfe againſt felfe:O prepoſterous 
And franticke outrage,cnd thy damned ſplcene, 
Or let medye,to looke on earth no more. 

Qs. Come,come my Boy, we will toSanfuary. 
Madam farewell. 

Dm, Stay,I wi'lgo with you. 

Qu. You have no caute. 

Arch. My gracious Lady go, 
And thither beare your Treature and your Goods, 
For my part, Ile reſtgne unto your Grace 
The Sea'c I keepegand fo beride it me, 

As well I tender you,ard all of yours. 


Go,lk condutt you to the SanAuary. E xeunt. 


— — 


Atlus T ertius,Scana Prima, 


The Trumpets (ound. 
Enter yong Prince , the Dukes of G'ocrter , and Buckingham, 
Lord Carainall, with others. 


Bue. Welcome {weet Prince to London, 
To your Chamber. 

Rich, Welcome deere Colin, my thaughts Soveraigne 
The weary way hath made you Melancholly. 

Prin, No Vnkle,butour crofles on the way, 
Have made it tedious, weartſoue, and hcavy. 
1 want more Vnkles heere to weicome mc. 

. Rich. Sweet Prince,the untainted vertue of your yeers 

Hath not yetdiv'd 1ato the Worlds deceit; 
No more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 
Then of his outward ſhew, which Gad he knowes, 
Seldome or never jumpeth with the beart. 
Thoſe Vnkles which you want, were dangerous; 
Your Grace attended totheir Sugred words, 
But look''d not on the poiſon of their kearts: 
God keepe you from them,and from ſuch falſe Friends. 

Prin. God keepe me from falſe Fricnds, 
Bur they were none. 

Kich. My Lord,the Major of London comes to greet | 

wy 

Emer Lord Major, 


Lo. Major. God blefſe your Grace, with health and | 
happy dayes. ' | 
all; 


Prin. i thanke you , good my Lord,and thank you 
; t 


w 


A 


— - 


—_— 


| 


— — — ————— 


136 


The Life nd Death of Richard the Third. 


——_— 


I thought my Mothcr,and my Brother Torke, 
Would long,ere this, have met us onthe way. 
Fie,what a Slug is Haſts:gs,thar he comes not 

Totell us,wherher they will come,or no. 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 


COmec? | 
Haft. On what occaſion God he knowes,nort I, 
The Queeene your Mother,and your Brother Torks, 
Have taken Sanftuary:T he tender Prince 
Would faine have come with mc,to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother wasperforce with-held. 

Boe. Fic,what an an indirect and peeviſh courle 
Is thisof hcers?Lord Cardinall will your Grace 
Perſwade the Queenegto ſend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his Princely Brother preſently? 
It ſhe deny,Lord Haſtings you goe with him, 
And from her jealous Armes piuck him pertorce. 

(ar. My Lord of Buckingham if my weake Oratory 
Can from his Mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 
Anon expe him here:but if ſhe be obdurate 
To milde entreatics,God forbid 
We ſhould intringe the holy Priviledge 
Of bleſſed Sanuary:not for a'l this Land, 
Would I be guilty of ſo great a ſinne. 

Buc. Y ou are too ſencelcfle obſtinate,my Lord, 

Too ceremonious,and traditionall. 
Weigh it but with the groſſeneſle of this Age, 
You breake not SanRuary,in {cizing him: 
The benefit thereot is alwayes granted 
Tothoſe,whoſe dealings have deſerv'd the place, 
And thoſe who have the wit to clayme the place: 


| This Prince hath neither claim'd it,nor deferv'd it, 


Therefore,in mine opinion,cannot have it. 
Thentaking him from thence,tbat is not there, 
You breake no Priviledge,nor Charter there: 
Ott have I heard of Sanctuary men, 

But SanRtuary children,ne'te till now, 


Come on, Lord Haſtmge will you goe with me? 
Haſt.1 gOc,my Lord. Ext («1 dindll and Haſtings. 
Prin.Good Lords,make all the ſpecdy haſt you may. 

Say; V nckle Glecefter, if our Brother come, 

VWhere ſhall we {ozorne,riil our Coronation? 

Gt. Where it think'ſt beſt unto your Royall ſclfe. 

Ift may counſaile you, ſome day or two 

Your Kighneſle ſhall repoic you at the Tower: 

Then where you plealc,and hal! bethought moſt fir 

For your beſt health,and recreation. 

Prin. 1 doe notlikethe Tower,cf any place; 

Did Inlims Ceſar build that place, my Lore? 

Buc, He did,my gracious Lord,begin that place, 

W hich fince,tucceeding Ages have re-edify'd. 

Prin. Is it upon record?or elſe reported 

Succeſſively from age to age, he builr ir? 

Bc. Vpon record,my gracious Lord. 
Prin, But ſay,my Lord,it vere not regiſtred, 


| Methinkes the truth ſhould live from age toage, 


AsS'twere retayl'd toall poſterity, 


| 


Evento the generall _— day. 
Glo. So wile, ſo young, they ſay doe never live long, 
Prin. What fay you, V ackle? 


Puck, And in goodtime, heere comes the ſweating 
Prince, Welcome,my Lord : what , will our Mother 


Car. My Lord, you ſhall o're-rule my mind for oncc. 


-— —— ——_—— 


ED 


———— 


Glo. 1 ſay,without CharaRters, Fame lives long, 
T hus,like the formall Vice, Iniquity, afide, 
I moralize two meanings in one word. 
Pris, That [nlins ("ſar was a famous man; 

With what his Valour did enrich his Wit, 
His Wait ſet downe,to make his Valour live; 
Death makes no C of his Conqueror, 
For now he lives in Fame,though nor 1n Lite, 
lle tell you what,my Couſin Buckingbam, 

Buc, W har,wy gracious Lord? 

Prin, And it Ilive untill I be a man, 
Te win our ancient Right in France againe, 
Or dye a Souldier,as 11iv'd a King. 

Glo. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring, 


Enter young Torke, Haſt ings and Cardinall. 


F _ Now in good time , heere comes the Duke of 
orke. 
: _ Richard of Yorke , how fares our Noble Bro- 
ther 
Tor. Well,my deare Lord,ſo muſt I call you now. 
Prin. 1, Brother,to our grictc as it 15 yours: 
Toolate he dy'd,that mighc have keptthat Title, 
Which by his death hath loſt much Majeſty. 
Glo. How tares our Couſin, Noble Lord of Yorke? 
Tor. I thanke you,gentle Vnckle.O my Lord, 
You faid,that idle W ceds are fali in growth: 
The Prince,my Brother, hath out-growne me farre. 
Glo. He hath,my Lord. 
Yor, And therefore is he idle? 
Glo, Oh my faire Coulin,I muſt not ſay ſo. 
Tor, Then he 1s more bcholding to you,then I, 
Glo. He may command me as my Soveraigne, 


| Bur you have power inme,as in a Kinſman, 


Tor. I pray you, Vnckle,give me this Dagger. 
Glo. My Dagger, little Couſin? with all my heart, 
Prin. A Begger, Brother? 

Tor. Of my kind Vnckle,that I know will give, 


+ Andbeing a Toy,it is no griefe to give. 


| 


So cunning,and lo y 


Glo. A greater giftthen that, Ile give my Coaſfin. 

Tor. A greatcr gitt?O,that's the Sword to it. 

Glo, I, gentle Coulin,were it light enough. 

Tor. O then | ſee, you will part but with light gitcs, 
In weightier things you'le ſay a Begger nay. | 

Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to weare. | 

Tor. I weigh irlightly,were it heavier. 

Gle, What, would you have my Weapon,little Lorc? 

Tor. I would that I mightrchanke you, asyou call 


Tor. Lictle. | 

Prin, My Lord of Yorke will {till be croſf in ralke: | 
Vnckle,your Grace knowes how to beare with him. | 

Tor. You meane to beare me,not to beare with me: 
Vnckle,my Brother mockes both you and me, | 
Becauſe that I am little,like an Ape, | 
He thinkes that you ſhould beare me on your ſhoulders- | 

Bue. With what a ſharpe provided wit he reaſons: | 
To mitigate the ſcorne he gives his Vnckle, | 
He pretrily and aptly taunts himſelfe: | 
- ; ar Amen re | 
lo. My Lord,wilt pleaſe you paſle along? 
My ſelfe, and my nw Couſin Larry 
Will to your Motber,toentreat of her | 
To meet you at the Towcr,and welcome you. 


—— ———_ wo _—— 


Tor What, 


— —_— 


_ ee _ — 


——_ ——_— 


— > ow 


_ — > — _—_ —_—_ 
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Ter. What, will you goe untothe Tower,my Lord? 
Pre, My Lord Protector will have it fo. 
Tor, I (hall nor fleepe in quietat the Tower. 
Gle. Why what ſhould you feare? 
Tor. Marry ,my V nckle Clarence Ghoſt; 
My Grandam told me he was murther'd there. 
Prws. | teare no Vnckles dead. 
Ge. Nor none that live, I hope. 
Pron, And if they live, I hope I need not feare. 
But come my Lord:and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them,goe I unto the Tower. 
Exeunt Prince, Torks, Haſting 1,and Dorſet. 


Manent Richard, Buckingham, and ( aterby. 


Bu. Thinke you,my Lord,this little prating Torks 
Was not incenfed by his ſubtile Mother, 
Totaunt and {corne you thus opprobrioully? 

Glo Nodoubt,nodoubt:Oh'tisa perillous Boy , 
Bold,quicke, ingenious, forward,capadle: 

Hee isall the Mothers,trom the top to toe. 

Buc. Well,let them re{t:Come birher Caterby, 
Thouart ſworne as dcepcly roeffet what weunend, 
As cloſely to conceale what we umpart: 

Thou know'lt our realons urg'd upon the way, 
What think*{t thou?415 it not an caly matter, 

To make Wi//sam Lord Haſtmgs cf our mindg, 
For the inſtallment of this Noble Duke 

ln the Seat Roya'l of this famous Ile? 

{ ates. He tor bis fathers fake ſo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be wonne to ought againſt him. = 
® Bue. What think'ſt thou then of Stanley ? Will not 

ee 

Cater. Hee will doe all in all as Haſtings doth. 

Bac. \Well then,no more but this: 

Goe geatle Carerby and as it were tacre of, 

| Sound thou Lord Haſtmgs, 

| How he doth ſtand affected toour purpole, 

| And fumman him to mortow to the Tower, 

| Tolirabout the Coronation. 
It thou do'it finde him tractable tous, 

| Encourage him,and tell him all our reaſons: 

| If beve lerdengyeir,cold, unwilling, 

| Bethouto to0,and to breake off thc talke, 

| And give .5nowce of his inclination: 

| For we tomenow hold divided Councels, 

| Wherein thy ſelte ſhale highly beemploy'd. 

' Rik. Commend me to Lord Wilheaw:tell him((eterby) 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverſarics 

| Tomorrow are let blood at Pomfret Caſtle, 

| Andbid my Lord,for joy of this good newes, 

Give Miſtrefſe $h re one gentle Kifſe the more. 

| Bue. Good ((arerby ,goe effect this buſineſle ſoundly. 

' Cater. My good Lords both, with ail the heed I can. 

| Rib. Shall we heare from you, Caresby,ere welleepe? 

| 


Cates. Y ou ſhall,my Lord. 
Rich. At Crosby Houle there ſhall you fiad us both. 
Exu (aterby. 
| Bue. Now,my Lord, 
| What ſhall v-ce Coe, if wee perceive 
| Lord Hawes will not yeeld to our Complots? 
| &«<<. Chop ct tis Head: 
Yogtthing wee will determine: 
| And 10k e when 1 am King,claime thou of me 
| The Earledome of Hereford,and all the moveables 
| Whereot the King, my Brother,was poilcſt. 


I 


— 


| 


— 


Bc. lieclaime that promite at your Graces hand. 
Rich. And looke to have it ycelded with all kindnelc 
Cone, let us ſuppe bertimes,that afterwards 
Wee may dige!t our complots in tome forme. 
Exennt. 


Scana Secunda. 


— — 


Enter a Meſſenger to the Doore of Haſtings. 


Meſ. My Lord,my Lotd. 

Hoſt. Who knuckes? 

Me. One from the Lord Stanley. 
Haſt. Whatis't a Clocke? 

Meſ. Vpon the (troke of toure. 


Enter Lords Haſtings, 
Haſt. Cannot my Lord Sravdey {leepe theſe tedious 
Nights? 
AMef. Soit appeares,by that I have to ſay: 
Firſt,he commends him to your Noble clfe. 
Haft. What then? 
Meſ. Then certifies your Lord(hip,that this Night 
He dreamr,the Bore had ratcd of his Helme: 
Beſides, he fayes there are two Councels kept; 
And that may bedetermin'2 atthe one, 
Which may make you and ham torue at th'other. 
Therefore he {ends to know your Lord(hips Pale, 
If you will prefently take Horſe with him, 
And withall {peed pelt with htm toward the North, 
To thun the danger that his Soule divines. 
Haſt .Goe teilow, goe retuine unto thy Lord, 
Bid him nor feare the leparated Councell: 4 
His Hoanor and my fclte are at the one, 
And at the other,is my good friend Catesby; 
W here nothing can proceede,that roucheth us, 
W hereof I (hall not have ineellivence: | 
Teli him his Fearcs are ſhallow, without inſtance. 
And for his Dreames,l v order bee's fo fimple, 
To truitthe mock'ry of unquict flumbers. 
To flye the Bore,betore the Bore purſues, 
Were to incenſe the Boreto follow us, 
And mike purſuit, where he did mcane no chaſe. 
Goe,bid thy Malterriſe,and cometo me, 
Ard we will both together tothe Tower, 
Where he thall ſcethe Bore will uſe us kindly. 
Mef: Ile goe,my Lord,and tell him what you ſay. 
| Exit. 
Entey Cateiby. 


Cater, Many good morrowesto my Noble Lord. 
Haſt. Good morrow Catezby,you are carly ſtirring: 
Whar newes,what newes,inthis our tort'ring State? | 
(ates. It isa reeling World indeed, my Lord: 
And I belceye will never ſtand upright, 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme. | 
Haſt, How weare the Garland? 
Doelt thou mcane the Crowne? 
Cates. 1,my good Lord. 


He. llc have this Crown of mine cur f:6 ny ſhoulders, 

Before lic ſee the Crowne fo toule mil-plac'd: | 

But cauſt thou gueſle,that he doth ayme at ut? | 
et 2 


Cates.l, { 


or EE A er 


IE 
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Cater. I,cn my life,and hopes to find you forward, 
Vpon his party,tor the gaine thereot: 
thereupon he ſends you this good newes, 
That this {ame very day your cnemirs, 
The Kindred of the Queene,mutt dyc at Pomfret, 
Haſ#. Indeed 1 am no mourner for that newes, 
Becauſe they have beene {till my adverſaries: 
Bur,thar Ile give my voice on Recharas (ide, 
To barre my Maiſters Heires in true Delcent, 
God knowes 1 will nt doe it,to the death, 


minde. 


That they which brought mc in my Mailters hate, 
I live tclooke upon their Tragedy. 
Wecll Catesby cre a fort-night inake me older, 
le {end ſome packing,that yet thinke not on'c. 
Cates,” Tis a vile thing todye,iny gracious Lord, 
When men arc unprepar'd ,and looke not for it. 
Haft. ©) monſ{trous,mouſtrous /and ſo falls it out 
With Rivers. awghan,Grey:and fo 'twilldoe 
With ſome men elſe,that thinke themſclves as fate 
Asthou and I,who(as thon know'lt)are deare 
To Princely Richard,and Buckingham. 
(ates. The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account h1s Head upon the Bridge. | 
Haſt, 1 know they doc,and1 have weil deferv'd it. 


Enter Lord Staxley, 


Come on,come on, where 1s your Bore-{peare man? 
Feare you the Bore,aud goc {ounproviged? 


You may jealt on,but by the holy Rood, 
T doc not like theſe ſeverall Councels,1, 
Haſt. My Lord,I hold my Litc as dcare as yours, 
Andnever in my dayes,[ doe protcſt, 
Was it ſo precious to mCc,as tis now: 
Thinke you,but that I know our {tate {ccure, 
I would be fo triumFant as Iam? 


+ O19 


S:.The Lords at Pomfrer,u hen they rode from Lond6, 


Were jocund,and ſuppos'd their ſtates were ſure, 

And they indecd had no cauſeto miſtruſt: 

But yet you ſee,how ſoone the Day o're-caſt, 

This ſudden fab of Rancour I mildoubt; 

Pray God(I fay)! provea necdlefle Coward. 

Wha:,ſhall we toward the Tower?the day is ſpent- 
Haſt. Come,come, have with youu: 

Wot you what,my Lord, 

To day the Loyds you talke of are beheaded. 


me o_—_—_— 


Then ſome thap have accus'd them, weare their Hats. 
But come,my Lord,lct's away 


Enter 4 Purſurvant. 


Haſt. Goe on before, Ile talke with this good fellow, 
| Exit Lord Stanley ,and ('aterby. 

How now,Sirrhazthow goes the World with thee? 

Pwr{. The better,that your Lo:&ſhippleaſe to aske. 

| 

| 

| 


Haſt, I tell thee man, 'tis better with me now, 
Then w hen thou mer'ſt melaſt, where nuw we meet: 
Then was I going Priſoner to the Tower, 

By the ſaggcſtion ofthe Q«:eenes Alves. 
But now Irellthee(keepe it to thy felfe ) 
| This day thoſe Enemies are put to death, 


Cates. God keepe your Lordſhip in that gracious 


Ha. But T ſhail laugh at this 2 twelve-month hence, 


Stan. My Lord good morrow,good morrow Caterby: 


$t,They,for their truth,might better wear their Heads, 


————— 


And TI in better ſtate then cre I was. 


Purſ. God hold it,to your Honors good content, 
Haſt. Gramercy fellow:there drinke that for me, 


T browes bum bus Parſe, 
Purſ. 1 thanke your Honor. Exit Prrſuivan, 
Emter a Prieſt. 


Prieft. Well mert,my Lord,I am glad to fee your Hou 


/ NOT, 


| 


| 


Haſt.I thanke thee,good Sir 7obn,with all my heart, 


| Tam inyourdebt,for your laſt Exerciſe: 


' 


| Come, will you goc? 


| 


' 
: 


— 


| Thencurs'd ſhee Buckinghow, 
| Thencus'd ſhee Haſtings. Oh remember God, 


| after. 


Come the next Sabboth,and I will content you. 
Preeft. le wait upon your Lotdſhip. 


Enter Buckingham, 


Bne. What,talking with a Prieſt, Lord Chambcrlaine? 
Your triends at Pomfret,they doe necd the Prieſt, . 
Your Honor hath no ſhriving worke in hand. 

Haf. Good faith,and when met this holy man, 
The men you taike of,came into my minde, 
\W bar,goe youtoward the Tower? 
Buc, | doe,my Lord,but long I cannot ſtay there: 
I ſhall returne before your Lordſhip thence. 
Haſ?. Naylike enough,for I lay Diner there. 
Buc, And Supper too,although thou know'(t it not, 


Haft. Il: wait upon your Lordſhip. E xeunt, 


© ——— 
 O—— 


Sceana T ertia. 


_ _— —————— 


Cs 


Enter Sir Richard Ratc'iffe,with Halberd;,carrying 
the I ables to death at Peomret, 


Rivers, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, let me tell thee this, 
Today fhaltthoubc hold a SubjeR dy, 


For truth, tor Duty,and tor Loyalty. 
Grey. God blefle the Prince from all the Pack of you, 
A Knor you are,ot damned Blood-{uckers. 
Vaugh. You live, that ſhall cry woe for this heere- 


Rat.Diſpatch,the limit of your Livesis out, 


Riv, O Pomtret,Pomtret!O thou bloody Priſon! 
Fatall and ominousto Noble Peeres: 
\Within the guilty Cloſure of thy Walls, | 
Richard the Second here was hackr to death: 
And for more ſlander to thy ditmall Seat, 
We give to thee our guiltieſſe blood rodrinke. 

Grey. Now Hargarets Curſe is falne upon eur Heads, ! 
When ſhee exciaim d on Haftmgs,you,and T, | 
For ſtanding by, when Richard ſtab'd herSorne. | 

Riv, Thengurs'd ſhce Richard, | 
han | 


| To heare herprayer for them,as now for us: | 


| Be fatisty'd,deare God, with our true blood, 
| Which,as thou know'ſt,unjuſtly muſt beſpilt, 


| Farewell,unrill we meet againe in Heaven, 


And for my Siſter,and her Princely Sonnes, | 


Rat. Make haſte,the houre of death is now expir'd, | 
Riv. Come Grey,come YVawghen , let us heere embrace, | 


' 

EF xemxnt. 
Stars 

_y Or #- 


_— — —— — _—_ —— — 


OO EE—_— 


My Lon 
I ſaw gc 
I doe be 

Ely. 
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Scana Quarta. 


—  — 


N orfolge, Ratcliffe, Lovell,uith others, 
ar 4aT able. 


[s to determine of the Coronation: 

In Gods Name ſpeake,when is the Royall day? 
Bac, Isall things ready for the Royall tune? 
Deb. It is,and wants but nomination. 

Ely. To morrow then I judge a happy day. 
Z#c, Who knowes the Lp! 
Who is moſt inward with the Noble Duke? 


minde. 


He knowes no more of mine,then I of yours, 
Or I of his,,ny Lord,then you of mine: 
Lord Haſftwngs,you and be are neere in love. 


Bur for his purpolc in the Coronation, 

[ have not {ounded him,nor he deliver'd 

His gracious pleaſure any way therein: 

Bur you,my Honorable Lord,may name the time, 
And in the Dukes behalfe Ile give my Voice, 
hich I prefume hee'le rake ingentle part. 


Enter Glouceſter, 


I have beene long a ſleeper: bur I truſt, 
My abſence doth neglet no great deſigne, 


Bue. Had you not come your Qmy Lord, 
Wilkam, Lord Haſtwgs,bad pronounc'd your part; 
I meane your Voice, tor Crowning of the King. 


His Lordſhip knowes me well,and loves me well. 
My Lord of Ely,when I was laſt in Holborne, 

I aw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 

| doe beteech you, ſend for ſome of them. 


Exit Bulhop. 


| Caterby hath ſounded Haſtings in our buſincle, 

| And findes the tefty Gentleman {o hor, 

| Thathe will loſe his Head,ere give conſent 

| His Maiſters Child, as worſhiptully he tearmes it, 
Shall lofe the Roya'ty of Englands Throne. 


| Exennt. 
| 

| Tomorrow,in my judgement, is too ſudden, 

| For I wy feife am notfo well provided, 

As cle I would be,were the day prolong'd. 
Enter the Biſhop of Ely. 


Ely. Where is my Lord,the Duke of Gloiter? 
| have (ent for theſe Strawberries. 


Enter Buckingham, Darby, Haſtings, Biſhop of Ely, 
Haſt. Now Noble Pecere,the cauſe why we are met, 
Protectors mind herein? 
El. Your Grace, we thinke,ſhould ſooneſt know his 


Bac. We know each others Faces:for our Hearts, 


Haft. I thanke his Grace, know he loves me well: | 


fly. In happy time, here comes the Duke himſclte. 
Rich. My Noble Lords,and Coulins all, good morrow: 
\Which by my preſence might have becne concluded. 


Rich, Then my Lord Haſtings, no man might be bolder, 


Ely. Mary and will,my Lord, with all my heart. 
Rich. Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you, 


Buc. Withdraw your felte a while, [le goe with you, 
Dar. We have notyet ſet downethis day of Triumph: 


Ha,His Grace lookschearfully & ſmooth this. morning, 


' 


| 


| 


There's ſome conceit or other likes him well, 
When that he bids gqod morrow with ſuch {pirir. 
| thinke there's never a man in Chriſtendome 
Can leſſer hide his love, or hate,then hee, 
For by his Face ſtraight ſhall you know his Heart- 

Darb. Whar of his Heart perceive you in his Face, 
By any livelyhood he ſhew'd today? 

Haſt, Mary that with no man here he is offended: 

For were he,he had ſhewne it in his Lookes. 


Enter Richard, and Buckingham. 


Rich. | pray you all,tell me what they deſerve, 
That doe confpire my death withdivellifh Plots 


| Ot damned VW nchcraft,and that have prevail's 


Vpon my Body with their Hell:ſh Charmes. 

Haf#. T he tender love | beare your Grace,my Lord, 
Makes me moſt forward,in this Princely preſence, 
Todoome th'Offendors,whoſoe're they be: 

I lay,my Lord,they havedeſerved death. 

&:ch. Then be your eyes the witnefle of their evill, 

Looke how I am bewirch'd:bchold, mine Arme 

[s likea blaſted Sapling,wither'd up: 

And this 1s Edwards W ife,that monitrous Witch, 

Conlorted withthat Harlot,Strumpet Shore, 

That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Haft. If they have done this deed, my Noble Lerd. 
Rich.' f?thou Protector of this damned Strumpet, 

Talk {i thou to me of Ifrs.thou arta Traytor, 

Of with his Hcad;now by Saint PawI fweare, 

I will not dine, untill | ſec the ſame. 

Lovell and Ratchffe, looke that it be done: 

The :c(t that love me, rife,and follow me. 


CAanen; Levelland Katchffe with the 
Lard Haſtmgs. 


Hat. Woe, woe for England,not a whit for me, 
For I,too fand, might have prevemed this; 
Staniey did dreame,the Bore did rowſc, our Helmes, 
And [ did ſcorneit,and difdaine to fiye: 
Three t1mesto day my Foot-Cloth-Horſe did ſtumble, 
And ſtarted, when he look'd upon the Tower, 
As lothto beare me tothe flaughter-houſe. 
O now I necd the Prieſt,that ſpake to mc: 
I now repent 1 told the Purſuivant, 
As t00 triumpbing, how mine Enemies 
Today at Poinfret bloodily were butcher'd, 
And I my ſelfe ſecure, in grace and favour, 
Oh Margera, Margerer,now thy heavy Curſe 
Is lighted on poore Haſtings wretched Head. 
Ra.Come,come,diſpatch,the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a ſhort Shrifthe longs to ſee your Head, 
Haſt. O momentary grace of mortall men, 
Which we more hunt tor,then the grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookes, 
Lives like adrunken Sayker ona Malt, 
Ready with every Nodrotumble downe, 
Into the fata!l Bowels of the Deepe. 
Lov. Come,come,dilpatch, 'tis bootlefle toexclaime. 
Haſt. Obloody Richard: miſerable England, 
I prophecy the fearefulllttime tothee, 
T hatever wretched Age hathlook'd upon. 
Come,leade me to the Block,beare him my Head, 
They ſmile at me,who ſhortly ſhall be dead, 
Excunt, 


E xewnt. | 


| 
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Enter Richard,and Bucking ham, m rotten e Ar monr, 
marvellous uil-favonred. 
Richard, Come Coulin, 
Can(t chou quake,and change thy colour, 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then againe begin,and ſtop againe, 
Asift thou were diltraught,and mad with terror? 
Buc. Tut,l can counterfeit the deepe Travedian, 
|" looke backe,and prie on every ſide, 
remble and ſtart at wagging of a Straw: 
Intending deepe fuſpirion,galtly Lookes: 
| Areatmy ſervice, like enforced Smiles; 
And bothare ready in their Orhces, 
Atany time to grace my Stratagemes. 
But what,is Catesby, gone? 
Rich. He is,and ſce he brings the Mator along. 


Enter the Major ,and C atesby. 
Buck, 1 ord Major. 
Rich. Looke tothe Draw-Bridge there. 
Buc, Hcarkc,a Drumme. 
Rich.Catesby, o're-looke the Walls. 
Buc. Lord Major, the reaſon we have cnt. 
Rich, Looke back defend threeghere are Enennies, 
Buc. God and our Innocency defend,and guard us. 


Enter Lovell and Ratcliffe with Haſtings Head, 


Kich. Be patient, they are friends: Ratchffe,and Lovell. 

Lev. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traitor, 
The dangerous and unſuſpeted Haſtings. 

Ricb. So deare I lov'd the man,that I muſt weepe: 
I rooke him for the plaineſt harmelefſe Creature, 
That breath'd upon the Earth,a Chriltian: 
Made him my Booke, wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiſtory of all her ſecret thoughts. 
So ſmooth he dau bd his Vice with ſhew of Vertue, 
That his apparant open Guilt omitted, 
' I meanc bis Converſation with Shores Wite, 
Heliv'd trom all attainder of ſulpe&s. 

Buc. \Wetl,wcll,he was the covertſt ſhelrred Traitor 
1Thatcvcrliv'd. 
| Would you imagine.or almolt beleeve, 
Wert not.that by great preſervation 
\Welive totcll it,that the ſubtill Traitor 
This day had plotted,in the Councell-Houſe, 
To murther me.and my good Lord of Glolter. 

Aa. Had he done (0? 

Rich. W hat?chinke you we are Turkes,or Infidels? 
Or that we would,again(t the forme of Law, 
Proceed thus ra(hly in the Villaines death, 
But that the extreme pcrill of the caſe, 
The Peace of England,and our Perſons ſafety, 
Enforc'd us to this Execution. 
Ma. Now faire befall you, hedeſerv'd his death, 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 
To warne falſe Traitors from the like Attempts. 
Buc, I neyer look 'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Miſtreſſe Shore: 
Yet had wenotdetermin'd he ſhould dye, 
Vnrill your Lordſhip came to ſec his end, 
Which now the loving haſte of theſe our friends, 
Something againlt our meanings, have prevented; 
Becauſc,my Lord,I would have had you heard 
The Traitor {peake,and timorouſly confeſſe 
| The mannerandthe purpoſe of his Treaſons: 


— _ ——_ —C —_—_— 


_ —— 


—— 


That you might well have ſignify'dthe ſame 
Vnto the Cirizens,who haply may 
Miſconlter us in him,and watle his death. 
a,But,my good Lord,your Graces words ſhall ferye, 
As well as 1 ———— heard him ſ{peake: 
And doe not doubr,right Noble Princes both, 
Bur le acquaint our dutious Citizens 
With al! your juſt proceedings in this caſc. 
Fiche. And to that end we wiſh'd your Lordſhip here, 
T'avord the Centures of the carping World: 
Bu. Which (ince you come too late of our intent, 
Yet witnefle what you heare we did intend: 
And fo,my good Lord Major, we bid farewell. 
Exu Major, 
Rich. Goe after,after, Couſin Buck 
The Major towards Guild-tJall byes him in all poſte: 
There,ar your meeteſt vantage of the time, 
Interre the Baſtardy of Edwards Child: en: 
Teil them, how Eawerd put to deatha Citizen, 
Onely tor ſaying, he would make his Sonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning indeed his Houſe, 
W hich,by the Signe thereof, wastcarmed fo, 
Morcover,urge his hatcfull Luxury, 
And beaſtiall appetitc in change of Luſt, 
W hich ftrertcht unto their Servants, Daughter, Wives, 
Even where his raging eye,or ſavage heart, 
W ithout controll,luttcd ro make a prey. 
Nay tor anced,thus farre come ncere my Perſon: 
Tellthem,when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiate Edward, Noble Torke, 
My Princely Father,then had Warrtes in France, 


| With reverend Fathers,and well-learned Biſhops. 


That cannot fee this palpable device? 


And by true computation of the time, 


| Found,that the 1flue was not his begot: 


Which well appeared in bis Lincaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke,my Father: 


| Yettouch this ſparingly, as 'twere farre off, 
Becauſe,my Lord,you know my Mother lives. | 

Buc. Doubt not,my Lord,lle play the Orator, | 
| Asifthe Golden Fee,tor which [ plead, | 
| Were for my ſelfe:and ſo,my Lord,adue. 


Rich, lf you thrive welgbring them to Baynards Cattle, | 
Where you ſhall inde me well accompanied 


Buc.l goc,and towardsthree or foure a Clocke 
Looke for the Newes that the Guild-Hall affords. 
Exit Buckingham. 

Rich. Goe Lovell with all ſpeed ro Doctor Shaw, | 
Goe thou to Fryer Fexkergbid them both | 
Meet me within this houre at Baynards Caſtle, Ex». 
Now will I goe totake ſome privy order, 

Todraw the Brats of Clarence out of light, | 
And to give order,that no manner perſon 
Have any time recourſe unto the Princes. 


Exeun. | 
Emer a Scrivener. | 

Ser. Here 1s the Indictment of the good Lord Haſtings, 

W hich in a ſet Hand fairely iscngroſs'd, 

Thar it may be to day read or'c in Panles. 

And marke how welithe ſequell hangs together: 

Eleven houres I have ſpent to write 1t over, 

For yelter-n1ght by Catesby was it ſent me, 

The Precedent was full as long adoing, | 

And yet within theſe five hourcs Haſtings liv'd, | 

Vntainted,unexamin'd,free,at liberty. | 

Here's a World the while; whois ſo grofle, 
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Yet who ſo bold, but ſayes he {ces irnor? 
Bad is the World,and all will come to aought, 
When ſuchill dealing mult be ſcene in thought. 


Emter Richard and Buckingbam at ſeverall Doores, 


Rich. How now, how now, what ſay the Citizens? 
Buck. Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Cirizensare mum,fay not a word. 
Rich, Toucht you the Baſtardy of Edwards Children? 
Bae. | did, with his Contrat with Lady Zacy, 
And his Contract by Deputy in France, 
Th'anfarate greedineſle of his defire, 
And his enforcement of the Ciry Wives, 
His Tyranny tor Trifle, his owne Baſtardy, 
Asbcing gotyyour Father then in France, 
And his reiemolance,being not like the Duke. 
Witha'l,I did inicrre your Lineaments, 
Being the right /de« of your Father, 
Boch in your forme,and Noblenefſc of Minde: 
Layd open ail your ViRtories in Scotland, 
Your Diſcipline in Warre, Wiſdome 1n Peace, 
Your ee na ry Huaulity: _ 
Indeed,lett nothing fitting for your purpote, 
Vntouche, or Neightly handled i in diſcourle, 
And when my Oratory drew toward end, 
| bid :hem thatdid love their Countries good, 
Cry,God fave Richard, Englands Royall King. 
Rich. Anddid they to? 
Buc. No,ſo God helpe me,they ſpake nota word, 
But ike dumbe Staues,or breathing Stones, 
Star'd each on other,and look'd deadly pale; 
Which when I ſaw, I reprehended them, 
And ask'd the Major,what meant this wiifull filence? 
Hisan{wer was,the people were not ufed 
To be ſpoke to,but by the Recorder. 
| Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale againe: : 
| Thus fayth the Duke,thus haththe Duke inferr's, 
| But nothing {poke,in warrant from himlclte. 
| Whenhe had done, ſome tollowersot mine owne, 
| At lower cnd ofthe Hall,hurld up their Caps, 
| And ſome tenne voyces cry 'd,God fave King Richard; 
| Andthbus I tooke the vantage of thoſe tew. 
| Thankes gentle Cirizensand friends,quoth I, 
| This generall applauſe and chearetull thowr, 
| Argues your witdome,and your love to Richard: 
| And even hcre brake off,and came away. 
Rich. W hat rongue-lefle Blockes were they, 
Would they not ipcake? 
| Will not the Major then,and his Brethren,come? 
| Bur. The Major 18 here at handamtend fome teare, 
Benot you (poke with,but by mighty ſuir: 
| And looke you get a Prayer-Booke in your hand, 
| And {tznd berweene two Church-men,good my Lord, 
| For on that ground LHemake a holy Deicant: 
| And be not cafily woane ta our requeſts, 
| Play che Maids part, ſtillanfwer nay,and take it. 
| Rib, 1 goc:andif you plead as well forthem, 
\ As I can fay nay tothee tor my ſclte, 
No doubt we bring ittoa happy iſſue. 
Buc, Go,go up tothe Lens the Lord Major knocks, 


| Enter the Major and Citizens. 


\Vekcome,my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
'hinke the Duke will not be ſpoke withall. 


—— 
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Emer Cateby. 


Pc. Now («terby, what fayes your Lord to my requeſt? 
* (ares. He doch entreat your Grace,uny Noble Lord, 
To viſit himto morrow,or next day: 
He 1s within, with rworight revercnd Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no Worldly ſuites would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy Excrciſc. 
Buc. Returne (atesby,ro the gracious Duke, 
Tell him,my felte,the Major and Aldermen, 
In deepedefignes,un matter of great moment, 
No leflc importing then our generali good, 
Are come to have tome conference with his Grace. 
{ ates. Ile figaitic fo much unto him ſtraight. Exit, 
Buc. Ah ha,my Lord,this Prince isnot an Edward, 
He isnot lulling on a lewd Love-Bed: 
But on his Knees,at Meditation; 
Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 
Bur meditating with two deepe Divines: 
Not ſleeping,to cngrolic his idle Body, 
But praying,to enrich his watchfull Soule. 
Happy were England, wouldthis vertuous Prince 
Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thereof. 
Bur fure | feare we ſhall not winne him rot. : 
Major. Marry God defend his Grace ſhould (ay us 
nay. 


Buc. I teaxe he willzhere Caterby comes aganncs 


Emer { ateeby. , 


Now Catesby,what ſayes his Grace? 
Cater. He wonders to what end you have aſſembled 
Such troopes of Citizengzto come to him. 

His Grace notbeing warn'd thereot betore: 
He fteares,my Lord,you meane no gqod to him. 
Bac. Sorry I am, wy Noble Coutin ſhould 

Suſpect me,that 1 mcancno goodto him: 

By Heaven, we cometo him 1n pertit love, 
Ando once more returne,and tell his Grace, 

W hen holy and devout Religious men 

Are at thcir Beades, 'tis much todraw them thence, 
So {weet 1s zealous Contemplation. 


% 


Exit. 


Enter Richard aloft berweene two Bulbops. 


Aa Sec where his Grace ſtands,tweentwo Clergy me. 

Bmuc. Two Props of Vertue, tor a Chriſtian Prince, 
To ſtay him from the fall of Vanity: 
And fcea Booke of Prayer in his hand, 
Truc Ornaments to know a holy man. 
Famous Plentagener,molt gracious Prince, 
Lend favourable care to our requeſts, 
And pardon us the interruption 
Of thy Devotion,and right Chriſtian Zeale. 

Rich. My Lord,there needesn@ fuch Apology: 

I doe beleech your Graceto pardoa me, 
Who carneſt in the ſervice of God, 
Deferr'd the viſitation of my tricnds. 
But leavingthis,what is your Graces 

Buc. Eventhat(l ) which plcatcth God above, 
And allgood mwen,ut this urgovern'd lle. 

Reb. I doe ſutpett I have done ſome cffence, 
That ſemes di{gracious in the Cities cye, 
And that you come to reprehend my 1gnorance, - | 
B#c. You 
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Buc. Y ou have,my Lord: 
Would it might pleaſe your Grace, 
On our cntreatics,to amend your tault. 
Rich. Elſe wherefore breathe 1 in a Chriſtian Lands 
Bue.Know then,it is your fault,that you reſigne 
The Supreme Scat,the Throne Majciticall, 
The Sceptred Orhce of your Anceſtors, 
Your State of Fortune,and your Deaw of Birth, 
The Lincall Glory of your Royall Houlc, 
To the corruption of a blemiſhr Stock: 
Whiles in the mildacile of your flecpic thoughts, 
( Which here we waken to our Countries good , ) 
The Noble Ile doth want his proper Limmes: 
His Face defac'd with skarres of Intamy, 
His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, 
And almoſt ſhouldred in the ſwallo« ing Gulte 
Of darke Forgertfulneſle,and deepe Oblivion. 
W hich to recure,we heartily {olicite 
Your gracious {cltc to take on you the Charge 
And Kingly Governement cf this your Land: 
Not as Protecor,Steward,Subſtitute, 
Or lowly Fa tor,tor anothers gaine; 
Burt as {ucceMſively,from Blood to Blood, 
Your Right of Birth,, your Empyry,your owne. 
For this,conforred with the Citizens, 
Your very Worſhipfull and loving friends, 
And by their vehement inſtigation, 
In this juſt Cauſe come I to move your Grace. 
Rich, 1 cannot tal}, if rodepart in ſilence, 
Or bitterly toſpeake in your reprooke, 
Beſt firteth my D&egree,or your Condition. 
For not to an{wer,you might haply thinke, 
Tonguc-ty'd Ambitton,not replying, yeclded 
To beare the Golden Yoake of Soycraignrie, 
Which fondly you would here impoſe ou mc. 
If to reprove you for this ſuit of yours, 
So ſeaſon'd with your faithfuli love tome, 
Then onthe other fide 1 check'd my friends. 
Therctorec to {peake,and toavoid the firſt, 
And then in ſpeaking,not to incurre the laſt, 
Detinitively thus I antwer you. 
Your love de{crves my thankes,but iy deſert 
Vnmeritable,ſhunnes your highrequelt. 
Firſt,if all Obſtacles were cut away, 
And that my Path were evcn tothe Crowne, 
As the ripe Revenue, and due of Birth: 
Yet ſo much is my poverty of ſpirit, 
So mighty,and ſo many my detects, 
That 1 would rather hide me from my Greatneſle, 
Being a Barke robrookt no mighty Sea, 
Then in my Greatneſſe covet to be hid, 
And in the vapour of my Glory {axother'd, 
But God be thank'd,there is no need of me, 
And much I need to helpe you, were there need: 
The Royall Tree hathlefc us Royall Fruit, 
W bich mellow'd by the ſtealing howres of time, 
Will well become the Seat of Majcity, 
And make us(no doubt)happy by his Reigne. 


On bim I lay that, you would lay on me, | 


The Right and Fortune of his happy Starres, 

W hich God defend rhat I ſhould wring from him. 
Buc. My Lord, this argues Conſcience in your Grace, | 

But the reſpeRts thereot are nice,and trivaall, 

All circumſtances well conſidered. 

You ſay,that Edwerd 1s your Brothers Sonne, 

So ſay we tou,but not by Edwerds Wife: 


—_ 
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| To Bona Siſter to the King of France. 


——— 


For firſt was he contra& to Lady Lney, 
Your Motherlives a Witneſſe to his Vow; 
And atterward by ſubſtitute betroth'd 


Theſe both put off,apoore Petitioner, 
A Care-cras'd Mother to a many Sonnes, 
A Beauty-waining,and diſtreſſed Widow, 
Even in the attcr-noone of her belt dayes, 
Made prizeand purchaſe of his wanton Eye, 
Scduc'd thepirch,and height of his degree, 
To baledecicnfion,and loath'd Biganue. 
By her,in his unlawfull Bcd, he got 
This Edward, w hom our Manners call the Prince. 
More bitterly could 1 expoltulare, 
Save that tor reverence to ſome alive, 
I givea {paring limit tomy Tongue. 
Then good,my Lord,take to your Royal! ſelfe 
This proftcr's benchit of Diguity: 
It not to blefle us and the Land withall, 
Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceſtry 
From the corruption of abuſing times, 
Vato a Lineall true derived courſe. 
Carr. D:> good my Lord, your Citizens entreat you, 
Buc. Retaſe not,mighty Lord, this proffer'd love. 
{ «tes. O makerhem joytull,grant their lawfull ſuit. 
Rich. Alas, why would you hcape this Care vn me? 
I am unfit for State,and Majeſty: 
I doe betcech you take it notamiſle, 
I cannot,nor 1 will aot yeeld ro you. 
Bue. it you rc{ulc it,as in love and zeale, 
Loth trodepoie the Child-your Brothers Sonne, 
As well we know your tenderneſle of heart, 
Andgcnile,kinde,effeminate remorte, 
W hich we have noted in youto your Kindred, 
And cqually indcede to all Eſtates: 
Yet Know, where you accept our ſuit,or no, 
Your Brothc;s Sonne ſhall never reigne our King, 
But we will plat ſome other inthe Throne, 
Tothe diſgrace and downe-tall of your Houlc: 
And in tl.1s reſolunien here we leave you. 
Come Citizens,we wilt entreat no more. F xeunt, | 
Cates, Call hum againc, ſweet Prince,accept their ſuit: 
If you deny them, all the Land will rue it. 
Rich. Wull you cntorce meroa world of Cares? 
Call them againe,[ am not made of Stones, 
But penetrablc tv your kinde cntrearies, 
Albeit agataſt my CoMfcienceand wy Soule. 
Enter Buckingham and the reſt. | 
Couſin of Buckingham,aud ſage grave men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 
To bearc her burthen, whether, I will or no 
I muit have patience toendure the Load: 
Bur if black Scandall,or toule-fac'd Reproach, 
Arrznd the ſequell of your Impolition, 
Your meere enforcement ſhall acquitrance mic 
From all the impure blots and ſtaynes thereof, 
For God doth know,and you may partly ſec, 
How farre 1 am from thedefire of this. 
; Mater. God bleſſe your Grace,wee ſee it,and will 
ay Its 
Rich, In faying (0,you ſhall but ſay the truth. 
Buc, Then Ifalute you withthis Royall Title, 
Long live King Richard, Englands worthy King. 
All. Amen, | 
Buc. Tomorrow may it pleaſe you to be Crown'd? 


, | 


Rich. Even when you plcaſe,for you will have it ſ0- 
Buck, To. 
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Buc. To morrow then we willattend your Grace, 
And ſo molt joytully we take our leave. 
Rich. Come,let us roour holy Worke againe. 


Farewell my Couſins, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt, 


Atlus (uartus.S cena Prima, 


ee OO NY 
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Fater the Zueene, Anne Ducheſſe of Glonceſter the 
Dwxcheſſe of Torke, and Marqueſſe Dorſet, 


Dach. Torke. Who meetes us heere? 
My Neece Plarntagenet, 
Led inthe hand of her kind Aunt of Gloſter? 
Now, for my Lifegſhce's wandring to the Tower, 
On pure hearts love,to greet the render Prince. 
Daughter, well met. 
An. God give your Graces both a happy 
And k joy tull rume of day. | 
2%. As much to you,good Siſter: whither away? 
An. No farther then the Tower,and as 1 gucſle, 
Vponthe like devotionas your felves, 
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. 
2«, Kind Siſter thankes,wee'le enter all together: 


Enter the Lirutenant. 


And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Mailter Licutenant, pray you,by your {cave, 
How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of Torke? 
Liez. Right well, deare Madame: by your patience, 
I may not fuffer you to viſit them, 
The King hath ſtrictly charg'd the contrary. 
2s. The King?who's that? 
Lea. I mcanc,the Lord Protector. | 
2s. The Lo: dprote him from that Kingly Title. 
Hath be {ct bounds betweene their lo-c,and me? 
{ am their Mother,who ſhall barre me from them? 
Duvh. Yorke. I am their Fathers Mother, 1 will ſee 
them. 
An. Their Aunt I am mlaw,in love their Mother: 
Then bring meto their ſights, lle beare thy blame, 
And take thy Oxhice trom thee,0q my perill. 
Lies, No, Madame,no,l may nor leave it lo: 
[ am bound by, Oath,and therctore pardon mc- 
E xit Lueuwtenants 


Emer Stanley. 


- Oo EIS ——__—— ES Wn 


 FStan.Let me but meet you Ladies one howre hence, 
| Andlle falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 
And revcrend looker on of two faire Queenes. 4 

| Come Madame,you mutt ſtraight to W eltminiter, 

{ There to be crowned Richards Royall Queene, 
Ls. Ah,curt my Laccaſunder, 

| Thar my pent heart may have ſome {cope to beat, 

' Or elſe Ilwoone with this dead-killing newes. 

' An, Delpightfull tidings,O unplealing newes. 

| G Dorſ. Beot good cheare : Mother , how fares your 
race? 
Qu, O Dorſet, ſpeake not to me,get thee gone, 

' Death and DeſtruRion dogges thee arthy herles, 

| Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children. 

| If thou wilt out-ſtrip Death,goe crofle the Seas, 


_ 


—_— 


And live with Richmond, from the reach of Hell. 
Goe hye thee,hye chee from this Naughter-houle, 
Leſt thou encreafe the nymber of the dead, 
And make me dyethe thiall of 4fargarers Curſe, 
Nor Mother, Wife,nor Englands counted Queene. 
Sian, Full of wiſe caregis this your counſaile, Madame: 
Take all the twitt advantage of ththowres: 
You ſhall have Letters from me to my Sonne, 
In your behalfe,to meer you on the way: 
Be not ta ne tardy by unwiſe delay, 
Dae. Tor. O ili diſperſing Winde of Miſery, 
O my accurſced Wombe,the Bed of Death: 
A Cockatiice haſt thou hatche tothe World, 
Whoſe vnavoided Eye is murtherous. 
Stan, Come, Madame,come,l inall haſte was ſent. 
es. And I with all unwillingneſſe will goe. 
O would co God,that the incluſive Verge | 
Of Golden Metralli,that muſt round my Brow, 
Were red hot Steele, to ſcare me to the Braines, 
Anoynted let me be with deadily Veno ne, 
And dye cre men can ſay,Cod fave the Queene. 
Qs. Goe,goe,poore ſoule, I envienot thy glory, 
To teed my humor, with thy {clte no harme. 
An. No:why?When he that is my Husband now, 
Cameto meas 1 follow'd Hemries Corſe, 
When ſcarce the blood was well waſht from his hands, 
Whichiflued from my other Angell Husband, 
And that deare Saint, which then I weeping follow'd: 
O,when | fay,] look'd on Richards Face, 
This was my With:Be thou(quoth Taccurſt, 
For making me,t0 young,fo old a Widow: 
And whenthou wed'ſt,let forrow haunt thy Bed: 
And be thy Wite,if any be fo mad, 
More milireble by the Lite of thee, 
Then thou haſt made me,by my deare Lords death. 
Loe,ere I can repeat this Curſe agaive, 
Wrthin (0 {mall atime,mgW omans heart 
Groſlſcly grew captive to his honey words, 
And prov'd the fubjet of mine owne Soules Curſe, 
W hich hitherto hach held mine cyes from reſt: 
For never yet one howre in his Bed 
Did I enjoy the golden deaw of fleepe, 
But with his timorous Dreames was ſtill awak'd. 
Beſides,he hates me for my Father #arwicke, 
And will(no doubt )ihortly berid of me. 
2s. Poore heart adieu,l pitty thy complaining, 
An. No more , then with my toule I mournefor 
'OUT'S» 
Dorſ. Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of glory. 
Anne. Adicu, poore ſoule, that rakit thy leave 
of it, 
Duc. Torke. Go to Richmond,to Dorſer,to Amne, tothe 
£2 meene,and good fortune guide thee, 
Gothouto Richard, and good Angels tend thee, 
Go thoa toSanctuary,and good thoughts poſleſle thee; 


'| I tomy Grave, where peace and reſt lye with mee. 


Eighty odde yeeres of ſorrow have | ſeene, 

And each howres joy wrackt witha weeke of teene. 
2s, Stay,yet looke backe with me unto the Tower, 

Pitty,you ancient Stones,thoſe tender Babes, 

W hom Envie hath immur'd within your Walls, 

Rough Cradle for ſuch little pretty ones, 

Rude Nurſe,old ſullen Play-fellow, 

For Princes:uſe my Babies well; 

$o fooliſh Sorrowes bids your Stones farewell. 

Exeunt. 
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Somend a Sonnet. Enter Richard in pope, B#c- 
himngham, C attsby, Ratchiſfe, Love, 


Rich. Stand all apart. Couſin of Buckingham. 
Buck.My gracious SOveraigne- 


Rich. Give me thy hand. Sownd. 
Thus high,by thy advice,and thy alliſtance, 
Is King Richard (cared: 


But ſhall we weare theſe Glories for a day? 

Or ſhall they laſt and we rejoyce them? 
Bc. Still live they,and tor cver ler them laſt. 
Rich. Ah Buckingham,now doc I play the Touch, 

Totry if thou be currant Gold indeed: 

Young Edwedlives,thinke now what I would ſpcakes 
Buck, Say on my loving Lord. 
Rich, Why Backingham,1 (ay | would be King. 
Buc. Why ſo you are, my thricc*renowned Lord, 
Rich, Ha ? am | King? "tis lo:but Edward lives. 
Buc. Truc,Noble Prince. 
Rich, O bitter conſequence! | 

That Edward ſtill ſhould live truc Noble Prince, 

Couſin,thou waſt not wontto be {6 duli. 

Shall I be plaine?I wiſh the Baltards dead, 

And 1 would have it ſuddenly perform'd. 

What ſay'{t thou now ? ſpeake tuddenly,be bricfe. 
Bxc. Your Grace may doc your plealure. 
Rich. Tur,tut,thou art all Icc,thy kindneſle freezes: 


Say, have I thy conſent,that they ſhall dyc? 
* Bu.Give me ſome little breath, ſome pawſc,deare Lord, | There is no more but ſo: lay it is done, 


Before I politively ſpeake in this; 

I will m_ ans. preſently. Exit Buck, 
{ates. The King is angry,ſge he gnawes his Lippe. 
Rich. 1 will converſe with Iron-witted Fooles, 

And unreſpective Boyes:none are for me, 

That looke into me with conſiderate cyes, 

High-reaching Zack:ngham growes circumſpeR. 

Boy. 

Page. My Lord. | 

Rich, Know'lſt thou not any,whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt unto a cloſe exploit of Death? 

Page. | know a diſcomented Gentleman, 

Wholc humble mcancs match not his haughty ſpirit: 

Goid vcre 55 g od as twenty Qrators, 

And wili(no doubt )tcmprt bim to any thing. 

Rsch. W hat 13 his Name? 
Pag. His Nain-,my Lord,is Tovel. 
Kich. I partly know the man:goc call him hither, 

Boy. Fx. 

The deepc revolving witty Buckgngham, 

No anore (hall be the ne12hbor ro my counſailes. 

Hah he 10 long held out with me,untyr'd, 

And ſtops he now tor b:cath? Well, be it ſo. 


Enter Stanley. 


How now, Lord Stanley, what's the newes? 

Sraxley. Know my loving Lord,the Marqueſſe Dorſet 
As 1 hearc,is fizd ro Richmond, 
In the parts where he abides. 


Rich. Come kither Catesby, rumor it abroad, 


That Amne my Wite 1s very grievous ficke, 


m—_ wm 


| 1 will take order for her keeping cloſe. 
__—_ me out ſome meane poore Gentleman, 
Whom I will marry ſtraight to Clarence Daughter: 
The Boy is tooliſh,and 1 feare not him. 

Looke how thou dream'ſt:1 ſay agine,give out, 
That Amne,my Queene,is ficke,and like todye. 
About it,for it ſtands me much upon 

To ſtopall hopes, whoſe growth may dammage me, 
I muſt be married ro my Brothers Daughter, 

Or elſe my Kingdome ſtands on brittle Glaſle: 
Murther her Brothers,aud then marry her, 
Vricertaine way of gaine. But Iam in 

So farre in blood,that finne will pluck on ſinne, 
Teare-falling Pitty dwellsnot1n this Eye. 


Emer T yrrel. 


Is thy Name Tyrrel? 

Tw. James Tyrrel,and your moſt obcdient ſubje; 

Rich, Art thou indeed? 

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 

Kich. Dar'ſt thourctolvyeto kill a friend of mine? 

T yr. Pleaſe you: 
But I had rather kill rewo enemies. 

Rich. Why then thou haſt it:twodeepe enemies, 


| Foesromy Reſt,and my ſweet fleepes diſturbers, 


Are they that I would have thee deale upon: 
Tyrrel,1 meane thoſc Baſtards in the Tower. 
tn Let me have oper, meancsro come tothem, 
And ſoone Herid you from the feare of them. 
Rich. Thou ling'lt fweet Muſique: 
Hearke,come bither T yrvel, 


Goe by this token:riſc,and lend thine Eare, 
| AndI will love thee,and preferre thee for it. 
| Tyr. I will dipatch it ſtraight. Exit, 


Emer Buckin ghar. 


Bue. My Leord,l have conſider'd in my minde, 
The late requeſt that you did ſound me in. 

Rich, Weiiletihat relt: Dorſet 18 ficd to Richmond, 

Bae. I hcare the newcs,my Lord. 

Rich. Standey,hee 1s your Wives Sonne:well, looke 


untoit. 

Buc. My Lord,I clayme the gift,my due by promile, 
For which your Honor and your, Faith is pawn'd 
Th'Earledome of Hereford,and the movcablcs, 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſleſle, 

Ricb. Stanley looke to your Wite:it ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 

Bec. W hatfayes your High» fic romy juſt requeſ? 

Reb. 1 doc rememberme, Henry the Sixt 
Did prophecy,that Kickwond ſhould be King, 

W hen Aichmond was a little peeviſh Boy, 
A King perhaps. 

Buc. May 1t pleaſe you to reſolve me in my ſuit. 

Rich. Thou troubleſt me, I am not in the veins, Ex#- 

Bue, Andis it thu&@repayes be my deepe ſervice 
With fuch contempt?made I him King for this? 

O let me thinke on Haſtings,and be gone 


Whiſp-r:- 


To Brecnock, while my tcarctull Head is on. Exit. 
Enter T yrrel, 
Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody Aft is done,' 
The moſt arch deed of pittious maſlacre Thee | 
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That ever yetthis Land was guilty of: 

bronx and Forreft,vvhom I didſuborne 
Todo this of cuthfull Burchery, 
Albeit they were fletht Villaines,bloudy Dogges, 
Melted with tendernefle, and milde compallion, 
Wept like to Children,in their deaths fad Story. 
Orhus(quoth Dsgbron)lay the gentle Babes: 
Thus,thus(quoth Forref#)girdling one another 
Within their Alablaſter innocent Armes: 
Their lips were foure red Roſes ona ſtalke, 
And in their Sununer Beauty kiſt each other. 
A Booke of Prayers on their pillow lay, 
Which one(quoth Forreſt )almoſt chang'd my minde: 
But oh the Divell,there the Villaine ſtopt: 
When Dsghtenthustold on, we {morthered 
The molt repleniſhed ſweet worke of nature, 
That from the prime Creation cre ſhe framed. 
Hence both are gone with Conſcience and Remorſe, 
They could not ſpeake, and (0 left them both, 
To beare theſe tydings to the bloudy King, 


Enter Richard. 


And heere he comes. All health my Soveraigne Lord. 

Rie.Kinde Twrell,am [ happy in thy Newes. 

Tir. Iftohave done the thing you gave in charge, 
Be get your happineſlc, be happy then, 

Far it is done. 
* Ricks But did'c(t thou ſee them dead? 

Tx, I did my Lord. 

Kich, And buried gentle Twrel? 

Tir. The Chaplaine of che Tower hath buried thern, 
But where(to ſay chetruth)I do not Know. 

Rich. Come to me Tirrelt foone,and after Supper, 
When thou there ſhalt tell the proceſle of their death» 
Mcane time,but thinke how 1 may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy dehire, 
Farewell rillchen. 
Tir. 1 humbly take leave. 
| Rib, The Sonne of Clarercehave I pent up cloſe, 
| His daughter mcanly have I matchein marriage, 

The Sonnes of Edward c in eAbraham bolome, 
| And Amnemy wife hath bid this world good night, 
| Now tor I know the Britaine Rich wond © mes 
Atyong Ehezabeth my Brothers daugucer, 

And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 
To her goI, a jolly thriving wooer, 


Emer Ratcliffe. 


Rat. My Lord. 
| Rich. Good or bad newes,that zhpu com'lt in fo 
| bluntly? 4 
| Rar. Bad news my Lord, Afowyren is fled to Richmond, 
| And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welſhmen 
[s1nthe field, and (till his power encreaſeth. 
Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more necre, 
Then Buckingham and his raſh levied Screrigth- 
| Come,l havelearn'd,that fearfull commenting 
| _— ſervitor todull oy 
ay lcades impotent and Snaile-pac'd Beggery: 
Then fiery expedition bem = Lag 
\ loves Mercury,and Herald for a King: 
Go muſter men:My counſaile is my Sheeld, 
We wut be breefe, when Traitors brave the Ficld. 
Exernnt. 
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Scana Tertia, 


Emer old Ducene Margaret, 


Car. So now proſperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 
Heere inchele Contines lily have I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine encmics. 
A dire induction,am 1 witnefle to, 
And will to France,hoping the conſequence 
Will prove as bitter, black e,and Tragicall. 
Wubdrawthee wretched Aſargarer,who comes heere? 


Enter DutCheſſe and < neene. 


2x. Ah my poore Princes lah my tender Babes! 

My unblowne Howers , new appearing ſweets: 

If yet your gentle {oules tlye 1n the Ayre, 

And be not tixt in dcoome perpetual, 

Hover about me with your ayery wings, 

And heare your mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Hover about her,fay that right for right 

Hath dim'd your Infant morne,to Aged night- 

Dwut, So many miſerics have craz'd my voyce, 
That my woe-wearied tongue 15 ſtill and mute. 
Edward Plamagener,why art thou dead? 

Mn. P lawtagenet doth quit Flamtagenet, 

Edward tor Edwerd,payes a dying debt, 

L#, Wilc thou,O God,flye trem ſuch gentle Lambs, 

And thro inthe intrailes of the Wolfe? 

Why did rhou ſkeepe , when ſuch adeed was done? 
Mar. When holy Hexry dyed,and my ſwee Sonne. 
De. Dead liteblind ſight,poore mortall living ghoſt, 

Woes Scene, Worlds ſhame, Graves due, by life uturpt, 

Breefe abſtraRt and record of cedious dayes, | 

Reſt thy unreſt on Englands law full earth, 

Valaw fully made drunke with innocent blood. 
2s, Ah thatthou would'ſt afloone affoord a Grave, 

As thou cant yeeld a melancholly feate: 

Then would 1 tide my bones,nor reit them heere, 

Ah who hath any cauſe to mourne but wee? 

Mar. |t ancient ſorrow be molt reverent, 

Give mine the benefr of hgaeury, 

And lt my greetcs trowne 0a the upper hand 

If ſorrow can adaur Society. 

I had an Edward,till a Richard killd him: 

I had a Husband,tilla Richerd kill'd him: 

Thou ha#ſt an £dward;till a Richard kill d him: 

Thou had'ſt a Richard, till a Richard kill'd bim. 

" Dwi. | had a Richardioo;and thou did'ſt kill him; 

I hada Rutland tuo,thou holp'it ro Kill bim- 

CAlaer. Thou had'ſt a Clarence coO, 

And Richard kill'd im. _ 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crepe 

A Hell-hound that doth us allro death: 

That vhat had his recth before his cycs, 

To Lambes,and lap theic gentle blood: © * 

That toule og = $ _ _ Ty 

That rcignes in cycs of weeping (oules: 

That excellent grand Tyrant of theearrh, 

Thy wombe ler looſe ro chaſe usro ourgraves. 

O upright, juſt,and rruc-diſpoling God, 


_ 


How do I thanke thee, that this carnall Curre 


— 
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Preyes on the iſſue of his Mothers body, 
And makes her Puc-tcllow with others mone. 
Dm. Oh Harries wite, triumph not in my WOES: 
God witncſlſe with me,I have wept for thine. 
Mar. Beare with me : lam hungry for revenge, 
And now I cioy me with bcholding it. 
Thy Edward he 15 dead,that kill'd my Edward, 
Theother Edward dead,to quit my Edward: 
Yong Y ork &, he is but boote, becaule borh they 
Matchr not the high perfe on of my lofle. 
Thy Clarerce he is dead,that ftab'd my Edward, 
And'the bebolders of this tranricke play, 
Thiadulterate Haſtings, Rivers Vaughan Gray, 
Vntimely ſmother'd in their dusky Graves: 
Richard yerlives,Hels blacke Intelligencer, 
Oaely reſerv'd their FaRor to buy foules, 
And tend then thither:But at hand,at hand 
Inſucs his pittious and uypuried end. 
Earth gapes, Hell burnes, Ficnds roare, Saints pray, 
To oi ſodainly convey'd from hence: 
Cancell his bond of life,deere God I pray, 
ThatI may live and fay, The Dogge 1s dead. 
. O thoudid'ſt prophcie,the time would come, 
That 1 (hould wiſh for thee to helpe me curic 
That botrel'd Spider,that foulc bunch-back'd Toad. 
Afas. I call'd thee then , vaine Louriſh of my fortunc: 
I cali'd thee then,poore Shadow,painted Queene, 
The preſcntation of but what I was; 
The flattering Index of a diretuil Pageant, 


One heay'd a high,to be hurl'd downe below: 

A Mother oncly mockt with two faire Babes; 

A dreame of what thou walt, a gaciſh Hagge 

To be the ayme of every dangerous Shot; 

A ſigne of Dignity,2 Breath,a Bubbie: 

A Queene in leaſt,oncly to hill the Scene. 

W here is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers? 
Where be thy two Sonnes? W herein doſt rhou Toy? 
W hoſucs,and kaceles,and ſay cs,God ſave the Quecne? 
\V here bethe bending Pecrcs that flattered thee? 
Whercbe the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
D.ucline all this,and fee what now thou art, 

For bappy Wite,2 molt Ci{trefied Widdow: 

For jaytu'l Mother, one that wailesthe na:ne: 

For one being {uedtc,onc that humbly ſves; 

For Queenc, a very Cayrtifte, crown'd with cares 
For ſhe that {corn'd at me, now {corn'd of me; 

For ſhe being feared of all,now fearing one: 

For ſhe con:nanding all,obvey'd of none, 

Thus hath the courſe of Inttice whirl'd abont, 

And Ift thee but a very prey totime, 

Having no more but Thought of what thou waſt, 

To torture thee the more, being whatthou art, 

Thou didſt uſurpe my place, 2nd doſt thou not 
Viurpethe juſt proportion of my Sorrow? 


- Now thy proud Necke ,beares halfe my burtben'd yoke, 


From which,even hecre I {lip my wearicd head, 
And leave the burthen ot it all,on thee. 
Farewell Yorkes wife; and Queene of tad mitchance, 


| Bett'ring thy loſle, makesthe bad cauſer worſe, 


Theſe Engliſh wors,(hall make me {mile in France, 
Qs. O thou well $kiii*d in Curies,ſtay a-while, 
And teach mz: how. to.curſc mine enemies. 
Afar. Forbeare to fleepe the night, andfaft the day: 
Compare dead happineſic, with living woe: 
Thinke that thy Babes were ſweeter then they were, 
And hethat f1:w them toevier then he 1s: 


| 


| 
| 


——C 


' And inthe breath of bitcer words,let's {mother 


—— 
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Revolving this,will reach thee how to Curſe. 
Qs. My word arc duil,O quicken them with thine, 
Atar. Thy woes will make them ſharpe, 
And pierce like mine, Exit Margaret. 
Dmt. Why ſhould calamity be full of words? 
Qs. Windy Atturnies totheir Clicns Woes, 
Ayery ſucceedcrs of irteitine joyes, 
Poore breathing Orators of miſcrics, 
Let them have ſcope,though what they will impart, 
Helpe nothing<ls,yer do they caſe the hart. | 
Dt. It ſo then,be not Tongue-ry'd:go with me, 


My damned $Son,that thy two ſweet Sonnes {mother'd, 
The Trumpet ſounds,be copious in exclaimes. 


Enter King Richard,and bis Traine, 
ich. Who interceprs mc in my Expedition? 
Dat. O ſhe,that might have intercepted thee | 

By ſtrangling thee ja her accurſed wombe, 
Fromall the ſlaughters(Wretch)that thou haſt done, | 
Qz.Hid'tt thou that Forhcad with a Golden Crowne 
Where't ſhould be branded,if that r:ght were right? 
The ſlaughter of the Prit.cethat ow'd that Crowne, 
And the dy:edrath of my poore Sonnes,and Brothers. 
Tell me thou Villaine-ſlave,where are my Children? 
De:. Thu Tod thou Toade, | 
Whereis thy Brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagenet his Sonne? 
Qu. Where is the gentle Rivers Yaughan Graf? 
Dur. Where is inde Haſtt.g1? 
Reb. A fouriſh Trumpers, itriks Alarum Drammes: 
Let notrk;c Heavenshearc theſe Tell-tale women 
Raile on tlic Lords Annointcd. Strike l ſay. | 


: Flr, Hlarumy. 
Either be potjcnt,and intreat me fayre, 
Or with; che clamorousreport of Warre, | 
Thus «1.1 1 di. o.-ne ; our exclamations. 
Ds:. Artthou my Sonne? 
s:b 1, IrhankeGed,my Father,and your ſclfe; | 
Dt .T henpaticntly 'heare my impaticnce. 
Rich Madam,I haveatouch of your condition, | 
Thar cannor brooke the accent of reproote. 
Dnt.O |ct me ſpeake. 
Rich, Dothen, but Ile not heore. 
Doe. 1 wilibe milde,and gentle in my words, 
Rich. And breefe(good Mother)for Iam in haſt. 
Dur. Art thou fo haſty?I have ſtaid for thee 
(God knowes )in torment and in agony. 
Rich. And came I not at laſt to comfort you? 
Dt. No by the holy Rood,thou know'lt it well, 
Thou canvit on carth,to make the earth my Hell. | 
A greevous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy and wo; ward yas thy Intavcy. | 
Thy Schooi-daies fr ightfull,deſp'rare,wilde,and furions, | 
Thy prim* of Manhood, daring,bold,and venturous: | 
Thy Age conftirm'd, proud, ſubtle flye,and bloody, | 
More mildc,bur yet more harmfuil, Kinde in hatred: | 
\W hat comfortable houre canſt thou name, 
That ever grac'd me with thy company? | 
Rich, -a1th none, but Hammfrey Hower, | 
That call'd vour Grace | 
To Breaketalt once,forth of my company. | 


— —— —— 


[ 


' 


IfT beſo di{gracious in your eye, 
Let me martch on,and not uffend you Madam. 
Strike up the Dramme. 

Daz. 1 prythee heare me ſpeake. 


% 


Rich. 


—_—_———— — 
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| Kich. Youſpeake too bitterly. 
' Dx. Heare mea word: | 
| For ſhall never ſpcake to thee againe. 
| Rich. 50. VF ; 
| D#t, Either thou wilt dye, by Gods jult ordinance 
| Exc from this warre thou turne a Conqueror z 
Or I with gricfc and extreame Age [hail periſh, 
And never more bchold thy face againe- ; 
Therefore take with thee my moſt greivous Curie, 
Which in tke day of Battell tyrethee more 
Thenall the cn—_ Armoar that _ wear'lt. 
My Prayers onthe adverte party hght, 
ad — ar Intle foules FE 2 S Chiddeen, 
| Whiſperthe Spirits of thine Encmics, 
| And promiſe them Succeſleand Victory : 
| Bloudy thou art, bloudy will be thy end : 
' Shainc ſerves thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 
| we. Though far more caule, yer much lcttc ſpirit to 
Abidcs in mc, 1 fay Amento her. (curſe 
Rich. Stay Madam, 1 mult talkea word with you. 
ne. 1 haveno more ſonnes of the Royall blood 
For thee toſlughter. For my Daughters (Kchera ) 
They ſhallbe praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes : 
And therefore levell not to hit their lives- 
Rich. You havea daughter call'd Elizabeth, 
Vertuous and Faire, Royalland Gracious « 
nee, And muit the dye for this? O ict her live, 
And lle corrupt her Manners, ſtzine her Beauty , 
Slander my ſclte; as faliero Edwards bed ; 
Throw over her the vaile of infamy, 
So ſhe may live unſcarr'd of bleeding laughter, 
| will contefſe (he was not Edwards | 
Rieb. Wrong not her Byrth, ic ts a Royall Princeſles 
| Lxee., Toſave her life, Ile tay ſhe is nor fo, 
| #x<, Herlite 15 {atcſt onely in her byrth. 
| Louee. Andoncly in that fatty, dyed ver Brothers. 
| Kh, Locattheir Birth, good ſtares were oppoſite. 
Lune. No, to their lives, uI friends were contrary 
Rich. Allunavoydcd 15 the doome of Deſtiny. 
Awe, True : when avoyded grace makes Deftiny, 
My Babes were dcettin'd roa tairer death, 
| Ifgrace had bickt thee with a fairer lite. 
| Rich. You lpeake 2s it that I had ſlain: my Coſins? 
| nee. Colins indeed, and by their Vnckle conzend, * 
Ot Comtort, KingJome, Kindred, Freedome, Lite, 
| Whoſe hand focver lanch'd their render hearts, 
| Thy head (all indireQiy) gave direction. 
No doubt the murd'rous Knite was dall and bunt, 
| Till it was wherred on thy Rtone-hard heart, 
 Torevellin the Intrailcs of my Lambes, 
| But that ſtiil uſe of gricte, mascs wilde gric tc tame, 
| My rongue ſhould to thy eaz es rot name my BoyCs, 
Tilt that my Nayles were anchor'd in thine eycs: 
| And lin ſucha defp'rate Bay of death, 
| Likea poore Bzrie, of failes and tackling reſt, 
| Ruſt; al: t9pecces on thy Rocky bofomc. 
Rich. Madam, fothrive I in my entecrprize 
And dangerous ſucceſle of bloody warrcs, 
| AsIintend more good to you and yours, 
Then ever you and yours by me were harm'd. 
Lee, What good is cover'd with the face of heaven, 
© be d1{covcred, thatcan doc me good? 
Rich. T li'zdvancement of your children, gentle Lad 
? nee. Vp ro ſome Scaffold, there tolole their heads, 
Kich, Vnto the dignity aud height of Fortune, 
' The high Inperiall Type of this carths glory, 


.Zwee. Flatter my ſorrow with report of it : 
Tell me, what Stats, what Di nity, what Honor, 
Canſt thou deviſe roany child of mine. 
Rich. Even all | have ;1, and my felte and all, 
Wil I withall indow a child of thine : 
So ww the Lethe of thy angry ſoule, 
Thoudrowne the [ad remembrance of choic wrongs, 
Which thou luppolcſt I have done tothee. 
nee. Bedreite, lcalt that the procelle of thy kindnefle 
Laſt tonger t<lling then thy kiadneſle date. 
' Rich. Then know, 
That from my Soulc, 1 love thy Daughter, 
Lee. My daughters Mother thinkesit with her ſoule. 
Rich. What doe you thinke ? 
£2. Thatthou doſt love my daughter from thy foule 
So trom thy foules lot ediditthoulove bcc Brothers, 
And from my hearts love, I doc thanke thee for ic. 
Rich. Be nor ſo halty to confound ny meaning ; 
I meane that with my ſoule I love thy daughter, 
And «de intend to make her Quee"1e of £17 hand, 
2. Wellthen, whodoſt thou mean ſhailbe ber King. 
Rich, Even hethat makes her Queene. 
Whoelſe ſhould be ? 
2 nee, What, thou ? 
Rich, Evento : Howthinke you of it ? 
Qmee, How canſt thou woo ker ? 
Rich. That 1 would learne of you, 
As one bcing belt acquainted with her humour. 
Lure. And wile thou learne of me ? 
Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 
2 mee. Send to her by the man that ſlew her brothers, 
A pare of bleeding hearts: thereon ingrave 
E dward and Torke, then haply will ſhe weepe : 
Therefore preſent toher, as ſometime lic 
Did to thy father, (tcept mn Rutlands blood, 
A hand-kerclucte, which ſay to herdid dreyne 
The purple ſappe from her {weet brothers body, 
| Andbid her wipe her weeping eyes withall, 
If this ind::cement move hernor to love, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds : 
Tell her, thou mad'it away her Vnckle Clarence, 
Her Vnckle &vers, I (and for her fake) 
Modſtquicke conveyance with her good Aunt efane. 
Rich. You mocke me Madam, thus isnot the way 
To win your daughter, 
{ Vue. There 1sn0 other way, 
Vniztſe thou could'it put on fome other (hape, 
And not be Richard, that hath done all this. 
' Rich. Say that [did ail this for love of her. 
| me, Nay thn indeed he canaot choote but hate thee, 
' Having boug hc love, with tuch a bloody {poile. 
Rich, Looke what is done, cannot be now amended : 
Men ſhall dcate unadviſedly fomennmes, 
\ hich after-hourcs gives leyſureto repent. 
' If I did take the Kinzdome trom your Sonnes, 
| To make amends, lle give itto your daughter : 
If I have kill'd the zfſne of your wombe, 
' To quicken your encreaſe, I will beget 
| Mine iſſue of your blood, upon your daughter : 
A Grandams name is lictle lefle in love, 
Then isthe doting Title of a Mother ; 
They are as Children but one ſtep below, 
Even of your mertrall, cf your very blood : 
Of al! one paine, ſave for anight of groanes 
| Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like ſorrow. 
' Your Children were vexation to your youth, 
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But mine ſhall be a comfort to your Age, 

The lofſe you have, is but a Sonne being King, 
And by that lofſc, your Daughter 1s made Queene. 
I cannot make you what amchds I would, 
Therefore accept fuch kindnefle as I can. 

Dorſet your Sonn-, that witha tearctull ſoule 
Leads diſcontented iteppes in Forraine ſoyle, 

This faire Alliance, quickly {hall call home 

To high Promotions, and great Dignity. | 
The K:n9 that cailes your be mteous dat ghter wife, 
Familiarly fall cail thy Dorſe:, brother ; 

Againe ſha'l you be Mother toa Kirg : 

And all the Ryines ot diſtrefictull Tunes, 
Repair d with doubic Richcs of Content, 

What? we have many gocd!y daycs to {ce : 
Theliquid drops of Teares that you have ſhed, 
Shall comeagaine, tranform'd tro Orient Pearle, 
Advantzging their Love, with intereſt 
Otren-tumes double gainc of happincſle. 

Goe then (my Mother) tothy Daughter goe, 
Make bold her baſhfu!l ycarcs, with your experience, 
Preparc her cares to hcare a Wooers Talc. 

Put 1n her tender heart, th'aſpiring Flame 

Of Golden Soveraignty ; Acquaint the Princefle 
Wi ththe tweet filent houres of Marriage * pj ; 
And when this Armeof mine hath chaltilc 

The petty Rebell, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 


Bound with Triumphant Gariands wil I come, 
And leade thy daughter to a Conquerors bed : 


| To whom 1 will retail» my Congueſt wonne, 


And the ſhall be {ole Vito: eofſc, Ce/ars Ceſar. 
Dee, Whit were T beſt to lay, her Fathers brother 


' Wouid be her Lo: ? Or ſhall I tay her Ynkle? 
Or he that le» he: Brothers, and her Vnkles ? 


4 


— 


Vnder what 3 ::t- 1.1414 wooe for thee, 
That God, the I 2w , my Honor, and her Love, 
Ca! make iezme pleating ro her tender yeertes? 
Rach. 1::torre faire Et 2!anc's PEAace by this Alliance. 


Lu, Which the ſhall purchaſe with {till laſting warre, 


. 
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' 


RI:h. Ti her, the King thi: may command, intreats. 


Qs. That at hee hinds, which the kings King forbid 
Rich, Say ſhe ſhall be a high and mi!ghry Queenc, 
Lu. To vaile the Title, as her Mother doth, 
Rich. Say T wililove her everlaſtingly. 
Qs. But how long ſhall that title ever laſt ? 
Rich, Sweetly in force, unto her faire lives end. 
2s. Bat how long fairely ſhall her ſweet life laſt ? 
Rich. Aslong as heaven and Naturelengthens it. * 
2». Aslong as hel! ard Xichard tkes of it. 
Rich. Say, 1 hier Soveraigne, am her Subject low, 
Lu. Butihe your Sabjct, lothcs ſuch Soveraignty 
Rich, Be cloquent in wy behalfe to her, 
2s. An honcſt rale ſpeeds beſt, being plawnly told. 
Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my loving tale. 
Ox. Plaine and not honeſ?, istoo harth a ſtyle, 
Rich. Your Reaſons arc too ſhal'ow, and to quicke. 
ns. Ono, my Reaſons are to0 deepe and dead, 
Too dcepc and dead (poore Intants) in their graves, 
Herpc on it ſtill ſha'l 1, till heart-ſtrings breake. 
R:ch. Harpe not on that ſtring Madam, that is paſt. 
Now b: my George, my Garter, and my Crowne. 
Lune, Prophaa'd, diſhonor'd , and the third ulurpt, 
Rich, 1iwcarc. 
© ae. By nothing, for this isno Oath: 
Thy George prophan'd, hath loſt his Lordly honor ; 
Thy Garter blemiſh'd, pawn'd his Kingſy Vertne ;] 
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Her ſclfe, the Land, and many a Chriſtian ſoulc, 
Death, Deſolation, Ruinc, ard Decay 3 
It cannct be avoyded, but by this : 
It will not be avoydcd, but by this. 
| Therefore dcare Mother (1 muſt call you ſo) 
| Bethe Atturney of my love to her : 
Pleade what I will be, not w hat 1 have beene ; 
| Not mydetcrts, but what I wall deſerve : 
| Vrgethe Neccitity and tate of tnmcs, 
And be not pecvitk found, in great Deſignes. 


| 
| 
[ 
' 
| 


Thy Crowne uſurp'd, diſgrac'd his Kingly Glory : 


| If thoy had'ſt tear'd to breake an oath by him, 


| Whichrow two tender Bed-folowes for duſt, 


| What can'{t thou {weare by now? 


| Itnmaculate devorion, holy thoughts, 


If fomething thou would'it ſweare to be beleev'd, 
Syweare then by ſomething, that thou haſt not wrong'd, 
Rich. Then by my (clte, _ 
Le, Thy ſelte, is ſelfe-miſus'd, 
Rich. Now by the World. 
Lu, *Tis full of thy touic wrongs» 
Rich, My Fathers death. | 
2s. Thy life hath it diſhonor'd. 
Rich, Why then, by Heaven. 
| Ae, Heavens wrong is melt of all: 
[f thou didd'ſt feare to breake an Oath with him, 
The vaity the King my husband made, 
Thou had'ſt not broken, nor my brothers died. 


Th'1umperiall mettall, circling now thy head, 
Had grac*d the tender tewples of my child, 
And both the Princes had beene breathing heere, 


Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Wormes, 


Rich, The time to come. 

Le. That thou halt wron-ed in the time ore-paſlt : 
For 1 my ſelfe have many tea es co waſh 
Heereatter time, for time palt, wrong, d by thee. 
The Children live, whoſe Fathers thou halt flaughter'd, | 
Vngovern'd youth, to waile it with rhetr age: | 


The Parents live, v; hoſe Children thou haſt butcher'd, 
Oid bartcn Plants, to waile 1t with their Ape. 
Sweare not by time to comc, for that thon halt 
Miſus'd ere vs'd, by tunes 11-vs'& repalt. 

Rich, As8T incnd to profp<r, and repcat ; 
50 thrive 1 in my dangeue's Attaires 
Of hoſtile Armes: My fclfe, my ſelfe confound : = | 
Heaven, and Fortune barre me happy houres : | 
Day , yeeld me not thy {ight ? nor Night, thy reſt- 
Be oppolite all Plancts of good lucke 
To my proceeding, if with deere hearts love, 


I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter. 
In her, conſiſts my happineſle, and thane ; 
WitFout her, tullowes romy icife,and thee, 


2 


Rick. 


G) 
— 


Shail I be tempted of the divellthus ? 
1, if the Divell tempt you to doe good, 
Shall I forget my {clf<,to be my telle? - 
K«ch. 1, if your (elf. 5 remembrance wrong your ſcitc. 
One, Yerthou didſt Kill my Ch: dren. | 
Rich. But in your danghters wounbe I bury them. 


Where in that Net of Spicery they will breed 


| Selves of themſelves, to your recomtorture, 


| 


| Relenting Foole, and ſhallow-changing Woman. | 


Rich. And be a happy Mother by the deed. 


we, Shall I goe win my davghterto thy will? | 
' 
DL ne. I goe, writeto me very ſhortly, | 

| 


And you ſhall underſtand from me her mind, Zx# Lats 


Rich. Beare her my true loves kifle, and (o farewell. 


How 
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NE eos 


| How now, What newes? ( 


Enter Ratehiffe . 
Rate. Moſt mighty Soveraigne,on the Weſterne Coaſt 
Rideth a puiſlant Navy : to our Shores 
| Throng many doubtful hollow-heartcd friends, 
' Vnarm'd, a:1d unreſolv'd to beat them backe. 
Tis thought, that Kichmend is their Admiral! : 
And there they hull, expecting but the ayde 
Of Zuckinohim, to welcome them alhore. | 
Ric.Somelight-toot friend poſt rothe Duke of Norfolke 
Ratchffe thy (clte, or (atesby, where 15 he ? 
Cat. Here, my good Lord. 
Rich. Catesby, fiyetothe Dukes 
Cat. 1 will, my Lord, with all convenient haſte, 
Rich. {atesby come hither, poſlte to Saliabury. 
When thou com'ſt thither » Dull unmindfull Villaine. 
Why (tay*{t thou here, and go'ſt not to the Duke ? 
Cat. Firſt,mighty Liege,tcll me your highneſle pleaſure 
Whar fron your Grace I ſhall deliver to him. 
[4ch; O true, good Catesby, bid him levy ſtraight 
The greateſt Arength and power that he can make, 
And mect me tuddenly at Saltsbury. 


— 


— — 


—_————_ — 


— 


Cats 1 goe. Exit. 
Rat. \Phat, may it pleſe you, ſhall I dos at Salis- 
bury ? 


Rich, Why, what would'ſt thou doe there, before 1 
0c ? 


"Rat. Your highneſſe told me 1 ſhould poſte before, 
Rich. My mind 1s chang'd : 


| Emer Lord Stanley, 
| Stanley, what newes with you ? 
| Ste.None, good my Licge,to pleaſe you with the hea- 
Nor none fo bad, but well may be reported. (ring, 
| Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad : 
| What need'tt thou runne fo many miles abour, 
| When thou mayeſtrell thy tale the neerelt way ? 
| Onee more, what newes? 
Stan. Richmond 1s on the Scas. 
Rich. There let him finke, and be the Scas on him, 
White-liver'd Runnagate, what doth he there ? 
| Stax. | know not, mighty Soveraignc, but by gueſle. 
| Mich, Well, as you gueſle, 
$:an, Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Aforion, 


| He makes for England, here to claymethe Crowne. 
Rich, Is the Chayre empty? isthe Sword unſway'd ? 
| Isthe King dead? the Empireunpoſleſt ? 
What heire of Yorke is there alive, but we? 
And who is Englands King, bur great Terkes hcire? 
| Then tell me, what makes he upon the Scas ? 
| Stan. Vnleſſe for that, my Licge, 1 cannot gueſle, 
Rich, Vnleſle for that he comes to be your, Licge, 
You cannot gueſſe wheretore the Welchman comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and flye to him, 1 feare. 
Stax. No, my good Lord, therefore miſtruſt me not. 
Rub, Whereis thy Power then, to beat him backe ? { 
Waere be thy Tenants, and thy followers ? 
\rethcy not now upon the Welterne Shore, 
W::-condutting the Rebels from their 34 uy ? 
3 tan/ey. No, my good Lord, my friends are in the 
| North. | 
| #«h Cold friends to me: whatdoe they in the North, 


— - 
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| 


| 


| Butthis good co:ntorr bring I ro your Highneſle, 
| The Brittaine Navy is diſpers'd by Tempeſt. 
| Ri in Dorſetſhire (cnt out a Boar 

Vnto the ſhore, to aske thoſe on the Bankes, | 


| 


| Whenthey ſhould ſerve their Soveraigne in the Weſt ? 


Stas, They have rot beene commanded, mighty King 
Pleaſcth your Majeity to give me leave, 

le muſter up my tricnds, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majeſty thall pleaſe. 

Rich. I,thou would'ſt be gone, to joyne with Richmond: 
But Le nottruſt thee, 

S:zan. Molt mighty Soveraigne, 

You have no cauſc to hold my friendſhip doubrfall, 
I never was, nor never will be falſe. 

Rich, Goe then, and muſter men; but leave behind 
Your Þdnne George Stanley : looke your heart be firme, 
Or clte his heads aflurance is bur fraile. 

Stan. So dcale with hum, as I prove true to you. 


Ext Stanicy. | 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. 


CMef. My gracious Soveraigne, now in Devonſhire, | 
As [ by triendsam well advertitcd, 
Sir Edward Corrmey, and the haughrty Prelate, 
Biſhop of Excter, his elder Brother, 
With many more Confedcrates,arc inarmes- 


Enter another Aeſſenger. 


Ate. In Kent, my Licge,the Gailfordsare in Armes, 
Andevery hourc more Competitor 
Flocke ro the Rebels, and their pow 


rowes ftrong. 


Enter another | Mi ſſenger. 


Ae. My Lord, the Army of great Bukkingham. 
Rich. Our on ye, Oivles, nothing but Songs of Death, 
| He ftriheth him, 
There, take thon that , till thou baing berternewes, 
Meſſ. The newes Thave totell your Majeſty, | 
Is, that by ſudden Floods, and tall of Waters, 
Buckinghams Army is diſpers'd and ſcatter'd, 
And he himiclfe wandred away alone, 
No man knowes whither, 
Rich. I cry thee mercy ; 
There is my Purſe, to cure that Blow of thine. 
Hath any well-advifed friend proclaymi'd 
Rewardto him that brings the Traytor in? 
Meſſ.Such Proclamation hath beene made, my Lord, 
| 
Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. Sir Th:mas Lovell, and Lord Marqueſſe D or/er, 
'Tis taid, my Leige, in Yorkethircarein Armes : 


[It they were his Afſiſtants, yea,orn9 ? 

W ho an{wer'd him, they came trom Buckingham, | 

Vpon his party ; he miſtrulting thea, 

Hoys'd fayle, and made his courſe againe for Brittaine. 
Rich. March on, march on, fince wc arc up in Armes, 

If notro fight with forraine Enemies, 

Yetto beat downe theſe Rebels here at home. 


Enter Caterby. 
Cat. My Lies the Duke of Fackingbens is taken, \ 


newes, that the Earle of Richmond | 


—_— 


That 1s the 
Le 6 — IN 


— —— 


— 


— — 
CG —_———  __—_——— 


—_ 


ENS 


200 


The Life and death of Richard the Third, 


O— 


Is with a mighty power Linded at Miltord, | 
Is cold:r Newes, but yet they mult be told. 

Rich. Away towards Salsbury, while we reaſon here, 
A Royall barrel might be wonne andlolt : 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 


To Salsbury, the reſt march on with mc. Exeunt, 


CA 
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Scena Quarta. 


Emer Derby, and Sw Chriſtepver. 


Der. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Richmend chis from me, 
That in the ſtye of the molt deadly Bore, 
My Sonne George Stanley is franit upin bold : 
It I revolt, off goes yong Georges head, 
The feare of that, holds off my preſcnt ayde. 
So get thee gone : commend me to thy Lord. 
Wthall ay, that the Queene hath heartily conſented 
He ſhould eſpoulſe £hz4berh her da'ighter. 
But tell exe, where is Princely Richmond now ? 
Chri. At Penbroke, or at Berttord Welt in Wales. 
Der, What mcn of Name re{ort to hum. 
Chri, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Souldier, 
Sir Gubert T albot, Sir Willtam * tantey, 
Oxford, redoubrcd Pembroke, Sir [James Blunt, 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, 
And many 0: her of greatname and worth : 
' Andtowards Londoa doe they bend their power, 
If by the way they be not fought withall. 
Der. Well hye thee to thy Lord : I kifſe hishand, 
My Lettcr will rcſolve him of my muwd- 


Farcwell. E xewnt. 


eAftus Quintus. Scana Prima, 


_— —— — —__ 


eee <Ce | 


Enter Buckingham with Halberdt, led | 


to Execution. | 


Buc, Will not King Richordlet me ſpeake with him ? 

Sher. No my good Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. Hailings, and Edwards children, Gray and Rivers, 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire Sonne Edward, 
Vaxghan, andall that have miſcarricd 
By under-hand corrupted foulc injaltice, 

It that your moody diſconten:ted foules, 

Doe through the ciowds bchold this preſent houre, 
Eucn for revenge mocke my deſtruction, 

This is All-foules day ( Fellow) is it not? 

Sher. It is. 

Bac. Why then All-ſoules day,is my bodies doomſday 
This is the day, which in King Edwards time 
I wiſh'd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe to his Children, and his Wives Allies, 

This is the day, wherein I wiſht to fall 
By the falic Faith of him whom molt I truſted, 


Remember ſe garet was a 
Come leade me Orhcers to the blocke of ſhame, 


— 


| 


This, this All-ſoules day to my fearfull Soule, 
Is the determin'd reſpit of my wrongs : 
That high All-ſeer, which I dallicd with, 


——— — — 


Hath turn'd my fained Prayer on my head, 
And given in carneſt, what 1 
Thus doth he force the ſwords oft wicked men 
To turnetheir owne points in their Maſters botomes, 
Thus Afargerers curſe falles heavy on wy necke : 


dinjclt. 


When be (quoth ſhe) ſhall ſplit thy heart with forrow, 
herefle : 


\Wropg hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. | 
Exeunt Buckingham with Officers, 


———”— —— — —Jjj< -— —_ 


Scena Secunda. 


—_ 
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Enter Richmond, Oxford, E luat, Herbert, and 
others, with drum and coleurt. 


RichmiFcllowes in Armes,and my moſt loving Frends 
Bruis'd underncath the y oake ct Tyranny, 
Thus tarre into tixe bowels of the Land, 
Have we marchi on without zmpediment ; 
And here reccive we from our Father Sranley |, 
Lines of tare coumtort and encouragement ; 
Tae wretched, bloody, aad uiurping Boare, 
( i Eat fpoy.'d your Swunmer ticids, and fruitfull Vines) 
Swilles your watin blood ike waſh, & wakes his trough 
In your embowel'd bolomes : This foule Swine 
lSnow even 114the Center of this Ile, 
Ne'reto the Towne of Leiceſter, aswe learne: 
From Tainworth thither, is but onedayes march. 
In Godsnaine cheerciy on, couragious Friends, | 
Torezpethe Harvelt of perpetuall peace, 
By this one bloody tryall of ſharpe Watre, 
Oxf. Every muns Confcicace is a thouſand men, 
To fghc againtt this gailty Homicide, 
He>. 1 vOu0t not but his Fricads will turneto us. 
Blw1.H hath no friends,but what are friends for teare 
W hich i; cits deer eſt reed will Aye from him. 
Richm, A.! tor our vamage,then in Gods name march, 


True hupe15{witr, aud fiyes wich Swallowes wings, 


Kings it makcs Gods, and meancr creatures Kings. 
L xennt Ones, 


Enter King Richard in Armet with Norfolke, Ratclifte, 
and the Earle of Surrey, 


Rich, Here pitch our Tent,even here in Boſworth field; 


My Lord of Surrey, why looke you 1o fad? 


Ser. My hcartis tentuncslighterthen my lookes. 
Rich, My Lord of Nortolkc. 

Nor. Heere molt gracious Licge. 

Rich. Nortoike, we mult have knockes : 


Ha, muſt we not ? 


Nw#. We aſt both give and take my loving Lord. 
Rich, Vp with my Tent, here wiil Ilyetonight, 


But where to morrow ? Well, all's one for that 
Who hath deicricd the number of the Traitors ? 


Nor. $1x or {eveiithouſand is their utmolt power. 
Rach. W hy our Battalia trebbles that account : 


Beſides, the Kings name is a Tower of {trength, 
Which they upon the 2dverſe Faction want. 
Vp with the Tent : Come Noble Gentlemen, 
Lec us ſurvey the vantage of the ground. 

Call for ſome men of ſound direction : 


Let's 


— 


— 
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Lct's lacke no Diſcipline. make no delay, 
Eor Lords, tomorrow 184 bulie day- E xcunt, 
Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, O x- 
ford, and Dorſet. ; 

Rich. The weary Sunne, hath made a Golden ſet, 

And by the bright Tract of his tiery Carre, 

Gives roken of a goodly day tro morrow. 

Sir #4hsam Brandon, you ſhall bcare my Standard : 

Give me ſome Inke ar. d Paper in my }eit: 

lle draw the Forme and Modell of our battaile, 

Limitcach Leader ro his {everall Charge, 

And part in juſt proportion our {mall Power. 

My Lord of Oxtord, you Sir #/.lltum Brandon, 

And you Sir Walter Herbert (tay withme : 

1he Earlc of Pembroke keepes his Kegument 3 

Good Captaine Þ/uar, beare my goodmght to him, 

And by the {econd howe 1n the Forming, 

Deſire the E:rleto lee me in my Tent: 

Yet on: thing more (good Capraine)doe for me z 

\herC 1s Lord Stanley quarter d, doe you know ? 
luxt. Vnlcile I have miltane his Colours much, 

(Which well I am affur'd 1 have not done) 

His Regiment lyes halfe a Mile at leaſt 

South, from the mignty Power of the King- 

Rich. 1f without perill1t be poſſible, _ 
Sweet Bluwnr,maie tome good meanes to ſpeak with him 
And give him from ime, this moſt needtull Note. | 

Fle:t. Vpon my lelte, my Lord, Ile undertake it, 
And ſo God give youquict re{t to night. 

Rich. Good mght 950d Captaine Blunt : 

Come Genticmen, 
Let us conſult upon to morrowes Buline ſic ; 
Into my Tear, the Dew 15 rau c and cold. 

They withdraw wto the T ent 


Enter Richard, Ratcl ff: , N orfolke, and Caterby. 
Rith, What is'ta Clocke? 


Car. It's Supper time my Lord, it's nine a Clocke. 
Kg, 1 wilinot fup tonight, 


: 
' Give me {ome Inke and Paper : 


| 


oo” <P ——_ RO OC OO CD. _ 


hat, is my Beaver cafter then it was ? 

And al my Armour laid into my Tent ? 
Cat, It is my Liege : andallchingsare inrcadinefe, 
kich. Good Nortolke, bye thee to thy charge, 

Vie Cretull Watch, chovule rruity Cent:ncls. 
Ve. Igce my Loid. 
Kich. Stir withthe Larke to mor:ow,gentle Norfolke, 
Ner. I warrant you my Lord. EX, 
Rich, RatchTe, 
Rat. My Lord. 
Rick, Scnd out aPurſun ant at Armes 


| to Sealers Regiment : bi him bring his power 
| Before Sur-riting, leaſt his Sonne George fall 


Iato the biind Cave of cternall night. 
Hilmea Bowle of Wine: Give mca Watch, 
Saedle white Surrey tor the field romorow : 


| Look that my ſtaves be ſound,& not too heavy. R atcleffe. 


Oe OO A oor oy ee — Ox ——_ 


Kat. Mv Lord. 


Rich, Saw'(t the melancholly Lord Northumberland ? ' 


Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and himſfelfe, 


— 


— — 


— 


Nor cheerc of Mind that I was wont to have, 
St ir downe. 1s Inke and Paper ready ? 
Raz. Itis my Lord, 
Kich. Bid my Guard watch. Leave me. 
Karchffe, about the mid of night come to my Tent 
And hclpe toarme me. Leave mel tay. Ext Rereliffe. 


Eeter Deby to Richmond in by T out. 


Derb. Fortune, and Vidory fit onthy Helme, 

Eichm. All comtort thac the darke might can atfoord, 
Be rothy perton,Noble Father in Law. 

1<I1| me, how tares our Noble Mother ? 

Der. 1y Attourney, blefle thte from thy Mother, 
W hopraycs continnatly for Richmonds good : 
Somuch tor that, The filent houres ſtcaic on, 

And flaty darkenefle breakes within the Eat. 

In dricte, tor for! e teaſon bids us be, 

P1cpare thy Batteli early 1nthe Morning, 

And putthy Fortune to th'Arburrement 

O: bloody ttroakes, and mortall ffaring Warre : 

[, 25 1 may, that which 1 woald, I cannot, 

\W ich bett advantage wil! deceive the time, 

And ayde thee inthus doubrfull ſhocke of Armes- 
Bt cn thy (ide 1 may not be too forward, 

Lea't betog teene, thy Brother, tender George 

ic exccemed 11 his father's fight, 
Farewell: the 'eyture, and the fearefull time 
Cuts offths ceremonious Vouves 0f Love, 
And ample enterchange of iweert Diſcourlc, 
Which fo long fundred Friends ſhould duyel! upen : 
God giveus leyſure torthelerites of Love. 
Once more Adicu, be valiant, and ſpeed well, 

Richm. Good Lords conduct him to his Regiment : 
le ſtrive with troubled noyſe, torike a Nap, 

Leſt leaden fl; mer perze me do's: e omorrow, 

W hen | ſhould mount with wings of ViRtory : 

Once more, g20d night kinde Lords and Gentlemen. 
Ex: unt. Manes Richmond. 

O thou, whoſe Capraine 1 account my fclte, 

Look e on my Forces with a gracioas exe ; 

Pur 1a their hands thy brwGng Irons of wrath, 

That they may cruſh downe wrh a heavy fall, 

Th uturping Helmetsof our Adv erfarics : 

Makeus thy mini{ters of Chaſticement, 

1hat we may praiſe thce inthy victory : 

To thee I eo commend my watchfuil ſoule, 

Ere | let falithe windowes of mine eyes; 

Siceping,and waking, ch defend me ſtill. 

Enter the/Gbo#t of Prince Eaward, Sonne to 
Henry the fixt. 

Gh.to Rs. Let melit heavy on thy ſoule tomorrow : 
Thinke bow thou itab'ſt me in my prime of youth 
At Teukesbury ; Defpaire therefore, and dye. 

Ghoſt ts Richm. Be chearctull Richmond, 

For the wronged Sores 

Ofbutcher'd Princes, fight in thy behalfe : 

King Heres iſſue Richmond comforts thee. 
Emter the Ghoſt of Henry the ſixt. 

Gbat, When I was morrall, my Annointed body 
By thee was punched fu!! of holes; 

Thinke onthe Tower , and me : Deſpaire, and dye, 


- OF7 
*3S 


k leeper. 


Much about Cock ſhut time, from Troopeto Troope Hemry the fixt, bids thee deſpaire and dye. 
Went throvgh the Army, chearing up x Souldiers. T's Richm. Vertuous and holy be thou C or: 
Key, 50,] amfatisfied : Give me aBowle of Wine, | Harythat propheſied thou ſhould'ſt be King, 
I have net that Alacrity of Spirn, ' Doth comfort rhee in ileepe : Live, and flourith., 
wont MW Emer 


| 
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Enter the Gho#t of Clarence. 

Ghoſt. Let me it heavy in thy ſoule to morrovv., 

I that was waſh'd to death with Fullome Wane ; 
Poore Clarence by thy guile betray'd to death : 
To morrow 1n thc ba:rell chinke on mc, 

And tall thy cdgelcflc Sword, dcfpaire and dye. 

To Richm. Thou of-ipriag of the houſe of Lancaſter 
The wronged heyres of Yorke doe pray for thee, 
Good Angels gua:dthy batce!), Liveand Houriſh. 

Enter the Ghoſt s of Rwvers, Gray, and Vaughan. 

Rv. Let me fit heavy mthy foulc to morrow, 
Rivers, that dy'deat Pomf. ct : deſpaire,and dye. 

Grey. Thinke upon Grey, and let thy toule defpaire, 


Let fail thy Lance, deſpaire and dye. k 
All to Richm. Awake. 
And thinke our wrongs in R«hardsBoſome, 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the day. 
Enter the Ghoſt of Lord Haſtm;s, 
Ghoſt. Bloody and guilty : guilty awake, 
And in a bloody Batreil cnd thy dayes. 
Thinke on Lord Haſtings ; deſpaire, and dye, 
Hat. ToRuhw, Quict untroubicd foulc, 
Awake, awake : 
Arae, fight, and conquer, for faire Eng!ands ſake, 
Enter the Ghoſts of the two youg Princes. 
Ghoits, Dreamec on thy Coulins 
Smothered inthe Tower : 
Let us be laid within thy boſome Richard, 
And wu cighthce downeto rutye, ſhame, and death* 
Thy Nephewes toule bids thee Ye'pairc and dye. 
Ghoſts to Richm, Slcepe Richmond, 
Sleepe 1 Peace, and wake 4 joy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 
Live, and beget a happy race of Kings. 
Edwards unhappy Sonncs, doc bid thee flouriſh; 
Enter the Gheit of «,4mme, hu Wife. 
Gbho#t to Rich. Richard, thy Wite, 
That wretched eAnnethy Witec, 
That never flcpr a quiet houre with thee, 
Now fklles thy fl:cpe with perturbations, 
To morrow in the Battaile, thiake on mc, 
And fal: thy edgeleiic Sword, detpaire and dye, 
Gho#t ro Richm. Thou quict {oule, 
Sleepe thou a quiet (lecpe: 
Dreameof Succcfle, and Fappy Victory, 
Thy Adverſarics Wife doth pray for thee. 
Emer the Ghoits of Buckingham, 
Gho#t to Rich. The tilt was I 
That help'd thee to the Crowne : 
The laſt was I that felt thy Tyranny. 
O, in the bataile thinke on Buckingham, 
And dye interror of thy guiluncſle. 
Dreame on, drcame on, ot bloody deeds and death, 
Faivring defpaire ; deipairing yceld thy breath, 
Gbo#t ro Richm, 1 dycd for hope 
EreI could lend thee Ayde ;; 
But cheere thy heart, and be thou not diſmayde : 
God, and good Angels fighton Richmonds tide, 
And Rxchard tall in height of all his pride. 
Richard ſtarts ont of bu dreame. 
Rich. Give me another hortc, bind up my Wounds : 
Havemercy Iclu. Soft, I did but dreame. 
O coward Conſcience ! how doſt thou afflit me ? 
The Lighrs burne blew. It is not drad midnight, 
Cold fearefull drops ſtand on my trembling fleſh 


_ Vaugh. Thinke upon Yawghan, and with guilty teare 


| 
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What 2 doe I feare my Selfe ? There's noneellc by, 
Richard loves Richard, that is, I am I. 

Istherea Murtherer heare? No ; Yes, Iam: 

Then flye ? What from my felfe > Great reaſon : why? 
Leſt I Revenge. What ? my ſeltc upon my lelte ? 
Alacke, I love my fclfe. Wherelore? For any good 
That I my fclte, have done unto my elfe ? 

O no. Alas, I rather hate my ſclte, 

For hatefnll Deeds committed by my elfe. 

| ama villaine : yer Lye, I am not. 

Foole, of thy ſelfe ſpeake well : Foole doe not flatter, 
My Conſcience hath a thouſand ſeverall Tongues, 

And every Tongue brings ina ſeverall Tale, 

And every Talt condemnes me for a Villaine 

Perjury, in the high it Degree, 
Murther, ſterne murther,un the hr degree, 

All ſeverall ſinnes, ali us'd inch degree, 
Throng all to'th'Barre, crying all, Guilty, Guilty, 
I ſhall deſpaire, rherec is no Creatuecs loves mc; 
Andif I dye, no foule ſhall pitty me. 

Nay wheretore ſhould they ? Since that I my (clte, 
Fiade inmy ſelfe, no pitty to my lelte, 

Me thought, the ſoules of ail chat I had murther'd 
Cameto my Tent, and every one did tarcat 

To morrow es vengeance on the head of Richard, 


Emer Ratcliffe, 


Kat. My Lord, 
King. Who's there ? 
Rat, Ratcliffe my Lord,'tis I: the carly Village Cocke 
Hath twice done ſalutat:on to the Morne, 
Your friends arc up, aad buckle on their Armour. 
King. O Katchffe, | teare, I teare. 
Rate. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows 
K mg. By the Apoitle Pal, ſhadowes to night 
Have ttroke more terror tothe foule of Richard. 


| Then can the ſubſtance of ten thoutand Souicdicrs 


Armed in pi oote, and lcd by (hallow Richmond. 

"T15nor yet nxcre day. Come goe with me, 

Vnderour Tents; le play the Eafe-dropper, 

To hearc it any mcanc to ſhrinke trom me. 
Exeunt Richard and Ratibife, 


Eter the Lords to Richmond farting 
un bu Tent. 


Lords. Good morrow Richmond. 
Rich,Cry you mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen 
That you have tanc arardy ſluggard heere ? 
Lords, How have you flept my Lord ? 
Rich. The ſweeteſt fleepe, 
And faircit boading Dreames, 
That ever entred 1n a drowhe head, 
Have I ſince your departure had my Lords. ; 
Me thought their foules, whole bodics Richard murther d 
Came to my Tent, and cried on Victory : 
I promite you my heartis very jncond, 
In the remembrance of {o faire a dreame, 
How farre into the Morning is it Lords ? 
Lord. Vponthe ſtroke of foure. | 
Rich, Why then'ris time to Arme, and give direQion- 
Hu Oy ation to his Souldzers. 
More then I have ſaid, loving Countrymen, 
The leyture and inforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon z yet remember this, 


—_— — 
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God, and our good cauſe, fight upon our ſide, | 


| Like high rear'd Bulwarkes, ſtand betore our Faces, | 


| For, wharis he they tollow ? Truly Gentlemen, 
! Abloudy Tyrant,and a Homicide : 
One rais'd in blood, and one in blood eftabliſh'd ; 
One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 
And ſlaughtcr'd thoſe that were the mcanes to help him: 
A bale toule Stone, made precious by the toyle 
Of Englands Chaine, where he 1s tallciy tet ; 
| One that hath ever beene Gods Enemy, 
Then if you fight rgainſt Gods Enemy, 
| Ged will in jultice ward you as his Souldicrs. 
| If you doe {weare to put a Tyrant cowne, 
You fleepe in peace, the Tyrantbeing (lane ; 
If you doe tight againſt your Countries Foes, 
Your Countries Fat hill pay your paines the hyre. 
[f you ſtoe fight in ſatcgard of your wives, 
Your wives [hail welcome home th: Conquerors. 
If you doc free your Children trom the Sword, 
Your Chiidrens Children quits it in your ASC. 
Then in the name of Gad andall thete rights, | 
Advance your Standards, draw pu willing Swords. 
For me, the rantome of my bold attempt, 
Shall be this cold Corpes on the carth's cold face, 
But if Ithrive, the gaine of my atcempr, 
The lealt of you fhall ſhare his pazt thereof. 
Sound Drummes and Trumpet boldly, and cheerefully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmond, and Victory. 


- — 


— 


en rr rs 


Emer King Richard, Ratcliffe, and Catesby. 


Km, What (aid Northymberland as touching Kichwond 
Rate. That he was nevertraied up in Armcs. 
Kirg. He faid the truth: and whar faid Surrey then ? 
Fatc. He (awl'd aud faid, the better for our purpoſe. 
Kirg. He was inthe right, and ſoindeed ir 1. 
Tell the clocke there. (locker frikes. 
Glvc mc a Kalender : who ſawthe $:nne today 2 
Rate, Not I my Lord. 
King. Then he diſdaines to ſhine ; for by the Booke 
He ſhould have bray'd the Eaſt an huure agoe, 
A blacke day will it bc tolumcbody, Ratcirffe. 


Ratc, My Lord. 


| 


| Conliſtingequally of Horſe and Foot : 


| 
l 
| 
| 


| 


| John Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 


Kings. The Sun will 1ot be ſeenerc dry, 
Thesky doth frowne, and lowre upon our Army 
[ would theſe ocwy teares were from the ground. 
Not ſhine to day 2 Why, what is thattome _ 
More then to Richmond ? For the feife-fame Heaven 
That trownes on me, lookes ſadly upon him. 


Emer Norfolk. 


Nor. Arme,arme, my Lord :the toc vaunts in the field. 
King. Come, buſtle, buſtle. Capartion my horſe. 
Cali up Lord Seemley, bid him bring his power, 
I will lcade forth my Souldicrsto the plaine, | 
And thus my Battell ſhall be ordred. 
My foreward ſhal be drawne inlength, 


Our Archers ſhall be placed in the mid'ſt ; 


Shall have the leading of the Foot and horſe. 
They thus direted, we will follow 


In the maine Bartcll, whoſe puiflance on cither fide 
Shall be well -wiagd with our cheifeſt Horde : 
This, and Sainte Georgero booe. 
VW hat think'ſt thou Norfolke? 

Nor. A good direction warlike Soveraigne, 
This found I on my Tent this Morning. 

Hockey of Narfolke, benot ſo bold, 
__ For Dickon thy maijter is bonght and ſold. 

King. Athing deviſed by the Enemy. 
Goe Gentlemen, every man to his Charge, 
Let not our babling Dreamesatfright our ſoules : 
For con(cienceis a word that Corards ule, 
Devis'd at firltro keepe the ſtrong in awe, 
Our ſtrong armes be our Cenſcicuce, Swords our Laws 
March on, joyne bravely, let us too'c pell mell, 
Itnotto heaven, then hand in handto hell, 
VV hat ſhall I fay more then Ihave inferr'd ? 
Remember whom you areto cope witha'l, 
A tort of Vagabonds, Raſcals, Run-awayes, 
A {cuin of Brittaincs, and baſe Lackey Pezants, 
Whom their 0 re-cloyed Country vomits forth = 
To deſperate Adventeres, and atlur'n Deltruction, 
You fleeping tate, they bring you to unrelt ; 
You having Lands, and bictt with beauteous wives, 
They would reſtraine the one, diltaiuc the other, | 
And who doth leade them, bur a paltry Fellow ? 
Long kept m Britaine at our Mothers colt, 
A Milke-{op, one that never in his hife 
Felt ſo much cold, as over (hooes in Snow: 


Let's whip theſe {traglers o're the Seas againe, | 


Laſh hence thcle over-weening Ragges of France, 
Theſe famiſh'd Beggers, weary of their lives, 
Who (but tor dreaming on this fond exploit) 
For want of mcancs (poore Rats)had hang'd themſelves 
It we be conquered, let men conquer us, 
And notthelc baſtard Brittaines, whom our Fathers 
Have intheir ownc Laad beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd, 
And on Record, Ictt theunthem the hcires of ſhame. 
Shall theſe enjoy our Lands ? lye with our Wives ? 
Raviſh our daughters ? Drum farre off. 
Hearke, I hcare their Drumme, 
Right Gentlemen of England, tight boldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head, 
Spurre your proud Horlcs hard, and ride in blood, 
Amazc the welkin with your bruken itaves. 
Emer a Meſſenger. 

What ſayes Lord Stanley, will he bring his power ? 

Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

King. Of with his fonne Georges tiead, 

Nor. My Lord, the Enemy 1s palt the Marſh : 
After the darraile, lct George Srantey dy. 

King. Athouſand hearts are great within my boſome. 
Advance our Standards, {ct upon our Foes, 
Onr Ancient word of Courage, taire Saint George 
Inſpire us with the fpleene of fiery Dragons : | 
Vponthem, Victory lits on our helpes, 


Alarum, excurſions, Enter Caterby, 


Car. Reſcue my Lord cf Nortolke, 
Reſcue, Reſcue : 
The King crats more wonders thena man, 
Daring an oppoſite to every danger : 
His horſe is {laine, and all on foot he fights, . 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death ; 
Reſcue faire Lord, or elſe the day is loit. 

Alarnms, 


_—— 
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Enter Kichard. 

Rich, A horle, a horſe, my kinzdome for a horſe. 
Care, Withdraw mv Lord, ic hripe you toa horte. 
R:<h. Sie, Ihave ſet my lite ypon a calty 

Ana 1 w1i.l Qand the hazard ut the Dye: 

I thinks there ve fixe Richmonis mric field, 

Five have [ {Line to Jay 1+ trad of bim. 

A horic, a horie, my Kingdome for a horte- 


Alarum, Enter Richard and R.ubmond, they fight, 

Richard u ſlune. : 

Retreat, and F lomrilh, Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 
(' owne, with diversother Lard!, 


Kichm, God and your Armcs 
Be prats'd ViRorious Friends ; 
Theday is ours, the blo1dy Dogge is dzad, 

Der. Couragious Richmond, 
Weil bait thou acquir thee : Loc, 
Heere theſe long uſirped Royaities, 
Fromthe dcad Temples of this bloudy Wretch, 
Have Ipluck'd off, to grace thy Browes withall. 
Weare 1t, and make much of it. 

Richm, GreatGod of Heaven,fav Amen to all, 
Bur tell me, 1s yong George Stanley living ? 

Der. He is my Lord, and fate in Leicetter Towne, 
W hither (if you plcaie) we may withdraw us. 

Richm. What men of name are ſlaine on cither fide ? 


Ne _—_— — 
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| Letthiem not live totalte this Lands ivcrcafe, 


— 


Der. Iobn Duke of N or/olke, Walter Lord Ferry, 
Sir Kobert Brokenbury, and Sir Willem brandon. 

Richm. Interre their Bodies, as become their Births, 
Proc'aime a pardon tothe Souldicrs fied, 
Thar in fubmuſtion will reenrne to us, 
And then as we have tance the Sacrazmcent, 
We will unite the White Role, and the Red. 
Smile Heaven upon this faire Conjunttion, 
That !ong have trown'd upon their Enmuty : 
W hat Traitor hcares me, and fayes not Amen ? 
England hath long beene mad, aid (carr*d her felte ; 
The bro her blindly ſhed the Brothers blond ; 
The father, raſhly ſlaughtered his owne Sorne ; 
The Sonnes compell'd,beene B:urchtr tothe Sire ; 
All chis divided Torke and Lercaiter, 
bividcd, intheir dire Drvition., 
O now, let Richmond ana E£/reaberh, 
The true Succeeders of cacl! Koya'l houſe, 
By Gods faire 01d/nanc , cor jr 3711C LOget er : 
And letthy Heires (God it thy will v7 to) 
Enrich the time to come, with Scacgoth-tac'd Peace, 
With ſmiling Plenty, and faire Profperuus daycs. 
Abatethe edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, 
That would reduce theſe bloody dave. 5 againe, 
And make poore England weepe 11 Streames of Blood ; 


} hat would with Trcaſon,wound this taire Lands peace 
Now Civill wounds are {topp'd, Peace lives 2gen 3 
That ſhe may long live here, God fay, Amen, Ex 
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The Famous Hiſtory of the Life of 


King HENRY cheEight. 


THE PROLOGUE. 


Come no more to make you laugh; Things now, | Willbe decerv'd. For gentle Hearers, know 
That bears a W eighty, and a Serious Brow, | Toranke onr choſen Trmth with ſach a ſhow 
Sad, bith, and working, fall of State and Foe : es Foole, and Fight tv, beſide for feyting 


Such N oble Scenes, as draw the Eyeto Onr owne Brames, and the Opinion that we bri 
We now > I that can Pitty, heere ws To make that onely true, we now intend, _ | 
May ( if they thinke it well) let fall a Tee, Will leave us never a4 wnderitanding Friend. 
The Subjeft will deſerve it . Such as give T herefore, far Goodneſſe ſake, and a5 you are hnowne | 
Their Money out of hope they may beleeve, The Firit and Happicit Hearers of the Towne, 


May heere ſind Truth too. Thoſe that come to ſee Be ſad, 4s we would make ye. Thinks ye (ee 


Onely a (how or two, and ſo agree, The very Perſons of owr Noble Story, | 
The P lay may paſſe : If they be Hill, and willing, | As they were Lyving : Thinke you ſee thems Great, | 
lhe undertake may ſee away their ſulling | And follow 4 with the genera ll throng, and ſweat 

Kichly in two ſport bowres, Onely they ; Of theuſand Friends: then, in a moment, ſee 

That come to heave a Merry, Baway Play, | How ſoene this CMightineſſe, meets Miſery 

A noyſe of Targets : Or to ſee a Fellow And if you can be merry then, Ih ſay, 

Ina long Motley (cate, garded with Tellow, A HMan may weeps npon hi Weddang day. 


RT —— — ——_— —— x 


eAftlus Primus. Scaena Prin. 


__ CY 
— -— ” _ _— Er SO AY 


Enter the Dake of N orfolke at one docre. At the other, Nor. Then youloſt 
the Duks of Buckingham, and the Lord The view of carthly glory : Men might ſay 
Aburgavenny. Til this time Pompe was fingle, but now married 
Tooue above it lelte, Each tollowing day 
Buckinghm. Became thenext dayes maſter, till the laſt 
Ood morrow, and wellmet. How haveyee | Made former Wonders, it's, Today the French, 
Since laſt we ſaw in France ? (done | All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Norf. I thanke your Grace : : Skone downe the Engliſh ; and to morrow ,they 
Heathfull, and ever fincea freſh Adaurer Made Britaine, India : Every man that ſtood, 
Of what Ifaw there, Shew'd like a Mine. Their Dwartiſh Pages were | 
Buck. An untimely Ague As Cherubans, all gilt : the Madams too, 
Staid me a Prifoner 1n myChamber, when Not us'd to toyle, didalmolt ſweat to beare 
| Thoſe Sunnes of Glory, thoſe rwo Lights of Men The Pride upon them, that their very labour | 
Met in the vale of Arde Was tothem, as a Painting. Now this Maske 
N or. 'Twixt Guynes and Arde, Was cry'de incompareable ; and th'enfuing night 
| I was then preſent, ſaw them ſalute on Horicbacke, Made it a toole, and beggar. The two Kings | 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung Equall in luſtre, were now beſt, now worlt 
Intheir Embracement, as they grew together, As preſence did pretentthem : himin eye, 
Which had they, Still him in praiſe, and being preſent both, 
What foure Thron'd ones cold have weigh'd 'Twas (aid they ſaw but one, and no Diſcerner | 
| Such a compounded one ? Durſt vaagge his Tongue in cenſure, when theſe Sunnes 
Buck, All the whole time (For ſo they phraſe *em) by their Heralds challeng'd 
I was my Chambers Priſoner. The Noble ſpirits to Armes, they did pertorme | 


—_ _ — 
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— 
Beyond thoughts Compaſlc, that former fabulousStory 
Being now ſecnc, poſſible enough, got credit 
That Bevu was belecv'd. 

Buc. Oh yon go: farre, 

N or. As | beloug to worſhip, and affeX 
In honor, honeſty, the rract of ev'ry thing, 
Would by a good Diſcourſer lolc ſome lite 
Which Actions {elfe, was tongue to. 

Buc, All was Royal!, 
Tothe diſpoling of itnought revell'd, | 
Order gave each thing view. The Ounce Gid 
Diſtintly his full Function : viho did guide, 
-Þ I meane who ſet the Body, and the Limbes 
1 Of this great Sport together ? 

Nor. As you gucſle : 
Once certes, that promiſes no Element 
In ſuch a buſiacſle. 

Bc. I pray you who, my Lord ? | 

N or. Al this was ordred by the 900d Dilcretion 
Of the right Revercnd Cardina!l of Yorke. 

Buc. The divell iprcd hi: - No mans Pve is freed 
From his Ambitious finger. What had he 
Todoc inthete fierce Vanines? I wonder, 

That ſuch a Keech can with his very bulke 
Take up the Raves o'th benehciall Sun; 
And keepeit tromthe Earth. 

Nor. Yurcly Sir, 
| There's in him !tuffe, that put's him to theſeends : 
| For being 10 propt by Aunceltry, whAe grace 
| Chalkes Succellors, their way ; nor call'd upon 
| For high feats done to'th*Crowne ; neither Allied 
| Tocminent Aſliſtants ; but Spider-like 
| Our of his (clfe-drawing Web. O! gives us note, 
| The torce of his owne mcrit makes his way 

A guift thar heaven gives for him, which buyes 
A place nexttothe King. 
eAbar. | cannot te! 
W hat hexwen hath given him : let ſome Graver cye 
Pierce 1ato that, butl can fee his Pride 
Peepe through cach part of him: whence ha's he that, 
It not from Hce'l ? the devillts a Niggard, 
Or ha'sgivcn ail bctore, and he begins 
A new hell in himſcltc. 
Buc. Why thedivell, 
| Vponthis French going out, tooke he upon him 
( Without the privity o'th'King) appoint 
| Who ſhould arrend on him ? He makes up the File 
Of all the Gentry ; for the molt part ſuch 
To whom as grear a Charge, as little Honor 
He mecantto lay upon : and his owne Letter 
. The Honourable Boord of Conncell, out 
Mult fetch him in, he Papers. 
Abwr. I doe know 
Kin{men of mine, three at theleaft, that have 
By this, to ficken's their Eſtates, that never 
They ſhall abound as formerly. 
En, Omany 
Have broke their backes with laying Mannors on 'em 
For this great Tourney. What did this vanity 
But mimiter communication ot 
A moſt poore tſſue. 
Nov. Greevingly I thinke, 
The Pcace betweene the French and us, not valeywes 
The Colt that did conclide it. 
| Exc. Every man, 

Afﬀecr the hideous itorme that follow'd, was 


; A thing :nſpir'd, and not conſalting, broke 
Intoa generall Propheſie ; Tharthis Tempeſt 
Daſhing the Garment of this Pcace, aboaded 

The ſodaine breach on't. 

Nor. Which is buddcd our. 
For trance hath flaw'd the Lcagne, and hathattach'd 
| Our Merchants goods at Burdcaux. 
| - Abar. 1sit therefore 
' Th Ambaſſador is filen<'d ? 
| Nor. Marry islt. : 
| eMbar. A proper Title of a Peace, and purchas'd 
Ataſupecrfiuous rate. 
Bue. \\ hy all this Buſinec > 
| Our Revercnd Cardinall carricd. 
Nor. Like it your Grace, 

The State takes notice of the pr ivate difterence 
| Betwixt you, and the Cardinal. I adviſe you 
(And take it from a heart, that wiſhes rowards you 
Honor, and plenteous fatcty ) : hat you reade 

The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 

Together ; To conlider turther, that 

\W hat his high Hatred wovid effett, wants not 

A_ Miniſtcr in his Power, You know his Nature, 

That he's Revengctul ; and I know, his Sword 
Hath a ſharpe edge ; Ir'slong,and't may be ſaid 

It reaches tric, and where twill notextend, 
Thither hc darts it. Bolome up my counſell, 

You'll find it wholeſome. Loc, where comes that Rocke 
That I adyitc your fhunmng. 


| Emtey Cardinal Wolſ%y, the Purſe borxe before him, certain 
of the Guard, and two Secretaries with P apers :The (ard 
 nall wm bus paſſage, fixeth hu e132 on Buckingham and 
Buckwicham onhum , both ful! 
of diſdame. 


Car. The Duke of Buckinghams Surveyor? Ha? 
Where's kts Examination ? 
Secr. Here 1o pleaſe you, 
' Car, Is hein perſon, ready c 
| Secr, I, pleaſe your Grace. 
(#. Well,we thall then know more, and Buckwghew 
| Shall leflcn this bigge looke. 
E xennt Cr danal! and bis Trane. 
Bec. This Butchers Curre is venom'd-mumth'd, and1 
Have not the power to muzzic him, therefore belt 
Not wake bim in his {lunber, A Beggers booke, 
| Out-worths a Nobles blood. 
Nor. What are you chatt'd ? 
Aske God for Temp'rance, that's th'apphance onely 
Which your di(cale requires- 
Buc, 1 reade in's lookes 
| Matrer againſt me, and his eye revil'd 
| Mc as his abject object, at this inſtant 
| He bores me with ſometricke ;He's gone to'th'King : 
lie follow, and out-ſtare him. 
Nor. Stay my Lord, 
{ And ct your Reaſon with your Choller queſtion 
| What *trs you goe about : to climbe ſteepe hulles 
| Requires floy pace at firſt. Anger is like 
| A full hot Horte, who being allow'd his way 
Scelfe.mettle tyres him ; Nota man in England 
{ Can adviſe melike you : Be to your lelfe, | 
As you would to your Fricnd. 
Buc. lleto the King, 


| Andfrom a mouth ot Honor, quitecry downe Th 
14 
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This /p(wich tellowes infolence ; or proclaume, 
' There's difference inno perions- 
' Nerf. Beadviſd; 
| Hear nota Furnace for your foe ſo hot 
| Thatit doe ſindge your ſelte. We may out-runne 
By violcat {\vifrnelie that which we run at ; 
And ioſe by over-running : knoww you not, 
The fire that mounts the I1quor tlfpgun __ 
In ſceming-to augment it, waſts ifffbgadvil'd; 
L fayagaine, there is no Engliſh ſoult 
ay againe, there 1s g "m 
| More {tronger todire + you then your Rite : 
| If with the tap of reaſon you would que:ch, 
Or butallay the fire of paitten- 
| "Bac. Sir, 
| Lam thankfullto you, and Nlegoe along 
By your pre{cription : butthis tcp-proud fellow, 
| Whom trom the flow of gall I name nor, but 
| From ſincere motions, by intellugence, 
| And prootzs as cleereas Founts 11 /nly, whet! 
| We teecach graine of gravell; I coe know 
Tobe corrupt andtreatonous. 
Norf. Say not treatonous. 
Buc.Totl/King lle ſay't, and make my Youch as ſfrong 
Asſhore of Rocke : attend, This holy Foxe, 
Or Wolte, or borh (for he is equall ray*nous 
As hceis lubrile, and as prone to miſchicfe, 
As able topcrform't) his minde, and place 
Infecting one another, yea reciprocally, 
Only to ſhew his pompe, as we'l im France, 
As here at home, tuggeſts the King our Maſter 
Tothislalt colily Treaty ; Thienterview, 
That ſwallowed ſo much trealure, and ike aglaſle 
| Didbreake ith'wrenching. 
N off. Faith, and-lo it did. : | 
Buc. Pray give me favour Sir: This cunning Cardinal 
The Articles o**h'Combinanondre.v 
As himſcife pleas'd; and they were ratified 
As he cride thus let be, toas much end, 
| AsgiveaCrutchroth'dead. But our Count-Carcinall 
Has done this, and *n15 well: for worthy Welſey 
(Whocannet erre) he did it» Now this toilow cg, 
' (Which as 1 take it, 15a kind of Puppy 
; TottVold dam Treaton) (hertes the Emperour, 
Vnder pretence to ſec the Quiecne his Aut, 
( For twas indeed his colour, but he c:im- 
| lo whiſper #olſey) here mai.es vititation, 
His teates were that the Interview betiwixe 
| England and France, might throughtheir amity 
Brecd him ſome prejudice for trom this League, 
Pe.p'd harmesthat menac'd him. He Privily 
| Deales with our Cardinall, and as I troa 
Which I doe well ; for I am furc the Emperour 
Paid ere he promi,'d, whereby his Suit was grantcd 
Zrett was ask'd. But when the way was made 
And pav d with gold: the Emperor thus defir'd, 
That he would pleaſe roa'ter the Kings courſe, 
And breake the forefaid peace. Let the King know 
{As {oone he ſhall by me) that thus the Cardina!l 
Does buy and \cll his honouras he pleaſcs, 
And for his owne advantage. 
Nor. Iam forry : 
To heare this of him ;and could wiſh he wers 
Something miſtaken in't. 
' Zach, No, not a fillable : 
[ doe pronounce him in that very ſhape 
| Heſhallappeare in proofe. 


A IE 


— — 


Emer Brandon, aSergeant at eArmes before him, and 
 * two or three of the Guard, 
Brandon. Your Onlice Sergeant : exccute it. 
Sergeantr Ir, 
; My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Farle 
| Ot Hertford, Stafford and Northumpton, 1 
| Arreſtthee of high Treaſon, in the name 
| Of our moſt Soveraignc King. 
| Bc, Loc youmy Lord, 
| The net has falne upon me, I ſhall periſh 
| Vndet device, and praftilc, 
' Eran, lamforry, 
| Toſce you tane from liberty, to looke on 
| The duſines preſent, 'Tis his highneffe pleaſure 
You ſhall:oth'Tower. 
| Buck, It will helpe me nothing 
| Toplead mine Innocence ;for that dye is on me 
| Whuch makes my whit'ſt part, black. The will of Heav'n 
' Bedone1u this and all things : 1 obey. 
| O my Lord Abwrgary: Fare you well. 
| Bran. Nay, he muſt bare you company. The King 
Is pleas'd you ſhall to th' Tower, till you know, 
How he detcrmines turther. 
Abur. As the Duke faid, 
| The will of heavende done, a1d the Kings pleaſure 
| By meovey'd. 
| Bran. Here is a warrant from 
The Kings CVattzch Lord Afonnrzcwure, and the bodies 
Of the Dukes Confteflor, [ohn de la (ax, 
One Gulbert Pecks,his Counccllour. 
Buck. So, to; 
Thele are the limbes o'th'Plot . no more I hope. 
Bra. A Monke o'ch'(hartrexx. 
Buck, O Michael! Hopkins, 
Bra, Hes 
Bucks My Surveyor is falfe ; The ore-great Cardinal 
Hath (hew'd him gold; my lite is ſpandalready : 
I am the ſhacow of poore Puckwghang, 
Whoſe Figure even this inflant Clowd purs on, 
By Darkming my cleere Sunne. My Lords farewell. Exe. 


—— 
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Cornets, Fnter K ing Heary, learng on the Cardinals ſboul- 
der: the Neb/es, ana Sir Thimas Lovell: the Cardinal 
laces hins[elfe under the K ings feete on 
4 hu right ſide, "ef 
King. My life iticlte, and the veſt heart of it, 
Thankes you for t!:is great care : I ſtood i'thilevell 
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thankes 
To youthar choak'd it. Let be cald before us 
That Gentleman of Buckingham, in perſon, 
| Ile heare him his confefſtions juſtific, 
And point by. point che Treatons his Maiſter, 
He ſhall againe relate. 
| A nojſewurhcrying rcome for the Qneene, vcr dby the 
Duke of N mfoles. Emter the Lune, N orfolke and 
Swffolke : he kneel, King riſeth from hu State, 
taker ber vp, ſs « and placeth her 
; 


2 wee. Nay, we muſt longer kneele ; I am a Suitor. 
King. Ariſe, and take place by us; halfe your Suit 
Never name tous ; you have halfe our power : 


—— 
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The other moity cre you aske is given, 
Repeat your will, and take it. 
Dave. Thanke your Majclty 
That you would love your ſclte, and in that love 
Nor unconfidered leave your honor, nor 
The dignity of your Othce ; is the point 
Of my Petition. 
Kung. Lady mine proceed. 
Dnee. I am lolicited not by a tew, 
And thoſe of true condition ; 1 hat your Subjets 
Arc in great grievance ; There bave beene Commiſſions 
Sent downe among *ecm, which hath flaw'd the hearc 
Of all their Loyalties ; wherein, although 
My good Lord Cardina!l, they vent reproches 
Molt bitterly on you, as putter on 
Of theſe exactions : yerthe King, our Maſter (not 
Whole Honor heaven ſhield from ſoile ; even heeſcapes 
Language unmannerly ; yca, ſuch which breakes 
The tides of loyalty, and almoſt appcarcs 
In lowd Rebcllion, 
N of. Not almoſt appeares, 
It doth appeare; for ,upontheic Taxations, 
The Clothiers all nor alc zo maintaine 
The many tothem longing, have put off 
The $paalters, Carders, kuilers, Weavers, who 
Vnkt for other life, compeid by hunger 
Andlacke of other mcancs, in delpcrate manner 


| 


| 
| 
| 


——  ———_— 


Daring th'event toth'tecth, are all in uprore, 
And danger ſerves among them, 
King. Taxation ? 
Wherein ? and w hat Taxation ? My Lord Cardinall, 
You that arc blam'd tor it alike with us, 


| Know yon of this Taxation ? 


{'&d. Plcale you Sir, 
I know but of a ſingle part in ought 
Pertaincsto th State : and front but in that file 
Whereothets t: Il ſteps with mc. 

ue. No,my Lord? 
You know no more then others 2 But you trame 
Things that a; knowne alike, which are not wholſome 
To thoſe which w2-uid not know them, and yet mult 
Perforty be their acyuamance. Theſe exactions 
( Whercot my Sv. craigre would have note) they arc 
Moſt petlulent roth' hearing, and tobeare 'em, 
The Backe 15 Sacrihce toth load ; They fay 
They are devis'd by you, or clic you ſuffer 
Too hard an cxclatzation. 

King. Stilt Exation : 
The nature of it, in what kind l:t's know, 
Is tis Exacttion ? 

ue. Tam much too veatarous 
Intempting ot your paticnce, but am boldned 
Vader your premis'd pardon. The {ubjeRs gricte 
Comes througn Commiltions, which compels trom cach 
The ſixt part of his Subſtance, to belevied 
Without delav ;and tlic preicnce for this 
Isnam'd,your warres 1:1 France:this makcs bold mouths 
Tongues ſpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegeance 1nthem z their curſes now 
Live wherethcirprayers did : and it's come topaſſe, 


This traRtaole obedience is a Slave 
Toecach incenſed Will : I would your Highneſſe 
Would give itquicke confideration ; for 
There is no priiner baſcnfle. 
Kg. By my life, 
This 15 2gain(t our pleaſure. 


Card. And for me, - 
| I haveno further gone in this,then b 
5 y 
; Alingle voyce, and that not paſt mc, but 
By learned approbation of the judges : if Iam 
Traduc'd by ignorant Toogues, w hich neither know 
| My faculties nor perſon, yet willbe 
| The Chronicles of my doing : Let me lay, 
| 'Tis but ihe ftatg of Place, and the rough Brake 
| That Vertuc muſt goe through : we muſt not ſtint 
| Our neceſlary ations, in the teare 
| To cope malicious Cenfurers, whichever, 
| As rau'nous Fiſhes doe a Veſlcll follow 
| That jsnew trim'd ; but benefit no further 
| Then vainly longing. What we oft doe beſt, 
| By licke interpreters ( or.ce weak e ones) 15 
| Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worſt, as oft 
Hittivga groſler quality, iscr:de up 
For our beſt AR: it we ſhall Rand (ill, 
Infeare our motion will be mock'd, or carp'd at, 
; We ſhould take roote here, where we tir ; 
; Or tir State Statues oncly. 
| Kwg. Things done well, 
And witha care, exempt the mſclves fi om feare : 
| Things done without cxampie, in their iſſue 
Are tobe fcar'd. Have you a Preſident 
| Of this Commiſlion ? I be lc eve, not aby. 
We muſt not rend our Subjects trom our Lawes, 
And ſticke them in our Will. Sixt part of each? 
A trembling Contribution ; why werake 
From every Tree, lop, barke, and part o'th'Timber: 
And though weleave it with arcote thus hack, 
The Ayre will drinke the Sap, To every County 
W nere this is queſtion'd, fend our Letters, with 
Free pardon to cach man that has deny'de 
| The force of this Commilltion : pray looke too't; 
| I put at ro your care. 
| (#4. A word with you. 
| Lerth@ebe Letters writ to every Shire, 
| Ot the Kirgs grace and pardon : the greeved Commons 
| Harcly concerve of me, Let ir be nois'd, 
| Thatthrough our Incerceflion, this Kovokernent 
And pardon comes ; I ſhall anon adviſe you 
| Further intheprocecding, 


E xt Serra, 


Exter Swrveyor, 

Lee, Tam ſorry, thatthe Duke of Buckingham 
Is runin your difpicature. 

K mg. It grieves many : 
The Gentleman is Learn'd, and a moſt rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound , his traynivg {uch, 
That he may turniſh and inſtru great Teachers, | 
And never {ccke tor aye our of himſelfe : yet ice, 
When theſe ſo Noblebenetits ſhall prove 
Not well diſpos'd, the mind growing once corrupt, 
They turne to vicious formes, ten times more vgly 
| Then ever they were faire. This man ſo complcat, 
Who was cnrold *mon2ft wonders 3and when we 
Almoſt with raviſh'd liltning, could not find 
His houre of ſpecch,a minute ; He, (my Lady) | 
Hath into monſtrous habits put the Graces | 
That once were his, and is become as blacke, | 
AS if belmear'd i hell. Sit by Vs, you ſhall hear® | 
(This was his Gentleman in cruſt) of him | 


Things to ſtrike Honour fad. Bid him recount | 
The fote-recited practiſes, whereof | 
We cannot feele roolitile, hearc roo much. | 


Cad 


—_ ——— 


_ 
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Card. Stand forth & with bold ſpirit relate what you 
Moſt like a caretul SubjeR have colleRed 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 
Kin, Speake treely., 
Sw. Firſt, it was uſuall with him ; every day 
It would infeR his Speech : Tharit the King 
Should withour iflue dye ; hee'l carry it fo 
To make the Scepter his. Theſe very words 
I've heard him utter to his Sonne in Law, 
Lord eAburgany,to whom by och he menac'd 
Revenge upon the Cardinal, 
{4, Plcale your Highneſſe,note 
This dangerous conception in this point, 
Not friended by his wiſh to your High perſon ; 
His willis moſt malignant, and it ſtretches 
Beyond you to your friends. 
Unueen, My karned Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with Charity. 
Kin. Speake on ; 
How grounded he his Title to the Crowne _ 
Vpon our faile ; to this poynt haſt thou heard him, 
At any time ſpeake ought? 
Sur. He was brought tothis, 
By a vaine Prophetic of Nicholas Henton, 
Kin, W hat wasthat Henton ? 
Sur. Sir, a Chartrenx Fryer, 
His Conteſſor, who ted him every minute 
With words of Soveraiguty. 
Km. How know'lt thou this? 
$»r. Not long before your Highneſſe ſped to France, 
The Duke being atthe Role, within the Parith 
Saint Lawrence Pon/tney ,did of me demand 
What was the ſpeechamong the Londoners, 
Concerning the French Tourney. I replide, 
Men feare the French would prove perfidious 


% 
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Tothe Kings danger : preſently, the Duke 
Said, 'twas the feare indeed, and that he doubted 
Twould prove the verity of certaine words 
= by a holy Monke, that oft, ſayes he, 

ath ſeut ro me, wiſhing me to permit 
lobn de la Car, my Chaplaine,a choyce howre 
To heare from him a mattcr of ſome moment : 
Whom atter under the Commiſſions Seale, 
He tollemnly had ſworne, that whar he ſpoke 
My Chaplainerono Creature living, but 
Tome, ſhould utter, with demare Contidence, 
This paufingly enſu'de ; neither the King nor's Heyres 
(Tcll you the Duke) (hall proſper, bid him ſtrive 
Tothe love o'th' Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall governe England. 

Lueen. If I know you well, 
You were the Dukes Surveyor, and loſt your Orhce 
On the complaint o'th' Tenants; take good heed 
You charge not in your ſpleenc a Noble perſon, 
And ipoyle your Noble Soule ; 1 fay, take heed; 
Yes, heartily beſzech you. 

Km, Let himon . Goe forward. 

Ss, On my Soule, lie ſpeake bat truth. 
Itold my Lordthe Duke, by th' Divels illuſions 
The Monke might be deceiv'd, and that 'twas dangerous 
Forthis to ruminate on this ſo farre, untill 
It torg'd him ſome deſigne, which being beleev'd 
It was much like rodoe : He anſwer'd, Tuſh, 
itcan doe me no damage; adding further, 
That had the King in his laſt Sickneſſefaild, 
The Cardinals and Sir 7bomas Lovels heads 


———— 


ms 


Should have gone off. 
Kim. Ha? What, ſo rancke? Ah, ha, 
There's miſchiefe in this man ; can(t thou fay further ? 
Sw, Ican my Licdge. 
Km. Procecd. 
Sr, Being at Greenwich, 
After your Hiybneſſe had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir William B lumer. (vant, 
K umn. 1 remember of fucha time, being my ſworn ſer- 
The Duke retein'd bim his. But on : whar hence ? 
S#r, It (quoth he) i for this had beene committed, 
Asto the Tower, [thought ; | would have plaid 
The Part my Father mcant to att upon 
TH Vſurper Richard, who being at Salubury, 
Made ſuit to come in's preſence; which it granted, 
(As he made ſemblance of his duty ) would 
Have put his knite into him. 
Km, A Gyant Traytor, 
Card.Now Madam,may his Highneſſc live in treedome, 
And this man our of Priton, - 
Leen. God mend all. (fay'(t? 
Kin. Ther's ſomthing more would our of thee; what 
Sur, Aftcr the Duke his Father, with the knite 
He ftretch'd him, and with one hayd on his dagger, 
Another ſpread on's breaſt, mounting his eyes, 
He did diſcharge a horrible Oath, whoſe tenor 
Was, were he cviil us'd, he would ourtgoe 
His Father, by as much as a pertormance 
Do'san irrefolute purpoſe. 
Kin. There's his period, 
To ſheath his knife inus : he is actach'd, 
Call him co preſenttryall : it be may 
Finde mercy inthe Law, 'tis his ; it none, | 
Let him nor ſeek't of us: By day and night 


Hee's Traytor toth” height. Exennt. 


——————— 


—_— —— —— CR —— — —— 


Enter L. Chamberlaine and L.Sandzs. 

L.Ch. Is poſſible the ſpels of France thould juggle 

Men into ſuch (trange Myſteries? 
L.San. New cuttomes, 

Though they be never toridiculous, 
(Nay let *em be uumanly) yet are follow'd. 

L.Ch. As tarceas 1 ice, all the good our Engliſh, 
Have got by the late Voyage, is bur _— 
A fit or two o'th' face, (butthey are ſhrewd ones) 
For when they hold 'car, you would ſivcare directly 
Their very noſcs had been Councellours 
To Pepin or Clatharius, they keepe State (0. 

L.San. They have all new legs, 

And lame ones; one would takent, 
Thar never {ce 'em pace before, the Spaven 
A Spring-halt reign'd among 'em- 

L.(. Dcach my Lord, 
Their cloathes are after ſucha Pagan cut too't, 
That ſureth'have worne outChriſtendome : how now ? 
W hat newes, Sir Thomas Lovell? 


Enter Sw Thomas Loved, 
Lovell. Faith my Lord, 
I heare of none but the new Proclamation, 
That'sclapt upon the Court Gate, 
: X L. (han. 


——___ — —— —— 
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L.Cham. W hat 1s't for ? 
Low, The reformation of our travel'd Gallants, 
That fill the Court with quarrels, talke, and Taylors, 
L.('ham. I'm glad "tis there ; 
Now I would pray our Monticurs z 
Tothinke an Engliſh Courticr may be wite, 
And never ſee the Lonwre. 
Low. They muſt eyther : 
(For 1o run the Conditions ) leave thote remnants 
Of Foole and Fcather,that they got in France, 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto z as Fights and Firc-workes, 
Abuſing better men then they can be 
Our of a forreigne wifedome, renounccing cleane 
The faith they have in Tennisand tall Stockings, 
Short bliſtred Breeches and thoſe types of Travcll; 
And underſtand againe like honeſt men, . 
Or pack to their old Playfecllowes; there I rakeit, 
They may {wm Privitegio , weare away 
The Lag cud of their lewdncfle, and be laugh'd at. | 
L.San. *Tis time togive him Phyſicke, their diſcaſes 
Are growne ſo catching. 
L.{bam. What a lofle our Ladies 
Will have of thetic trim vanities ? 
Lovell, I marry, 
There will be woe indeed Lords, the ye whorſons 
Have got a ſpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladics. 
A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha's T0 Fcliow. 
£,. San, The Divell tddlc *cm. 
I am glad they are going, 
For (ure there's noconverting of 'ea : now 
An honeſt Country Lord as 1 am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plaine ſong, 
And havc an hourc of hcaring, and by'r Lady 
Held currant Mulicke too. 
L.Cham, Well taid Lord Sava, 
Your Celts tooth is not calt yer ? 
L.San, Nomy Lord, 
Nor ſhalt not while I have aſtumpe. 
L. Cham, Sir Thomas, 
W hither were you a going ® 
Los. To the Cardinals; 
Your Lord(hip1s a guelt too, 
L.Cham. O, *as truc; 
This night he azakes a Supper and a great one, 
To many Lords and Ladies ; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdome lic aflure you. 
Low . That Churchman 
Bc ares a bounteous minde indeed, 
A hand as fraitfull a&the Land that feeds us, 
His dewes tail every where, 
L.{ham, Nodoubt hce's Noble ; 
He had a blacke muuth that 1aid other of him. 
L.Sar. He may my Lord, 
Ha's wherewithall in him ; 
Sparing would ſhew a worſe ſinne, then ill Doctrine. 
Men of his way , ſhould be moſt liberall, 


| They arc et hcere for examples. 


L.Cham. True they are 1o ; 
But few now givelo great oncs : 
My Barge ſtayes ; 
Your Lordſhip ſhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We ſhall be lateclie, which 1 would not be, 


| For I was {poke to, with Sir Henry Guilford 


This night to be Comptrollers. 


L.$4x. I am your Loidihups. Exennt. 


| 
| 
| — 


Scana Quarta. 
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Hoboies. A ſmall T able under 4 State for the C «r dinal] 4 
longer T able for the Gueits, Then Emer Anne Bulen, 
and drvers other Ladies, & Gentlemen,as Gueſts 
at one Doore ; at another DD oore enter 


Sir Henry Gmilſord. 


S. Hen.Gmilf. Ladyes, 
A generall welcome from his Grace 
Salutes yeail ; This Night he dedicates 
To faire content, and you : None heere he hopes 
In all this Noble Bevy, has brought with her 
One Care abroad : he would have all as merry : 
As tirfit, good Company, good wine,good welcome, 
Can make good people. 


Enter L. (hamberlaine L.Sands,and Lovell, 
O my Lord, y'are tardy ; 
The very thought of this faire Company, 
Claprt wings to mc. 
Cham, \ 0u are young Sir Harry Guilford. 
San, Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinall 


| But halte my Lay-thoughts in him, ſome of theſe 
| Should ftinde a running Banket, ere they reſted, 
| I thinke wou!d betcer pleaſc*em : by my lite, 
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They arc a tweet ſocicty of faire ones. 
Lav. O that yonr Lordſhip were but now Conteſlor, 

Toone ortwo of theſe, : 

San, I would I were, 
They ſhould find ealie penance, 

Lov, Faith how cahic ? 

San. As caiie asa downe Bed would aftord it. 

Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleaſe you ſit ; Sir Her 
Place you that fide, Ie rakethe charge ot thus : 
His Grace is entring, Nay, you muſt zot freeze, 
Iwo women plac rogether, makes cold weather : 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keepe 'tm waking: 
Pray fit betweene theſe Ladies. 

San. By my taith, 
Andthankc your Lordſhip: by your Leave ſweet Ladies 
ItI chance toralke a little wilde, forgive me : 
I had 1t from my Father. 

An.Bul. Was he mad Sir? 

Sa. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too ; 
But he would bue none, juſt as I doenow, 
He would Kiſle you Twenty with a breath. 

(ham. \Wcll ſaid my Lord : 
Sonow y are fatrely ſeated : Gentlemen, 
The pennancelyes on you ;if theſe faire Ladies 
Patt: away frowning. 

Ca Formy little Cure, 
Let 15 alone, 


Enter Cardinall Wolſey aud takes bug Stat? 
-Icome my faire Gueſts;that noblc Lady 
O ar: that isnot freely merry 
Is r-- 51) Hiena, This ro confirme my welcome, 
And oO VOu Ui &\ 10d Ic aith. 
Sen. Your Grace is Nuble, 
Ler me have tuch a Bow!c may hold wy tharkes, 
And {ave me fo muchralkiug, 
Card. My Lord Savds, 
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| am bebolding to you : cheere your neighbour : 
Ladics you are not merry 3 Gentlemen, 
Whoſe faulr is this? : 

Sar, The red wine firſt maſt rife 
In their faire cheekes wy Lord, then we ſhall have 'em, 
Talke us toblence. 

eAn. Bn. You arca merry Gamſter 
My Lord Sands. 

San. Yes, it I make my play : 

Heer's to your Ladiſhip, and pledge it Madam : 
For *tis to ſuch a thing, 

eAn.B. You cannot ſhew me- 

Drum and Trumpet , Chambers diſchargd. 
$4», Itold your Grace, they would talke anon» 
Card. Whar's that ? 

. Looke out there, ſome of ye. 

{«&d, What warlike voyce. 

And to what «nd is this? Nay, Ladies, tcare not ; 
By all the lawes of Warre y'are priviledg'd. 


Emer 4 Servant, 
Cham. How now, what 1s't ? 

Serv. Anoble troupe of Strangers, 
For to they ſeeme ; th' have left their Barge and landed, 
And hicher make, as great Embaſladors 
From forraigne Princes. 

{ard. Good Lord Chamberlaine, 
Go,give '«m welcome;youcan [peake the Frenchtongue 
And pray receive 'cm Nobly, and conduct 'em 
Into our preſence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall Chir. at full uponthem, Some attend him. 

All riſe, and T ables remov d. | 

You have now a broxcn Banket, but wee'l mend it. 
A gocd diſgeſtion to you all; and once mo1C 


9 —— 
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| howre a welcome on ye: welcume all, 


Hobojes. Enter King and cthers as Makers , habited like 
Shepheards , mſher'd by the Lord C hambverlaine. They 
paſſe dwettly before the Cardinal , and gr ac:fully ſalute 
hum 


A noble Company : whatarethcir plcalures? 
Cham. Becaulc they tpeak no Engitth,thus they praid 
Toteil your Grace : That having bear] by tame 
Of this ſo Noble and fo faire alicmbly, 
This night to meet heere,they could doe no lefle, 
(Our of the great reſpe they beare to beauty ) 
But leave their Flockes, and under your faire conduct 
Crave leavetoview theie Ladies, and entreat 
An houre of Revels with 'em.- 
Card. Sav, Lord Chamber /aine, 
They have done my poore houſe gracs : 
For which 1 pay *emathoutfand chaukes, 
And pray 'em take their pleaſures. 
. C hooſe Ladues, King and «Arne 'L Hilew. 
Amg. The faireſt hand I ever touch'd ; O Beauty, 
Til now I never knew thee. 
CAMmnficke, Dance. 
Card. My Lord. P% 
(ham, Your Grace. 
Ce. Pray tell 'cm thus much from te : 
There ſhould be one am 'em by his perſon 
More worthy this place then my ſelfe, to whom # 
(It I but knew him) with my love and duty | 
L would ſurrender it. Wha/per. 
Cham, I will my Lord. | 
Card. What fay they ? 


DR —— 


Char. Sucha one, they all confeſle 
There is indeed, which chey would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will rake it. 
Card. Let me (ec then, 
By all your good leaves Gentlemen ; heere Ile make 
My royall choyce. 
Kin. Ye bave found him Cardinall, 
You hold afaire Aillembly , you doe well Lord. 
You are a Churchman, or lletell you Cardirall, 
I thouid judge now unhappily. 
(ard. law giad 
Your Grace is growne ſo pleafant. 
Kin. My Lord Chamberlaine, 
prethee come hither, what faire Ladie's that? 
Cham. An'tplealc your Grace , 
Sir Thomas Bullens Daughter, the iſcount Rochford, 
One of her Highaeſſe women. 
| Kin. By Heaven (be is adainty one, Sweet heart, 
I were unmanerly totake youu out, 
And not to kifle you. A health Gentlemen, 
Let it goe round. 
Card. Sir Thomas Lovel,is the Bankct ready 
eh” Privy Chamber? 
Lov. Yes, my Lord. 
(#d. Your Grace 
I feare, withdancing is a little heated. 
Kim, I teare too much. 
Card. There's tceſherayre my Lord, 
In the next Chamber. 
Kim, Leadin your Ladies ey'ry one : Sweet Partner, 
I mult not yet torſake you : Let's be merry, 
Good my Lord Cardinall: I bave haite a dozen healths, 
| Todrinke to theſe faire Ladies, and a meaſure 
Tolead 'em once againe, and then let's dreame 
Who's belt in tavour . Let the Muſicke knock it. 
| E xeuns with Trumpets, 


Pr CEE 
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Ailus Secundus. Scena Prima, 


Enter two Gentlemen at ſeverall Doores, 
1+ Whither away to tait? 
2. Q, God (ave ye : 
Ev'nto the Hall, to hcare what ſhall becomes 
Of che great Duke of Buckingham. 

1. llc ſave you 
That labour Sir. All's now done but the Ceremony 
Ot bringing vacke the Priloner. 

2. Were youthere ? 
JE. es indeed was I. ; 

2+, Pray ſpeake what ha's happend. 
1+ You may gueſle quickly what, 

2. Is be found guilty? 

1. Yes truely is he, 

And condemn'd upon't, 

2. I amforry fort. 

1. Soare a number more- 

2. But pray how paſt it ? 

1, lletcil you ina lictle. The great Duke 
Cameto the Bar ; wherezto his accuſations 
He pleaded flill nor gol, ans allcadged 
Many ſharpe reaſons to the Law. 

The Kings Atturney on the contrary; 
Vrg'don the Examinations, prootes, conteflions 
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Of divers witneſſes, which the Duke deſir'd 
To bim brought viva voce to his face ; 
At which appear'd againſt him, his Surveyor, 
Sir Gilbert Pecke his Chancellour, and ſobw (ar, 
Confellor to him, with that Divell Monke, 
Hopkins, that maJethis milſchicfc. 

2. That was he 
That fed him with his prophecies. 

I. The ſame, ' 
All theſe accus'd him ſtrongly which he faine 


| Would have flung from him ; but indeed he could not; 


Ando his Peeres upon this evidence, 
Have found him guilty ofhigh Treaſon. Much 
He ſpoke, and learnedly tor life : Bur all 
Waseither pittied in him, or forgotten, 
2. After allthis, how did he beare himſelte ? 
I, When hewas brought agen to th* Bar, to keare 
HisKnell rung out, his Iadgemenr, he was ſtir'd 
With ſuch an Agony, he ſweat extreamly, 
And ſomcthing ipoke in choller, ill, and haſty : 
Bur he fell to himfelfcagaine, and {weetly, 
In all the reſt ſhew'd a molt Noble patience. 
2. I doc not thinke he teares death. 
I. Sure he does not, 
He never was ſo womaniſh, the cauſe 
He may a little grieve at. 
2. Certainly, 
The Cardinall is the end of this. 
I, Tis likely, 
By all conjeQures : Firſt Ki/dares Attendure ; 
Then Deputy of Ireland, who remov'd, 
Earle Swyey was ſent thither,, and in bait too, 
Leaſt he ſhould helpe his Father. 
2. That trickeof State 
Was a deepe envious one. 
I. Athisreturne, 
No doubt he will requite it; this isnoted 
( And generally) who ever the King favours, 
The Cardinail inſtantly wii! hade 1umployment, 
And tarre enough from Court too. 
2. Alithe Commons 
Hatc himperniciouſly, and o'my Conſcience 
Wiſh him ren faddom deepe; This Duke as much 


{ They love and doare ou: call him Lounteous Backinghen, 


The d{trcor of all courte fic. 


Enter Buckingham from bi1 4rraigument. Tipitaves before 
bin»gthe eAxc with the edge towards him, Halberds on each 
fide, accompanied with $1» Thomas Lovell ; Sir Nicholas 
Vaux, Walter Sa:ds,and common people, ©. 


7. Stay there Sir, 
And ſee the noble ruin'd man you ſpeake of, 

- - o cs vous and bchold him. 

wck. A lc, 

You that has L—— to pitty me z 
Heare what I ſay, and then goc home and loſe me. 
I have this day receiu'd a Traitors judgement, 
Andby that name muſt dye ; yer Hcaven beare witneſſe, 
And it I have a Conſcience, let it ſinke me, 
Even asthe Axe falls, if { be not faithfull. 
The Law I beare no mallice for my death, 
T 'has dor= upon the preanics, but jultice : 
But thote that {ought it, I could wiſh more Chriſtians : 
(Be what chey w1i.!) 1 heartily forgive em; 
Yet ict *m iooke they gioric not ia miſchicfe ; 


—. 
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Nor build their evils on the graves of great men; 
For then, my guiitlefſe blood muſt cry againſt 'cm, 
For further lite in this world I ne're F 
Nor will I ſue, although the King have mercies 
More then I dare make faults. 
Youtew that lov'd me, 
And dare be bold to weepe fo Bucks , % 
His Noble Friends and Fellowes ; whom to leave 
Is onely birter to him, osly dying : 
Goe with me like good Angels to my end, 
And as the long divorce of Steele fals on me, 
Make of your Prayers one ſweet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soule to Heaven. 
Leade on aGods name. 
Lovell. I doe beſeech your Grace, for charity 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againſt me, now to forgive me frankly, 
Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, 1 as tree torgive you 
AsI would be forgyvien : 1 forgive all. 
There cannot be thoſe numberleflc ottences 
Gainit me, that 1 cannot take peace with: 
No blacke envy ſhall make my Grave. 
Commend me to his Grace : 
And if he ſpeake of Buckingham ; pray tell him, 
You met him talfe in caven : my vowes and prayers 
Yet are the Kings; and till my Soule tortake, 
Shall cry for bleſſings on him. May he live 
Longer then 1 haverime to tcll his ycares ; 
Ever belov'd and loving, may his Rule be ; 
And when old Time ſhal lcade him to his end, 
Goodnefle and he, fill up one Monument, 
Lev. To th' water ſide I muſt conduc your Grace , 
Then give my Chargeup to Sir N «bole Vanx, 
Who undcraakes you to your cad. 
Faxx. Prepare there, 
The Duke 15 comming : See the Barge be ready, 
Arid fie it with tuch turniture as fuitcs 
The Greatnefle of thus perſon. 
Puck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 
Let it alone ; my ſtate now will but mocke me. 
W hen 1 came hither, I was Lord High Conitable, 
And Duke of Buckingham : now, poore Edward Bohwys, 
Yct I am richer then my bate Accuſers, 
That never knew what Truth meant : i now ſeale it; | 
And with that bloud wil make 'cm one day groanc tor G& 
My noble Father Henry of Buckingham. 
Who firſt rais'd head again(t V ſurping Riched, 
Flying for ſuccour to tus Servant Banter, 
Being diſtreſt ; was by that wictch betraid, 
And without Tryall, fell; Gods peace be with him. 
Henry the Seaventh ſuccecding ,truly pitty ing 
My Fathers loſſe ; like a moſt Royall Prince 
Reſtor'd me romy Honours : and out of ruincs 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Sonne, 
Henry the Eight, Lite, Honour, Nameand all 
That made m< happy ; at one ſtroke ha's taken 
For ever from the World. I had my Tryall, 
And mult needs ſay a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier then my wre:ched Father : 
Y.:tthus farre we are one in Fortunes , both 
Fel.! by our Servants, by thoſe Men we lov'd molt : 
A molt unnaturall and faithlefſe Service. 
Heaven ha's an endinall: yet, you 
This from a dying man receive ascertaine:? 
Where you are liberall of your loves and C 
Be lure yu be not looſe ; for thoſe you make fri af 
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And give your hearts to; when they once perceive 
The lcaſt rubin your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found agune 
But wherethey meane to ſinke ye : all good people 
Pray for me, 1 muſt now forſake ye; the laſt houre 
Of wy long weary life 1s come me : 
Farewell; and when you would tay ſomething that 1s (2d, 
Speake bow I fell. 
| have done;and God forgive me. 
Exeunt Duhg and T rae. 

t» O, this 1s full of pitty ;Sir, it cals 
| feare, too many curſes on their heads 
That were the Authors. 

2. If the Duke be guiltleſle, 
'Tis full of woe : yer 1 can give you inckling 
Ofan cnſaing evill, it it fall, 
wp ae 'v this. wo 

i. G els keepe it us ? 
What —— ? has, not doubt my faith Sir ? 

2. This Secret 1s ſo weighty, 'twill require 
A ſtrong faith to conceale 1ts 

i, Letimc haveir; 
[ doe not talke much. 

2. Iamconhdent; 
You ſhall Sir ; Did you not of late dayes heare 
A buzzing of a Separation 
Betweene the King and K atberine ? 

[. Yes, butir held nor; 

For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He ſent command to the Lord Mayor itraight 
To ſtop the rumor;aad allay thoſe rongues 
Thatdurlt diſperſcit. 
| 2. Butthat ſlander Sir, 
Is found a truth now : for it growesagen 
Freſher then e&'re1t was; and held for certaine 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardirall, 


Or ſome about him necre, have out of malice 
Tothe good Queene, poſleſt him with a ſcruple 
\ That wyl undoe her : To confirme this too, 
; Cardinall Campeias is arriv'd,and lately, 
Asall thinke for this buſineſfle. 
I. Tis the Cardinall; 
| And meerely to revenge him on the Emperour, 
For not beſtowing on him at his asking, 
The Archbiſhopricke of Toteds, this is purpos'd. 
2. Ithinke 
You have hit the marke ; bur is't notcruell, 
That ſhe ſhould feele the ſmart ofthis : the Cardinall 
Will have his will , and ſhe mult fall. 
t. Tis wofull. 
Wee are to0 open heere to argue this : 


Let'sthinke in private more» Exennt. 


—_— — —  — Ne EEO 


Scaena Secuida. 


—— — O———— _ —  _— OO CG > OO —————— 


Emer Lord ("hamberlamne, reading this Letter. 


— — 


T Lord, the Hor(es your Lordibip ſent for , with al the 
care | had , I ſaw well choſen, ridden, and furniſh d. 
| They were young and handſome , and of the beſt breed in the 


oth, When they were ready to ſet out fr Londew , aman | The King ha's ſent me etherwhere : Beſides 
| of my Lord (ar dinalls, by Commuſſion, and maine power tovks | You'i finde a moſt unfietimeto diſturbe him : 
| 'em from me, with this reaſon : his maſter would be ſerv'd be- | Healthto your Lordſhips. x 
F "Tia x 3 Nor. 
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will haveall 1 thinke. 


Enter ts the Lord Chamberlaine the Dukes of Noyes 
 folke and Suffolke. 
Nerf. Well mer my Lord Chamberlawme. 
Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 
Suf. How is the King imploy'd? 
Cham. I |ctt him Private, 
Full of fad thoughts aud troubles. 
Norf. W hat's the cauſe? 
Cham, It (cemes the Marriage with his Brothers Wite 
Ha's crept too neere his Conlcience. 
Swuff. No, his Conſcience 
Ha's crept too neere another Ladic, 
Norf. Tislo; 
This is the Cardinalls doing : The King-Cardinall, 
That blinde Prieſt, like the eldeſt Sonne ot Fortune, 
Turnes what he lit. The King will know him one day. 
Suff. Pray God hedoe, 
Hce'inever know himſclte elſe, 
Norf. How holily he workes m all his butineſle, 
And with what zcale? For now he has cracktthe League 
Berween us & the Emperor(the Queens great Nephew) 
He dives into the Kings Soule, and there {catters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the Conſcience, 
Feares, and deſpaires,and ail thelc for his Marriage. 
And oat of all re reſtore the King, 
Hecounſels a Divorce,aloſle of her 
Thar like a Iewell, ha's bung ewenty yeares 
About his necke, yetnever loſt her luſtre; 
Ot her that loves Lim with that excclience, 
That Angels love good men with : Even of her, 
That when the greateſt (trake of Fortune falls 
Will blefſe the King : and is not this courle pious ? 
Cham. Heaven keep me trom ſuch counſel: tis molt true, 
1hcſenewes are every wheregevery tongue {peakes 'em, 
And every truc heart weepes tor't. All that dare 
Looke into theſe affaires, ſee this maine end, 
The French Kings Siſter. Heaven will one day open 
The Kings eyes, that to long'have ſlept upon 
This bold bad man. 
Sf. And free us from his ſlavery, 
Norf. We had need pray, 
And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this imperious man will worke 1s all 
From Princes into Pages : all mens honoars 
Liclike one lumpe tctore him,to be fail.uun'd - 
Into what pitch he pleaſe. 
S»fF. For me, my Lords, 
| love himnot, nor fearc him, there's my Creede ; 
As | am made without him; to lle (tand, 
If the King pleaſe : his Cutſes and his bleiſings 
Touch me alike: th' are breath I not beleceve 1n. 
I knew him, an I know him : fo | leave him 
To him that made him proud ; the Pope. 
Norf. Let's in; 
And with {ome other buſineſle, put the King 
From theſe {ad thoughts, that work too much upon him; 
My Lord, youle beare us company ? 
Excuſe me, 


' 
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N prfolke. Thankes my Good Lord Chamberlaine. 


Exut Lord Chamberlains, and the Kmg drawes the Curtame | 


and ſit; reading penſroety. | 
Suf. How (ad he lookes ; turcheis much affliated. 
Km. Who's there ? Ha? 
Norff. Pray God he be not angry. ({clves 
Kim, Who's there I fay * How dare you thruſt your 
Into my private Meditations ? 
Whoam1? Ha? 
N orff. A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne're meant 5; Our breach of Duty this way, 
Is buſincfle of Eſtate ; in which , wce come 
To know your Royall picature. 
Kin, Yearc too bold ; 
Go to; Ie make yeknow your times of buſineſle : 
Is thisan howre tor temporall affaires ? Ha? 

Enter Wolſcy and Campers with a (ommiſſion. 
Who's there 2 :ny go0d Lord Cardinall> O my Wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded Conſcience; 

Thou art a cure fit for the King ; your welcome 
Moſt learned Reverend Sir, into our Kingdome, 
Vic us, and it : my good Lord, have great care, 
I be not found a Talker, 
Wel. Sir, you cannot ; 
I would your Grace would give us butan houre 
Of private conterence. 
K in, We are buhe ; goc. 
N 9. This Prieclt ha's no pride in him? 
Saff. Not to ſpeake of : 
I would not be ſo ficke though for his place ; 
Butthis cannot continue. 
Norf. It it doe, Ile venture one heave at him. 
$f. I another. 
Exeunt I orfolke, and Suffolke. 
wel. Your Grace ha's givena P refident of witedome 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your ſcruple to the voyce ot Chriſtendome: 
Who can be angry now ? What Envy reach you? 
The Spaniard tide by blood and favour ro her, 
Muſt now confcſſe, if they have any goodneſle, 
The Tryail, jult and Noble. All the Clearkes, 
(I meanc the learned ones in Chriltian Kingdomes ) 
Have thcir free voyces. Rome (the Nurſe of Indgement, 
Invited by your Noble {citc hath fcnt 
One gencrall Tongue nntous. This good man, 
This jull and learned Pric it, Cardinall Campers 
Whom once more, I prefent uato your Highneſſe. 


i 
| 
[ 
| 
' 


Enter Gardmer, 
wal. Give me your hand : much joy & favour to you, 
You are the Kings now. 
Gard, But to be commanded 


| Forever by your Grace, whoſe hand ha's rais'd me, 


_— —  —_—_ 
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Km. And once more in mime armesl bid him welcome, | 


And thanke the holy Coaclave for their loves, 

They have teve mc {cha Man,! would have wiſh'd for. 
(aw. Your Grace mult 1:co5 deſerve all ſtrangers loves 
You are {o Noble : To your Highneſſe band 

[ tender my Commiſſion ; by whoſe vertue, 

The Court of Rome commanding: Youmy Lord 

Cardinall of 7arke , arc jovn'd with me their Servant, 

In the uoparciall judging ot this Buſineſle. (ted 


Kin. Two cquall men : The Queene ſhall be acquain- | 


Forthwith tor what you come, Wheie's Gardiner 2 

Wot. 1 know your Majeſty, ha'salwayes loy'd her 
So deerc in heart, not rodeny her that 
A Woman of leſſe Place mightaske by Law ; 
Schollers allow'd trecly to argue for her. 

Kin. 1,andthedeſt ſhe ſhall have; and my favour 
To him that does beſt, God forbid elſe : Cardinall, 
Prethee cali Garazuer to me,my new Secretary, 

I find him a ht telloww, 


{ 


| 


| 


Km, Come luther Garamer. 
Walkes and whiſpers. 
(amp. My Lord of Torke, was not one Doftor Pace 
In this mansplace before him ? 
Wol. cs, he was» 
Camp. Was he not held a learned man? 
Wol. Yes (urely. 
Camp. Belceve me, there's anill opinion ſpread then 
Even of your {cite Lord Cardinall, 
We. How? ot me? 
Camp. They will not ſticke toſay, you envide him ; 
And tearing he would rite (he was1o vertuous) 
Kept him a forraigne man ſtill, which fo greev'd him; 
That he ran mad, and dide. 
Wol. Heav'ns peace be with him : 
That's Chriſtian care enough: for living Murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a Foole ; 
For he would needs be vertuous. That good Felloyy, 
it Icommand him followcs my appointment, 
I will have none ſoneere elſe. Learne this Brother, 
We live notto be grip'd by mcaner perſons. 
Km, Deliver this with modeſty toth' Queene. 
E xit Oar doner, 
The moſt convenient place, that I can thinke of 
For ſuch reccipt of Learning, is Blacke-Fryers: 
There ye ſhall meete about this wa buſineſle. 
My Wolſcy, ſee it furniſh'd, O my , 
Would it not grieve anable man to leave 


| So ſweer a Bedfellow ? But Conſcience, Conſcience; 


O 'tis atender place,and 1 multe leave her. —Exeunt 


—— —”——— —_— _—— I — __—— —— 


Scena T ertia. 


| —_ ——— 


Enter «Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 


en, Not for that neither;bere's the pang that pinches. 
His Highnefle, having liv'd ſolong with her, and ſhe 
So good a Lady, that no topgue could ever 
Pronounce diſhonour of her ; by my lite, 
She never knew harme-doing : Oh, now atter 
So many courſes ot the Sun enthroaned, 
Still growing in a Majeſty andpompe, the which 
To lcave, a thouſand fold more bitter, then 
'Tis ſweet at firſt "acquire, After this Procefle, 
Togive herthe avaunt, it isa pitty 
Would move a Monſter. 

Old La. Hearts of moſt hard temper 
Melt and lament for her, 

eAs. Oh Gods will, much better 
She nie're had knowne pompe ; though't be tempoxrall, 
Yet if that quarrell, Fortune, dodivorce 
lt from the bearer, 'tis a ſufferance, panging 
As ſoulc and bodies ſevering. 

Old Le. Alas poore Lady, 
Shee's ſtranger now againe. 

As. So much the more 
Muſt pitty drop upon her ; verily 


I ſweare, tis better to be lowly borne, and 
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| The fecret of your contcrence ? 


| Our Miltris Sorrowes we were pitty1Ng. 
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And range with humble livers in Content, 
Thento be perk'd up ina glittring gricte, 
And weare agolden ſorrow. 
Old L. Our content 
[s our beſt having. 
Anne. By av; troth, and Maidenhcad, 
[| would not be a Queene. 
01d L. Beſhrew me, I would, 
And venture Maidenhead for't, and ſo would you 
For all this{pice of your Hipocritie ; 
You that have fo faire parts of Woman on you, 
Have(too) a Womans heart, whichever yet 
AﬀcRed Emincnce, Wealth, Soveraignty ; ' 
Which, to ſay footh,are Bleilings ; and which guitts 
(Saving your mit.cing) the capacity | 
Ofyour ſoft Chircreil Conſcience, would recetve, 
If you might pleaſe to {tretch it. 
An, Nay, good troth, 
Old L.Yes troth,& troth: you would not bea Qneen? 
Az. No, not for all the riches under Heaven. | 
Old L.Tis ſtrange;athree pence bow'd now would ture 
Oidas I am, to Quecne it : but | pray you, (me, 
What thinke you of a Dutcheſſe ? Have you limbs 
To beare that load of Title ? 


<— 


Av. Nointruth. | 

O1d.L. Then you are weakly made, plucke offa little, | 
[ would notbe a young Count in your ways 
For more then bluſhing comes to:If your backe 
Cannot vouchlate this burthen, 'tis too weake 
Ever to geta Boy. 

An. How you doe talke ; 
[ {weare againe, I would not be a Queene, 
For all the world. 


- — 


Cd L. Ia faithfor little England 
You'l venture anemballing : 1 my ſelfe 
Would for ({arzarvanſore, althorgh therclong'd 
No mere toth' Crowne but that : Lo, who comes here? 


Enter Lord (hamberlaine. (know | 
L.(ham. Good morrow Ladics; what wer't worth to 


An. My good Lord, - 
Not your detnang; it valewes not your asking : 


. It wasa Fenticbulineiic and becomming 
The ation of good women, there is hope 
All will be well. 
en. Now I pray God, Amer. 

Cham. You beare a gentle minde,& heav'nly bleſſings 
Follow {uch Creatures. That you may, taire Lady 
Perceive | ſpeake tincerely, and high notes 
Tane of your many vertues; the Kings Majeſty 
Commends his good opinion of you, to you; and 
Doc's purpoſe honour to you n9 leſle Rowing, 

Then Marchioneſſe of Pembrocke; to which Title, 
A Thouſand pound a yeare, Annua'l ſupport, 
Outot his Grace, headdey, 

An, 1 doe not know 
What kinde of my obedience, I ſhould tender ; 
More then my All, isnothing : Nor my Prayers 
Are not words ducly hallowed; nor my Wiſhes 
More worth then erapty vanities: yet Prayers & Wiſhes 
Are all I can returne. *Beſeech your Lordſhip, 
Vouchſate to ſpeake my thankes, and my obedience, 
Astroma bluſhing Handmaid, to his Highneſle ; 
Whoſe health and Royalty I pray for. 


I ——— 
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Cham Lady; 
[ ſhall not faile t' approve the faire conceir 
The King hath of you. 1 have perus'd her well, 
Beauty and Honour in her are {o mingled, 
Thar they have caught the King : and who knowesyet 
But trom this Lady, may proceed 2 lemme, 
Tolighten all this le? Vieto the King, 
And fay I (poke with you. 
Exit Lord Chamberlaine. 
An. My honour'd Lord. 
OldL. Whythis it is: Sce, ſee, 
I have beene begging tixtcene yeares in Court 
( Am yet a Courtier beggerly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too carly, and too late 
For any ſuit of pounds : and you, (ol fate) 
A very freſh Fith heere ; tye,fye,tyc upon 
This compel'd fortune : have your mouth fild up, 
Before you open it. 

An. This 1s {trange to me. 

Old L. Row taits 1t? Is it bitter ? Forty pence, no : 
There wasa Lady once (tis an old Story ) 

That would not be a Queene, that would ſhe nor 
For all the mud in Egypt ; have you heard 1 ? 

An. Come you are plealant. 

OA L. With your Theame, I could 
O're-mountthe Larke : The Marchioneſſe of Pembrooke? 
A thouſand pounds a yeare, for pure reſpeRt ? 
No other obligation e by my Lite, 

Thar promites mo thoutands : Honours traine 
Is longer then his fore-skirt; by this time 

I know your backe will beare a Dutchefle, Say, 
Are you not ſtronger then you were ? 

en. Good i. 

Make your felfemirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me outon't. Would I had no being 
{i thus falure my blood ajot ; it faints me 
To thinke wlat followes. 
The Queene is comtortleſle , and we forgetfull 
In our long abſence : pray doe not deliver, 
W hat heere y' have heard to her. 
Old L, What doe you thinke me ——— Exexnt, 


Scana (Quarta, 


"— 


Trumpets, Sonnet, and Cornets. 

Emer two Vergers, with ſhort ſilver wands ; next thers two 
Screbes iu the babue of Dottors : after them, the Biſhop of 
Canterbury alone ; after bim, the Bi\bops of Lancotne, Ely, 
Rocheſter, and S. Aſaph: N ext them , with ſowe ſmall 
diitance, followes a Gentleman bearing the Purſe , with the 


Seale, and a Cardinals Hat : Then two Prieits, bea- |. 


ring each a Sulver Croſſe : Then 4 Gentleman Uſher bare- 
headed, accompansd with a Ser geant at + Armes bearing 4 
Silver Mace ; Then two Gentlemen bearing rwo 91 eat 
Silver Pillers : After them, ode by ide the two (\ vr demals, 
rwo Noble men,vuth the Sword and Mace. The King takes 
place under the Cloth of State, The two Cardmalls ſit 
wnder him 44 Judges. Lucene takes place ſome di- 
ſtance from the Kwg. The Biſhops place themſelves on 
each fide the Comrt in manner of a Confiitory : Below them 
the Scriber, The Lards fu next the Bilbopsr. Theveſt of the 
eAttendants ſtand in corvenient order about the Stage, - 


Ce. 


' 
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Car. \Whil'ſ: our Commiſſion from Rome isrcad, 
Let ſilence be commanded. 
King. What's the need ? 
It hath already publiquely bene read, 
And onall ſides th' Authority-allow'd, 
You may then ſpare that time. 
Car. Bee't ſo, proceed. | 
Seri. Say, Henry K. of England, come unto the Court- 
(Trier, Henry King of England, &C+ 
King, Heere. 
Seribe, Say, Katherine Queene of England, 
Come into _ Court. England, &c 
Cries. K athermme QQueenc Ot £0 , UC» 
The a9 v0 anſwer, riſes ont of her Chaire, 
oer about the Com t, comes tothe King and kneeles at 
bu Feete. Then tfeakes. | 
Sir, I deſire you dome right and [uſtice, 
And tobeſtow your pitty on me ; tor 
I ama moſtpoore W oman, and altranger, 
Borne out of your Domunians : having beere 
No ludge indifferent, nor no more alſurance 
Of equall Friendſhip and Proceeding. Alas Sit : 
In when have I offended you? What caule 
Hath my behaviour given to your diſpleaſure, 
That thus you ſhould proceed to put me off, | 
And take your good grace from me? Heaven witneſle, 
I have bene to you atrue and humble Wite, 
Atall times to your will conformadle : 
Everin feare tokindle your Diſlike, : 
Yea, ſubject to your Countenance : Glad, or forry, 
AsI faw it inclin'd? when was the houre 
I ever contradifted your Dehire ? : I 
Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your Friends 
Have I rot ſtroveto love, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy ? W hat Friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your Anger, did I 
Continue in my Liking 2 Nay, gave notice _ 
He was from thencediicharg'd ? Sir, cail to minde, 
That I have beene your Wite, inthis Obedience, 
Vpward of twenty veares,and have bene bleſt 
With many Children by vou. Ifin the courte 
And proccile of this time you can report, 
Andprove it too, again! mine Honour aught ; 
My bond to Wedlockc, or my love and Duty 
Againſt your Sacred Perſon ; in Gods name 
Turne mc away : and let towl'it Contempr 
Sit doore upon me, and ſo give me up 
To the ſharp» & kinde of luſtice. Pleaſe you, S:r, 
The King your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince molt Prudent ; and an excellent 
And urmatch'd Wit, and Iudgement, Ferdinand 
My Father, King ot Spaine, wasreckon'd one 
The wiſc{t Prince, thatth.cre had _— by many 
A yeare before. Itgs not to oo 'd, 


That they had gatlifr'd a witc tothem 
Ot every Realme, that did debate this Buſineſie, 
W hodeca'd our iage lawful. Wherefore 1 humbly 


Beleech you Sir, tg ſpare me, till I may ; 
Be by my Friends in Spaine, advis'd; whoſe Counſaile 
I will implore. Ifnort, i'th' name of God 
Your pleaſure be tulfill'd. 
Wol. You have heere Lady. 
(And of your choice) theſe reverend Fathers, men 
Of fingular Integrity, and Learning ; | 
Yea, thecle oo Land, who are aflembled 
i © pleade your Caule. It ſhall be therefore bootleſſe, 


4 


— 


—_—__ 


I en. 


That longer you deſire the Court, as well 
For your owne quiet, as torectific 
W har is unſctled in the King» 

( «mp, His Grace 
Hath ſpoken well, and juſtly : Therefore Madam, 
It's kt this Royall Seſſion do proceed, 
And that (without delay) their Arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard. 

Ls. Lord Cardinal, to you ſpeake. 

Wot. Your pleaſore, Madam. 

Lu. Sir, Iam about to weepe; but thinking that 
Wearc a Qucene (or long bave dream'd fo) certaine 
The daughter of a King, my drops of tearcs, 
Ile turne to ſparkes of fre. 

Wot. Be patient yet. 

Lu. 1 will, when youare humble ; Nay before, 


_Or God will puniſh me. Ido belccve 


(Induc'd by potcut Circumſtances) that 
Youarc mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 
You ſhall not be my Iadge. For it is you 
Have blowne this Coale, betwizt my Lord, and me; 
(Which Gods dew quench) therefore, I ſay againe, 
I utterly abhorre; yea, from my Soule - 
Retule you for my Indge, w hom yet once more 
I hold my moſt malicious Foc, and thinke not 
At all a Friend to truth, 
Wel. I doprofeſlc 
You {peake not like your ſelfe : whoever yet 
Havcitood to Charity: and diſplayd th' effects 
Ot diſpoſition gentle, and of wiſdome, 
Ore-topping womans powre., Madam, youdo me wrong 
I have no Spleene againlt you, nor injuſtice 
For you, or any : how farre 1 have proceeded, 
Or how tarre turther (Shall) is warranted 
By a Commiſſion from the Confiſtory; 
Yea, the whole Conſiltoric of Rome, You charge me, 
That I have blowne this Coale : 1 do deny it, 
The King is preſent : It it be knowne to him, 
That I gainſay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthuly uy Falſchood, yea, as much 
As you Fave done my Truth. 1t he know 
Thar 1 am tree of your Report, he knowes 
I amnot of your wrong. Therefore in hicm 
It lics ro Cure ae, and thecure is to 


; Remove thele thoughts trom you. The which before 


H1s Highneſle ſhall pcake in, 1 do beſcech 


| You(gracious Madam )to unthinke your ſpeaking, 


_ 


-——_— 


And to fay no more, 
Lnee. My Lord, my Lord, 

I ama {imple woman, much too weake 
Toppolc your cunning. Y'are mcek,& humble-mouth'd, 
You ligne your place, and Calling, in fuil ſeeming, 
With Meckeneſlc and Humilitic : But your Heart 
Is crawm 'd with Arrogance, Spleene, and Pride. 
You have by Fortune, and his Highoeſle favors, 
Gone ſlightly o'relowe ſteppes,and now are mounted 
W here Powresare your Rerainers, and your words 
(Domeſtickesto you ) ſerve your will ; as't pleaſe 
Your ſcite pronounce their Otice, I muſt tell you, 
Yourtender more your perſons Honor, then 
Your high proteſhon Spirituall. That agen 
I do refuſe you for my Iudge, and heere 
Before you all, Appeale untothe Pope, 
To my whole Cauſc 'fore his Holinefle, 
And to be judg'd by him. 

Sbe Curtſies ro the King, and offers te depart. 


(mt. 
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Stubborne to Iuftice, apt ro accule it, and 
Diſdainfull to be trideby't; tis not well. 
Shee's going aways | « 
Km. Callher againe. 
{rier. Katherme. Q. of England,come into the Court. 
Gent, Vb, Madam, you are cald backe. 
2 ue. What need you note it?pray you keep your Way, 
W hea you are cald returne, Now the Lord helpe, 
They vexe me palt my paticncr, pray you palle 0n; 
| will not tarry ; No, nur ever more 
Vpon this bulineſle my appearance make, 
Inany of their Courts. 
Exit 2 weene, and her Attendants. 
Kin. Goe thy waycs K «te, 
That man i'ch* world, who ſhall report be ha's 
Aber Wite, let him wn he be truſted, 
For ſpeaking talſe in that; Thou art aloac 
(ltthy rare qualities, ſweer gentleneſle , 
Thy meekneſle NIE Government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Levis and P jous, could ſpcake thee out) 
The Qucene of earthly Queenes: Shee's Noble borne: 
And iike her true Nobility, ſhe ha's 
Carricd her ſelfe towards me. 
wol. Moſt gracious Sir, 
'n humbleſt canner [ require your Highneſle, 
1 hat it ſhali pleaſe you rodeclare in heari 
Or all chcſe cares (for where I am robd and bound, 
There muit I be unloos'd, although not there 
At once, and fully ſatisfide ) whether ever | 
Did broach this bufines to your Highnes, or 
Laid any ſcruple in your way which might 
Induce you to the queition oa't : or cucr 
| Have to you, but with thankes to God for ſuch ; 
' ARoyall Lady, ſpake one , the leaſt word that might 
| Betothe prejudice of her preſent State, 
| Ortouch of her Perſon ? 
| Kms. My Lord Cardinal, 
| Idoeexcule you; yea,upon mine Honour, 
| 1 tree you from't : Youare not to be taughe 
| That you have enemics, that know not 
| Why they are fo, butlike the Village Curres, 
Barke when their fellowes does By tome of theſe 
The Qucene is put in anger ; y are excus'd: 
But will you be more juſtih'de? Youever 
Have wiſh'd the ſleeping ofthis buſines, never delir'd 
Ittobeſtir'd ; bur oft have hindred, ot 
The paſſages made toward it 3 on ay Honour, 
| ſpeake my good Lord Cardinall to this point 3 
And chus farre cicare him. 
Now, what mov'd me too'r, 
| wiil be bold with time and your attention : (too't: 
Then marketh' inducemerz. Thus it came ; give heede 
My Coulcience firit receiv'd a tenderncfle, 
Scruple,and pricke, on certaine Speeches utter'd 
By thi Biſhop of ®ay-»,then French Embaſlador, 
Who had becne hither ſent onthe debating 
Anc Marriage 'twixt the Duke of Orleance, and 
Our Daughter CH : th' Progrefle of this bulinefle, 
Erea determinate zetolution, hee 
| (I meaue the Biſhop)did requitea reſpite, 
| Wherein he cightthe King his Lord advertiſe, 
| Whether our daughter were legitimate, 
| RefpeRting this our Marriage with the Dowager, 
| Sorrimes our Brothers Wife. This reſpite ſhooke 


} The boſome of my Conſcience, enter'dme ; 


Yea with a ſplitting power, and made to tremble 
The region of my Breaſt, which forc'd ſuch way, 


. That many maz'd conſiderings, did throng 


And preſt in with this Caution. Firſt, me thought 
I ſtood not in the {mile of Heaven, who had 
Commanded Nature, that my Ladies wombe 
If it conceiv'd a male-child by me, ſhould 
Doe no more Offices of life too't ; then 
The Grave does to th' dead z For her Male Ifſue, 
Or di'de where they were made, or ſhortly atter 
This world had ayr'd them. Hence I rooke athought, 
This wasa iudgement on me, that my Kingdome 
(Well worthy the beit Heyre &th' World ) ſhould not 
Be glad 111't by me, Then tullowes, that 
I weigh'd the danger which my Realmes ſtood in 
By this my Ifſues taile, and thar gave to me 
Many a groaning throw : thus hulling in 
The wilde Sea ot my Conſcience, 1 did ſicere 
Toward this remedy, w n we are 
Now preſent heere together : that's to ſay, 
I mcant to reifice my Conſcience, which 
I thendid feele full hcke, and yet not well, 
By all the reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And Doors learn'd. Firit I began in private, 
With you my Lord of Zircohne ; you remember 
How under my oppreſſion I did reeke 
When | firſt mov'd you. 

S.Lin. Very well wy Liedge- ; 

Kin. | have ſpoke long , bepleas'd your ſelte tofay , 
How farre you fatisfide me. 

£m», So plcaſc your Highneſſe, 
The queſtion did at firſt 1o ſtagger me, 
Bearing a ſtate of mighty moment in't, 
And cen{equence of dread, that I committed 
The daringit Counſaile which I had to doubt, 
And d:d ereat your Haghnele in this court, 
W hich you are running heere. | 

Kms. I then mov'd you, 
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this preſent Summons unſclicited. 
I lettno reverend per{on inthis Court , 
But by particular conſent proceeded | 
Vnder your handsand Scales : therefore goe on, 
For no diſlike 1'th* world againſt the perton 
Of our good Queene; but the ſharpe thorny points 
Of my alleged reaſons, drives this forward : 
Prove bur our Marriage lawfull,by my Life | 
And Kingly Dignity, we are contented 
To veare our mortall State to come, with her, 
(XK atherine our Queene )before the primeſt Creature 
That's Parragon'd o'th* World | 

Camp. $9 = your Highneſle, 
The Queene being abſent, 'tis a necdfull fineſſe, 
That we adiourne this Court further day ; 
Mecane while muſt be ancarneft motion 
Made tothe Queene to call backe her Appeale 
She intends unto his holineſle. 
Kin. I may perccive 
Theſe Cardinals trifle with me: I abborre 
This dilatory ſloth, and trickes of Rome. 
My learn'd and welbeloved Servant (raumer, | 
Prethee rerurne, withthy approach : I know, 
My comfort comes along : breake up the Court ; 
I 6 , {er On» 
Exemnt, in manner 48 thay enter'd. 

eATw | 
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Enter Ducene and her Women 4s at works. 
DO xcen. Take thy Lute wench, 
My Soulc growes fad with troubles, _ 
Siog, andduſperſc em if thou cault : leave working : 


$0 N G, 
Rphews with bus Late made Trees, 
ind the Mcuntaine tops that jreex?, 
Bow themſelves when he did jmug. 
To bis (Muſiche, Plants aod Flowers 
Ever ſpring ; 4s Sunne and Showres, 
T here bad mate 4 latting Spring. 
Every thing that heard him play, 
Even the Billowes of the Sea, 
Hung their heads ,and then tay by. 
In ſweet Muſicke ts ſwel Art, 
Killing care, and griefe of beart, 
Fall aſ1repe, or hearing dye. 


Enter a Gentleman, 
Oneen. How now? 


Gent, And't pleaſe your Grace,the tio great Cardinals 


Waat in the prelence. ; 
Queen, Would they ſpeake with me? 
Gent. They wil'd me ſay {0 Madam. 
Leen. Pray their Graces. 
To come neere: what can be their bulineſſe 
With me, a poore weake woman, falve from favour, 
I doe not like their comming ; now I thinke ont, 
They ſhould be good men, their 2fFaices are righteous , 
But all Hoods, make not Monkes. 
Enter the two (ur dinals, Wolſey & Campian. 
Wolſ. Peace to your Highneſic. 


Dugen'\ our Graces find mc heere part of a Houſwite, 


(1 woald be all)againſt the worſt may happen : 

W hat are your plcaſures with me,revercnd Lords? 
wel. May it picale you Noble Madam,to withdraw 

Into your privare Chamber; we ſhall give you 

The full cauſe of our comming. 

Queen. Speake it heere, : 
There's nothing I have done yet o' my Conſcience 
Delſerves a Corner : would all other Women 
Could ſpeake this with as free a Soule as I doe, 

My Lords, I care not( fo much 1 am happy 
Above a number) it my actious 

Were tri'de by ev'ry tongue, ev'ry eye ſaw* em, 
Envy and baſe opinon ſer againit 'em, 

I know my life ſo even. It your butines 
Secke mc out, and that way I am Wite in; 

Our with it boldly : Truth loves open dealing. 


Card.T antaeft erga te mentus intogritas( Regina ſerentſſima.) 


Queen. Good my Lord, no Latin ; 
I amnot ſuch a Truant fince my comming, 
As notto know the Language I have liv'd in: 


If you {peake truth, for their poore Miſirisſake; 
Beleeve me the ha's had much wrong. Lord Cardinall, 
The willing'ſt none I ever yet committed, 
May be abfolv'd in Engliſh. 

(4d. Noble Lady, 


(ous: 
A ſtrange Tongue makes my caulc more ſtrange,ſuſpiri- 
Pray ipeake in Engliſh ; heere arc ſome will thanke you, 


| 


I am ſorry my integrity ſhould breed, 
(And ſervice to his Majeſty and you) 
$0 deepeſuſpition, where all fairh was meant ; 
We come not by the way of Accuſation, 
To taint that honour every good Tongue bleſles ; 
Nor to betray you any way to ſorrow ; 
You have too much good Lady : Bur to know 
How you ſtand minded in the waighty difference 
Betweene the King and you, and to deliver 
(Like ftrecand honeſt men) our jult opinions, 
And comforts to your cauſc. 

{ amp. Moſt honour'd Madam, 
My Lord of Yorke, out of his Noble nature, 
Zcaleand obedience he ſtill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cerilure 
_ "_ wack and him (which was too farre) 

ers, as I doe, in a figne of peace, _ 

His Service, and his Counſell. 7 

Leen. To betray me. 
My Lords, I thanke you both for'your good wills, 
Ye ſpeake hike heneſt men, (pray God ye prove {o) 
But how to make ye ſodainly an Anſwere 
Infuch a point of weight, ſonecre mine Honour, 
(More necre my Life I fearce)) with my weake wit ; 
And t9 ſuch wen of gravity and learning ; 
In truth 1 know not. I was ſet at worke, 
Among amy Maids, tu'l liztle (God knowes) looking 
Either for tuch men, or ſuch buſineſle ; 
For her fake that I have beene, for I feele 
The laſt ir of my Greatneſſe ; good your Graces 
Le: me have timzeand Counceli for my Caulc : 
Alas, I am a Womantricndleſle, hopeleſle. 

Woel. Madam, 
You wrongthe Kings love with theſe feares, 
Your hopes and friends arc intinite. 

men. In England, 
Burlittie tor ry profit:can you thinke Lords, 
That any E::ghſh man dare give me Counce!| ? 
Or be a knowne triend 'gainit Highneſle pleaſure, 
(Though he be growne fo delperateto be ) 
And live a Subjzeat ? Nay forſooth my tricnds, 
They that muſt weigh out my afflictions, 
They that my truſt muſt grow to, live not heere, 
They are (as all my other comtorts) far hence 
In mineowne Country Lords, 

Camp. I would your Grace 


| Woeuldlcave your greetes, and take my Counſcll. 


DL neen. How Sir? ; 
Camp.Put your maine cauſc intothe Kings protection, 
Hee's loving and moſt gracious. *'Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour better, and your Cauſe ; 
For if the tryall of the Law o'rerake ye, 
You'! part away diſgrac'd. 
Wo. Hetels you rightly. | 
Lmeen, Yetell me wharye wiſh for both, my rune: 
Is this your Chriſttan Councell ? Out upon ye. 
Heaven is above all yet; there fitsa Iudge, 
Thar no King can corrupt. 
Camp. Your rage miltakes us. 
Dneen. The more ſhamefor ye; holy men I rhought ye, 
Vpon = Soule two reverend Cardinall V ertues: 
But Cardinail Sins, and hollow hearts I teare ye ; 
Mend 'em for ſhame my Lords : 1s this your comfort? 
The Cordial! that ye bringa wretched Lady? 
A woman loſt amorg ve, laugh'rt at, ſcornd? 
I will not with ye haite my miſerics, 


_ _ —_ 
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I have more Charity. But ſay I warn'd ye ; 
Take heed, for heavens fake take heed, lealt at once 
The burthen of my forrowes, fallupon ye. 

{\&. Madam, this is a meerediſtration, 
You rurne the good we offer, into envy- 

2uee. Yetume meintonothing. Woe upon ye, 
And all ſach falſe profeſſors. Would you have mc 
(If you have any luſtice, any Pitty, 
Ifyc be any thing but Churchmens habits ) 
Put my ſicke caute into his hands, that hates me © 
Alas, ha's baniſht me his bed already , 
His Love, too long ago. I am old my Lords, 
And allthe fellowthip I hold now with him 
Is onely by Obedience. What can happen ; 
To me, above this wietchedneſſe ? All your Studies 
Make me a Curſe, like this: 

Camp. Your teares are worſe. 

2s, Have 1 liv'd thusloag (let me ſpeake my (elte, 
Since Vertue findes no friends) a Witeatruc one? 
A Woman(l dare fay without Vainglory) 
Never yet branded with ſufpition ? 
Have I, with all my full AﬀeRions : 
Still mer the King? Lov'd him next Heav'n?Obey'd him? 
Bin (out of fondneſſe) ſuperſtitious to him ? 
Almolt forgot my Prayres to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded ? *Tisnot well Lords. 
Bring me aconſtant woman to her husband, 
One that nc're dream'd a loy, beyond his pleature ; 
And tothat Woman (when ſhe hasdone molt) 
Ye: will ladde an bonor ; a great Patience. 

Car, Madam, you wander trom the good 


Togive up willingly that Noble T itle 
Your Maſter wed me to; nothing bur death 


| Shall &'re divorce my Dignitiess 


nom — _ 


—_ — 


Ro 


Card. Pray heare me. | 
2%, Would I had never trod this Engliſh Earth, 
Or teic che Hatteriesthat grow upon it : 
Ye have Angels Faces; but Heaven knowes your hearts. 


| What ſhall become of me now, wretched Lady ? 


I amthe moſt unhappy Woman hving. 
Alas (poore Wenches ) where are now your Fortunes ? 
Shipwrack'd upona Kingdome, where no Puty, 
No Friends, no Hope, no Kindred weepe for me? 
Almolt no Grave ailow*d me? Like the Lilly 
That once was Miſtris of the Field, and ouriſh'd, 
lic hang my head, and periſh» 

Car, It your Grace 
Could but be brought to know, our ends are honeſt, 
You'ld feele more comfort-Why ſhold we (good Lady) 
Vpon what cauſe wrong you? Alas, our Places, 
The way of our Profeſhon is againlt it; 

care to Cure (uch forrowes, not to {owe 'emn. 

For goodneſſe ſake, confider what you doe, 
How you may burt your ſelfe : I, utterly 
Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 
The hearts of Princes kifle Obedience, 
$0 much they love it. But to ſlubborne Spirits, 
They ſwell and grow, as terrible as ftormes. 
I know you have a Gentle, Noble t F 
A Soule as evenas a Calme ; Pray thinke us, 

hole we proſciſe, Peace-makers, Friends, and Servants. 

Camp. Madarn, you'l finde it (0; 
You wrong your Vertucs 


EE 


_—_— 
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With theſe weake Womens feares. A Noble Spirit 

As yours was, put into you, ever caſts 

Such doubts as falſe Coine from it. The King loves you, 

Beware you looſe it not : For us (if you pleate 

Totruſt us in your buſineſſe) we are ready 

To uſe our utmoſt Studies, in your ſervice. "i 
2%. Do what ye will, my Lords : ! 

And pray forgive me ; 

It 1 have us'd my (elfe unmannerly, 

You know I am a Woman lacking wit 

To make a ſcemely anſwer to ſuch perſons. 

Pray do my ſervice to his Majeſtic, 

He ha's my heart yet, and ſhall have my Prayers 

While I ſhall have my life. Come revererd Fathers, 

Beſtow your Councelscn me. She now begges 

Thar littlethought w hen ſhe ict tpoting heere, 

She ſhould have bought her Digfities lodeere 


— 
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Scaena Secunda. 


Enter the Duke of Nerfolks; Duke of Suffolke, Lord $ 
and Lord Som 64mm "" 


Norf. If you will now unite in'your Complaints, 
And force them with a Conſtancy, the Cardinall 
Cannot ſtand under them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promile, 

But that you ſhallſuſtaine moe new diſgraces, 
With theſe you beare alrcady. 
Sur, Iam joyfull 

To meete the leaft occaſion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law the Duke, 
Tobe reveng'd on him. 

Swuf. Which of the Peeres 
Have uncontemn'd by him, or atlealt 
Strangely negleed ? When did he regard 
The of Noblenefle in any perſon 
Ourtof himſelfe ? 

Chem, My Lords, you ſpeake your pleaſures : 
What he deſcrves of you aud me, I know : 
W hart we can doto him (though now the time 
Gives way to us) I much feare. It you cannot 
Barre his acceſle to'ch' Kivg, never attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a witchcrafe 
Over the King in's Tongue. 

Nor. O ftcare him nor, 
His ſpell in that is out : the King hath found 
Marter againſt him, that for ever marres 
The Hony of his Language. No, he's fetled 
(Nortocome off ) in his diſpleaſure. 

Sxv. Sir, 
I ſhould beglad to heare ſuch Newes asthis 
Once every houre. 

Nor. Belceve it, this 15 true. 
In the Divorce, his contrarie proceedings 
Are all unfolded: wherein he appeares, 

As I would wiſh mine Enemy. 

Sw, How came _.. 
ay 1" to light? 

Suf. Molt ſtrangely. 

Sur. Q how? how? | 
| Sf. The Cardinals Letters to the 
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And come to th'eye o'th' King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinall did intreat his Holineſle 
To ſtay the Judgement o'th' Divorce ; for it 
It didtake place, 1 do(queth he) perceive 
My King is tangled in aftection, to 
A Creature of the Queenes, Lady Anne B ullen, 
Sr. Ha's the King this? 
Fuf. Beleeve it, 
Sur. Will this worke? 
Cham. The King in this perceives him, how he coalts 
And hcdges his owne way, But in this point, 
All his trickes founder, and he brings his F byſicke 
After his patients death; the King already 
Hath married the faire Lady. 
Sur. Would he had. 
Suf, May you be happy in your wiſh my Lord, 
For I protefle you have it. 
Sxr, Now all my joy 
Trace the Conjunction, 
Suf. My Amen too't. 
N or. All mens. | 
Suf. There's order given for her Coronation : 
Marry this is yet but yong, and may be left 
To ſome cares unrecounted. But my Lords 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleate 
In minde and feature, I perſwade me, from her 
Will fall ſome bleſſing to this Land, which ſhall 
In it be memoriz'd. 
Sur. But will the King 
Diſgelt this Letter of the Cardinals ? 
The Lord forbid. 
Nor. Marry Amen, 
Suf. No,no: 
There be moe Waſpes that buz about his Noſe, 
Will make this ſting the ſooner. Cardinall Campers 
Is ſtolnc away to Rome, hath'rane no leave, | 
Ha's left the cauſe ro'th' King unhandled, and 
Is poſted as the Agent of our Cardinall, 
To ſecond all his plot. I do aflure you, 
The King cry'de Ha, at this. 
Cham. Now God incenic him, 
And let himcry Ha, lowder. 
Norf. But my Lord 
When returnes (rammer? | 
Sf. He is return'd in his opthions, whuch 
Have ſatisfied the King tor his Divorce, 
Together with all famous Colledges 
Almoſt in Chriſtendome : ſhortly (1 beleeve) 
His ſecond Marriage ſhall be pabliſhd, and 
Her Coronation. Katherme no more 
Shall be call'4 Queene, but Princeſle Dowager, 
And Widdow toPrince «Arthur, 
Nor. This fame Cranmer's 
A worthy Fellow, and hath tane much paine 
In the Kingsbufineſle, 
Swuf. He ha's, and we ſhall ſee him 
For it, an Arch-bythop. 
Nor. Sol heare. 
Saf. 'Tis 10. 
E nter Wolſey and ( rommel. 
The Cardinall. 
Nor. Odſerve, obſerve, hcc's moody. 
Car. The Packet Cromwell, 
Gav't youthe King? 
Crow. To hisowne hand,in's Bed-chamber. 
Card. Look'd he 0'th' infide ofthe Paper ? 


— 
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Crow, Preſently 
He did unſcale them, and the firſt he view'd, 
He did it witha Scrious minde : a heede 
Was in his countenance. Yeu he bade 
Attend him heere this Morning. 
Card. Is heready to come abroad ? 
(rem. 1 thinke by this he is, 
Card. Leave mea white, 
It ſhall be tothe Durches of Alanſon, 
The French Kings Siſter ; He ſhall marry her. 
Anne Bulen? No: lleno eAmne Bullens tor him, 
There's more 1n't then faire Viſage. Buien ? 
No, wee'l no Bullens: Speedily 1 with 
To hcare from Rome. The Marchioneſle of Penbroke? 
N or. He's diicontented. 
Suf. May be he heares rhe King 
Does whet his Anger to him. 
Sur, Sharpe enough, 
Lord tor thy Iuſtice. 
Car. Thelate Queenes Gentlewoman ? 
A Knights Daughter 
Tobe her Miftris Miſtris The Queenes,Queene ? 
This Candle burnes not cleere, tis I muſt ſnuffe it, 
Then out it goes. What though I know her vertuous 
And well deferving 2 yer | know her for 
A ſpiceny Lutheran, and not wholiome to 
Our caute,that ſhe ſhould lye 1'th' boſome of 
Our hard rul'd King. Againe,there is ſprung u 
An Heretique, an Arch-one ; (Yanmer, one ? 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the King, 
And is his Oracle. 
Nor. Hceis vex'dat ſomething. 


Exit (romnel. 


Emer King, reading of a Scedule. 


Sur, I would'rwer ſomething y would fret the ſtring, 
The Malter-cord on's heart. 
Suf. The King, the King. 
King. WW hat piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To lisowne portion ? And what expence by 'th'houre 
Seewes ro flow from him ? How, i'th' name of Thrift 
Does he rake thistogether ? Now my Lords, 
Saw you the Cardirall? 
N or. My Lord, we have 
Stood hcere obſerving him. Some 
Is1n his braine : He bites his lip and ſtarrs, 
Stops on a ſodaine, lookes upon the ground, 
Then layes his finger on bis Temple : ſtraight 
Springs out into falt gate, then ſtops againe, 
Strikes his breſt hard, and anon, he caits 
H1s eye agaialt the Moone : in molt ſtrange Poſtures 
We have ſcene him ſet himſelte. 
K ing. It may well be, 
There is a mutiny in'smind. This morning, 
Papers of State he ſent me, to peruſe 
As I requir'd : and wet you vyhat 1 found 
There (on my Conſcience put unwittingly ) 
Fortooth an inventorie, thus i | 
The ſeverall parcels of his Plate, his Treaſure, 
Rich ſtuffes and Ornaments of Houſhold, which 
I finde at ſuch proud Rate, that it oat-ſpeakes 
Poſſeſſion of a SubjeR. 
N or. It's _—— will, 
Some Spirir Is in the Packer, 
To bleſle —_ £ withall. | 


Commotion 


King, If we did thinke | 
___K| 
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His Contemplations were above theearth, | Your Brainc,and every Fundton of your power, 
And fixt on {pirituall objet,he ſhould {till | Should, notwithfianding that your bud of duty, 
Dwell in his Muſings,but | am atfraid | As twer in Loves particular,be more 
His Thinkings are below the Moone,not worth |. To me your Friend,then any. 
His ſerious conſidering. | Car. | doprotcile, 
King tak;1 bis Seat whiſpers Lovell, who g0e1 That for your Highnefſe good, I ever labour'd 
to the Cardinal. More then anne owne:that am,have,and will be 

Car, Heaven forgive me, | (Though all the world ſhould cracke their duty to you, 
Ever God blefie your Highneſle. | And chrow it from their Soulegthough perils did 

King, Good my Lord, | Avound,as thicke as thought could make'cm,and 
Youre fall of Heavenly Ruffe,and beare the Inventory, | Appeare in formes more horrid) yermy Duty, 
Of your belt Graczs,in your minde;the which | As dotha Rocke againſt the cluding Hood, - 
You were now rumung 0're:you have icaric tune | Would the approach of this wilde River breake, 


To ſtcale from Spirituail leyſure, a briete ipan And [tand unihaken yours. 

To keepe your earthly Audit,ſurc in that A mg. Tis Nobly ſpoken; 

I deeme you an ill Husband,and am glad Take notice Lords,he ha's a Loyall dreſt, 

To have you therein my Companion. For you have {ſcene him open't- Read o're this, 


Car. Sir, Andatrer this,and then to Breakfatt with 
For Holy Orhces I have a time;a time W hatappetitc you have. 
Tothinke upon the part of bulinefſc,which Exit K ing frowning upon the Cardinall, the N gbles 
[ beare1'th'State-and Nature does require throng after hum ſmaling and whiſpermy+ 
Her times of preſervation,w hich pertorce Car. What ſhould this meane? 
[ her fraile ſonne,among'lt my Brethren mortal, What fodaine Anger's thi How have I reap'd it? 
Muſt give my tendance to. He parted Frowning from me,asit Ruine 
Kg. You have ſaid well. Leap d from his Eyes. So lookes the chated Lyon 
{ar, And ever may vour Highneſſe yoake together, V pon thedaring Huntſman that has gall'd him: 
[Agl will lend you caufc)my doing well, 1 hen makes him nothing. | maſt reade this paper: 
With my wellfaying. I feare the Story of his Anger. 'Tis fo; 
King.* is well faid agen, This paper ha's undone me: *Tisth Accompt 
And'ris a kinde cfgeod decdetofay well, Of all that world of Wealth I have dravwne together 
And yet wordsare nodeeds. My Father lov'd you, For mine owne ends,(Indeed to gaine the Popedome 
He ſaid he did,and with his dece did Crowne And tee my Fricnds in Rome.) O Negligence! 
His word upon you. Since I had my Onlice, Fit for a Foole tofall by : What croſle Divell 
| have kept younext my Heart, have not alone Made me pur this maine Secret in the Packet 
Imploy'd you where high Profits might come home, [ tentthe King? [sthere no way to cure this? 
But par” d my preſcat Havings,to beltow No new device to beate this trom his Braines? 
My Bountics upon you. I know 'twill ſtirre him ſtrongly;yerI know 
Car. WW hat ſhould this mcane? A way ,it it take right,in ſpight of Fortune 
Sw. The Lord increaſe this buline(ſe. Will bring me off againe. What's this? To th' Pope? 
King, Have I not made you The Letter(as I live )withall the Buſinefſe 
The prime man of the State? 1 pray you tell me, [ writ to's Holincfle. Nay then, farewell: 
If what I now pronounce,you have found truc: I havetouch'd the highctt point of all my Grearneſle, 
| Andif you may confeſfe itzlay wickall And trom that tull Meridian of my Glory, 
| If ycuare bound tons,or no. by har fay you? I haſte now to my Serting, I ſhall tall 
Car. My Sovcraigne, | conteſic your Royall graces Likea brightexhalation in the Evening, 
Showr'd on me daily, have bene more then could Andno man ice me more. 


| My (ſtudied purpoſes require, which went 


| Beyond all mans endeavors. My enCeavors, Enter t» Woolſey, the Dukes of Norfolks end Suffolke, the 


{ Have ever come roo ſhort of my Deſires, 
| Yet hil'd with my Abilitics:Mine owne ends 
! Have bcene {o, that eve: more they pointed 


Earle of Surrey, and the Lord ( bamberlame. 


Nor, Heare the Kings pleaſure Cardirall, 


To "good of 1 Our molt Sacred Perſon,and VW ho commands you 
The profit of the Stare. For your great Graces To render up the Great Szale preſentl; 

| Hcap d upon me( poore Vndeterver )! Into our hands,andto C onfine your {cite 

| Cann thing render but Allegiant thankes, To Afſher-houte my Lord of Winchetters, 

{ My Prayresto heaven for you;my Loyalty Till you heare further trom his Highnefle. 

| Which ever ha's,and ever ſhall be growirg, ( ar. Stay: : 
Till death(that Winter)kill ir, W here's your Commiſſion?Lords, words cannot carry 

Kang. Fairely anſwer'd: Authority ſo weighty. 

| A Loyall,and obedient SabjeRt is Suf. W ho dare crofſc'em, 

| Therein i'luſtrated,the Honor of it Bcaring the Kings will from his mouth expreſſcly? 
Does pay the ARt of 1,45 rth'contraty Cer. Till finde more then will,or words to & i, 
The fowleneſle is the puniſhmenr. [ preſume, "} (1 meane malice) know, Oihcious Lords, 

| Thatas my hand ha's open'd to you, mays) deny it. Now I feele 

| My heart drop'd Lave,my powre mind Honor, more Of what courſe Mertle ye are molded, Envy; 

| On you, then any:Sa-your Handand Heart, How eagerly ye follow my Diſgraces 
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Ax it ;cicd ye, and how flecke and wanton 
Ye 2ppcare mn every thing may bring my ruine? 
Follow your envious couries,men of Malice; 
You have Chriſtian warrant tor'cm,and no doubt 
In time will hade their fit Rewards. I hat Seale 
You aske with ſuch a Violence, the King 
(Mine,and your Mailter)with lis owne hand,gave me: 
Bad mc enjoy it, withthe Placc,and Honors 
During my li{c;and tocontirme his Goodnefſe, , 
Ti'de it by Letters Patents. Now,who'll take it? 

Sar. The King that gave 17. 

{ ar. It mult be himicite tncn. 

S#r. Thouart 2 proud 1raitor,P7icit. 

Ce. Proud Loid,thou lycit:; 
Within theſe torty houres.Surrev durſt better 
Have burnt that Tongue,then {aide 10. 

Sur. Thy Ambition 
(Thou Scarler ſinne) robb'd this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, mTFather in-Law, 
The heads of all thy Brothcr-Cardinals, 
(With thec,and all thy belt parts bound together) 
Weigh'd not a haire of his. Plaguc of your policy, 
You tent me Deputy for Ircland, 
Farre from his tuccour;trem the King,trom all 
Thar might have mercy on the taulr,thou gau* it bm: 
VW hil't your great Goodneflc, cut of holy pitty, 
Abtoly'd bim with an Axc. 

wel. This,and ali clic 
This talking Lord can lay upon my credit, 
T anfwcr,is moſt falſc. The Dake by Law 
Found his deſerts. How innocent I was 
From any private malicein his end, 
His Noble lary,and foule Canie can witneſle. 
If Llov'd many words, Lord,l ſhouldteli you, 
You have as little Honelty,as Honor, 
That in the way of Loyalty,and Truth, 
Toward the Kirg.my ever Royall Mailtcr, 
Dare mate a {founder manthen Surry can be, 
And all that love his tolhes., 

Sur, By my Soule, 
Your long Coat(Priclt)protets you, 
Thou ſhould'it tcelc 
My Sword i. life blood of thee elſe. My Lords, 
Can ve endure to hceare this Arrogance? 
And from this Fellow? 1t we live thus tamely, 
To be thus laded by a peece of Scarler, 
Farewell Nobility:lct his Grace go forward, 
And datc us with his Cap,like Larkes., 

Car, All Goodneſle 

Is potton ro thy vere "macke. 

Ser. Yes,that goodnefle 
Of olcanns 1'l thc Lands wcalth into one, 
Into your owne har:ds(Card nail Op Extortion: 
Thc 24h” 1 ft your merceprcd Pack cts 


You writ ta'th Vope,againſt the King:your goodneſie 
Since you provoke mc, ſhall be moſt notorious. 
My Lord of Nortolke,as you arc truly Noble, 


As yourclipet the commo”: 700d, rhe State 

Of our 6c{pis'd Novility,ou! Ifues, 

\WV hoif he live,will icaricbe Gentlemen) 

Produce the grand ſummeot his finnes,the Articics 
Colle&cd from bis lite. Ie ſtartle you 

Worſethcn the Sacring Bell, when the browne Wench 
Lay kiſting tn your Armes, Lord Cardinal, 


Ce. How much me thinkes, I could deſpiſe this man, 


Bur that [ am bound in Charity againſt it, 


| 
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Nor, Thoſe Articles,my Lord,are in the Kings hang: 
But thusmuch,they are foulc ones. 
Wel. So much fairer 
And ſpotleſſe,ſhali mine Innocence arilc, 
W hen the King knowes my Truth. 
Swr. This cannot ſave you: 
I thanke my Memory, I yet remember 
Some of theſc Articles,and out they ſhall. 
Now,it you can bluſh,andcry guilty Cardinall, 
You'i ſhewa little Honelty. 
Wel.Spcake on Sir, 
I dare your worſt Objetions:If I bluſh, 
It 1s to {ce a Nobleman want manners. 

Ser. I bad rather want thoc,then my head; 
Have at you. 

Firſt,that wichout the Kings aſſcnt or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a Legate,by which power 
You maim'd the Iuri{(c1c1o0n ot all Buthops . 

A's, Then, That in alt you writ to Rome,or clſc 
To Forraigne Princes, Ego & Kex mens, 

Was {hill in{crib'd:ia which you brought the King 
Tobe your Servant. 
Sxf. Then,that without the knowledy: 
Either of King or Councell,when you wv ent 
Amoaſlador to the Empcror,you made boid 
To carry into Flanders,the Great Scale. 
Swr, Itcm, You fent a large Commiltion 
To Gregory de Caſſado,tu conc ude 
Without the Kings will,orthe States allowance, 
A League berweene hic Highnefle, and Ferrers. 
Swf. That out of meere Ambition,you have caus'd 
Your ho: -Har ro be ſtawpt on the Kings Coine, 
Sx, Tlict, that you haveſcnt innumerable ſubſtance, 
(by what uwxancs got, I icave to your owne conſcience) 
To turmſh Rome,and co prepare the wayes 
Youu have tor 1ignmnes, to the mecre undooing 
Of all the Kinodome. Many more there are, 
Which ſince they are of you,and odious, 
I will nor taint my mouth with. 
Cham. () my Lord, 
Preſle not a tall; ng man roo farre;'tis Vertue: 
His faults lye open to the Laweslet them 
(Not you )corre&t him. My heart weepes to ſee him 
So little,of his great Sclfe. 
Sar. 1 torvive him. 
Sf. Lord Cardinall,the Kings further pleaſure is, 
Becaute all thoſe things you hauc done of late 
By your power Legantive within this Kingdome, 
Fa!l into*th'compaſle of a Premuanire; 
That therefore ſuch a Writ be ſucd againſt you, 
To forteit all your Goods, Lands, Tenements, 
Caſtles,and wharſoever,and to be 
Our of the Kings proteQtion. This ismy Charge. 

Nor. And {o wet'lleave you to your Meditations 
How to hive better. For your itubborne anſwer 
Abount the giuing backethe Great Seale to us, 

The King {hali know it,and(no doubt)ſhallthanke you- 
So fare you weli,my little good Lord Cardinall. 
E xennt all but Wal/ey, 

Wel.So (arewell,tothe little good you beare me+ 
Farew@li?A long farewellto all my Greatnefſe. 
This 1s the fate of Manzto day he purs forth 
The tender Leavesot hopes,to morrow Bloſſomes, 
And bearcs his bluſhing Honors thicke upon him: 
The third day,comes a Froſt;a killing F roſt, 

And when hethinkes,good cafie man,full ſarcly 
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His Grearnefle 1s a ripening,nippes his roote, 
And then he falsas I do. I have ventur'd 
Like lutle wanton Boyes that ſwim on bladders: 
This many Summers ina Sca of Glory, | 
But farre beyond my depth:my high-blowne Pride 
Atlengch broke under me,and now ha'sleft me 
Weary,and old with Service,to the mercy 
Of 2 rude ſtreame,that mult for ever hide me. 
Vaine pompe,and glory ofthis World,1 hare ye, 
I feele my heart new open'd.Oh how wretched 
[s that poore man,that hangs ori Princes favours? 
There is betwixt that ſmile we would afpire to, 
That ſweet Aſpect of Princes, and their ruine, 
More pangs,and feares then warres,or women have; 
And when be falles,he falles like Lucifer, 
Never to hope againe. 
Enter Crommell ſtanding amazed. 
Why how now (romwell? 
Crom. 1 have no power to {peake Sir.! 
Car. W hat,amaz'd pu 
Atmy misfortunes?Can the Spirit wonder 
A great man ſhould decline, Nay,and you weep 
I am falne indeed. 
Crem. How does your Grace. 
(ard. Why well: 
Never {o truly happy,my good Cromwell, 
I know my {cltc now, and I feele within me, 
A peace above all earthly Dignities, 
A [till,and quiet Conſcience. The King ha's cur'd me, 
I humbly thanke his Grace:and from theſe ſhoulders 
Theſe ruin'd Pillet,cur of pitty, taken 
A loade, would finke a Navy,(too much Honor.) 
O'tisa burden Cromwell, "tis a burden 
Too heavy for a man,that hopes tor Heaven, 
Crers. | am glad your Grace, 
Ha's made that r1ght uſe of it. 
Card. I hope 1 have: 
| Tamablenow(me thinkes) 
| (Our of a Fortitude of Soule,1 feele) 
| Tocendure more Mileries,and greater farre 
Then my Weake-hcarted Encmics,dare offer. 
| What Newes abroad? 
| {rom. The heavicit,and the worlt, 
| Is your difpleafure with the Kng. / 
Card, God blefle him. / 
(rm. The next is,that Sir Thomas Moore is choſen 
| Lord Chancellor,im your place. 
| (4. That's ſomewhat ſodain. 
| Buthe's a Learned man. May he continue 
| Longin his Highneſſe favour,and do Inſtice 
' For Truths-ſake,and his Conicience; that his bones, 
| When he ba's run his courſe,and leepes in Bleings, 
| May havea Tombe of Orphantsteares wept on him. 
What more? 
Crom. That { ranmey is return'd with welcome; 
[nſtall'd Lord Arch-byſhop of Canterbury. 
{d. That's Newes indced. 
(rom. Laſt,that the Lady Ame, | 
Whom the King hath in ſecrecy long married, 
| This day was view'd in his Queene, 
| Goingto Chappell:and the voice is now 
| Oncly about h?x Corronation. 
| C4. There wasthe waight that pull'd me downe. 
© Crmmovell, 
The King ha's gone ae: All my Glories 
In that one woman, I loſt for cver- 
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= _—— my uſher forth mine Honors, 
g11de againe the Noble Troopes that waighted 
V pon my {miles. Go ger thee from me (rome, 
Iama c falne man,unworthy now 
Tobethy Lord,and Maiſter. Seckethe Ki 
(That Sun,I pray may never ſet)I have ol him, 
W har,and how true thou act; he will advance thee: 
Some little mzmory of me, will ſtirre him 
(I know his Noble NatureJnot to let 
Thy {crvice periſh too. Good Cromwell 
Negle& him not; make uſe now ,and prouide 
For thine owne future ſafety. 

Crom. O my Lord, 
Muſt I then leave you?Muſt I needes forgo 
So good,{o Noble,and ſo true a Mailter? 
Beare witneſſe, all that have not hearts of Iron, 
Wirth what a forrow Cremwel leaves his Lord. 
The King ſhall have my fervice;but my prayers 
For ever,and for ever be yours. 

(ad. Crommel, , 1 did not thinke to ſhed a teare 
In all my Miſeries:But thou haſt forc'd me 
(Ourof thy honeſt truth)roplay the Woman. 
Let's dry our eyes: And thus farre heare me (romwel, 


And when I am forgotten, as 1 ſhallbe, 
Andileepe in dull cold Marble,where no mention 
Of me,more muſt be heard of: Say I thee; 


Say Wolſey,that once trod the wayes of Glory, 
And ſounded all the Depths,and Shoales of Honor, 
Found thee a way(out of his wracke)toriſe in; 
Alure,and fate one,though thy Maiſter miſt it. 
Marke but my Fall,and that that Ruin'd me: 
Cromeel, | charge thee, fling away Ambition, 
By that finne fell the Angels:how can manthen 
(Thel of his Maker) hope to win by it? 
Love thy ſelfe laſt, cheriſh thoſe hearts that hate 
Corruption wins not more then Honeſty, 
Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filence envious Tongucs. Be juſt,and feare not: 
Let a'lthe endsthou aym'(tat,be thy Countries, 
Thy Gods,azd Truths. Then if thou fall'ſt (O Cromneell) 
Thou fall'ſt a bleſſed Martyr. 
Servethe King: And prythee leade me in: 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To the laſt peny, 'tis the Kings. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heaven,1sall, 
I dare now call mine owne. O Cromwel, Cromwel 
Had I but ſerv'd my God, with halfethe Zeale 
I ſerv'd my King:he would not in mine Age 
Have left me naked to mine Enemics, 

Crew, Good Sir,have paticnce. 

Card. $01 have. Farewell 
The Hopes of Court,my Hopes in Heavendo dwell. 
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I Y are well met once againe, 

3 Soare you. 

I Youcome totake your ſtand heere,and behold 
The Lady Amne,palle from her Corronation. 
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2 'Tis all my bulinefle. At our laſt encounter, 

The Duke of Buckingham came from his Traall. 

1 'T1s very true. But that time offer*d ſorrow, 
This generall joy. 

2 'I1s well;The Cit.zens 
I am ſurc have ſhewne at fuil their Royall minds, 
As letem have their rights,they arc ever forward 
In Cclebration ofthis day with Shewes, 
Pagcants,and Sights of Honor. 

1 Never greatcr, 
Nor ilc afJure you better taken Sir. | 

2 May I be bold toaske what that containes, 
That Paper in your hands. 

1 Ycs, 'tis the Lift 
Of thoſe that claime their Othces this day, 


2 A Royall Traine belceeve me:Thelc I know: 
| Who's that thar beares the Ecepter? 
1 Marqueſſe Dorter, 
And that the Earle of Surrey,with the Rod. 
2 A bold brave Gentleman. T hat ſhould te 
The Duke of Suffolke. 
I Tis thc ſame:high Steward. 
2 And that my Lord of Norfolke? 
I YES. 
2 Hcaven bleſlc thee, 
Thou haſt the ſweerelt face I ever look'd an. 
Sir,as | have a Soule,ſhe is an Angell; 
Our King ha's all the Indies in his Arcmes, - 
And more,and richer,when he (traines that Lady, 
I cannot blame his Conſcicnce, 


By cuſtome of the Coronation. 

The Duke of Suffolke is the firſt, and claimes 

To be high Steward;Next the Duke of Nort-vIke, 
He to be Earle Marſhall;ycu may reade the refit, 

I I thanke you Sir:Had I not knowne thoſe cuſtomes, 
| ſhould have becne beholding to your Paper: 
But I beſecch you, what's become of XK atherime 
The Princelfc Dowager? How gocs her buſineſic? 

1 That | can tell, you to0. The Archibiſhop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied wi: h other 
Learned,and Reverend Fathers of his Order, 
Held a late Courtat Dunſtable;(txe miles off 
From Ampthill, where the Princcfle lay,to which 
Shc was often cyted by them,bur appear'd not: 
And tobe ſhort,fornot Appearance,and 
The Kings late Scruple,by the maine aſſent 
Of all theſe Learned men,ſhe was divorc'd, 
And the late Marriage made of none effec: 
Since which,ſhe was remov d.toKymma!ten, 
Where [he remaines now ficke. 

2 Alas good Lady, 
The Trumpers ſound:Stand clolc, 
The Queene 1s comming. He-boyes, 


The Order ofthe Coronation, 
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1 A lively Flourilh of Trumpets. 

2 Then two [ndge:. 

3 Lord Chaxcclor,»ib Purſe and Mac before him, 

4 Quirtiſters ſmgong. Mulicke 

5 Maiorof London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter , # 
his Coate of Armes , and on his bead be wore a Gitt ( *pper 

Crowne. 

6 Marqueſſe Do: {:t , bearing a Sceprer of Gold,on his bead, 

a Demy Coronal of Gold, Withhim, the Earle of Surrey 

þ caring the Rod of Silver withthe Dove, Crowned with an 

Farles Coronet, Cellars of Ejſes. 

Puke of Suffolke, in his Robe of Eſtate bis Coronet on his 

head,bearing a long whit: Wand , ns High Steward. ith 

h:m the D«ike of Nortolke , nh the Ked of Marſpaiſhip, 

a Corenet on hi; head, ( ollars of Eſſes. 

A Canopy, borne by foure of the Cinque-Ports , wnder 5t 

the Nueere in ber Robe her hare , richly adorned with 

Pearle,(rowned. Oneach fide her.the Buſhops of London 

and\Vancheciter. 

9 The Old Dutcheſle of Nortolke, #n a (oronall of Gold, 

wr ought with Flowers bearing the © meenes Trame. 


10 Certame Ladics or Countellcs, with plaine Cirelers of 


F 


1 They that beare 
The Cloath of Honor over her are foure Barons 
Otthe Cinque-Ports. 

2 Thoſe men are happys 

And fo are all,are neere her. 
I takeit,ſhe that carries up the Traine, 
Is that old Noble Lady, Dutcheſle of Norfolke. 

1 It is,and all the reſt ar Countcſles. 

2 Their Coronets {ay ſo. Theſe are Starres indeed, 
And ſomctimes falling ones. 

2 No more of that, 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

1 Ged fave you Sir. Where have you bin broiling? 

3 Among the crow'd i'th'Abbey,wherea tinger 
Could not be wedg'd in more:I am flified 
With the meere rankneſlc of their joy. 

2 Youlaw the Ceremony? 
ThatI did, 
How was it? 
Well worth the ſceing. 
Good Sir,!peake it tous? 

As well as | am able. The rich Ntreame 

Ot Lords,and Ladics, having brought the Queene 
To a prep 'r' place inthe Quire, tell off 
A diliance from ber; white ker Grace tate downe 
Torclt a whiic, forac talte an houre,or ſo, 
In arich Chaire of State,oppoling freely 
The Bcauty of her Perſon tothe People. 
Beleeve me Sir,the 1s the goooliclt Woman 


vu 6 Us »= Us 


That ever lay by gan: which whenthe people | 
Had the full view of, ſucha noyle aroſe, 

As the ſhrowdes make at Sea, in a ſtiffe Tempeſt, 
As lowd, and toas many T unes. Hats,Cloakes, | 
(Doublcts,l thinke)fiew vp,and had their Faces 

Bin looſe,this day they had beene loſt. Such joy | 
I never ſaw before. Great beily'd women, | 
That had nut haltc a weeke to go,like Rammes 

In the old time of Warre, would ſhake the preafe 

And make'emreele betore'em. No man living 

Could fay this is my wife there all uv ere woven | 
So {trangely in one pecce. 

2 Bur what follow'd? 

3 Atlength,her Grace roſe,and with modeſt paces 
Cameto the Alcar,w here the &ncel'd and Saintdike 
Caſt her faire eyes to Heaven,ard pray'd devourly. 

T hen roſe aganc,and bow'd her tothe people; 
When by the Arch-byſhop of Cameerbury, 
She had all the Royall makings of a Queene; 


—_——_——_— aan te — — — 


Gold, witbour Flowers. 
E xeunt, ft paſſing over the Stage in Order and State , and 
then, Pf great Flawrilh ef T. ramets. 


As holy Oyle, Edward Confellors Crowne, | 
The Rod, and Bird of Peace,and allfuch Emblemes | 
Laid Nobly on her:which perform'd,the Quire N 

With, 


—_— <_ ——— — ——_— = — — 
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With all the choyſeſt Muſicke of the Kingdome, 
Together ſung Te Dean, So the parted, = 
And withthe ſame full State pac'd backe againe 
To Yorke-Place,where the Feait is held. 
1 Sir. 
Y.u mult no more call it Yorke-place,that's pall: 
For fiace the Cardinall fell,tbat Titles loſt, 
'Tis now the Kings, and call'd W hite-Hall. 
3 | know itz 
Bur 'cis ſo lately alter'd,that the old name 
Is treſh about me. 
2 Whattwo Reverend bop | 
Were thoſe that went on each (ide of che Queene 
3 Stokeley and Gardiner, the one of Wincheſter, 
Newly r'd from the Kings Secretary: 
The other London, | 
2 Heof Winceſter 
Is held no great good lover of the Archbiſhop, 
The vertuous {ranmer. 
2 Allthe Land knowes that: 
How ever, yet there is no great breach,when it comes 
Cramer will finde a Friend will not ſhrinke from hum. 
2 Who may that bel pray you. 
3 Thomas Cromwel, 
A man in much eſtceme with th'King,and truly 
A worthy Friend. The King ba's made him 
Maiſter o'th'lewell Houſe, 
And one already of the Privy Councel. 
2 He wili deſerve more. 
3 Yes withour all doubt. 
Come Gentlemen ye ſhall go my way, 
Which is to'th Court.and there ye ſhall be my Gueſts: 
Something | can command. As I walke thither, 
He tell ye more. 


Both, Y ou may command usSir. Exeunt, 


- —” OO OG O'T''C DCE en. oem——__—_ O_o — 


Scena Secunda. 


— 


Emer K athrrine Dowager, ficke lead betweens Griſſuh, 
her Gentleman Yjher,and Patience 
her Woman. 


Grift, How do's your Grace? 
| K&K#h.O Griffub,licke toceath: - 
{ My Legges like loaded Branches bow to'th Earth, 
Willing to leave their burthen;Reach a Chaire, 
$0 now(me thinkes)l fecle a little eaſe. 
Did'it thou nottell me Gr:ffirh,as thou lead'ſt me, 
That the great Childe of Honor, Cardinall& ol/ey. 
Was dead? 
Grif. Yes Madam:but Ithinke your Grace 
| Outof the paine you ſuffer'd, gave no care to0o'r. 
| Kath. Pre'thee good Grefficb,tell me how he dy'de, 
It well,he ſtept betore me happily 
For my example. 
| CGrif. Wal,the voice goes Madam, 
For after the ſtout Earle Northumberland 
Arrcited bim at Yorke,and brought him forward 
| As man ſorely rainted,to his Anſwer, 
He tell ſicke ſodainly, and grew fo ill 
He could notfit his Mulc. 
| Kath. Alas poore man. 
! CGrfif. Atlaſt, withcafic Rodes he came to Leiceſter, 


| 
| 


| 


—_— in the Abbey;where the reverend Abbot 
With all his Covent, honorably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave theſe words. O Father Abbor, 
An old man,broken with the ſtermes of State, 
Is cometo lay his weary bones among ye: 
Gave him a little carth tor Charity. 
50 went to bed; where cagerly his ſicknede 
Purſy'd him (till,and three nights afrer this, 
About the houre ot eight,which he himſcite 
Forctold ſhould be hus laſt, fult Repentance, 
Continuall Meditations, Teares,and Sorrowes, 
He give his Honors tothe world agen, 
His blefled part ts Heaven,and lepe in peace. 
- Kath. Somay hercſt, 
His __—_ him- 
Yet thus farre Grrffieh, give me leave to ſpeake him, 
And yet with Charity, He was, a man we 
Ot an unbounded itomacke, ever ranking 
Himlſelte with Princes. One that by ſuggeſtion 
Ty'de allthe Kingdom-.Symony, oli play, 
His owne Opinion was his Law. T'cli'preſence 
He would fay untruths,and be ever duuble 
Both in his words,and meaning. He was never 
(But where he meant to Ruine )pittifull. 
His Promiſes, were as he then was, Mighty: 
But his pertormance, as he is now, Nothing: 
Ot his owne body he was ill, and gave 
The Clergy ill cxample. 
Grif. Noble Madam: 
Mens evill manners, live in Braſſe,their Vertues 
We write in Water. May it pleaſe your Highneſſe 
To heare me { 
Kath, Yes good Griffith, 


I were malicious clic. | 


» This Cardinall. 
Though from an humble Stocke,undoubrediy 


Was faſhion'd ro much Honor. From his Cradle 


He was a Scholler,and a ripe,and good one: 

Excceding wiſc,tauc {pok-n,and perſwading: 

Lofty,and ſowre to them that lov'd him not: | 
But to thule men that tought him, ſweet as Summers | 
And though he were unſatisfied in gettfog, 

( Which was a finne )yer in beitowing, Madam, 

He wasmult Princety;Ever witnetle for him 


Thoſe twinnes of Learning,that herais'd in you, | 


Ipſwich and Oxford:one of which,fcll with him, 

Vnwilling to out-live the good rhat did it. 

The other(though unfiniſh'd)yet fo t amous, 

Soexcellent in Art,and ſtill foriling, 

That Chriſtendome ſhall ever tpcake his Vertue. 

His Overthrow,heap'd Happin:fle upon him: 

For then,and not till chen,he felt himſelte, 

And found the Bleſſednefle of berng little, 

And toadde greater Honors to his Age 

Then man could give him;he dy'de,tearing God. | 
Kath. Atter my death, wiſhno other Herald, | 

No other ſpeakcrot my hving Actions, 

To keepe mine_Honor,trom Corruption, 

But ſuchan honeſt Chronicler as Griffeb. 

Whom I moſt hated Living,thou haſt made me 

With thy Religious Truth,and Modeſty, 

(Now in lis Athes)Honor:Pecace be with him, 

Pattence,be neere me flill,and fet me lower, 

I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffieh, 

Cauſe the Mufitians play me that fad note 

I nam'd my Knell; whil'ſ I lit meditating, 

Y 2 
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peake his good now? | 
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| For teare we wake her. Softly gentle Patience. 
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On that Ccalcſtiall Harmony I go to0. 


Enter ſolenely tripping one after another , fixe Perſonager, 


( *p. Noble Lady, 
Firſt mine owne ſervice to your Grace, the next 
The Kings requeſt,that I would viſit you, 
W ho greeves much for your weakneſle,and by me 
Sends you his Princely Commendations, 
The Viſion. And heartily entreats you take good comfort, 
Kath. O my good Lordgthat comtort comes to0 late, 
clad m white Robes , wearing on ther heades Garlands of | Tis like a Pardon after Execution; 
Bayer,and golden Vizards on ther faces, Sranches of Bajes | That gentle Phyſicke given in time, had cur'd me: 
or P a(1+ 39 their hands. They firſt (onge wato ber , then | But now 1 am paſt all Comforts heere, but Prayers. 
Daxce:and at certame (hanger , the firſt two bold aſpare | How does his Highneſſe? 
Garland over her Head , at which the other foure make re- Cap. Madam,in good health. 
verend C wreſies, Then the two that beld the Garland , deli- | Kath. $0 any he ever do,and ever flouriſh, 
wer the ſame to the other next two, who obſerne te ſame or- | When | ſhall dwell with Wormes,and my poore name 
der m their Charges,and belding the Garland over ber head. | Banifl'd the Kingdome, Prtience,is that Letter 


Sad and ſolemne ( Mwſicke. 
Grif. She is aſleepe:Good wench, let's fit Cown quict, 


| 


A rr er "—_—R 


Which done,thty deliver the ſane Garland to the laft two: | 1 caus'd you wie, yer tent away? 
who libewiſe obſerve the ſame Order. At which(as « were | 


by mſpration) (be makes(w« her fixepe )/ignes of rejaycing Co | 


Dazcmy 
vanſh , carrying the Garland with them, The Muficke con- 


ſo, int 


hboldeth up ber hands 10 heaven, And 


FImMess 


K ath. Spirir's of peace , whereare ye?Are ye all gone? 


And leave me heere in wretchednelle, behinde ye? 
Grif. Madam, we arc heere. 
Kath. It is not you l call for, 
Saw ye none enter ſince 1 ſlept? 
Grif. None, Madam. 
Kath. No?Saw you not even now a bleſled Troope 
Invite me toa Banquet,whoſe bright taces 
Caſt a thouſand bcamesupon me,like the Sun? 
They promis'd me cternall Happineſle, 
And brought me Garlands(Griffth)which I tecle 
I am not worthy yet to weare:I ſhall aſſuredly. 
Grrf. I am moſt joyfull Madam,ſuch good ercames 
Poliefle your Fancy. 
Kath. Bid the Mulicke leave, 
They arc harih and hitavy ro me. 
Pati. Do you note : 
How much her Graceisalter'd on the ſogaine? 
How long her tacc 1s drawne?How pale the lookes, 
And of an carthy cold?Mai ke her cycs? 
Grief. She is going Wench. Pray, pray'- 
Pat. Hcaven comfort her. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Clef. And'tlike your Gi acc eoo———_ 
Kat. Youarca ſawcy Fellow, 
Deſerve we no more Reverence? 
Gref. You are too blame, 
Knowing ſhe willnot looſe her wonted Greatneſſe 
Toulc ſo rude bchaujour. Go to,kneele. 
AMeſ. 1 humbly do entreat your Highneſle pardon, 
My haſt made me unmannerly. T here is ſtaying 
A Gentleman ſent from the Kinggto fce you. 


Kath. Admit him entrance Griffub. Bur this Fellow 
Exu WVe(ſeng. 


Let me ne're {ce againe- 
Emer Lord Capuchins. 
If my ſight faile not, 
You ſhould be Lord Ambaſſador from the Emperor, 
My Royall Nephew,and your name Capactsus, 
Cap. Madam the famc. Y our Servant. 
Kath. O my Lord, | 
The Times and Titles now arealter'd ſtrangely 
With mec,fince firlt you knew me, 
But I pray you, 
What is your pleaſure with me? 


Mnſicke ceaſes. 


| 


' 


Pat, No Madam, 

Kath. Sir,l moſt humbly pray you to deliver 
This tomy Lord the King- 

Cap. Moſt willingly Madam. 

Kath. |n which I have commended to his goodneſle 
The Modell of our chaſte loves:his yong daughrer, 
The dewes of Heaven fall thicke in Bleilings on her, 
Beſceching him togive her vertuous breeding, 
She is yong, and of a Noble modeſt Nature, 

I bope ſhe will deſerve well,and a little 

To love her tor hcr Mothers ſake:that lov'd him: 
H caven knowes how deercly. 

My next poore Petition 

Is,that his Nodle Grace would have ſome pirric 
Vpon my wretched women,that ſolong 

Have tollow'd both my ! ortunes,faithtully, 
Ot which there is nor ove, 1 dare avow 

(And now I ſhould not lye out will deſerve 

For Vertue,and truc Beauty of the Squle, 

For honelty,and decent Carriage 

A right good Husbane(lct him be a Noble) 

And ſure thoſe men are happy that ſhall havc'em. 
The lait is for my men,they are the pooreſt, 

(But poverty could never draw%em from me) 
That they may have their wages, duly paid'em, 
And ſomething overto remember me by. 

If Heaven had plcas'd to have given me longer life 
And able meancs,we had not parted thus. 

Thelc arc the whole Contents,and good my Lord, 
By that you love the deerett in this world, 

As you wiſh Chrittian peace to ſoules departed, 


| Stand thzle poorepeoples Friend,and urge the King 


| 
| 
| 


| 


To do me this laſt right, 

Cap, By Heaven I will. 
Or let me looſe the faſhion of a man. 

K ath. I thanke you honeſt Lord. Remember me 

In ali humility unto his Highnc le: 
Say his long trouble now is palling 
Our of this world. Tell him in death 1bleſt him 
(For fo I will)-ins eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
My Lord. Griffith tarewell. Nay Patience, 
You muſt not leave me yet. I muſt to bed, 
Call in mor? women» When I am dead,\good Wench, 
Ler me be us'd with Honor;ſtrew me over 
With Maider Flowers,that all the world may know 
I wasa chaſte Wite,to my Grave:Embalme me, 
Then lay me forth(alrhough unqueen'd)yer like 
A Queene,and Daughter roa King enterre me- 
I caano more. 


E xeunt leadmy Katherine, 


Stand 
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Atus Quintus.Scana Prima, 


— ——— 


Enter G ar diner Biſhop of Wincheſter, a Page with a Torch 
before bim met by Six Thom 1s Loved. 


Gard. It's one aclocke Boy,is't not. 

Boy. It hath ſtrooke. 

Gard. Thele ſhould be houtesfor neceſſities, 
Nor for delights: Times to repayre our Nature 
With comforting repoſe,and not forus 
To waſte theſe tumes. Good heure of night Sir Themes: 
Whether fo late? © 

Lov. Came you fromthe King,my Lord? 

Gar, i did Sir T bemes and left him at Primero 
With the Dukeot Suftolke., 

Lov.l multtohim too 
Before he go to bed. 1le take my leave. 

Gay, Not yet Sir Thomas Lovell:what's the marter ? 
It ſcemesyou are 1n haſt:and it therebe =» 
No great offence belongs tov't,give your Friend 
Some touch of your late bulineſle: Aﬀaires that walke 
(Asthey ſay Spirits do)at midnight,have 
In them a wilder Nature,thcu the buſtineſls 


co — 
_ _— — — >... wo. 


That (ce esdifpatch by day. 

Lon. My Lord, I love you; 
| Ard durſt commend a fecret to your eare | 
' Mach waightier then this worke. The Queens in Labor 
| They lay in great nn EY tear'd 
| Shee'] with the Labour,cnd. 
| Ge. The truite ſhe;goe with 
| I pray tor beartily, that it may finde ; 
| Good time,and live:but for the Stocke Sir Thomas, 
| I wiſhic grobb'dupnow. 

Lov. Mc thinkes I could 

Crythe Amenand yet my Conſcience ſay6s 
| Sher's a good Creature,and ſweet-Lady do's 

Deſerve our better wiſhes, 

Gay, Burt Sir,Sir. 

| Heare me Sir Thomas, y'area Gentleman = 
| Of mine owne way. I know you Wiſe, Religious, 

Andlet me tell you,it will ne're be well, 

Twill not Sir Thomas Lovell,tak't of me, 
| Till Cramer ( rowwell, er two hands,and ſhee 
| Sicepe in their Graves, 
| Lov. Now Sir,yoy {peake of rwo 
| The moſt remark'd ith'Kingdome:as for Cromwe!, 
| Betide that of the Iewell-Houſc,is male Mailter 
| O'th'Ralles,and the Kings Secretary. Further Sir, 
| Stands in the gapand Trade of moe Preferments, 
| With which the Lune will loade him. TifArchbyſhop 
| Isthe Kings hand,andrtongue, and who dare ſpcake 
| One \yllabie againſt him? 

Gar, Yes,ves.Sir T bomas, 

There are that Dare,and I my ſelfe have ventur'd 
To ſpeake my minde of him:and indeed this day, 
Sir(l may tell it you)I thinke I have 
Incenſt the Lords o'th*Councell,thar he i$ 
| (For ſo I know he is,they know he is) 
| Amoſt Arch-Heretique a Peſtilence 
| That does infeR the Land:with which,they moved 
Have broken with the King,who hath fo tarre 
| Given ear2 to our Complaint, of his great Grace-- 
| And Princely Care, fore-ſeeing thole tell Milchietes," 


' 
_—_—_—_.. 


| 


Our Reaſons layd before him,bath commanded f 
To morrow Morning to the Councell Boord 
He be convented. He's a ranke weed Sir Thomas, 
And we muſt root him out. From your Afaires 
I hinder you too long:Good night, Sir T homas. 
Exit Gardiner and Page. 
Lov, Many good nights,my Lord, I reſt your ſervant. 
Enter K ing and ſuffolhe, 
King. ('barles, I will play no more to night, 
My mindes not on't,youare too hard for me. 
Saf. Sir, I did never wig of you before. 
K ng. Bnt litle (hartes, 
| Nor ſhall not whenmy Fancies on my play. 
Now Lovelfrom the Queene what is the Newes, 
Lov. 1 could nor perſonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me,but by her woman, 
I ſent your Meſſage, whoreturn'd her thankes 
[n the great'ft humblcnefle,and defir'd your Highnefſe 
Molt hartily to pray for her. 
Kmg. What ſay'!t thou?Ha? 
To pray for her? W hat,is ſhe cryin out? 
Lev. So faid her woman.and that her tuffrance made 
Almoſt cach pang,a death. 
King. Alas good Lady. 
| Suf. God ſafely quit her of her Burthen,and 
With gentle Travaile,to the gladding of 
Your Higneſſe with an Heire. 
K mg. Tis midnight Charles, | 
Prythee to bed,and in thy Prayers remember | 


Thycſtate of my poore Queene. Leave me alone, 
; Forl muſtthinke of thar, which company 
| Would notbefriendly to. 
| Saf. I wiſhyour Higneſſe | 
| Aquietnight,and my good Miſtris will 
| Remember in my Prayers. 
| King. (havlesgood night. 
Well Str,whar followes? 
Enter Sir eAnthony Denny, 
Den. Sir,I haue bronght wy Lord the Arch-byſhop, 
Asyon commanded mc. 
Ko. Ha?Canterbury? 
Dn. I my good Lord 
Km. Tistruc:where is he Denn? © 
Den. He attends your Highneſſe pleaſure. 


E xit ſuffolke. 


Kin. Bring himto Vs, 
Low. This is about that, which the Byſhop ſpake, | 
I am happily come hither, 
Emer ('ranmer and Denny. 
King. Avoid the Gallery. Lovelſcemeth 19 ſtay, 
Ha?I have ſaid. Be gone. 
E xennt Lovell and Denny, | 


Crax.l am fearefull:Wheretore frownes he thus? 
Tis his AſpeRot Terror. All's nor well, 
Kin, How now my Lord? | 
You do defire to know wherefore 
I ſent for you. 
Cran. It is my duty ' 
T attend your Highneſle pleaſure, 
Km, Pray you ariſe 
My good and{gracious Lord of Canterbury: | 
Come, you and I muſt walke aturne together: 
I have Newes to tell you. 
Come,come, give me your hand. 
Ak my good Lord,l greeve at what I ſpeake, 
And am right ſorry to repeat what followes. | 
I have, ms moſt unwillingly of late 


et 
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| He ha's ftrangledall his Language in his teares. 
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Hcard many greevous. I aoſay my Lord 

Grecevous complaints of you;which being conſider'd, 
Have mov'd V 5,and our Councell,that you ſhall 

This Morning come betore us,where I know 
You cannot with ſuch treedome purge your ſelte, 

Bne that till further Triall,in thoſe Charges 

Which will require your Anſwer,you mult take 

Your patience to you,and be well c ; 

To make your bouſc eur T owre:you,a Brother of us 
It firs we thus procced,or ciſc no witneſle 


Would come againſt you. 
(ren. 1 err your Highneſle, 
And am right old! to catch this good occalion 
Moſt throughly ro be winnowed, where my Chaffe 
And Cornc ſhall fiye aſander. For I know 
There's none {tands under more calummous tongues, 
Then my fclte,poore man. 
Kin. Stand up,good Canterbury, 
Thy Truth,and thy Integrity is rooted 
Inusthy Friend. Give me thy hand,ſtand up, 
Prythee let's walke. Now by my Holydame, 
W hat manner of man are you? My Lord, look'd 
You would have givenme your Petition,that 
I ſhould have tanc ſome panes, to bring together 
Your ſclfe,and your Acculers, and to have heard you 
Without indurance further. 
Cran, Moltdread Licge, 
The I ſtandon,is my Truth and Honeſty: 
If they ſhall faile,] with mine Enemies | 
Will triumph o're my perſon, which I waigh nor, 
Being of thoſe Vertues vacant.I feare nothing 
V hat can be faid again(t me. 
K mm. Know you not 
How your ſtate ſtandsi'th'world,with the whole world? | 
Your Enemies arc many, and not ſmall;their practiſes 
Maſt beare the ſame proportion.and not ever 
The Iuſtice and the Truth o'th'queſtion carries 
The dew o'th'Verdict with it;at what eaſe 
Might corrupt mindes procure, Knaves as corrupt | 
To {wcarc againit you:Such things have bene done. 
Yon are Potently oppos'd,and with a Malice | 
Of as great Size. Wcene you of better lucke, 
I mcanc in periur'd Witnefiegthen your Maiſter, 
Whoſe Miniſter you are,whiles heerc he liv'd 
Vpon this naughty Earth?Goto,go to, 
You take a Precipice for no leape of danger, 
Ane wooe your owne deſtruction. 
Cran. God,and your Majeſty 
Protet mine innocence,or I fall int5 
The trap is laid for me. | 
K'n. Bc of good cheere, 
They ſhall no more prevaile,then we give way to; 
Keepe comftortto you,and this Morning ce 
You do appeare betore them. It they ſhall chance 
In charging you with matters,to commit you? 
The def per{waſtons to the contrary 
Faike not ro uſc;and with what vehemency 
Th occaſion ſhall in{tru& you. 1t iatreatics 
Will render you no remedy,this Ring 
Deliver them,and your Appealc to us 
There make before them. Looke, the goodman weeps: 
He's honeſt on mine Honor. Gods bleſt Mother, | 
I ſweare he is true hearted,and a {oule 
None better in my Kingdome.Get you gone, 
Anddoas I have bid you. Exit Cr anmer. 


| 
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Luter Olde Lady. 

Gent, within, Come backe:;what meane you? 

Lady. lle not come backe,the tydingsthat I bring 
Will mak2 my boldneſſe,manners. Now good Angels 
Hy o're thy Royall head,and ſhade thy perſon 
Vnder their bleſſed wings. 

Km. Now by thy lookes 
I geſle thy Meſſage. Is the Queenedeliver'd? 
Say I, and of a boy. 

Lady. 1,1 my Liege; 
And of a lovely Boyzthe God of heaven 
Both now,and ever bleſſe her: 'T15a Gyrle 
Promiles Boyes beercatter. Sir, your; Queene 
Deſires your V ifitation,and to be 
Acquainted with this ſtravger; 'tis as like you, 
As Cherry,is to Cherry. 

K wg. Lovell. 

Lov. Sir. 

K mg. Give her an hundred Markes. 
lle to the Queene. 

Lad. An bundrcd Markes?By this light, Ile ha more. 
An ordinary Groome 1s tor ſuch payment. 

I will hayce more,or {cold it our of him. 
Said I for this,the Gyrle was like to him?lle 
Have morc,or elſe anſay*:and now,while 'tishot, 


| Ile put 1t to the 1ſſuc. E xu Lady. 
| 
| mots Gs : 
Scena Secunda. 

Emter Cranmer, Archby ſhop of Canterbuoy, 


Exu king. | 


Cran. I hopeI am not too late, and yer the Gentleman 
That was ſent to me from the Councell, pray'd me 
To make great haſt. All falt? W hat mcanes this? Hoa? 

W ho waites there?Sure you know me? | 
Emer Keeper. 
Keep.Yes , my Lord: 
Burt yet I caanot helpe you. 
C ran. Why? 
Keep. Y our Grace mvit warght till you be call'd for. 
Emter 'Dottor Buts. 
Cran. 0. 
Buts. This1sa Peice of Malicc:I am glad 
| I came this way ſo happily. The King 


| Shail underitand it preſcntly., 


| ( Godturne their hearts,] never ſought their malice) 


| Muſt be tulfill'd,and I attend with paticnce. 


Exu But, 
(ren, Tis Bats, 

The Kings Phyſitian.as he paſt along 

How earneſtly he calt hiscycs upon me: 

Pray heaven hc ſound not my diſgrace:for certaine 

This is of purpoſe laid by ſome that hate me, 


To quench mine Honorzthey would ſhame to wake me 
Wait elſe at doore:a follow Councellor 

'Mong Boycs,Groomes,and Lackeyes. 

Bur their pleaſurcs 


Enter the King and Buts.at a Windowe 
above 


Buts, Ile ſhew your Grace the ſtrangeſt ſight. 


King. W hat's that Bars? 
Euty \ 


— 


Os 
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Batt. I thinke your Highneflc law this many a day. 
Kin, Body a me: where us ut? p 
Z*t. There my,Lord: ; 
The bigh promotion of his Grace of (anterbwry, 
Who holds his State at dore 'monglt Purlevants, 
Pag $,and Foor-buyes. 
Kin. Ha? 'Tis he indeed. 
Is th1s the Honour they doe one another? 
Tis well there's one above 'm yet;l had thought 
Th: y had parted fo much honelty among ca, 
Ac ic iſt 900d manners;as not thus to ſutter 
A aan of his Place,and ſoneere our favour 
[o dauce attendance ontheir Lordſhips pleatures, 
And a: the dore tooglike a Poſt with Packets: 
By holy Mary (Burrs)chere's knavery; 
Leica alone,and draw the Curtaine cloſe: 
\We ſha!l heare more anon. 


A (ouncell Table browght in with Chayret and Stooles , and 
placed under the State. Enter Lord Charcellowr,places bim- 
{elfe at the woper end of the T able,on the lefi band : A Seats 

let vaid above bim,as for Cantorburies Seate, Dus 
of Suffalk, Duke of N gr folke, Surrey, Lord (bamberlaine, 
Gw dmer , ſea themſelves im Order on each fide. (romwelt 
at lower end, 4; Secretary. 
Chas, Speake to the buſincefle,M. Secretary; 
Why are we met in Councell? 
Crom. Picalc yout Honours, 
The chiefe cauſe comicernes his Grace of Canterbury. 
Gard. Ha's he had knowledge ot it? 
| {rom. (es. 
Norf. Who waics there? 

Keep. Without my Noble Lords? 

Gard. «ts. 

| Keep My Lord Arcſhibiſhop: 

And ha's done halfe an houre to kno'v your pleaſures. 
| Chex. Let himcome in» 
Keep. Y our Grace may enter now- 

| Cranmer approches the (ouncell Table. 

Chan. My good Lord Archbiihop,l'm very lorry 

| Tofit heere at this preſent,and behold 

| That Chayre ttand empry:But we ail are men 

' hour owne natures fra!le,and capayle 

| Otour ficſh, feware Angels;out of which frailty 

| And want of witedome,you that beſt ſhould teach us, 

| Have mildemean'd your felfe,ard nota httle: 

| Toward the King firlt,then bis Lawes,in fi1.1ng 
The whole Realme, by your teaching & your Chaplaines 

| (For fo we are1ntorm'd )with new opmons, 

| Divers and dangerous; which are Hereſics; 

And not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 

Gerd. W hich Reformation mwit be ſodaine to0 
My Noble Lords,tor thoſe thattame wild Horles, 
Pace'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle; 

| Burſtop their mouthes with ſtubborn Bits & ſpurre'em, 

| Till they obey the mannage. If weeſuffer 

| Out of our caſineſſeand chitdith pirty 

| Toone mans Honour ,this contagious ſicknelic; 

\ Farewell all Phyſicke:and what followes then? 

; Commotions, uprores, with a generall Taint 

; Ot the whole Stateras of late dayes our neighbours, 

| The upper Germany can deercly witneffe: 

| Yer freſhly pirtied in our memories. 

| (ran. My good Lords;Hitherto,in allthe Progrefſe 

' Bath ofmy Life and Orhice, 1 have labour'd, 

| And with no little ſtudy,that my teaching 


_ _ Og CO 


And the ſtrong courſe of my Authorny, 


Mighr goe one way,and (atecly;and the cad 
Wasever to doe well:nor is there living, 

([ ſpeake it with a ſingle heart, my Loras) 

A man that more dete!ts,more ltirres againſt, 
Both in his private Conſcienceand his place, 


Detacers of a publique peace then 1 doe; 
Pray Heaven the King may never fivd a heart 
Waithlefſe Allegeance in it. Men that make 
Envy,and crooked malice, nouriſhment; 
Dare ditethe beſt. I doe beſcech your Lordſhips, 
That in this caſe of luſtice,wy Acculſers, 
Be whattbey will, may ſtand forth face to face, © 
And treely urge againſt me. 
S»f. Nay,my Lord, 
That cannot be; you area Counſellor, 
And by that vertue no mandare accuſe you, (ment, 
Gard. My Lord, becauſe we have bulines of awre mo» 
We will be ſhort with you. 'Tis his Highneſſe pleaſure } 
And our conlentytor better tryall of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Wherebetng bur a private man againe, 
You ſhall know many Care acculc you boldly, 
More then(I teare)youare provided for. 


=o _ _ 


——— 


| Youareſomercitull. I ſee your end, 


Cran. Ah my good Lord of Winehefter:I thanke you, 
You arealwayes my good Friend, if your will paſſe, 
I ſhall both hnde your Lordſhip, ludge and lucor, 


Tis oy undoing. Love and meckenefle, Lord 
Become a Chwchman better then Ambition: 
Win ſtraying Soules with modelity againe, 
Caſt none away. T hat I ſhall clere my ſclfe, 
Layall the weight ye can upon my patience, 
I make as little doubt as you doe conſcience, | 
In doing dayly wrongs.l could ſay more, 
Bur reverence to your calling,makes mie modeſt. 

Gard. My Lord,my Lord, you are a SeQary, 
That's the piaine rructh;your painted glclc dilcovers 
Tomen that underiiand you,words and weakneſle. 

Crom, My Lord of & mcheſter,y*are a little, | 
By your good tavour,too ſharpe;Mento Noble, 
How ever taulty,yet ſhould tnde reſpeR 
For what they have becne: *asa cruelty, 
To load afalling man. 

Gard. Good M: Secretary, | | 
I cry your Honour mercy;you may worlt 
Ofall this Table fay fo. 
| (rom. Why my Lord? 

Gard. Doe not | know you for a Fayourer 

Of this new ScA?yeare not found. 

Crom. Not (ound? 

Gard. Not found I lay. 

{rem. Would you were halte ſo honeſt: | 
Mensprayers then would feeke you,nor their feares, 

Gard. I ſhall remember this bold Language. 

Crom. Doc. 
Remember your bold life roo. 

This is roo much; 

Forbeare for ſhame my Lords. 

Gard. | havedone. | 
{ rom. And I. | 
Cham. Then thus for you my Lord, it ſtands agreed 

I take it, by all voyces:That forthwith, 

You be id to th Tower a Prifoner; 

There to remains till the Kings furcher pleaſure 

Be knowne unto us:are you all agreed Lords. | 


| 


.  _- | 


_ 
—— 
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All. We are. 
Cran. Is there no other way of mcrcy, 
But I muſt needs torth'Tower my Lords? 
Gard. W har other, 
Would you expe? Youare ſtrangely troubleſome: 


Letſome o'th'Guard be ready there. 
Emer the Guard. 


] 


(an, For mc? 

Muſt I goe like a Traitor thither? 
Gard. Reccive him, 

And ſce him fafe1!'th' Tower. 

Cran. Stay good my Lords, 
I havcalittle yer to ſay. Looke there my Lords, 
By vertue of that Ring, Itake my cauſe 
Out of the gripe5of crucll men,aud give it 
Toa moſt Noble Iudge, the King my Mallter. 

Cham. This is the Kings Ring. 

Sr. 'Tis no countertcit- 

S#ff. Tis the right Ring,by Heav'n:1 told ye all, 
W hen we firſt put this dangerous ſtone a rowhing , 
'Twold fall upon ourſelves. 

Norf. Doc youthinke my Lords 

The King will ſuffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd? 

{/ham. Tis now toocertaine, 
How much more is his Life in valve with him? 
Would I were fairely out on't. 

Crom. My mind gave mc, 
Io ſecking tales and Informations 
Againſt this man, whole honeſty the Duvely 
And his diciples onely enuy at, 
Ye bley the fire that burncs ye:now have at ye. 


Emter King frowning os them gakes but Seate, 
Gard. Dread Sovcralgiuc. 

How much arc we bound to Heaven, 

In dayly thankes;*hat gave us ſuch a Prince; 

Not oncly good and wile,but molt religious: 

Oae that 1m all obcdicnce,makes the Church 

The checfe ay me of his Honour,andto (trengthen 

That holy dury out of deare reſpe, 

His Royall ſelte in Iudgement comes to heare 

The cauſc betwixt her,and this great offender. 

Kin, You were ever goodat ſodaine Commendations 

Biſhop of #Pmchefter, But know I come not 

To heare ſuch fiattery now,and in my preſence, 

hey arc toothin,and bale to hide offences, 

To me you cannot reach. You play the Spanie'l, 

And thinke with wagging of your tongue to Win me: 

But whatſocre thou tak*it me tor;I'm ture. 

Thou haſt a crucll Nature and a bloody. 

Good man fit downe:Now let me [ze the proudelt 

| Heegthatdares molſt,bnt wag his finger at thee, 

By allrhat's boly,hc had verrer ſtarve, 

Then but once thinke his place becomes thee not. 
Sur, May it plcaſe your Grace; 
Ksn. No Sir,it doe*snot plcate me, 

I ad chought,I had had men of ſome underſtanding, 

And wiſedome of my Councell;but I finde none: 

Was it diſcretion Lards,tolct this man, 

This good man(tew of you deſerue that Title) 

| This honeſt man,wait like a lowſic Foot-boy 

At Chamberdorc?and one,as great as you are? 

Why, what a ſhame wasthis?Did my Commiſſion! 

Bid ye ſo farce forget your ſelve9?I gave ye 
Poweras he was a Counſcllour totry hum, 

| 


| 


ce 


_— - —-—_ 


— 


Embracec.and love this man. 


Not as aGroome:There'sſome of ye,I ſee, 
More out of Malice then Integrity, 
Would trye him to the utmoſt, had ye meane, 
Which ye ſhall never have while I hve. 
Chan, Thus farre 

My moſt dread Soveraigne,may it like your Grace, 
To let my tongue exculc all. What was purpos'd 
Concerning his Impriſonment, was rather 
(!t there be faith in men) meant for bis Tryall, 
And faire purgationto the world then malice, 
I'm {ure 1; mc. 

& m, W<ll, well my Lords reſped him. 
Take bim,and uſe him well, hee's worthy of it. 
I will fay thus much for him,it a Prince 
May be bcholding to a Subject;1 
Am tor his love and [ervice,ſoto him. 
Make meno more adoc,but all embrace him; 
Be friends for ſhame my Lords:My Lord of Canterbury 
I have a Suite which you mult nor deny mec. 
That 1s, a faire young Maid that yet wants Baptiſme, 
You mult be Godtather,and anſwere for her. 

Cran. The greatcit Monarch now alive may glory 

In ſuch an honour;how may I deſerve ir, 
Thar am a poore and humble SubjeR to you? 

Kin, Come,come my Lord, you'd ſpare your ſpoones; | 
You ſhall have two noble Partners with you : the olde 
Duchefſe of N grfelke , and Lady Marguelie Dorſet ? will 
thele pleaſe you? 

Once more my Lord of Wincheſter, I charge you 


Gard. With a true heart, 
And Brothers love I doc it. 
Cran. And l:t Heaven 


Witnet'c how ecare, I hold this Confirmation. (heart, 


| The common voice 1 ice 1s verificd 


— 


Kis. Good Man,thole joytull teares ſhew thy trve 


Otthee,which {ayes thus: Doe my Lord of Canterbury | 
A ſhrewd rurne,and hee's your tricnd for ever: 
Come Lords, we trifle time away:l long 

To have this young one made a Chriſtian, 

As I have made ye one Lords,one remaine: 


| 
| 
So 1 grow {tronrer,you more Honour gaine, Exexnt, | 


— 


Scena Terta. 


— —  ——— - _ _ IS 


— -—— — —— _ 


5 | 

Noyſe and Tumnult within: Enter Porter and b1; mn. 
Port. You'l leane your noiſc anon ye Raſcals : doe you , 
take the Court tor Pariſh Garden : ye rude Slaves , leave | 


your gaping: 
Wihw. Good M. Porter I belong toth'Larder- | 
Poy, Belong toth'Gallowes,and be hang'd ye Rogue, | 


Is this a place to roate in? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree 
{taves, and ſtrong ones ;theſe are but fwirches to can: 
lie ſcratch your heads ; you muſt be (ecing Chriſtenings? 
0 — a—_— Ale , and Cakes hcere , you rude Ras 
LALLS C4 

Aax. Pray Sir be patient; 'tisas much impoſſible, | 
Vnlefle wee {weepe'em from the dore with Cannons, 
Toſcatter'em,as 'tis to make'em ſleepe 
On May-day Morning,which will never be: 
We may 1s well puſh againſt Powles as ſtirre'em- 


Por. How got they in,and be hang'd? 


j 
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Man. Alas I know nor,how gets the Tide in? 
As much as one ſound Cudgell of toure foote, 
(You ſee the poore remainder)could diltribute, 
| made no ſpare Sir. 

Port, You did nothing Sir. 

Man. | ain not Sampſen,nor Sir Gny,nor Colebrand, 
To mow'em downe before me:bur it 1 fpar'd any 
That had a head to hit, either young or old, 
He or (he,Cuckold or Cuckold-maker; 
Let me ne*re hope to fee a Chine againe, 
And that I would not tor aCow, God fave her. 

With. Do you heare M, Porter? 

Pore. I ſhall be with you preſently, good M. Pappy. 
Keepe the dore cloſe Sirha. 

Man. What would you have me doc? 

Por. What ſhould you doe, | 
| But knock'em downe by th'dozens ? Is this More fields 
' to multer in 2 Or have wee ſome {trange Indian with the 
| orcat Toole , come to Court, the women fo beſiege us? 
' Bleiſe me , what a fry of Fornication isat dore ? On my 
| Chriſtian Conſcience this one Chriſtening will beget 2 
thouſand , hcre will be Father , God-tather , andall to- 
octher. 
* Man. The Spoones will be the bigger Sir * There is 
a fellow ſomewhat neere the doore,he ſhould be a Braft- 
er by his face, for o' my conſcience twenty of the [Dogs 
dyes now reigne in's Noſe ; all that ſtand about him are 
under the Line , they need no other pennance: that Fire- 
Drake did I hit three times on the head , and three times 
was his Noſe diſcharged again!t mce ; hee ſtands there 
likea Morter -piece to blow us. There wasa Habberda- 
hers Wife of tmall wit, neere bim , that rail'd upon me, 
till her pinck'd porrenger ſell off her head , for kindling 
| {uch a combuſtion m the State. I miſt the Meteor once, 
| and bit thar Woman , who crycd out Clubbes , when [ 
| migth ſec from farre, ſome forty Truncheoners draw to 
| her ſuccour,which werethe hope o'th'Strond where the 
' was quartered ; they fell on, I made good my place ;at 

length they came to th'broome {tafte to me , 1 defide'em 


——A— — — 


(till,when ſodainly a File of Boyes behind'em, looſe ſhor, | 


 deliver'd ſuch a ſhowre of Pibbles, that I was faine to | May hourely fall upon ye. 


draw mins Honour in, and let'em win the Worke, the 
| Divell was among ſi'cm I thinke ſurely. 

Por. Thele are the youths that thunder at a Playhouſe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, that no Audience but the 
| tribul»21on of Tower Hilt, or the Limbes of Limchouſe, 

their deare Brothers arc able tocndure. I have ſome of 
em in Limbs Patrum, and thore they are like ro dance 
theſe three dayes ; beſides the running Banquet of ewo 
Bezdirs,that isto come, 


— 2—<— 


Enter Lord Chamverlaine, 
Cham, Mercy o'me:what a Multitude arc heere? 
| They grow ſtill too;from all Parts they are comming, 
| As it we kept a Faire heere ? Where are theſe Porters?, 
| Theſe lazy knaves? Y*have made fine hand tellowes? 
| Theres atrim rabble ter incare all theſe 
| Your faithfull friends o'th'Suburbs? We ſhall have 
| Great ſtore of roome no doubt, left tor the Ladies, 
/ Whenthey paſle backe from the Chriſtening? 
' Per, And't pleaſe your Honour, 
| Weare but men,and what ſo many may doe, 
| Not beingtorne a pieces, we have done: 
| An Army cannot rule'ems. 
| Cha. As1 live, 
| Ifthe King blame me for'tzlle lay ye all 


| 


— 
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By th'hecles,and ſodainly:and on your heads 
Clap round Fines tor negleR.y'are lazy knaves, 
And heere yelye baiting of Bombards, when 
Ye ſhould doe Service. Harke the Trumpers ſound, 
Tiyare come already tromthe Chriſtening, 
Go breake among che preafle.and finde away out 
To ler the Troope paſle fairely;or lie finde 
A Marthalliſey , ſhall hold ye play theſe ewo Monthes, 
Por. Make way there,for the Princetle. 
AMan. You great tellow, 
Stand cloſe up,or lic make your head ake. 
Por. You rth'Chamblet,gct up o'th'raile, 


Ile pecke you o're the pale; clic. Ex-unt, 


_ "— —_— ,, Aa _ 


Scana Quarta. 
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Enter Trumpets p_—_ : Then two Aldermen, L, Maior, 
Garter, Crammer , Duke of Norfolke with his Marſhals 
Staff, Duke of Suffclke,gws N oblemes, bearing preat ſtan- 
dmg Bowles for the C bri/iemmng Gurfts: Then fowre Noble 
men bearimg a C axopy,undey which the Dw=:cheſſe of Nov- 

folke , Godmother , b:aring whe Chilae rickly habueedin a 
Mantle , ©. Trane borne by a Lady:T hen followes the 


* — 


Atarchuneſſe Dor /et the orhey Godmother and Ladies, The ' 


T roope pae once abour the Stage, and Gavier ſpeaker. 


Gart, Heaven 
Fromthy cndlcfſe goodacfſe, ſend proſperous life, 
Long,and ever happy,tothe high and Mighty 


\ 


| 


Princellc of England E/szaberh, 
Flouriſh. Enter King and Guard. 


(ren. And ts your Royall Grace,8& the good Queene, 
My Nodle Partners,and my felte thus pray 
All comfort, joy in chis molt gracious Lady, 
Heavenever laid up to make Parents happy, 


K wg. Thanke you good Lord Archbiſhops 

What 1s her Name? 
(ran, Elizabeth. 

K's. Standup Lord, 
Withrhis Kifle, take my BleſTing:God proteR thee, 
Into whole hand, I give thy Lite. 

(ran. Amen, 

Kin, My Noble Goftips,y have beene too Prodigall, 
I thanke ye heartily:So ſhall this Lady, 
When ſhe ha's ſ6 much Engli(h. 

(rn. Let me fpeake Sir, 
For Heaven now bids me;and the words T utrer, 
Let none thinke Flitrery;tor they't finde'era Truth. 
This Royall Infant, Heaven tiil moveabour ber; 
Though in her Cradlc;yer now promiſes 
Vponthis Land athoutand thouſand Bl 
Which Time ſhall bring to ripeneſſe:She chall be, 
(But few now living can behold that —— 
A Patterne toaliPrinces living with her, 
And all that ſhall ſucceed:Sabe wasnever 
More covyctous of Wiſedome,and faire Vertne 
Thenthis pure Soule ſhall be. All Princely Graces 
That mould up a mighty Piece as this is, 


With all the Vertues thatattend the good, 
Shall ſtill be doubled on her. Truth ſha Nurſe her, | 
Hely |! 
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Holy and Heavenly thoughts ſtill Counſell her: 


Her Foes ſhake like a Ficld of beaten Corne, 

And hang their heads with lorrow: 

Good growes with her. ; 

In her daycs, Every Man ſhalleate 1n latcty, 
Vnder his owne Vine what he plants;and (ing 
The merry Songs of Peacetoall his Neighbours, 
God hall be truly knowne,and thoſc about her, 
From her ſhall rcad theperteRt way of Honour, 
And by thoſe claimetheir greatneſle;not by Bloud, 
Nor ſhall this peace fleepe with ker:But as when 
The Bird of Wonder dyes,the Mayden Phenix, 
Her Aſhes new create another Heyre, 

As great inadmiration as her {cltc. 

So ſhall ſhe lcave her Bleflednefle tv One, 


Who,from the {acred Aſhes of her Honour 

hall Star-like riſc,as great in fame as (he was, 
And fo ftand fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Love,Truta, Terror, 
That were the Servants to this choſen Infant, 
Shall then be his,and like a Vine grow to him; 
{ Where ever the bright Sunne of Heaven ſhall ſhine, 
{ His Honor,and the greatn-ile of his name, 
Shallbe,and make new Nations. He ſhalt flouriſh, 


— —— 


THeEy 


[s ten to mne,thtt Play can never pleaſe 

ell that ave heere: Some come totabe their caſe, 
And ſizepe an A or two; but thoſe we feare 
W have frighted wit h our Trumpets:ſo tis cleare, 
7 hey'l (ay wt's rau7ht. Others to heave the Cuty 
Abugd extreanty,ard to ory that's witty, 
Which we have not don! neuher g14t I feare 


She ſhall be lov'd and fear'd. Her owne ſhall bleſle her; 


Shall ſee this,and bleſſe Heaven. 

K in, Thou ſpeakeſt wonders. 

Cran. She ſhall be to the happineſſe of England, 
An aged Princeſle;many dayes ſhall ſec ber, 
Aud yet no day without a deed ro Crowneit, 
Would I had knowne no more:But ſhe mult dye, 
| She nunſt,the Saints mult have her;yer a Virgin, 
| A molt unſportcd Lilly ſhall ſhe paſſe 
| Tothigrourd,and all the World ſhall mourne her. 
| Km, O Lord Archbithop 
| Thou baſt made me now a man,never before 

This happy Child,did I get any thing. 

This Oracle of comfort,ha's ſo pleas'd me, 
That when I am in Heaven, I ſhall deſire 


(When Heaven ſhal cal her from this clowd of darkr*s) | To ice what this Child dozs,and praiſe my Maker, 


I thanke ye all. To you my good Lord Maior, 

And you good Brethren, 1am much beholding: 
I have receiv'd much Honour by your preſence, 
And ye ſhall find me thanktull.Leade the way Lords, 
Ye mult all ſee the Queene,and ſhe mult thanke ye, 
She will be ſicke els. This day,no manthinke * 
'Has buſineſle at his houſe;for all ſhall tay: 


- —_ - 
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EPILOGYVE., 


; eAllthe expelted geod w arelike ty beare, 
For this Play at this time js onely in 
| The merciful conſtr flion of good women 
| For ſuch 4 one we (bew'd em: If they ſmile, 
| And ſay twill doe;] know within a while, 
| All the beſt men are onrs;for 'tis ill hap, 
If they b1la, when their Ladies bid'em clap, 


| And like a Mountaine Cedar,reach his branches, 
| Toall the Plaines about him:Our Childrens Children 


This Ittle-One ſhall gz ke it Holy -Cay, F xeunt, 


- — 
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Prologue; 


N Troy there lyes the Scene : from Jles of Greece 
The Princes Orgillous, their high blood chaf d, 
Have to the Port of Athens ſent their ſhippes 
Franght with the miniſters and inſtruments 

Of cruell Warre : Sixty and nine that wore 

T heir Crownets Regall, from th' Athenian Bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia, and their -o9w is made 

To ranſacke Troy, within Whoſe ſtrong Jmmures 

The raviſh'4 Helen, Menelaus Queene, 

With wanton Paris ſleepes, and that's the Quarrell, 
To Tenedos they come, 

And the deepe-drawing Barkes doe there diſgorge 
Their Warlike frautage : now on Dardan Plaines 
The freſh and yet urbruiſed Greekes doe pitch 

Their brave Paroillions. Priams ſix-gated City, 
Dardan and Timbria, Helias, Cheras, Troien, 
And Antenonidus with maſsy Staples 
And correſþonſiue and fulfilling Bolts 
Stirre up the Sonnes of Troy 


: Now Expeftation tickling skittiſh ſpirits, 


On one andother ſide, Troian and Greeke, 
Sets all onhazard. 4nd hither am 7 come, 
A Prologue arm'd, but not in confidence 


Of Authors pen, or Aftors voyce ; but ſuited 

7n like conditions, as our Argument ; 

To tell you( faire Beholders ) that our Play 

Leapes ore the varnt and firſtlings of thaſe broyles, 
Beginning in the middle : ſtarting thence away , 
T6 what may be digeſted in a Play : 

Like, or find fault, doe as your pleaſures are, 

Now good, or bad,' tis but the chance of Warre- 
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ſome-body had heard hcr talke yeſterday as 1 did: I ill 


Enter Pandarus and T royims. 
not diſpraiſe your ſiſter Caſſanare's Wit, bUt=—— 
Tronlm. 7 roz.Oh Pandarss | | tellthee Pandarwe ; 
All here my Varlet, Ile unarme againc. W hen I doe tell thee, there my hopes lye drown'd 
Why ſhould I warre withoutthe wals of Troy | Reply not in how many Fadomes deepe 
That finde ſuch cruc!l battell here within ? They lye indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 


Each Troian that is maſtcr of his heart, In Creſſids love. Thou anfwer'ſt ſhe is Faire, 


— 


Let him to ficid, Troy/w alas hath none. Powr'*lt in the open Vicer of my heart, 
Paw, Will this geere ne're be mended? (ſtrength, | Her Eyes, her Haire, her Checke, her Gate, her Voyce, 
Trey. The Greekes2re ſtrong, and skiltullto their Handleſt in thy diſcourſe. O that her Hand 
Fierce to their skill, andrPthcir ficrcenefle Valiant; (!n whole compariſen, all whites are Inke) 
But I am weaker then a womans tcare : Writing their owne repreach ; to whoſe ſoft feizure, 
Tamer then !leepe, fonder then ignorance; The C:ignets Downe is harſh, and ſpirit of Senſe 
Lefle valiant then the Virgin in the night, Hard as the palme of Plovughman. This thou tel'ſt me 3 
And $killeſle as unpratis'd infarcy. As true thou tel'ſt me, when I tay 1 love het : 


Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : For my | But ſaying thus, inſtead of Oyle and Balm, 
,art, Ile not meddle nor make no farther. He that will | Thoulai'ſt in every gaſh that love hath given me, 
TaGetle out of the WW heate, muſt needes tarry the | The Knife that made tt, 


grinding. Pax. I ſpeake no more then truth. 
Troy. Have I not tarricd ? Trey. Thou do'lt not ſpeake ſo much, 
Pen, Ithe grinding; but you muſt tarry the boulting. | Pax. Faith, Ile not meddle in't . Let her be 2s ſheis, 
Troy. Have I not tarricd ? | if ſhe be faire, 'tisthe berter for her : and ſhe te not, ſhe 
Pan,] the boulting ; but you mult tarry the leav*ning. | h2's the mends in her owne hands. 
Troy. Still bave I tarricd. Troy. Good Pandarns ; How now Pandarws ? 


Pan. 1,to the leavening ; but hecres yetin the 'word | Pan. I have had my Labour for my travell, ill thought 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the | on of he r, and ill chought on of you: Gone betweene and 
heating of the Oven,and the Baking; nay,you muſt ſtay | betweene, but ſmall thankes for my labour, 


the cooling too, or you may chance to burne your lips. | Trey. Whatart thon angry Peidorm? what withme? 
Troy, Paticnce her {cite, what Godddefle cre ſhe be, Par. Becaulc ſhe's Kinne rome, therctore {iic's not 
Doth leffer blench ar ſnufferance, then I doe : ſo faire as Hclew, and ſhe were not kin to me, ſhe would 
At Priams Royall Table I tit ; beas faire on Friday, as Helew is on Sunday, But what 
And when faire Creſſid comes into my thoughts, care I? I carenotand ſhe werea Black :-a-Moore, 'tis all 
So (Traitor) then ſhe comes, when ſhe is thence. One to MC. 
Pan. Well : | Trey. Say I ſhe is not faire? 
She look'd yeſternight fairer ,then ever I ſaw her looke, Per. I doe not care whether you doe or no. She'sa 
Or any womanclle. Foole to ſtay behind her Father : Let her ro the Greekes, 
Troy. I was about totell thee, when my heart, and ſo lle tell her the next tune I ſee her : for my part, Nic 


As wedged witha ſigh, would rive in twaine, meddlc nor make no more i ch'martcr. 
Leaſt HeFor, or my father ſhould perceive me ; Trop, Pandarm ? 


I have (as when the Sunne doth light a-ſcorne ) Pan. Not, 


Bur ſorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming gladneſle, Pan. Pray youſpeake no mere to me, I willleave 4! 


| 
Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a {mile ; | Troy. Sweet Pandarws. 
Ts like that mirth; Fate turnes to ſudden fadnefle . | as I found it, andthere an cnd. Exu Pand. | 


Pan, And her baire were not ſomewhat darker then Sound Alarnm. 
Helens, well goe to, there were no more compariſon be- Tro.Peace you ungracious Climors, peace rude ſounds, 
tweene the Women. But tor my part ſhe is my Kinlwo- | Fooles on both ſides, Helen muſt needs be faire, | 


I 


— 


man,l would not{as they tearme :r)praife it,but I wotld | When with your bloud you daily paint her thus. 


—— 
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I cannot fight upon this Argument : 

I: is too ſtary'd alubjeR tor my Sword, 

But Pandwrw : O gods ! How doe you plague me ? 
| 1 cannot come to Foeſnd but by Pandey, 

And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, 

As ſhe 15 ſtubborne, chaſt, againit all ſuite. 

Tell me Apollo for thy Daphnes Love | 
W hat Cre//id 1s, what Pandar, and what we : | 
Her bed 1s /ndz4, there ſhe lyes, a Pearle, | 
Betwcene our Ilium, and where ſhe retides | 
Let itbe cald the mild and wandring flood, | 


' 


| For womaniſh it is to be from thence : | 


Qur felfe the Merchant, and this ſfayling Zander, 


| Our doubrtull hope, our Convoy and our Barke, | 


Alarum, Enter «/Eueas, 
AEnc. How now Prince Troyle ? 
\V heretore not aheld ? 
Trey. Becauſenot there ; this womansanſwer ſorts, 


What rewes «/£neas from the field today ? 
+/Ene. That Paru ts returned home, and hurt» 
Trop. By whom «/£neas? 
+{ne. Tropime by enelanss 
Troy, Let Parwbleed, 'tis but a (car to ſcorne- 

Pars 18 gor'd with /Menelaws home. Alarum. 
+Ene.Hearke what good ſport is our of Towne to day. | 
Trey. Better at home, if would I might were may ; 

But to the ſport abroad, arc you bound thither ? 
ene, In all (witt halt. 

Treg. Come goe we thentogether. 
Enter Creſſid and ber mas. 


Eran. 


mw Een ores 


, 


| 


| He Chides <wdromache, and {trock: his Armorcr, 


' 


(re. Who were thote went by ? 

Car. Queene Hecube, and Hellen, 

Cre. And v- hither goe they ? 

CAlan. Vopro the Ea'terne Tower, 
Whote height commands as fabjet atlthe vaic, 
loice the bactell ; Her whoic paticnce, 


Isa5 4 Venue fixt, today was mov'd : 


Andiike as thare were hnsbandry in Warre 

Betore the Sunne rote, he was harneſt i:ohr, 

And to the field goe's he ; where every tower 

Did as a Prophet weepe w hat it torciaiw, 

ln Heiters wrath. 
(re. What was his cauſe of arger ? | 
Ces. The noiſe goe's this ; 


| There isaraorg the Greekes, 


A Lord of Troyan blood, Nzphew to He:tor, 


| 
' 
| 
| They call him Ajex. | 
' 


Cre. Good ; and what of him ? 


' MoarThey ſay he isavery man per /e and ſtands alone. | 


| ture hath ſo crowded humors, that hrs valour 15 cruſh 


Cre, Sodocall men, unlefle they are drunke,ficke,or | 
have no ic go $, | 
Man. This man Lady, bath rob'b many beaſts of their | 
particular additions, he is as vaViantas the Lyon, churiub 
a5the Bare, flow as the Elcphant : a man ioto whom 


OOO OO 


mo folly, his folly fauced with diſcretion : there 1s no 
man hath a vertue, that he hath not a glimpic of, nor as | 
ay man an attainr, but hecarries ſome liaine of it. He 1s | 
melancholy without cauſe and merry againſt the haire,he | 
naththe joynts of every thing, but every thing to out | 
of joynt, that he is a gowtry Briarens, many hands and | 
wwe; or purblinded Argus, all eyesand no fight. | 
Cre, Bot how ſhould this man that makes me {mule, | 
anc Hector angry ? | 


eAan. They lay be yeſter day cop'd Hedor in the bat- 
| 


| himſclfe; well, the gods are above, time muſt friend or | 
| end: well Trazler well, I would my heart were in her bo- 
| dy; no, Heer is not a better man then 7 roles. 


tell and trooke him down, the ditdaine & ſhame where» 
of, hath ever lince kept H. for falting and waking. 
Emer Pandaras. 

Cre. Whocomes here ? 

Han. Madam, your Vncle Pender. 

Cre. Heftors a gailant man. 

Mes, As may beinthe worid Lady. 

Pan, What's that ? what's that ? 

(re. Good morrow Vnckle Panderus. 

Pan,Good morrow Cozen (reſſid: what doe you talke 
of? good @urrow Alexander:how doc you Cozen? when 
wereyou at Ilitum ? 

Cre. This morning Vnde. 

Pav. What were you talking of when I came? Was 
Hetbir arm'd and gone ere ye cainc to illium ? teen was 
not up ? was ſhe ? 

Cre. Hettor was gone, but Heflen was not up. 

Pan, E'cne10; Heftor was ſtirring carly. 

Cre, That were we talking of, andot his anger: 

Pan, Was he angry ? 

Cre. So he laycs here. 

Pas. Truc he was fo; I know the cauſetoo, heele lay 
adout him today I cantell them thet,and there's T roy/us 
will not come farre behind him, let them take heede of 
Troytes ; I can tell them that too. 

Cre, Whatis he argry to0? 

Pan. \W ho Tronins ? 

Troylus 1s the beter man of the two. 
Cre. Oh ſuper ; there's no compariſon, 
Pan.Whaz not becweene T rej{us ard Hettor ? doe you | 

know a man if youſee him ? | 

Cre. I, if | ever faw him before and knew him. 

Pan, Well I fay Trois 1sTroybe, | 

Cre. Then you lay as | [ay, | 
For lamſurc he is not Fetter, 

Pan. No tr Heior 15 not Trojimein (ome degrees. 

(ye *Tis jail, tocach of them heis himſelte. 

Pan. Himtcite 2 alas poore T roj{us 1 would lic were, 

{re. So he is. 

Pan. Condition 1 had gone bare-tocte to India, 

Cre. Heis not Hetlor. 

Pas. Himſelte ? no? he's not himfelfe, would a were 


Cre. Excuſe me, 

Pan, He is elder. 

Cre. Pardon mc,pardon me. 

Pax. Thi others not come too't, you ſhall rell me ano- 
ther tale when th'others come too'r : Hedtor ſhall nor þ 
have his will this yecre. 

Cre. He ſhail notacede it if he have his owne, | 

Pan. Nor his qualitics. 

Cre. No matrcr- | 

Pax. Nor his beauty. 

(re, 'T would not become him, his ows's berter. 

Pan. You have no j\idgement Neecz ; Helles her (olfe 
(wore th*cther day,that Troyims for a browne tavour(ftor 
fo 'tis I muſt confeile) not browne acither. 

Cre. No, buc browne. 

Pan. Faith toflay truth, browne and not browne. 

{e. To fay the truth, true and.not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his compiextonabove Pars. 

{'re. Why Pars bath colour inough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cre. Then Trojlus (hould have too much,it ſhe prais'd 
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him above, his complextonis higher then his,he having-{ Pax. Well Cozen, | 

colour enough, andthe other higher, is too flaming a | Itold you athing yeſterday, thinke on't. 

praiſetora good complexion. I had as lieve Helens gol= | Cre. So Idoe, 4 : 

den tongue had commended 7 rejlas tor a Copper nolc. ; Pand. Ile be ſworne "tis true, be will weepe you an 
Pan. 1 fweare to you, ewere a wan borne in Aprill. Sound 4 retreate, 

I thinke Helex loves/him better then Pars. (re. And lie ſpringup in his teares, an"rwere a nettle 
Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greeke indeed. againſt May, 
Pas. Nay I am ſure ſhe does, ſhe came tohimth'other | Pa». Harke they are comming from the field, ſhall we 

day into the compaſt window, and you know he basnot ſtand up here and ſee them, as they paſle toward 11lium? 
{t three or fourc haires on his chinne. | good Neecedoe, ſweet Neece Creſſida. 
Cre, Indeed a Tapſters Arithmetique may ſoonebring | Cre. At your plealure. 

his particulars therein, to atotal. yy Pan. Heere, heere, here's an excellent place, here we 
Pand, Why he is very yong, and yet will he within | miy (ce moſt bracely,1le tell you them all by their rames, 

three pound lift as much as his brother Hettor. as they paſle by, but marke Trop/x above the rett- 


Cre. Is he fo young a man, and (o old a litter ? Enter «AEneas. 
| Pex. Butto proove to you that Helles loves him, ſhe Cre. Speake not ſolow'd. 

came and purs me her whure hand to his cloven chin, Pan. That's e/£neas, is not that a brave man, he's one 
(re. Inno have mercy, how came it cloven? ot the flowers of Troy I cantell you, but marke Tropim, 
Pax. Why, you know 'tis dumpled, : you ſhall ſec anon. 

I thinke his imyling becomes him better then any men 1n Cre. Who's that? Enter Antenor, 

all Phrigia. Pan. That's Antener, he bas a fhrew'd wit 1 can tell 
Cre. Oh he ſmiles valiantly. you, and he's a man good inough, he's one o'th four- 
Pan. Does he not ? deft judgement in Troy whoſoever, and a proper man of 
Cre, Oh yes, and 'twere a clow'd in Anutumne. perlon: when coraes Troylnu ? Ile ſhew you Tropimanon, 
Pax. Why goec to then, but to prove to you that Hellen | 1t he {ce me, you ſhall ſee him nodat me, 

loves Troplms. | ; Cre. Will he give you the nod? 
Cre, T roplus will ſtand to the | Pas. Youſhallſee. 


Proofe, if youle proove it ſo. | (fre. Ifhe doe, the rich ſhall have more. 
Pan, Trojlm? why he eſteemes herno more then I e- | | Emer Hettor, 

itceme anadile egge. | Pax. That's Hefor, that, that, looke you,that there's a 
Cre, If you love an addle egge as well as 'you love an | fellow. Goe thy way Hettor,there's a brave man Neece, 

idle head, you would cate chickens i'th'ſhell. O brave Hefor | Looke how he lookes ? there's a coun- 
Pax. I cannot chuſc but laugh rothinke how ſhe tick- | tenance; iſt not a brave man? 

ted his chin,indeed ſhe has a maryc!'s white hand I muſt Cre. O brave man ! 

necds confeſle. Pan, Isa not ? It does a mans heart good, Jooke you 
Cre. Without the racke. what hackes are on his Helmet, looke you yonder, doe 
Pan. And ſhe takes upon her to ſpye a white haire on | you ſee ? Looke you there? There's no jeſting,laying 0n, 


his chinne. tak't off, who will,as they fay, rhere be backes. 
Cye. Alas poore chin? many a wart is richer, {re. Bethole with ſwords ? 
Pend. Butthere was fuch laughing, Queene Heewbe Enter P arty. | 
laught that her eyes ran ore. Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the divell, 
Cre. With Milſtones. come to him, it's all one, by Godslid it does ones heart 


Pan, And Caſſandra langht. good. Yonder comes Pars, yonder comes Paris; looke 
(re. But there was more temperate fireunder the por | yee yonder Neece, iſt not a gallant man too,ilt not? Why 
of her eyes: did hereyes run ore too ? this is brave now : whoſaid he came hurt home to day? 


Par, And Heer laught. He's not hurt, why this will doe Helens heart good 
Cre, Ar what was all this laughing ? now, Þa 2 Wou!d I could ſee Trophw now,you (hall Trg- 
Pane. Marry atthe white haire that Helen ſpied on | lus anon. \ 
T rojha clin. | Cre. Wholcthat? 
Cre. And thad beenc a greene haire, I ſhould have | Emer Hellenuw. 
laught 200. | Pas. That's Helen, marvell where Trey/w is,that's 
Pand, They laughtnotio muchat the haire, as at his | Hellenws, I thinke he went not forth today: that's Heb 
pretty anſwer. | lenwe. 
Cer. What was his anſwer ? { Cre, Can Helen fight Vncle ? 


Paz. Quoth ſhe, here's but two and fifty haircs on | Pax. Hellenw no : yes heele fight indifferent well, 1 
your chinne ; and one of them rs white. marvell where Treyizs ; harke , doe you not heare the 
Cre. This is her queſtion. ; people cry Tropim ? Hellenws is a Pricft, 

Pard, That'struc, make no queſtion of that : twoand | Cre. What ſneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

fifty haires quoth hce,and one white, that white haire is Enter Troylus, 

my Father, and all the reſt ace his Sonnes, Jupiter quoth | Pan. Where? Yonder ? That's Dizphobus, 'Tis Trey 
ſhe, which of thele hairesis Paris my husband ? The | [wu ! There's a wan Neece,hem; Brave Troyine the Prince 
torked one quoth heyplyckt out and give it him:but there | of Chivalry. 

was fuch laughing, and Hellen ſo bluſhr, and Par ſo! Cre. Peace, for ſhame peace. 

chatt, andall the relt tolaught, chat it paſt. | Pand. Marke him, note him :$ O brave Trexlw: looke 


Cre. Solct it now, | well upon him Neece,looke you bow his Sword is blou- 


CU ———— 


For is has beene a great wile going by. died,and his Helme more hackt then Heftors,and how he | 
lookes 
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lookes, and how he goes, O admirable youth ! he ne're 
| aw three and rwenty, Goe thy way Troylus, goe thy 
wayhad 1 a filter were 2 Grace,or adaughter a Goddefle, 
he thould take his choyce. O admi man! Pars? 
Paris is durt to him, and 1 warrant, Helen to change, 
would give money to boot. 


Enter common Souldy ri. 


Cre, Heere come more. : 

Pas. Aſſes, fooles, dolts, chaffe and bran, chaffe and 
bran ; porredge after meat, I could live and dye 1'th'eyes 
ot Trojlus. Ne're looke,ne're looke;the Eagles are gone, 
Crowes and Dawes, Crowes and Daves: | had rather be 
ſuch a man as Troy/zs, then Ag<memnon, and all Greece. 
\ Creſ. There is among the Greckes Achulles, a better, 
man then T royius. 

Pan. Achilles? a Dray-man,a Porter, a very Cainell. 

Cree Well, well. k 

Pan. Well, well > Why have youany diſcretion? bave 
you any eyes? Doe you know what a ian is?1s not birth, 
beauty, good ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, learning, gen- 
tleneſle, vertuc,”youth, liberality,and lo torth: the Spice, 
and ſalt that ſeaſonsa man ? 

Cre, 1, a minc'd man,and then to be bak'd with no Date 
in the pyc, for then the mans dates out. 

Pan, Youare {uch another woman, one knoywes not 
Nt what ward yon lyC. 

Crof. Vpon my backe, to defend my belly zupon my 
wit, to defend my wiles; upon my ſecrecy, ro defend 
wine honeſty ; my Maske, to defend my beauty,and you 
todefend all theſe: andatailthele wards 1 lyc,ata thou- 
land watches. 

Pan, Say one of your watches. 

Cre. Nay Ile watch you for that, and that's one of 
the cheefeſt of them too ; if I cxnnot ward what would 
not bave hit, can watch you tor telling how I rookethe 
blow, unleflc it twelil paſt hiding, and then is paſt wat- 


ching, 


Emter Boy. 


Pan. Your areſuchanother, | 
Boy. Sir, my Lord would inſtantly ſpeake with you 
Pan. Where ? 
Boy. At your owne houſe. 
Pan, Good Boy tell him I come, I doubt he be hurt, 
Fare ye well good Necce. 
Creſ, Adicu Vaklz. 
Pan, lle be with you Neece by and by. 
(»eſ. To bring Vnkle. 
Pax, I,a token trom Troyime. 
Cre/. By the ſaine roken, you are a Bawd. E-rit Pang. 
Words, vowcs, gifts, teares, and loves full ſacrifice, 
He offers in anothers enterprile : 
But more in Troplws thouſand fold I ſee, 
Then in the glafſe of Pandar”'s praiſe may be 
Yet hold I of. Women are Angels wooing, 
Things won are done, the ſoules joy lyes in doeing : 
| That ſhe betov'd, knowesnought,that knowes not this: 
; Menprizethe thing ungain'd, morethen it is. 
' That ſhe was never yet, that ever knew 
| Lovegoe lo ſweet, as when delire did ſue ; 
| Therefore this maxime out of love I reach ; 
|" «Atchievement, ts command : ungain'd, beſeech, 
| That though my hearts Contents firme love dottrbeare, 
; Nothingof that ſhall from mine cyesappeare. Exit. 
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Sonet Emer Agamemnon, N ior, Olyſſer, Diome- 
des, Menelans, with there. 
Agam. Princes : 
W hat griefe hath ſet the Iaundics on your cheekes? 
The ample propoſition that hopes makes 
lnall defignes, begun on earth below 
Fayles in the promiſt largenefle : checkes and diſaſters 
- _ in the _— of actions higheſt rear'd. - 
$ knots by rhe conflux of meeting (ap, 
Inte the found Pine, and diverts his Graine 
Tortive and errant trom his courſe of growth. 
Nor Princes, is ic matter new to us, 
T hat we come ſhort ot our ſuppote fo farre, 
Thar atter leven yeares ſiege, yet Troy walles ſtand, 
Sith every action that hath gone before, 
W hereof we have Record, zriall did draw 
Bias and thwart, not anſwering the ayme . 
And that unbodied figure of the thoughe 
Thar gave*tfurmiſcd ſhape. Why then (you Princes) 
Doc you with checkes abaſh'd, behold our workes, 
Andthinke them ſhame, which are (indeed) nought elſc 
But the protraQtive trialsof great Tove, - 
To tinde perfiſtive conttancy in men ? 
The fineneſſe of which Metralt is not ſound 
In Fortunes love: tor then, the Bold and Coward, 
The Wiſe and foole, the Artilt, atd un-read, 
The hard and fofr, ſceme all athin'd, and kin. 
But in the W ind and Tempeſt of her frowne, 
Diſtin&tion witha lowd and powrefaull fan, 
Puihng at all, winnowes the lightaway ; 
And what hath mafle, or matter by ie ſclte, 
Lies richin Vertue, and unmingled. 
Neſt. W ith duc Obſervance of thy godly ſeat, 
Creat Agamemnen, N«citor (hall apply 
Thy latett words. 
In the reproote of Chance, 
Licsthe true of men: The Sea being ſmooth, 
How _ - _ Boates dare failc 
V patient brelt, ng their wa 
With thole of Noble bulk 7. : 
Bur le; the Ruthan Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetw, and anon behold 
The itrong ribb'd Barke through liquid mountains cut's 
Bounding bet weene the two moyſt Eiements 
Like Perſexs Horle. Where'sthen the fawcy-Boate, 
W hole weake untumber'd ſides but even now 
Co-rival'd Greatneſle ? Either to harbour fed, 
Or made a Tolte tor Neptune. Evento, 
Doth valours ſhew, and yalours worth divide 
In ttormes of Fortune, 
For, in her ray and brighrneſle, 
The Hcard hath more annoyance by the Brize 
Then by the Tyger: But, when the ſplitting winde 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oakes, 
And fiyes fled under ſhade, why then 
The thingof Ccurage, 
Asrowz'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 
And withanaccent tun'd in ſelte-fame key, 
Retyres to chiding Fortune. 
Viiſ. Agamemmon. 
Thou greac Commander, Nerve, and Bone of Greece, 
Heart of our Numbers, ſoule, and onely ipirit, 
In whom the tempers, andthe mindes of all 
Should be ſhut up ; Heare what Uliſes ſpeakes, 
Belides th'applauſe and approbation 
The which (molt mighty) tor thy place and may, 
: : a4 3 And 
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And thou mott reverend tor thy ſtretcht-our litgy 

I giveto both your tpecches ; which were luch, 
As Agamennon and the haad ot Greece ; 
Should bold up highia Braſle : and {uch againe 

As vencrable Ne#or ( hatch'd in Silver ) 

Should with a bond of ayre, ſtrong as the Axletree 
On which thc Heavens ride, knut all Greekes carcs 
To his cxperienc'd tongue : yeetet it pleale both 
(Thou Great, and Wite)to hears Fiſſes ipeakCc. 


That matter ncedlcfle of importleſſe burthren 
Divide thy hips : then we are conticent 
When ranke 7 herſites opes his Malticke jawes; 
We ſhall hcare Mulicke, Wt, and Oracle. 

Vhſ. Troy yet upon his balis had beene downe, 
And the great Hettors {word had lack'd a Malter 
But tor theſc inſtances. 

The ſpecialty of Rule hath becne negieAed ; 

And looke how many Grecian Tents do ſtand 
Hollow upon this Plaine, {ov many hollew Factions- 
When that the General! is not like the Hive, 

To whom the Forragers ihail all repaire, 

What Hony 1s expected ? Degree being vizarded, 
Th'unworthieſt ſhewes as tairely inthe Maske- 


— 


Obſerve degree, priority, and place, 

Initu:c, courſe, proportion, tealon, torme, 
Othce, and cultome, in all line of Order ; 

And thercfore 1s: he glorious Planet Sol 

In noble eminence, enthrou'd and iphcar'd 

Amid (tthe other, whoſe med'cinable eye 

| Corres the i! AſpeFs of Planets evill, 

And woas like the Comman='mentot a King, 
Sans checke, to good and bad, But when the Planets 
In evill mixture to diſorder wander, 

W hat Plagues, a'1d what portents, what mutiny ? 
What raging of the Sea? ſhaking of Earth ? 
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Divert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 

The unity, and married calme of States | | 
Quite from their fixure ? O, when degree is ſhak'@, 
(\Whichis the Laddrr to all highdefignes) 
lheenterprize is ficke. How could Communities, 
Degrecs in $chooles, and brother-hoods 1n Citics, 
Peacetull Commerce trom cividablc ſhores, 

The rink »2cnitive, and duc of Byrth, 

Prerogutivs of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrels, 
(Bur by degrce) itand in Authentique place ? 

Take but degree away, un-tune that ſtring, 

And hcarke what Ditcord foilowes : cach thing meets 
[a mezre oppugnancy. The bounded Waters, 
Should life their botomes higher then rhe Shores, 

| And make a toppe Of all thisfoltd Globe ; 

{ Strenoth ſhould oc Lord of 1mbectliry, 

| And the rude Sonne ſhould {trike his father dead : 

| Force ſhould be right, or rather, right and wrong, 
| (Betv2enc whoſe endlefle jarre, juſtice reſides ) 

| Should lowſe their names, and ſo ſhould juſtice too. 
| Thenevery thing includes itlelfe in Porwer, 

| Power into Will, Will inzo Appetite, 

And Appetite (an univerſall Wolte, 

So doubly ſeconded with Will, and Power ) 

{ Mnit make perforcean univerta!l prey, 

| And aft, care up himicltc. 

| Great A 1amemnon ; 

; This Chaos, whendegree 1s {uttocate, 


<— 


Aga. Speake Prince of 1rhaca, and be't of il; expect ; | 


The 1cavens themf{tlves, the Planets, and this Center, 


Commotion in the Windes? Frights, changes, horrors, | 


| Followes the choaking : 

| And this neglectionot Degree, is it 

| Thatby a pace goes backward ma purpote 
It hath to climbe. The Generall's dildain'd 
By hum one ſtep below ; be, by the next, 

' That next, by tim beneath : ſoevery licp 

Examplcd by the firſt pace that is licke 

Ot his Supcriour, growes to an envious Feave: 
| Ot pale, and bloodlefſe Emulation. 

And tis this Feaver that keepes Troy on toote, 
| Not her owne finewes. Tocnd a talc of length, 
Troy inour weakeneſle lives, not in her {trength, 

Neſt. Molt wiicly hath Jyſes here diſcover'd 
The Feaver, whereof all our power is licke. 

Aga. The Nature of the ſ{ickenefle found (Fe) 
W hat 1s the remedy ? 
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The tinew, andthe forc-handof our Hoſte, 
Having his care tuil of hisayery Fame, 

Groiwes dainty of his worth, and in his Tent 
Lyes mocking our deſignes. With him, Patrecl, 
V pon alazy Bed, the live-long day 

Breakes ſcarrill Icſts, 

And with ridiculous and aukward ation, 
(Which Slanderer, he imitatien call's) 

He Pageants us. Sometime great Agamenmon, 
Thy toplefledepurtation he puts on ; 

And like a ſtrutting Player, whoſe conceit 

Lies in his Ham-ſtring, and doth thinke it rich! 
To heare the woodden Dialogue and ſound 
'Twixt his ſtretchr footing, and the Scaffolage, 
(Such to-te-pitted, and ore-reſted ſeeraing 

iic acts thy Greatneſle in :)and when he ſpeakes, 
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W hich from the rongue ot roaring 7 yphon dropr, 
VV eund ſeeme Hyperboles. At this tuſty Qiuffe, 
The large Achiles (on bis preſt-Led lolling) 
From his decpe Chelt, laughes out a lowd applaule, 
Cries cxce:icnt, 'tis Agamemnen jult. 
| Now play me Nefor ; hum, and ſtroke thy beard 
As he,bcing drelt tro ſome Oration , 
Trat's done, as neere as the extreameſt ends 
Otparalels ; as like, as Uulcanand his wite, 
Yet good Achules {till cryes excellent, 
"Tis Ne#tor right. Now play him (me) Parrochs, 
Armingtoantwer ina night-Alarme, 
| Andclizn (toriooth) the faint defects of Age 
' Mult be the Scene of myrth, ro cough, and {pir, 
' And with apallie fumbling on his Gorger, 
' Shakein and out the River : and atthis (port 
' Sir Valourdies ; cries, O enough Parrecins, 
Or, give me ribs of Steele, I ſhail ſplitall 
[n pleature of my fpleene. Andin this taſhion, 
All our abiliryes, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 
Severallsand generalls of grace exact, 
| Archievments, plots, orders, preventions, 
| Excitementsto the field, or {peech for truce, 
| Succeſle or loſe, what is, or isnor, ſerves 
As ſtuffe for theſe two, to make paradoxes. 
Nef#. And inthe imitation of thete twaine, 
W ho (as Ulyſſes ſayes) Opinion crownes 
 Withan Imperiall voyce, many are inte : 
| Ajax isgrewne (elfe-will'd, and beares his head 
| Intucha revne, 1a full as proud a place 
; Asbroad Achilles, and keepes his Lent like him ; 
| Makes tactious Feaits, railes on our ſtate of Warre 


Vi. The great Achiller, whom Opinion crownes, 


| Tislike a Chimea mending. Waithtearmes un{quar'd, 
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Bold as ant Oracle, and fets T berfites 

A ſlave ( whoſe Gall coines flanders like 2 Mint, ) 
To match us in comparifons with durt, 

To weaken and diſcredit our expolure, 

How ranke ſoever rounded in with danger. 

Ulf. They taxc our Policy, and call it Cowardice, 
Count Wiledome as nomember of the Warre, 
Fore-(tall preſcicnce, and cltecine noade 
But that ot hand : ] he (ill and mentall parts, 

That doc contrive how many hands ſhall itnke 

When fitneſle calls them on, and know by meaſtre 
Oftheir obſervant toyle, the Enemies waig ht, 

W hy this hath not a tingers dignity : 

They calithis Bed-:vorke, Mapp'ry,Cloſſet-Warre : 
So that the Ramme that batters downe the wall, 

For the great ſwing and rudeneſle of his poize, 

| hey place before his hand that made the Engine, 
Orthoſcthat with the fincncle ot ther toulcs, 
By Reaſon guide his execution. 

Neſt. Letthis be granted, and Achilles horſe 
Makes many 7 ber fonnes. 

eAge. What Trumpet ? Looke Menelavs. 

Clem. From Trov. Emer co Aneas. 
Aga. What wwuld you tore our Tent ? 


Are. Is this great «Agamemmons Tent, Ipray you ? 


>Ags. Even this, 

+4ne. May one that is a Herald,and a Prince, 
Doe a faire meſſage to his Kingly cares ? 

Aga. With (urety ſtronger then eAchullerarme, 
'Fore all the Greek iſh heads, which with one voyce 
Call »Agamemmen Head and General. 

/Ene, Fairclcave, and large ſecurity. How may 
A ſtranger tothole molt Imperial lookes, 

Know them from eyes of other Mortals? 

Aga. How ? 

ene. I : | aske, that I might waken reverence, 
And on the cheeke be ready with abluth 
Modclt as mornirigy, when ſhe coldly eyes 
The youthtull Fhecous 3 
Which 1s that God m office guiding men ? 
Whichtsthe bigh and mighty «Agememnen. 

efra. This Troyan {cornes us,or the men of Troy 
Arc cerementous Comticrs. 

Ane, Courtiersas t:ce, as debonmare ;unarm'd, 


| As bending Angels : that's their Fawe, in peace : 


| But when they would ſeeme Souldiers, they have galles, 
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| Heteisthce fo himſcife. 


Exe. Trumpet blo loud. 
Send thy bratie voyce through all theſe lazy Tents, 
And every Greeke of mettle, let him know, 
What Troy meancs fairely, ſhall be poke alawd. 

. The Trumpets ſound. 
We have great Ayjamemnon, hcere n Troy » 
A Prince call'd Hefor, Priam is bus Fath:x : 
Who in this dull and long-continew'd Truce 
ISrulty growne, He bad me take a [rumpet, 
And to this purpole ſpeake : Kings, Princes, Lords, 

there be one among'(t the tayr'tt of Greece, 

That holdshis Honor higher then his caſe, 
Trattcekes his praite, morethen he feares hisperill, 
| bat knowes his Valour, and knowes not his feare , 
Tit loves his Miſtris more then in confeſſion, 
(With truanc vowes to her owne lips he loves ) 
And dare avow her Beauty, and her Worth, 
[1 other armesthen hers : to him this Challenge. 
Hettor, in view of Trovans, and of Greekes, 
Shall make ir good, oc doe his belt to doe it. 
He hath a Lady, witer, fairergtrucr, 
Then ever Greeke dxd compaſlle in hisarmes, 
And will tomorrow with his Trumpet call, 
Midway Lerweene your Tents, and walles of Troy, 
Torowze a Grecian that istrucin love. 
It anycome, Hettor Nall honour him ; 
It none, he'll fay im Troy when he retyres, 
The Grecian Dames are fun-burnt, and net worth 
The (plinter of a Lagce : Even fomuch. 

Aga. This thall be cold our Lovers, Lord «/£neas, 
It non of them have foule in fuch a kind, 


| We k:ttrhemallat home : But we are Souldicrs, 
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Nothing (© full of hcart. Bur peacc «/Encas, 
Peace Troyan, lay thy tinger on thy hips, 

The worthineſle of praile diltaines bis worth : 

[t that he prais'd himlclte, bring the praite turth) 
Wharthe repining enemy commends, 


That breath tame blowes,that praite (ole pure tranſcends | 


e-g4. Sir, you cf Troy, call you your tcltc e/£near? 


tne, I Greeke, that 1s my name. 
Ave. WW at's your aftayre 1 pray you? 
Eme, Sir pardon, tis tor Agamenmmans Cares. 
Age. He hcares nought privaily 

That comes trom Troy. 


:Ene. Nor | from Troy come not to whiſper hun, 


[ bringa Trumpet toawake hiscare, 
Tofer his {ence on the attentive bent, 
Aud then toſpeake. 

Aga. Speake frankely as the winde, 
[t 15 not Agamenmons (leeping houre ; 
That thou ſhalt know Troyan he is awake, 
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And may that Souldicr a mcere recreant prove, 
That azcancs not, hath nor, or 1snot in love : 
It then one 1s, or hath, or mcanesto be, 

That one meets Heer, it none, Ile be he. 

Nef. Tell him of Neftor, one that was a man 
W hen Hettors Grandhre fuck: ; he 1s old now, 
Bur it there be not in our Grecian mould, 

One Noble man, that hath one ſparke of fire 
Toantwer for his Love ; tell him trom mc, 

Ie hide my Silver beard ina Gold Beaver, 

And in my Vantbrace put this withe:'d brawne, 
And meeting him, walltell hin, thac my Lady 
Was fayrer thcu his Grandame, an as chalte 

As may be inthe world : his youth in food, 

te pawne this truth with my three drops of blood. 


e/Ene. Now hcaveus torbid tuch fca; iry of youth. 


Vii. Amen. 
A! gd, Faire Lord e/Lneas, 
Ler metouch your hand : 
Toour Pavillion ſhall Tleade you firtt ; 


: Achilles ſhall have word of this intent, 


$0 ſhall cach Lord ot Greece trom Tent to Tent ; 
Your ſe!te ſhall Feaſt with us betore you goes 
And findethe welcome of a Noble Foe . 
CAManent Viiſes, and I eter. 

Vliſ. N eftor. 

Neſ. W hat fayes Ulyſes? 

Vliſ. 1 have a young conception 19 my braine, 
Be vou my time to bring it to ſome ſhape. 

Neft. What 1s't? 

Uls/. This'tis : 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the ſeeded Pride 
That hath to this maturity blowne up 

Py 
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In ranke Achiler, muſt or now be cropt, 
Or (ſhedding ) breed a Nurſery of like evill 
To over=bulke us all. 

Neft. Well, and how ? 

Va, Thischallenge that the gallant Hefor ſends, 
How ever it is ſpred in generall namcy 
Relates in purpolc onely to Achulles. 

Neft. The purpoſe is peripicuouseven as ſubſtance, 
Whoſe groſlenelle little charraters ſumme up, 
And in the publication make no ſtraine, 

But that Achilles, were his bratne 25 barren 
As bankes of Lybia, though ( 4polio knows) 
'Tis dry enough,will with great ſpcede ot judgement , 
I, with cclerity, finde Hers purpolc 
Pointing on him. | ; 
Uliſ. And wake him to the anfwer, thinke you ? 
Ne#.Yes, tis moſt meet ; whom -nay you elſe oppoſe 
That can from Heftor bring 1s Honor oft, 
If not Achilles ;though't be a ſportfull Comoate, 
Yet in this triall, much opinion dwels. 
For heere the Troyars taſte our deer it repute 
| With their fin'ſt Pallate : and truſt ro me /yſſes, 
Our imputation ſhall be oddcly poiz'd 
Inthis wilde a&ion. For the tuccelle = 
(Although particular) ſhall give a tcanthing 
| Ofgood or bad, unto the Generall: =» 
And in ſuch Indexes, although {mall prickes 
To their ſubſequent Volumes, there 15 ſcene 
The baby figure of the Gyant-maſle 
! Of things to come at larges It is ſuppos'd, 
He that meets Heer, iflucs trom our choyle ; 
{ And choyſe being mutuall ate of all our ſoulcs, 
Makes Merit her cle&ion, and doth boyle 


| | As 'twere, from forth usall : a man diſtill'd 


Out of our Vertues , who miſcarrying, 

{ What heart from hence recerves the conq'ring part 
To ſtcele a ſtrong opinion to themſelves 

W hich cntertain'd, Limbes are his inſtruments, 
| In no eſſe working, then are Swords and Bowes 
DireRtive by the Limbes» 

| Yb. Give pardon to my ſpecch : | 
Thereforc 'tis mcet, 4ch:Her mect not He (tor : 
Let us (like Merchants) ſhew our towleſt Wares, 
And thinke perchancethey'll fell : 1t nor, 

The luſter of rhe better yer ro ſhew, 

Shall ſhewv the better. Doe not conſent, 

That ever Hettor and Achilles meete : 

For both our Honour, and our Shame 1n this, 
Are dogg'd with two ſtrange I oliowers. 


| Yi, What glory our eHcbelles (hares from Hotter, 
(Werc he not proud) we all ſhould weare with him : 
But he already 1s t00 1nlolent, 

And we were better parch in Aﬀricke Sunne, 

Then in the pride and fait ſcorne ot his cyes, 

Should he ſcape He@or faire. It he werefoyld, 

hy then we did our maine opinion cruth 

In taint of our beſt man» No, make a Lott'ry, 


And by device let blockiſh 4jex draw 

The ſort to fight with Hettor : Among our ſolves, 
Give himallowance as the worthier man, 

For that will phyſicke the great My1midon 

Who broyles in lowd applauſe, and make him fall 
His Creſt, that prouder then blew Iris bends. 


 .eD 


If the dull brainlefle Ajax come tate off, 
Wee'll drefie him up in voyces : it he faile, 


Neft.l fecthem not with my old eyes; what age they? | no morebraine then I have iu mine elbowes : An Afinico 


Yetgoe we under our opinion ſtill, 

we bave better men. But hit or miſle, 
Our projects life this ſhape of ſence aflumes, 
4jex imploy'd, pluckes downe Achilles Plumes. 

Xe#. Now Uhyſſr, 1 begin to relliſhthy advice, 
And I will givea taſte of it forthwith 
To m_—_— goe we to him ſtraight ; 

Two Curres ſhall tame each other, Pride alone 
Mult tarre the Maſtiffes on, as 'twere their bone. Exteun, 
Emer eAjax, and Therſites. 

Aja. Therſies ? 

Ther. Age«mennos, how if be had Biles (full) all over 
generally. 

ea. T herſaes ? 

T her. Andthoſe Byles did runne, ſay ſo; dil not the 
Generall run, were not that a botchy core ? 

Aja. Dogge. 

Ther.Then there would come ſome matter from him: 
I fee nonenow. 
Aja.Thou Bitch-W olfes-Sonne, canſt thou not heare? 
_ _ Strikes bam, 
ber, The plague of Greece upen thee thou 
becfe-witted hind , 26. 
4ja. Speakethen you whinid'ſt leavenſpeake, 1 wil 
veace thee into handſomnefle. 

Ther. I ſhall ſooner raile thee into wit and holineſle: 
out I thinke thy horſe will ſooner con an Oration, then 
thou learne a prayer without booke : Thou canſt Rtrike, 
canſt thou ? A red Murren o'ththy ladestrickes. 

eAw. loads (toole, kearne me the Proclamation. 

Ther. Doeſt thou thinke I have no ſence thou ſtrik'ſt 

Aja. The Proclamation. (me thus? 

Ther. _ art proclam'd a foole, I thinke. 

Aja. not Porpentine, doe not :m ers itch. 

T ber, 1 would thou did(t itch from hey pagers and 
| had the ſcratching of thee, I would make thee the loch- 
{om'lt ſcab in Greece. 

Aja. 1 fay the Proclamation. 

Ther. Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every houre on A- 
chilles,and thouart as full of envy at his greatneſle,as Cer- 
berwa 15 at Preſerpima's beauty.I,that thou bark'{t at him. 
| Aja. Miltreſic Therſaes. 
| Ther. Thouſhouldſt ſtrike him, 

{ Ajes. Coblofe. 
Ther. He would pun thee into ſhivers with his fiſt, as 
a Sailor breakes a bisket, 

Aja. You horſon Curre. Ther, Doe, doe. 

Aja. Thou ſtool for a Witch. 
| Ther. 1,doe, doc, thou ſodden-wigged Lord:thou haſt 


———— 


may tutor thee. Thou ſcurvey valiant Aſſe, thou art here 
but to threſh Trezens, and thou art bought and ſold #- 
mong thoſe of any wit, hke a Barbarianſlave. If thou uſe 
to bear me, I will beginat thy heele, and tell what thou 
art by inches, thou thing of no bowels thou, 
Aja. Youdogge. 
T ber. You ſcurvy Lord. 
Aja. You Curre. 
T her. Mars his Idcot: do rudeneſſe, doe Camell,do,do. 
Emter eAchilles, and P atroclus. 
Achil.\Why how now Ahax ? wherefore do you this? 
How now Therſtes? what's the matter man ? 
Ther. You ſec him there, doe you ? 
»Achil. I, what's the matrer. 
T her. Nay looke upon him, 


Achl. So 1 doc : what's the matter ? 


, _ 
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They. Ray but regard him well. 

Achil. Well, why I doeſo. 

Ther. But yet you looke not well upon him : for who 
ſome ever you take him tobe, hes Ajax, 

Achl. 1 know that foole. 

Ther. 1, but that foole knowes not humſelfe. 

Ajax. Theretore I beate thee. ; | 

Ther.Lo,lo, lo, lo, what modicwms of wit ke utters: his 
evaſions have cares thuslong. 1 have bobd'd thus Braine 


rowesfor a peny,and his Piamarey is not worth the ninth 
of a Sparrow. This Lord ( Achilles) Ajax who weares 
is wit in his belly,and his gates in his head, lle tell you 
| what I fay of him, 
| Achil. What ? 
Ther. I fay this Ajax 
| Achil. Nay good Ajax. 

Ther. Has not lo Much wit. 

Ach Nay I muſt hold you. . 

Ther. As will ſtop the cyc of Helens Needle,tor whom 
he comes to hight. 

&cbul. Peace toole. 

Ther. I would have peace and quietneſle, burthe foole 
will not : le there, that he, looke youthere. 

Ajax. O thou damn'd Curre, I ſhall=———= 

Achil. Will youſet you wit toa Fooles ? 

Ther, No I warrant you, for a foolces will ſhame it, 

Pat. Good words Ther ſites, 

Aetsl, W hat's the quarreli? 

Ajax. I bad thee viie Owle, goe learne me the tenure 
of the Proclamation, and he railes upon me. 

Ther. I ſerve thecnot. 

Ajax, Well, goe to, goe to, 

Ther, I (erve heere voluntary. 

Achil, Your laſt ſervice was ſufferance, twas not yvo- 
luntary, no min 1sbexten voluntary: Ajax was heere the 
voluntary, and youas under an Impreſic. 

Ther.E'ne fo, a great deale of your wit roolyes in your 
ſinnewes,or clic there be Liars: Hefor (hall have a great 
catch, it he knocke out cither of your branes, he were 
; as good crackea fulty nut with no kernell. 

'  Achil. What with me t00 Ther ſites? 

| Ther. here's Ulyſſes, and old N eftor, whoſe Wit was 
| mouldy cre their Grandfirs had nailes on their toes, yoke 
| youlike draft-Oxen, and make you plough up the waire, 
| Ach, What? what? 

Ther. Yes good ſooth, to Achilles, tro Ajax, tom 

Ajax, I ſhall cut out your rongue. 

Ther. 'Tis no inatter, I (hall ſpeake as much as thou 
afterwards, | 

Pat. No more words Therfter. ' 

Ther. | will hold my peace when Achier Brooch bids 
| me,ſhalll? 

' Acint. There's for you Patrochu. 

Ther. 1 willſee you hang'dlike Clotpolesere 1 come 
' any more to your Tents; I will kcepe where there 1s wit 

{urring, and leave the faftion cf tooles. Eu. 

Pat. A good riddance, | . 

' Achil-Marry this Sir is proclaim'd through al our holt, 

That Heftor by the kft houre of the Sunne, 

Will with a Trumpet, *ewixt our Tentsand Troy 
| Tomorrow morning call ſome Knight to Armes, 
| That hatha ſtomacke, and ſuch a one that dare 
| Mantaine I know not what : 'tis traſh. Farewell. 

; A£1ax. Farewell? who ſhall anſwer him ? 
| chil. 1 know not, "tis put to Lottry ; otherwiſe 


lt — 


morethen he has beate my bones : I will buy nine Spar- | 


| It holds his eſtimary anddignity ; 


wa 


— 


He knew his man. 
A4j4.O meaning you, I will goe lezrne more of it. Exit, 
Emer Priam, Heftor, Troplua, Pary , and Helena, 

Pri. Atter ſo many houres, lives, (pecches (ſpent, 
Thus once againe fayes Nettor from the Greekes, 
Dcliver Helen, andall damage elle 
( As honour, loſſe of time, travaile, expence, 

Wounds, friends, ard what elte decre that is conſun'd 
In not diigeſtion of this cormorant Warre) 
Shall be (trok= off, Her, what fay youtoo't. 

Hett. Though no man leſſer tearesthe Greckes then I, 
As farre as toches my particular : yet dread Priam, 
There isno Lady of more ſofter bowels, 

More fpungy, to ſucke inthe fente of feare, 

More ready to cry out, who knowes what followes - 
Then Heftor is : the wound of peace is ſurety, 

Surety ſecure 2 but modeſt doubr is cal'd 

The Beacon of the wile : the tent that ſearches 
To'th'bottome of the worſt. Let Helen goe. 

Since the firit {word was drawne about this queſtion, 
Every tythe ſoule 'mongſt many thoutand dilines, 
Hath beene as deere as Helen: 1 meanc of ours: 

It we have loſt ſo many tenths of ours 

Toguarda thing not ours, nor worth to us 

(Had it our name) the valew of oneten ; 

W har merit'sin that reaton which denies » 

The yeelding of her up ? | 

Troy. Fyc, fie, my Brother ; | 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 
(So great asour dread Father) ina Scale 
Ofcommon Ounces ? Will you wich Counters ſumme | 

| 


— 


The palt proportion of his infinite ? 

And buckle ina waſte moſt fathomleſle, 

W uh ({pannesand inches fodiminurive, 
As fearcs and rca(ons ? Fye for godly ſhame? 

Het. No marvellthough you bite to ſharpe at reaſons, 
You are empty of them, ſhould not our father | 
Bearcthe great ſway of his affaires with reaſons, 
Becaule your ſpeech hath none that tells him fo? 1 

Trey, Youarc tor dreamesand flumbers brother Prieſt, 
You furre your gloves with reafon: here are your realons 
You know anencmy intcads you harme, 

You know, a {word 1mploy'd1s perillous, 

And reaſon flyes the object of all harme, 

W ho marvelsthcn when Helens beholds 

A Grecianand his (word, it he doe ſet 
The very wings ot reaſon to his heeles ; 

Or like a Starre ditorb'd. Nay,i* we talke of reaſon, 
And fiye ike chidden Mercury from love, | 
Let's ſhut our gates and ſicepe : Manhood and Honor 
Shald have hard hearts, would they bur fat their thoughts 
With this cramm'd realon: reafonand reſpect, 

Makes Lovers pale,and luſtyhood ec jc, | 

Hef. Brocher,ſhe is noe worth 
What ſhe doch coſt the boldiog. 

Troy. What's aught, butas'tis valew'd ? | 

Hef. Burt value dwels not in particular will, 


As well, wherein 't1s precious of it ſelfe, 
As inthe prizer : "Tis made Idolatry, 
To make the fervice greaterthen the god, | 
And the will dotes that js inclineavle | 
To whar infeRioully it (elfe affe Rs, | 
Without ſome image of th'afteted merit. | 
Troy. I take today a Wite, and my election 
Isled on inthe conduct of my will; 
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My will enkindlcd by mine eyes and cares, 

Two traded Pylots 'twixt the eangerous ſhores 

Of Will, and Indgement- How may I avoyde 
(Although my will diltaſte whar it elected) 

The Wite I choſe, there can be no evaſion 

Toblench from this, and to ſtand firme by honour. 
We turne not backe the Silkes upon the Merchant | 
When we have ſpoyl'd them; nor the remainder Viands 
We doc notthrow in unretpective place, 

Becauſe we now ate full, It was rnought meete 

Park ſhould doclome vengeance on the GreCckes ; 
Your breath of full conſent beliied his Sailes, 

The Scas and Windes (old Wranglers) tooke a Truce, 
And did him ſervice; he touch'd the Ports defir'd, 
And for an old Aunt whom the Greckes beld Captive, 
He brought a Grecian Queen, whole youth & frethneſle 
W :inkies polices, and makes ſtale the morning. 

Why kcepe we her ? the Greccians keepe our Aunt : 

Is the worth keeping ? Why ſhe isa Pearle, 
Whoſe price hath launch'd above a thouſand Ships, 
And tarn'd Crown'd Kings to Merchants. 

It yuu'll avouch, twas witedome Pars went, 

(As you mult nccds, for you allcride, Go, goe:) 

If y>u'll cont-fſe, he brought home Noble p: 1ze, 

(As you mult nzeds, for you all clzpt your hands) 

And cride inettimabie z why doe you now 

The iſſue of your proper W ſcdomes raic, 

Aad doca deed chat Fortune never did ? 

bcgger the eſtimation which you priz'd, 

Richer v#hcn Seca and La1d ? O Thett molt baſe ! 

That we have ſtolne what we doe teare to keepe. 

But Theeves unworthy of a thing fo ltolne, 

That in thcir Country did them that difgrace, 

We fearc to warrant in our Native place. 


Enter Caſſundra with her batre about 
ber cares. 
{a/. Cry Trojans.cry. 
Priam. \W hat noyſe e what ſhreeke 1s this ? 
Troy, "Tis our mad filter, I doe know her voyce. 
Caf, Cry Troyans. 
Hee. Tt is Caſſamara. 
Caf. Cry Troyanscry ; lend me ten thouſand eyes; 
And I will fill them with Prophericke tcares. 
Hee, Peace filter, peace. 
Caf. Virgins, and Boycs ; mid-ageand wrinkled old, 
Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
Addeto my cla nouwe: |ct us pay betimes 
A moity ot that maſſe of moanc tocome. 
Cry Troyanscry,pratile your eyes with teares, 
Troy muſt not be, nor goodly 1liion ſtand, 
Our fire brand Brother Parr burnes vs all. 
Cry Troyans cry, a Helen and awoes 
Cry, crv, Troy burnzs, or elfc let Helew goe. Exit. 
Hee. Now youthtull Troplzs, doe not rthele hie trains 
Of divination in our Siſter, worke 
Some touches of remorſe ? Or is your bloud 
S madly hot, that no diſcourfe of reafon, 
! Nor fcare of bad feceefie in + bad cauſe, 
{ Cat: qualifie the tame? 
Trey. \V hy brother Hettor, 
We maynot thinke the juſtncAtof exchaRte 
Such, and nv 2ther then event doth forme it, 
| Nor once deject the courage of our minds ; 
Becauſe Coſandre'rmad, her brainſicke raptures 
Cinnot diltaite rhe goodneffe of a quarrel!, 


— 
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W hich hath our ſeverall Honours all cngag'd 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
Iam no more touch'd, then all Priams fonnes, 
And Iove forbid therc ſhould be done among it us 
Such things as might ottend the weakeſt ſpleenc, 
To tight tor, and maintaine. 
Par. Eiſc might the world convince of levity, 
As well my under-takings as your countels : 
But 1 arreſt the gods, your full conſent 
Gave wingsto my propentfion, and cut ctf 
All teares attending on 1o dire a projeR. 
For what (alas) can thcſe my ſingle armes? 
W hat propugnation is in one mans valour 
To ſtand thepuſh aud enmuy of thoſe 
This quarrell would excite # Yet I proteſt, 
Were I alone to paſle the diheultics, 
And hadas ample power, as I have will, 
Pars ſhould ne're retraft what he hath done, 
Nor faint inthe purſuite. 
rs, Pars, you ſpeake 


| Like one be-forted on your ſweet delights; 


You have the Hony (till, bur thcſethe Gall, 
Soto be valiant, is no praiſe at all. 

Par. Sir, I propote not meerely tomy {clte, 
The picatares tuch a beauty brings withit : 
Bur I would have the ſoyle of her faire Rape 
Wiz”d offin honourable keeping her. 
W hac Ircalon were it to the rantack'd Queene, 
Dilgrace to your great werths, and ſhame to me, 
Now todeliver her poſſeſſion up 
On termes of baſe compulſion # Can it be, 
That fo degeneratea ſtraine as this, 
Should once ſet foot in your generous boſomes? 


There not the meaneſt ſpirit on our'party, 
; Withour a heart to dare, or {word to l 


raw, 
When Helen is detended :nor none fo Noble, 

V hote lite were ill beſtow'd, or death unfam'd. 
Where Helen is the ſubject. Then (1 fay) 

Well may we tight tor her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large ſpacescar-10r paralell; 


Hett, Paruand Trolnr, you have both ſaid well : 


Ard cn the cauic and queſtion now in hand, 
Have gioz'd, but ſuperticially ; not much 
Vnlike young men, whom eAriilorte thought 
Vnhtto heare Morall Philoſophy, 
The Reatons you alledge, doe more conduce 
To the hot paſion of diſtemp'red blood, 
Then to mzk: up a free determination 
'Twixt right and wrong : For pleaſure, and revenge, 
Have cares more deafe then Adders, to the voyce 
Of any true deciſion. Nature craves 
All dues be rendred to their NO\cners ; now 
W hat neerer debr in all humanity, 
Then Wife isto the Husband ? If this law 
Of Nature be corrupted through aff- ion, 
And that great mindes of partrall indulgence; 
To their benummed wills reſiſt the fame, 
There 15a Law incach well-ordred Nation, 
To curbe thoſe ragiogappetites thatare 
Molt Ciſobedient and refratory. 
If Helenthen be wife ro Sparta's King 
(As 1t is knowne ſhe is ) theſe Morall Lawes 
Of Nature, and of Nation, ſpeake alowd 
To haue her backe return'd. Thus to perſiſt 
In doing wrong, extenuatesnot wrong, 
But makes ir much more heavy. Hettors opinion 
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15this in way of truth : yernere the leſle, 
My ſpricely brethren, I propend to you 
In reſolution to keepe Helew (till ; 
For 'tis a cauſe that hath no meane dependance, 
Vpon our joynt and ſeverall dignities. 

Trey. Why ? there you touchr che life of our deſigne 3 
Were it notglory that we more affected, 
Then the pertormance of our heaving i{plecnes, 
I would not wiſh a drop of Treienblood, 
Spent more ini her defence. But worthy Heftor, 
She is a theame of honor and renowne, 
A fpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 
Whole preſent courage way beate downe our foes, 
And fame in time to come canonize us. 
For I preſume brave Heftor would not loſe 
Sorich advantage of a promit'd glory, 
As ſmiles upon the fore-head of this action, 
For the wide worlds revenew. 

Heft: I am yours, 
You valiant off-{pring of great Priamus, 
| have a roilting challenge tent among'ſt 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greekes? 
Will ftrike amazement to their drowſfie ſpirits, 
[ was advertiz'd, their Great grnerall ſlept, 
Whil'lt emulation in the army crept : 
This I preſume will wake him, 


E vewnr. 


E mer Therſues ſolu. 

Now now Ther fires? what loſt in the Labyrinth of thy 
fury ? ſhall the Elephant Ajax carry it thus? he beates 
me, and I raile at him : O worthy faristaction, would it 
were otherwiſe : that I could beate him, whil'{t he rail'd 
at me: Stoote, llc learne ro conjure and raite Drvels, but 
lle ſee ſome iſlue of my {pitctull execrations. Then ther's 
Achilles a rare Enginer.It Troy be not taken till theſerwo 
undermine it, the wals will {tad till they fall of them- 
ſelves, O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget 
that thou art /ovethe King of gods : and Afercary, loole 
all the Serpentine craft of thy Caduceus,it thou take not 
that httle little lefle then hietle wit from them that they 
have, which ſhort-arm'd ignorance it {elfe knowes,is fo 
abundant ſcarſe, 1t will not jn cucumvention deliver a 
Hy from a Spider ,without drawing the maſlie Ironsand 
cutting the web ; after this, the vengeance on the whole 
Camp, or rather the bone-ach, tor that me thinkes is the 
curſe dependant onthole that warre for a placket.I have 
{aid my prayers and divell, cnvy, i2y Amen: What ho? 
iy Lord Achilles ? 


— — — 


Enter Patroclus. 
| Parr. Who's there ? Ther/ites. Good Therſiter come 
| 1nand raile. 
| They, If I could have remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
| thou would'ſt not have lipt out of my contemplation, 
| but it isno matter,thy ſelte upon thy ſele. The common 
| Curſe of mankind, folly and ignorance be thine in great 
| revenew;heaven bleſſe thee from a Tutor,an? Diſcipline 
| come notneere thee, Let thy blod be thy direction till 
; thy death, then if ſhe that layes thee our ſayes thou art a 
| faire coarſe, Ie be {worne and {worne upon't ſhe never 
; ſhrowdedany but Lazars, Amen. Wher's Achilles? 
Patr. \W hat artthou devout? walſt thou in a praycr ? 
Ther. I, the hcavensheare me. 
Enter Achilles, 
Acinel. Who's there ? 
Parr. Therſnes, my Lord. 


| 
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Achil. W here,w here, art thou core ? why my cheeſe, 
my digeſtion, why ha{t thoa not ſerv'dtby ielfe into my 
Table, ſo many meales 2 Come, what's Agamennon ? 
| Ther, Thy Commander Achiles; then tell mc Patre- 

clus, what's Achilles ? 
Patr, Thy Lord Therſtez: then tell me I pray thee, 
what's thy telfe ? 


' 
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{ what artthoy ? 
Patr. Thou maiſt tell that know'tt. 
| Achil. O tell, tell. 
Ther.tle decline the whole queſtion: Agamermnen com- 
mands Acbelles, Achilles is my Lord, I am Parrechus knows- 
cr, and Patrocliu4 15 a toole. 
| Patro, Youralcall, 
| Ther, Peace toole, I have not done. 
eAchil. He is apriviledg'd man, proceede T her/ires. 
Ther. Agamemmon 15 atoole, Achslles 1s a toole, Ther- 
er is a foole, and as atorefaid, Patrechue is a foole., 
Acbil, Derive this : come ? 
| Ther. Agemenmonisa toole to offer to command A- 
| chiles, Achilles is a tool to be commanded of Agemenmon, 
\ Theyfites is a foole to {erve ſuch a foole: and Fatroius isa 
| foole pofitiue. 
| Parr. Whyam I a toole? 
Emer Agam: mon, Viiſſes, Neftor, Diomedes, 
Ajax, and (halcas. 


T her. Make that demand to the Creator, it ſuifiſes me 
thou art. Looke you, who comes here ? 
Achil. Patroclus, Ile ſpeake with no body : come in 
with me Therftes. Exir. 
Ther. Hcere is ſuch patchery, ſuch jugling, and fuch 
knavery : allthe argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, a 
good quarrell ro draw emulations factions, and bleed ro 
death upon : Now thedry Sarpego outhe fubjeR, and 
Warre and Lechery contound all. 
eAganrs, \W here 1s «Achilles ? 
Patr, Within his Tent, bur ill difpot'd my Lord. 
eAgam. Let it be knowne to him that we are here; 
He ſent our Meflengers, and we lay by 
Our appercainments, vititing of him : 
Let him be told of, alt perchance he thinke 
We dare not movethe queſtion of our place, 
Or know not what ws: arc. 
Pat. I (hail fo ſay to him. 
Ui. We faw him at the opening ofhis Tent, 
He is not ficke. | 
Ata. Yes, Lyon ſicke, ficke of a proud heart:you may 
call it Mclancholly if you will favour the man, bur by my 


A word my Lord. | 
Neſ. What moves Aj«x thasto bay at him ? | 
Uh. eAchilles bath inveigled his Foole trom him. |} 
Ne/. Who, Therſtes. | 
Vis. He. | | 
Ne. Then will «4x lacke matter, if h©bave loſt his | 
Argument. 
Vhſ. No, you ſee he is his argument that has his argu- 
ment Achilles, 
Neſ. All the better, their fraftion 15 more our with 


Ther. Thy knower Patroclus : then tell me Patrechus 


head,'tis pride; but why,why,let bim ſhow us the cauſe? } 


| 


then their fation ; but it was a ſtrong counſell that a | 

Foole could diſunite, | 
Viif: The amicy that wiſedome knits not, folly may 

calily vntie« Emtey Patroclus . 


j 
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| owne Gleflcghis owne trumpet, his owne Chronicle,and 


iz 
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Here comes P atreclus. 
Neſ. No Acbsbes with him ? 
Vhſ. The Eiephant hath joyn's,but none for curteſic; 


Patro, Achilles bids me ſay,he 15 much 10rry : 
If any thing more then your ſport and plealure, 
Did move your greatneſle, and this noble State, 
To call upon him ; he hopes it is no other, 

But for your health,and your diſgeltuon fake ; 
An after Dinners breath- 

' Age. Hcare you Parrocks ; = 

We are too well acquainted with thele antwers : 
But his evaſion wihg'd thus {witc with {corne, 
Cannot on:fye ourapprehenfione. 
Much attribute he hath, and anzch the reaſon, 

W hy we aſcribe itto him, yet all his vertues, 

( Nor vertuouſly of his owne part beheld) 

Doe in our eyes, begin tolofe their gloſle ; | 
And like faire Frait 1n an unhol{ome diſh, 
Areliketorot untaited ; goc andeell him, | 
We come to ſpeake with him ; 2nd you ſhall not ſinne, | 
If you doc ſay, we thinke him over proud, | 
And under honeſt : inſclfeaſſumption greater ((elfe. | 
Then inhe note of iutgement : and worthier then him- 


| His legges are legges for neccility, not tor flight- | 
| 
| 


OOO OC CAO AAA IO — at 


Heretends th: ſavage {trangencfic he puts on, 
Diſguiſe the holy ſtrength of their command : 
And under write in an obſerving kind 

His humorous predominance, yea watch | 
Hispettiſh lines, his ebs, his flowes, asif 
The paſſage and whole carriage ot this ation 
Rod: on his tyde. Goe tell him this, and adde, | 
That it he over-hold his price ſo much, | 
Wee'il none of him ; bur let himylike an Engia | 


Not portable, lye under this report, 

Bring action hither, this cannot goe to warre : 
A ftirring Dwarte, we doc allowance give, 
Betoreallceping Gyant.: tell him fo. 


Pat. I (hall, and bring his anfwer preſently. | 


Aga. In ſecond voyce wee'll not be fatished, * 

We come to {pcake with him, Fiſes cuter yous 
Exu Uliſes, 

Ajax, What is he nore then another ? 

Aga. No more then what he thinkes he ts. 

Ajax. Is he ſo much, doe you not thunke, he thinkes 
himſclfe a better man then I am ? 

Aga. No queſtion. 

Ajax. Will you ſubſcribe his thought, and ſay he is ? 

Aga.No, Noble Ajex, you arc as ſtrong, as valiant, as 
wite, no leſlie noble, mach more gentle, and altogether 
more tractable. 

Ajax. Why ſhould a man be proud ? How doth pride 
grow ?I know not what 1t 18» 

Aga. Your mind 1s the clcerer Ajax,and your vertues 
the faircr;hethat is proud,cates up himfelte;Pride is his 


what ever praiſcs it {cife but 1n the deed, devoures the 
dcecde inthe praiic, 
Enter Viyſſes. 

Ajax. T doe hatc a proud maa,as I hate the ingendring 
of Toadcs. 

Nef. Yet he loves himſelfe : 15't nor ſtrange? | 

Vi. Achilles will not tothe ficld to morrow, 

Aga. What's his excuſe ? 

V:s{. He dothrelye on none, 
But carrieson the ſtreame 5f his diſpole, 
Without obſervance or reſpect of any, 


; Weelecontecrate the = that Ajax makes, 


; No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord, 
' Mult not ſo ſtaule his Palme, nobly acquir'd, 


| Andadde more ColestoCancer, when he burnes 
 Withentertaining great Hiperior. 


| And ay in thudder, Achifer goe to him. 


In will peculiar, -and in cite admuion- 
eAga. Why, will he not upon our tare requeſt, 
Vnrtent his perſon, ard ſhare the ayre with us? 


Vii. Things ſmall as nothing, for requelts fake onely | 


He makes important : poſleſt he 13 with greatnefle, 
And ipeakes not to himlſelte, but with a pride 
That quarrel s at iclfe-breath- Imagin'd wroth 
Holds in his bloud ſuch ſwolne and hut diſcourſe, 
Thattwixt his mencall and his ative parts , 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters gainſt it ſeite ; what ſhould I ſay ? 
He 1s fo plaguy proud, that the death tokens of it, 
Cry norecovery. 

Age. Let Ajax goeto him. 
Deare Lord, goe youand greete him in his Tent; 
"11s ſaid he holds you well, and will be led 
At your requeſt a lictle from himſclte. 

if. O Agamenmon, let it not be 10. 


W hen they goe from Achrlles ; ſhall the proud Lord, 
T hat baſtes his arrogance with his owne {eame, 
And never fufters matter of the world, 

Entcr his thoughes : fave ſuch as doe revolue 

And ruminate himſclfe. Shall he be worſhipr, 

Ot that we hold an Idoll, more then he? 


Nor by my will aſſubiugate his merit, 
As amply titled as Acholles is : by going to Achilles, 
That were to cnlard his fatalready, pride, 


This L. goe to him ? /wpires forbid, 


Net, O this is well, he rubs the veine of him. 
D:e. And how his filence drinkes up thisapplauſe. 
Aja. It I goe tohim, with my armed fiſt, Ile paſh tum 
ore the face. 
Age. O no, you ſhall not goe. 
Aja. Anda be proud with me, ile pheſe his pride: let 
me gocto him. 
Jlf. Not tor the worth that hangs upon our quarrell, 
Aja. A paultry infolent fellow. 
Neſt. How he deſcribes himſclte. 
Aja. Can he not be ſociable? 
Vi/. The Raven chides blackneſle. 
A ja. Ile let his humors blgod. s 
Age. He will be the Phyſitian that ſhould be the pe 
ricnrs : 
Aja. And all men were a my minde. 
UVbſ. Wir would be out of taſhion, 
Aja. A ſhould not bearc it ſo, a ſhould cate Swords 
firſt : ſhall pride carry it? 
Neſt. And*twould,you'ldcarry halte. 
Uh. A would, have ten ſharres. 
Aj. 1 will knede him, lie make him ſupple, he'snot 
yet through warme. | 
Neft, Force him with praiſes, poure in, pourein : his 
ambition is dry. 
Vhiſ. My L. you feede too much on this diſlike. 
N e#t. Our noble Generall, doe not doe fo. 
Die. You muſt prepare to fight without Achilles, 
Ulſ. Why, *tis chis naming of him doth him harme- | 
Heere is a man, but 'tis before his face, 


| 


I will be filent. | 


eſt. Wherefore ſhould you ſo? bY 
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He is not eaulous, as «Achilles 15. = 
Va. "Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 
A. A horſondog, that ſhall palcer thus with us,would 
he werea Tromn. = 208 77 | 
Ne##. Whata vice were itn AMY NOW w— 
Vf. Ifhe were proud. _ 
Dis, Or covetous of praife. 
Ul, I, or furly borne. 
Di, Or ſtrange, oriclte affefted. 
{ Thank the heavens L,thou art of {weet compoture; 
Prayſe him chat got thee, ſhethat gave thee lucke : 
Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition ; 
But he that diſciplin'dthy armesto fight, 
Let Marsdevide Eternity in twaine, 
And give him halte, and for thy vigor, 
Bull-bearing Ale his addition yeelde 
To finnowie 444x : I will not praiſethy wilecome, 
Which like a bourne, a pale, a ſhore confines 
Thy ſpacious and dilated parts; here's Neitor 
Inſtructed by the Antiquary t1mes : 
He mult, he is, he cannot but be wite. 
But pardon Father Neftor, were your dayes = 
As greene aseArax,and your braine ſo temper'd, 
You ſhould not have the eminence of him, 
But he as Aiax. 
Ata. Shall I call you Father ? 
Ul. I my good Sonne. 
Dis, Be rul' d by him Lord eAwx. 
Vif. There is notarrying bcre,the Hart Achille; 
Keepes thicker : ſe ic our Generall ; 
Tocall together all this {tate of warre, 
Freſh Kings are cometo Trey ; to morrow 
| We muſt with all our maine of power ſtand [alt : 
And here'sa Lord, (come Knights from Eaſtto Weſt, 
And cull their fowre,) 4x ſhall cope the beſt. 
Ag. Goe we to Counſaile, let Achilles __ . 
Light Botes may faile ſwift, though greater bulkesdraw 
| Geepe, E xeunt. NMmuſiche ſounds within, 


Emer Panderus and a Servant. 
Pan, Friend, you, pray youa word : Doe not you fol- 
low the yong Lord Paris? 
Fe. I fir, When he goes before ine. 
Pan, You depend upon him 1 meane ? 
3&. Sir, 1 doe depend upon the Lord. 
Pan. You depend upon anoble Gentleman : I muſt 
needes praiſe him. 
Ser. The Lord be praiſcd. 
Pa Youknow me,doe you not ? 
Ser, Faith fir, ſuperticially. 
Fa. Friend know me better, 1 am the Lord Pandarw. 
Ser. I hope I ſhall know your honour better. 
Pa. I doc deſire it. 
Ser. Youarc inthe ſtateof Grace ? 
| Þa. Grace, not ſotricnd, honour and Lordſhip are my 
tle: What Muſique is this ? 
Ser. I doe but partly know fir : it is Mulicke in parts. 
P4. Know youthe Muſitians- 
Ser. Wholly fir. 
Pa. Who play they to ? 
Ser. Tothe hearers (ir, 
Pa. At whole pleafare friend ? 
Ser. At mine fir, and theirs that love Mulicke. 
"4. Command, I meane friend. 
Ser, Who ſhall I command fir ? 


I. 
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| 


Wo — on EIS. - 


Pa.Friend,we underitand not one another : I am too 


courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whole requeſt doe 


thele men play ? 

Ser. That's too't indeede fir : marry fir, at the requeſt 
of Paru my L. who'sthere in perſon;with him the mor- 
IOIIEE » the heart blood of beauty , loves inviſible 
£ . 

Pa. Who? my Colin (refſida. 

Ser, No, lir, Helen, could you not finde out that by 
her attributes ? 

Pa,* It ſhould feeme fellow ,thatthou haſt not ſeen the 
Lady Creſſide. I come to ſpeake with Pers from the 
Prince Troyixs : 1 will make a complementall aftaulrupon 
him,for my buſincſſe ſeethes. 

Ser. Sodden bufinctle, there's a ſtewed phraſe indeede. 


Emer Paris and Helena. 


Par Faire beto you my Lord and toall this fawecon- 
pany: faire dehires 1n all faire meaſure faircly guide them, 
eſpecially to you faire Queene, faire thoughts bee your 
karre pillow. 

Hel. Deere L. you arc full of faire words. 
Pan. Youſpeake your faire pleaſure ſweet Queene : 
fairc Prince, here is good broken Muſicke. 

Par. You have broken it cozen : and by my life you 
ſhall make it whole againe, you (hall peece it out with a 


peece of your pertormance. XN z4, he is full of harmony. - 


Pan, T rucly Lady no. 
Hel. O ir. 
Par. Rude inſooth, in good ſooth very rude. 

Paris, We'lfaid my Lord : well, yoa fay ſoin fits, 

Pan. | have bulinefle to my Lord, deere Queene : my 
Lord will you vouchſate me a word ? 

Hel. Nay, this ſhall not hedge us our, weelc heare you 
ſing certaunely. 

Pax. Welt fweete _— you are plcaſant with mee, 
bur, marry thus my Lord,my deere Lord,and moſt eſtec- 
med triend your brother Treyine. 

Hel. My Lord Pandarw, hony tweete Lord, 

Pan. Gotofweete Queene, goc to. 
Commends himſelte mo't atte<tionately to you, 

Hel. You ſhall not bob us out of our melody : 
If youdoe, our melancholly upon your head. 

Pan. Sweete Queenc, (weete Queene, that's a {weere 
Queene I faith 

Hel. And to makea ({wcet Lady fad,isa fowre offerice. 

Pan. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turne, that ſhail it 
not intruth la. Nay, 1 care not for fuch words, no, no. 
And my Lord he defires you, that it the King call for him 
at Supper, you will make this exculc. 

Hel. My Lord Pandarus? 

Pan. What fayes my fweere Queene, my very, very 
{weete Queene ? 

Par. Whatexploir's in hand, were ſups he tonight ? 

Hel. Nay but my Lord ? ' 

Pan. What fayes my {weete Queene ? my coZen will 
fall out with you. 

Hel. You mult not know where he ſups, 
Pan. With my diſpoſer (reſide. 
Pan. No,no; ro ſuch matcer,you are wide,come your 
diſpoſer 1s ficke. 
Par. Well, le make cxcule. 
Paz, 1 good my Lord : why ſhould you fay (reſſida? 
no, your poere diſpolcr's ficke. 
Par, I ſpic. 
b b 


Pax, Y ou 
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Pax. You ſpic, whatdoe you ſpic? come, give mean 
Inſtrument now ſweete Queene , - 

Hel. Why this is kindly done Ju. .., : 

Pan. My Neecc is horrible in loyg ugh a thing you 
have {weet Queene. a > 

Hel. She ſhall have it my Lord , ifitbe not my Lord 
Part. 

Pand, Hee? no ſheele none of him , they two are 
TWALC» 


Pax. Come, come , 1c heare no more of this, He fing 
you a {ong now. 

Hel. 1,1, prethcenow : by my troth ſweet Lord thou 
haſt a fine fore-head. 

Pan. | you may, you my. : 

Hel. Let thy ſong bclove : thislove will undoe us all. 
Oh Capid, Cupid, Cupid, 

Pas. Love ? I thitit ſhall ytaith. ; 

Pa. 1, goodnow love, love, nothing but love. 

Pax. In good troth it begins 10. 


Love, love, nothing but love, ſtill more - 
| For © loves Bow, 
Shootes both Bncke and Doe : 
The Shaft confonnds not that ut wounds, 
But tickles iis the ſore - 
Theſe Lovers cry, oh hothey aye ; 
Tet that which ſecmes they wound to til, 
Doth turne ob ho, to ha ha he 
So dying love broes ſil, 
O ho @ while, but ha ha ha ; 
| 0 ho grones ont for ha ha ha=bey ho, 


Hel. In love yfaith tothe very tip of the noſe. 

Par.He cates nothing but doves love, and that breeds 
hotbloud, and hot bloud begets hotthoughts, and hot 
thoughts beget hor deedes, and hot decdes 15 love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of love ? Hot bloud, hot 
thoughts, and hot deedes,why they are Vipers,is Love a 
generation of Vipers? 

Sweete Lord whole a ticldto day ? 

Par. Helter, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Trey. 1 would faine have arm'd to day , but 
my Nell would not have it ſo. 

How chancc my brother Troyizs went not ? 
' Hel. Hc hangs thelippe at ſomething ; yon know all 
Lord F andarus ? 

Pan. Not I hony ſweete Queene: I long t@ heare Low 
they ſped to day : 
Youle remember your brothers excalc ? 

Par. Toa hayre. 

Pas. Farcewcll iweete Quecne. 

Hel. Commend mc to your Neccc. 

Par. 1 will tweere Queene. Sound aretreat, 

Pay. They're come trom hielde : let us to Priams Hall 
Togrecte the warriors. Sweet Helen, mult wooe you, 
To helpe unarme our Hetter : his ſtubborne buckles, 
With theſc your white enchanting fingers touch, 

Shall more obey thento the cdge of Stcele, 

Or force of Greekiſh ſinewes, you ſhall doc more 
Then al! the land Kings, diſarme great Hetter, 

* Hel. 'Twill make us proudto be your ſervant Pars: 
Yea what he ſhall receive of us in ductie, 

Gives us more palme in beauty then we have : 

Yea overſhines our {elte. 

Swcete above thought Ilove thee, Exeun. 


Hel. Falling inafter failing ot ,may make them three. 


| 


Emer Pandarus and T robu Man. 


Pan. How now, where's thy Maſter , at my Couzen 


| Creſſidas? 


Atan.No fir, he ſtayes for you tocondudt himthirher, 


Emer T roylus. 

Pan.O here he comes : How now, how now? 

Troy. Sirra walke off, 

Pan. Have you ſeene my Couſin ? 

Troy. No Pandarss: 1 fitalke about her doore 

Like a ttrange ſoulc uponthe Stigian bankes 
Stay ing tor wattage. O be thou my Chares, 
And give me {witt tran{portance to tholc fields. 
\\ here I may waliow in the Lilly beds 
Propos'd torthe deſerver. O gentle Pandarss, 
From (»psds ſhoulder plucke his painted w ings, 
And fiye with meto Creſ/id. 


CR ——— 


Fan. Walxe here ith'Orchard,lle bring her ſtraight, 


E xut Pandarns. 


Troy. I am giddy; expetation whirles meround, 


TI 1aaginary reliſh is ſoſweere, 

[ hat 1t inchants my ſence : what will it be 

W hen that che watry pallatsta(tc indeede 
Loves thrice reputed Near ? Death 1 teare me 
Sounding deſtruction, or tome joy too fine, 


—_ 
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Too lub ile,potent, and coo ſhacpe in tweerneſle, 
For che Capacitic of my ruder powers; 

I tea: e 1t much, and I dee feare beſides, 

1 hat 1 (hall loote diſtinction in my joyes, 

As doth a battaile, when they charge on heapes 


The enemy flying. Enter Pandarss, 


Pan. Shce s making her ready,ſheele come ſtraight;you 
mult be witty now, ſhe does {o bluſh & terches her winde 
{0 ſhorr,as it the were fraid witha ſprite: llc terch her;ir 
1s the pretticlt villaine,ſhe terches her breath ſo ſhurt as 1 


new tane »parrow, Exut Pand, 
Trey. Even tucha paſſion doth embrace my bolome ; 


My heart deates thicker then a feavorous pulle, 
Andall wy powers doc their beſtowing looſe, 
Like vailalage at unawarres encountrivg 
The cyc of Majelty. 
Enter Pandarns and Cre[[da. 
Paz. Come, come, what neede you bluſh? 


Shameg a babic; herc ſhe 15 now, lweare the oathes now 


to her,that you have {worne to me. VV hat arc you gone #- 


gaine, you mvſt be watcht exc you be made tame , mult 
) Ou? Come your wayCs,come your wayes, and youdra 
dac«ward weele put you i'th files; why do you nor ſpeak 


to her? Come draw thus curtainc, & Ict's fee your picture. 


Alaſle the day, how loath you are to offend day light? and 
"were dark< you'ld cloſe ſooner. So,fo, rub on,and kille 
the miſtretic ; how now, a kilſe in fee-tarme? build there 
Carpenter; the ayre is {weete. Nay,you ſhall tght your 
hearts outere | part you. The Faulcon, asthe Terccllytor 


allthe Ducks ith River : go to, go to. 
Troy. You havebereft me ot all words Lady. 


Pan. Words pay nodebrs; give her deedes : but ſheele 


bereave you 'oth* deeds t00, 1f ſhee call your aKivity 1 


queſtion: what billing againe ? here's in witneſſe where 
ot the Partics interchangeably, Come in,come in, Iiego 


geta fire. Exu Pand, 
Creſ. Will you walke in my Lord? 


Troy. O Creſſida, how often have | wiſht me thus ? 
Creſ. Wiſht my Lord ? the gods grant? O my Lord. 


Troy, What ſhould they grant? what makes this piet- 


io abruption : what too curious dreg efpics my fweet Li- 


y in the fountaine of var love ? 
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Creſ. More dregs then water, if my teares have eyes. 
Trop. Feares make divels of Cherubins, they never tec 
ly. 
wy” © Blind feare, that ſecing reaſon leads, findes ſafer 
footing, then blinde reaſon, ſtumbling without feare : to 
feare the worlt, oft cures the worle. 
Troy. Oh let my Lady apprehend no feare, 
In all {p4ds Pageant there is preſented no monlter, 

Creſ. Nor nothing monſtrous neither ? 

Trey. Nothing bur their undertakings, when we vow 
to weepe ſeas, live in fire,cate rockes,tame Tygers, think- 
ing it harder for our Miltreſle to devite umpolition 
inough, then for us to undergoe any diuicultic unpoſed. 
This 15 the mon(truoſitie in love (Lady, )that the will 18 
infinite, and the execution conhn'd; that the debire 1s 
boundleſſe, and the act a ſlave to limit, 

Creſ. They lay all lovers {weare more performance 
then they arc avle , and yet reſerve an ability that they 
never performe:vowing more then the pertection of ten; 
and diſcharging lefſe then the renth part otone. They 
that have the voyce ot Lyons, and the aR of Hares : are 
they not monſters? : 

Trey. Arc there tuch? ſuchare not we : Praiſe usas we 
are calted , allow us as we prove : our head ſhall goe bare 
till merit crowne it : no perfecticn in reverſion ſhall have 
apraiſe in preſent : wee will uot name defcrt betore his 
birth, and being borne his addition ſhall be humble : tew 
words to faire taith. Troy/us ſhall be ſuch to Creſſid, as 
what envy can ſay worſt, ſhall be a mocke for his truth ; 
and what truth can ſpeake trueſt , not truer then Troy- 
bu. 
(eſe. Will you walke in my Lord ? 

E nter Pandaris. 

Pex, What bluſhing ſtill? have you not done talking 
jet e 

Creſ. Well Vnckle , whatfolly I commit , I dedicate 
to you. 

Pan. I thanke you for that : if my Lord get a Boy of 
y0u, youic give him mc: betrue to wy Lord,it be flinch , 
chidg me tor it. 

Troy. You know now your hoſtages: your Vnckles word 
and my ftirme faith. 
| Pan, Nay, [le give my word for her too: our kindred 
thoughthey be longere they arewooed,, they are con- 
Itantbeing wonne : they are Burres I can tell you,they'le 
1cke where they are throwne. 

(Teſ. Boldneſſe comes to me now , and brings mee 
heart: Prince Trop/ms,l have lov'd you mghtand day,for 
many weary moneths. 

Troy. Why was my (reſſidthenſo hard rowin ? 

Creſ. Hard to keme won : but I was won my Lord 
With the firſt glance that ever: pardon me, 

If I confeſſe much you will play the tyrant : 

[love you now, but not till now ſo much 

Bur | might maſter it; in faith lye: 

My thoughts were like unbrideled children,grovwne 
Too head-ſtrong for their mother : ſce we fooles, 
Why have I blab'd? who ſhall be true to us 

When we are ſo unſecretto our ſelves? 

But though I loy'd you well, I wooed you not; 

And yer good faith I wiſht my ſelfea man ; 

Or that the women had mens priviledge 

Ot ſpeaking firſt. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue, 
Forinthis rapture 1 ſhall ſurely ſpeake 

The thing I ſhall repent : ſee, ifs, your ftlence 
Comming in dumbneſſe, from my weakeneſſe drawes 


"I 


Do ——_ 


I ona at I 


— 


| My ſoule of counſel from me. Stop my mouth. 
Trey. And (hall, albeit (weete Muſicke iflues thence. 
Pax. Pretty yfaiths 
_ (re: My-ord | doe beſcech you pardon me, 
Twas not my purpole th1s to beg a kiſle : 
Iamaſham'd; O Heavens, what have 1 done ! 
For this time will I take my leave my Lord. 
Troy. Your leave {weet Creſſid ? 
Pas. Leave ! and you take leavetill to morrow mor- 
ning. 
Cref. Pray you content you. 
Troy. W hat offends you Lady ? 
Creſ. Sir mine owne company. 
T roy. You cannot ſhun your ſelfe. 
Cref, Lermegoecandrtry : 
| havea kindeot felfe reſides with you : 
Bur an unkinde ſelte, that it ſelfe will leave, 
Tobe anthers foole. Where is my wit? 
I would be gone : I ſpeake I know not what. 
c —_ Well know they what they {peake , that {peake 
0 wHely, 
(ref. Ferchance my Lord,I ſhew more craftthen love, 
And fell ſo roundlyroa large confeſſion, 
To Angle for your thoughes ; but you are wile, 
Or elſe you love not : for to be wiſe and love, 
Excecdes mans might, that dwels with godsabove: 
Troy. O that I thought it could be in a woman : 
And it it can, I will preſume in you, 
Totcede for zyc her lampe and flames of love, 
To keepe her conltancie in plight and youth, 
Out-living beautics outward, witha minde 
That doth renew {wifter then blood decaies : 
Or that perſwafion could but thus convince me, 
That my incegritic and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the matchand waight 
Ot tuch a winnowed puritie in love : 
How were I then up-litted ! but alas, 
I am as true, astruths ſimplicirie, 
And {unplerthen the infancie of truth. 
Creſ. Inthat Ile warre with you- 
Troy. O vertuous fight, 
When righe with right wars, who ſhall bemoſt righe ? 
True ſwaines in love, ſhall in the world to come 
Approvethetr truths by Troz{/me when their rimes, 
Full of proteit, of oath and big compare 
Want (miles: truthtir'd with iteration, 
As true as ſteele, asplantage tothe Moone : 
As Sunne to day, as Turtle ro her mate: 
AsIron to Adamant : as Earth to th' Center : 
Yet after all compariſons of truth, 
(Astruthsauthenrticke author to be cited) 
As true as Troyius, ſhall crowne up the Verſe, 
And ſanAifiethe numbers. 
({reſ- Prophet may you be : 
If I be falſe, or ſwerve a baire from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot ir ſelte : 
When water-drops have worne the ſtones of Troy; 
And blinde oblivion ſwallow'd Ciries up; 
And mightic States cCharaerlefſe are grated 
Toduſte nothing ; yet let memory, 
From falſe to falſe, falſe Maides in love. 
Vpbraid my falſchood,when they'ave ſaid as falle, 
As Aire, as Water,as Windz, as jandie earth; 
As Foxeta Lambe ; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfe ; 
Pard tothe Hinde, or to her Sonne ; _ 
Yea, let themfay,to = the heart of falſchood, _ 
* | 
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The Tragedyof Troks and Grefrida, 


Asfalſc as Creſid. ; 
| Pand, Goto, a bargaine made : ſeale ir , ſcale it, Ile 
be the witneſle,here I hoid your hand : here my Coufins, 
if ever you prove falle one to another, tince I have taken 
ſuch paines to bring you together, let all pitritull goers 
berweene be cai'd tothe worlds cnd after my name : call 
them all Panders ; lct all conſtant men be Trepiaſſes , all 
falſe women {re//ids, and all brokers bctweene,Panders : 
lay, Amen. 

Troy. Amen. 

(Feſſ- Amen. 
Pas. Amen. 
Whcreupon I will ſhew you a Chamber, which bed,be- 
cauſe it (hall not ſpeake of your prectic encounters, prelic 
it to death : away, 
And Cxpid grant all rong-tide Maidens heere, 
Bcd, Chabber.nad Pander,t0 provide this geere, Zxewnr. 


Enterr Viyſſes, Diomedes, Neftor p Agamenmnon, 
AMonelans ind Calcas, 


(al. Now Princes for the ſervice 1 hayvedone you, 
Th'advaniage of the time promprs me aloud, | 
To call tor recompence : appearc it toyour minde, 
That through the ſight 1 Leare in things to love, 

I have abandon'd Troy, lett my poll=ilion, 

Incur'd a Traytors name, expos'd wy iclte, 

From ccrtaineand pollcſt conveniences, 

To doubtfn!] fortunes, ſequeitring from me al 

That time, acquaintance, cuſtome and condition, 

Made tame, and moſt familiar tomy nature : 

And herc to doe you lervice am become, 

As new into the world,ſtrange,unacquainted. 

I doe beſecch you, as in way of taſte, 

To give mc now alittle benefit : 

Out of thoſe many regiſtred in promiſe, _ 

Which youlay, live to come in my behalte, 
eAgam, What would'ſt thou of us Troyan? make 

demand ? 

Cal. You have 2Troian priſoner, cal'd Authenor, 
Yeſterday tooke : Troy holds him very deere. 
Ott have you (often have you, thankes theretore) 
Deſi. *d my Cref/id in right great exchange» 
Whom Tro; hath ſtill dem'd : but this Antzener, 

! know 1s fucha wrelt wrtheir aftaires, 
That their negotiations all muſt ſlacke, 
Wanting his mannage: and they will almoſt, 
Give usa Prince of blood, a Sonre of Priam, 
In change ot him. Let hio be tear great Princes, 
And he ſhall buy my Daughbter : and her prelence, 
Shall quite ſtrike off all ſervice 1 have dore, 
In molt accepted paine. 

e/ga. Let Dromedes bare him, 
And bring us Creſſid hither : {a/c«s (hall have 
\V hat he requeſts of us : good Diomed 
Furniſh you tairely for this enterchange z 
\Withall bring word, it He&or willto morrow 
Be anſwer'd 1n bis challenge. ejax 13 ready. 

Dis. This ſhall T undertake, and*tisa burthen 

Which I am proud to beare. Exit. 
Emer Achilles and P axroctes in ther Tent. 
Viiſ. «Achilles _ 1'th entrance of —_ ; 
Pleatc it our Generallto paſle tra by tum, 
| As if he were $0rgot lobe f 
| Lay negligent and-loofe regard upon him ; 
| I will come lalt, tis like hec*l queſtion me, 
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| Why ſuch unplauſive eyesare bent? why turn'd on him? 


It fo, I have derifion medicinable, 
To utc betwcene your ſtrangeneſlc and his pride, 
W hich his owne will ſhall have defire to drinke ; 
It may doe good, pride hath no other glafle 
To ſhow it telte, bur pride: for ſupple knees, 
Feede arrogance, and are the proud mans fees. 
Agam. eee execute your purpoſe, and put on 
A forme of {trangencilc as we paſſe along, 
So doc each Lord, aud cither gree:e him not, 
Or clfc difdatatully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 
Then itnort lookt og. 1 will Icade the ways 
eAcbs. W hat comes the Generall to ſpeake with me; 
You know my minde, Ile fight no more *gain(t Troy, 
Aga, What fayes Achilles, wiauld he ought with us? 
Neſ. Would you my Lord cught with the General? 
Achil. No. 
Neſ. Nothing my Lord. 
eAqa. The bettcr, 
Aciul, Good day, good day. 
Alſen. How doc you ? how doe you ? 
Achi. W hatdocsthc Cuckcld icorne me ? 
efjax, How now Patroclus? 
Achil, Good morroiw Ajax ? 
ef1:x. Ha, 
Aciil, Good morrow. 
Ajax, 1, and good next day too, Exemnt. 
A chu. W hat meane theſe tellowes ? know they not 
Achales? 
Patr, They paſſe (trangely: they were us'dro bend, 
To lend their {miles before them to Achilles : 
To come as humbly as they us'd tocreepe to holy Altars. 
eActil, Whatam ] poore of late? 
Tis cerraine, g-catnefle once falne out with fortune, 
Muſt fall out with mcn too : what the declin'd 18, 
He ſhall as {oone reace in the eyes of others, 
As teelc in his owne fall : for mcnlike butrer-flies, 
Shew nct their 5;calie wings, but to the Summer ; 
And not a inan for being ſimple man, 
Hath any bcavr ; but honor'd vy thoſe honours 
Thatare without tum ; as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accidery, as oft as merit : 
W hich when hey fall (as being lippery ſanders) 
The love that leand on them as {lippecy roo, 
Dath on plucke downe another, 8rd rogether 
Dye inthe tall, Buc'tis rot lo with me ; 
Fortune and I are triends, I doe enjoy 
At ample pointall that 1 did poſlcſle, | 
Save theſe mens lookes : who do methinkes finde out 
Something not worthin mc ſach rich beholding, 
As they hove often given Here is Vi:ſes, 
Le interrrupt his reading * how now Vhſſes? 
Vi. Now great Theess Sonne. 
eAchil. Whacare you reading ? 
Ui. A ſtrange te!low he: c 
Writes me, that man, how dearely cver parted, 
How much in having, or withour, or in, 
Cannot make boaſt ro have that which he hath ; 
Nor feeles not what he owes, but by refleon : 
As when his vertucs ſhining upon others, 
Heatethem,and they retort that heate againe 
To the hit giver. 
Achit. Thas is not ſtrange UVliſſes : 
The bemntie that is borne here in the face , 
The bearer knowes not, but commends it ſelfe, 
Not going from: it ſclfe : but eye to eye oppos'd, 7 
a 


S©]}])])]}LTT III 


4—_— el Ez 


_— by - LELCEES 


| For theypalt by mc, as miſers doe by beggars, 


; Wherein he puts almes for oblivion : 
| Agreat (iz'd monſter of ingratitudes :; 
| Thoſe {craps are good deedes palt, 


— 


The Tragedy of I roplus and Creſsida. 
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Salutes cach other with each others torme, 

For ſpeculation turnes nottoit (elfe, 

Till it hath cravail'd and is marricd there 

\W here it may ſee it ſelfe;this is not ſtrange at al, 
Uk/. Idoe not ftraine it at the polition, 

[t isfamiliar ; but atthe Authors dritr, 

Who in his circumſtance, exprefly proves 

That no man is the Lord of any thing, 

(Though inand of him there is much conſiſting, ) 

Till he communicate his parts toothers : 

Nordoth he of himſclte know them tor ought, 


Till he behold them formed inth' applaute, | 
Where they are extended: who likean arch reverd rates | 
The voice againe ; or like a gate of itecle, 
Fronting the Sunne, reccivesand renders backe 
His figure, and his heate. I was much rapt inthis, 
And spprehendcd here unmediately 
The unknowne Ajax ; 
Heavens whata man isthere 2 a very Horſe, (are 
That has he knowes not what Nature, what things there | 
Moſt abje&in regard, and deare 1n uſe. | 
What chings agame moſt deere in the eltceme, 
And poore in worth : now ſhall we iceto morrow, 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him ? 
Ajax renown'd ? O heavens, what ſome men doe, 
While ſome men leave to doe ! 
How ſome men creepe in skittiſh fortunes hall, 
Whiles others play the Ideots in her eyes : 
How one man cates intoancthers pride, 
While pride is feaſting in his wantonneſic 
Toke theſe Grecian Lords ; why, even already, 
They clap the lubber eAjx on the ſhoulder, 
ASit his foote were on brave Hecrors belt, 
And great Troy ſhrinkings 

eAchil, | doc belceve it : 


I ne 


Neither gave to me good word, nor good looke - 
What arc my decdes tor got ? | 
Viſ. Time hath (my Lord) a walletac his backe, 


Which are devour'd as faſt as they are mace, 

Forgot as ſoone as done + perleverance, deere my Lerd, 
Keepes honour bright: to have done, isto hang 

Quite out of faſhion, like a ruſtic male, 

[n monumentall mockric : take the inſtant way, 

For honor travels in a {traight ſo narrow, 

Where one but goes a breatt, keepe then the path : 

For emulation hath a thouſand Sonnes, 

That one by one purſue ; if you give way, 

Or hedgeaſide from the dire forth right ; 

Like toanentred Tyde, they all ruſh by, 

Andleave you hindmoft ; 

Or likea gallant Horſefalne in firſt ranke, 

Lyethere tor pavement tothe abject, necre | 
Ore-run and trampled on; then what they doe in preſent, 
Though lefle then yours in palt, muſt ore-top yours ; 
Fortime is like a faſhi Holte, 

That lightly Chakes his parting Gueſt by th' band ; 

And with bts armes ont-ſtretcht, as he would fiye , 
Graſpes in the commer z: the welcome ever ſmiles, 

And farewels goes out ſighivg : Olet not vertue ſceke 
Remuneration for the thing it was : for beautie, wit, 
High birth, vigor of bone, deſert in ſervice, 

Love, friendſhip, charity, arc ſubjesall | 


— 
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Toenvious and calumuiating time ; 
One touch of nature makes the whole world kin : 
'Thatall with one conſent praiſe new borne gaudes, 
Though they arc made aud moulded of things palt, 
And goe todult,hat is a little gilt, 
More laud then gilt oreduſted. 
The prelent eye pratt<s the preſent objett : 
Then marveile not thou great ard compleat man, 
Thatallthe Greezes begin to worſhip Ajex ; 
Since things in motion 'gin to catchthe eve, 
Then whar not ſtus : the cry went out on thee, 
And (til{ tr mighr, and yer it may agane, 
If thou wouldit not entombe thy {clfe alive, 
And caſe thy reputation thy Tent ; 
Whole glorious deedes, but in thete fields of late, 
Made emmlons witlions mongſt the gods chemſclves, 
And drave great Afarsto faction. 
Acbsl, Ot this my privacie, 

[ have {trong reatons. 

Visf. But 'guinlt your privacic. 


| The reaſons are more putent and heroycall : 
| Tis Knowne Achilles, that youare in love 
With one of Priams drughters, 


Actl. Ha? knowne? 
Visf. Is tha: a wonder ? 
The providence that's in a watchfull State, 
Knowes almolt every graine of Plutoes gold ; 
Findes botrome in th* uncomprehenſive deepes 
Keepes place with thought; and almoſt like the gods, 
Does thoughts vnvaile 10 their dumbe cradles : 
Thereis a myſteric (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle ) in the foule of ſtate ; 
W hich hath an operation more civine, 
Then breath or pen can give expr to : 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 
As pertectly 1s ours, as yours, my Lord. 
And better would it tit eAchiles much, 
Tothrow downe Heftor then Polexena, 
Bur it muſt grieve young Porhw now at home, 
W hen tame ſhall in her [land found her trumpe ; 
Andall the Greeki(h Girles ſhall tripping tings 
Great Hettors lilter did Achilles winne ; 
But our great Ajax bravely beare downe him. 
Farewell my Lord : I as your lover ſpeake; 
The foole ſlides ore the Ice that you ſhould breake. 
Parr. Tothi> effect Achilles have I mov'd you; 
A woman impudent and imanmth growne, 
Isnot more loth'd, then an effeminate man, 
In time of acion : I (tand condemn'd tor this ; 
They thinke my little ſtomacke tothe warre, 
And your great love to me, reſtraines you thus : 
Sweete, roulc your (cite ; and the weake wanton Cupid 
Shall from your necke unloolc his amorous fould, 
Andlike adew-drop trom the Lyons mane, 
Be ſhooke to ayric ayre. » 
Achil. Shall Ajax nghe with Hefor? 
Paty. I, and perhaps receive much honor by him. 
Achil. 1 (ee my repuration 15 at (take, 
My fame is ſhrewdly gored. 
Parr. O then beware : 
Thoſe wounds heale iil, tharmen doe give themſelves : 
Omiſſion to doe whats neceflary, 
Sealesa commiſſiontoa blanke of danger, 
And danger like an ague tfubtly raints 
Even then when we fit idely in the ſunne. 
Achil, Goe call Therſires hither ſweet Patroches, 
bb y 
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[tc ſend the foole to 4jar, and deſire him 
T*invite the Troy an Lords atter tha Combat 
To {ce us here unarm'd : I have a womans longing, 

An appetite that | am ſick e witha!l, : 
To fcc great Hettor in the weedes of peace; Enter Ther /*. 
Toralke with him, and to behold his viſage, 

Eyento my full of view. Alzbabour-tav'd. 

Ther. A wonder. 

Achil. W hat? 

Ther. Ajax gxX$up and downe the field, ashing for 
himfclte, 

1rhll, How lo? 

Ther, Hce muſt fight ſingly ro morrow with Helter, 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an heroicall cndgclling, 
that he raves in ſaying nothing. 

Achil, How can that be? 

Ther. Why he ſtalkes up and downe like a Peacock, a 
ſtride and a {tand- ruminateslike an boſtefſe,that hath no 
Arithmetique but her braine toſer downe her recko- 
ning: bites hislip with a politique regard, as who ſhould 
lay, there were wit in his head and twoo'd out ; and fo 
there is : bnt it lyesas cold!y in him , as fire inaflinr, 
which will not ſhew without knocking. The mans un- 
done for ever; for it Hef»r broake not his necke 1'th” 
combat , heele break't himtelie in vaine-glory. Hee 
knowes not me : I ſaid, good inorrow «ex ; And hce 
replyes, thankes Agamemnen. What thinke you of this 
man, thattakes me for the General! ? Hee's growne a 
very land-hſh , languageleſſe, a moniter : 
opinion, a man may wCare it on both fides ike a leather 
Icerkin. 

eAchil. Thou muſt be my Ambaſſador to him Therftres. 

Ther. Who, I : why, heele anſwer no body : he pro- 
feſlesnor anſwering; peaking is for b:ggers : he weares 


ant of Ajax. 


valiant 1jax,to invite the moit valorous Hettor,to come 
unarm'd tomy Tent, and to procure fate conduct for his 
perſon, of the magna:umious and molt illuſtious, fixe or 
| Sceven times honour'd Capraine, Generall of the Grecian 
| Armic Agamemrion, &Co doc this. 

Patro. lovebleſic great ef jars 

Ther' Hum. 

Patr. I come tom the worthy Achilles. 

Ther, Ha ? 

Patr. Whomoſt humbly detires vou to wvite Hettor | 
| to his Tent. 

Ther, Hum. 

Patr. And to procure fate conduct trum A gamenmen, 
T her. A gamennon 7 

| Parr. I my Lord- 

| Ther. Ha? 
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| Parr. What lay you tOar. 

| T her. God buy you with all my beart. 

| Pair, Your anſwer fir. 

| Ther. Ifto morrow bea faire day,by elevena clocke 
| 1t will goe 07c way or other; howſoever,he ſhall pay for 
| me ere he has mc. 

| Parr, Youranlwerbir. 


a plague of | 
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| linewesto wake catlings on. 


| ſtraight. 
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his tongue in's armes :[ will put cnhis welence ; let 7a- | By ove, lle play the huntcr tor thy life, 
ereeſr's make his demandsto me , you inall ſce the Page- | 


Acbat. To him Patreclu, tell him, 1 humbly defire the | With his face b=ckward, in humaine gentleneſle : 


| 
| 


| (Ifro my ſword his fate be nor the glory) 


Ther.Fare you well with all my heart. 
Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, 15 he ? 
Ther. No, but he's out atune thus : what awſicke will | 
bein when Heer has knockt ont his braines, 1 know | 
\. not : but I am ſure none,unleflc the Fidler Apelo get his | 


CE ——_— 


Achil. Come, thou ſhalt beare a Letter to hin 


T ker. Let me carry another to his Horſe; for that's the 
more capadle creature. 

Achil. My minde is troubled likea Fountaine (tir'd, 
And 1 my felte fee not the bottome of it. 

T her.W ould the Fountaine of your minde were cleere | 
againe, that I might wareran Aſſe atit : 1 had rather be x 
Ticke in a Shcepe, rhen ſuch a valiant ignorance 


E ntev at one doore « Areas with a Torch. at another 
Pars, Deyphobus, eAnthenor Droned the 
Gree1an, with T orches, 


Parr. Sec hoa, whois that there ? 
Deiph. It is the Lord «Anas. | 
»/Ene. Is the Prince there in perſon ? | 
Had I fo good occaſion to lye 
As you Prince P rv, nothing but heavenly buſineſle, 
Shovld rob my bed-mate of my company. —— — 
Diem. That's my minde roo: good morro\w Lord 
Enna. 
Par, A valiant Greeke +/Enee, take his hand, 
Witneſſe the proccſieof your fpeech within z 
You told how Dromed, 1n a whole weeke by Gayes 
Did haunt you in the Field. 
e/£ne. Health ro you valiant fir ; 
During all queſtion of the gentle truce : 
Bur when | meete you arm'd, asblacke defiance. 
As heart canthinke, or courage execute. 
Diem. The one and other Diemedembraces, 
Our dlouds are now incaline ; and fo long health : 
But when contention, and occaſion meete, 


With all my torce, purſue and pollicy, 
e/£ne, Andthou ſhalt bunt a Lyonthat will f'yc 


Welcometo Troy ; now by Anchi/er life, 
Welcome indeede : by Fenn hand 1 ſwearey 
No man alive can love in ſuch a fort, 
Thething hz meanes to kill, more excellently. 
Dum, We limpathize. Jeve let e/fnceas live 


A thouſand complcat courſes uf the Sunne, 


But 1n mime cmulous honor let him dye : 


| : | 
| With every joynta wound,and that ro morrow- | 


*-ne, We know cach other well, 
Dio. We doe, and long roknow cach other worle- 
Par. This is the molt, deſpightful'ſt gentle greetins; 
The nobleſt hate tull love, that cre 1 heard of. 
\W het buſinefle Lord ocarly ? 
 £ve.l was lent tortothe King; but why, I know 107 
Par. His purpoſe meets youzit was to bring this Greek 
To {alchsthoulc : and there to render him, 
For the entreed Aathener, the taire Creſ/id : 
Lets have your company ; orit you pleaſe, 
Haſte there vetore us, 1 conflantly doe thinke 
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge ) 
dy brother Trozlw lodges there to night. | 
Rouſe him, and give him note of our approach, | 
Withthe whole quality whercot, I tcare | 
| 
| 


We ſhall be much unwelcome. 

o/Ene, That I aflurc you ; 
Troylus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Then Cre/id borne from Troy. 
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Pg. There is no hel 


: 
| The bitter diſpobrion oFeks time will have it {o 


On Lord, weele tollow you. 
»AEnme.Good morrow all. Exit e/Cnews 
Pa. And tell me noble Diomed/; taith tell me true, 
Even in the ſoule of gocd ſound fellowſhip, 
Whoin your thoughts m crits faire Helen molt ? 
My felte, or Aſenelans ? 
Dum. Both alike. 
He merits well to have her, that doth teeke her, 
Not making any icrup!e of her foylure, 
With ſuch a hell of paine, and world of charge. 
And you as well to keepe her, that detend her, 
Noe pallating the taltc of her diſhonour, 
Withſuch a coſtly loſle of wealth and triends 4 
Helike a puling Cuckold, would drinke up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed peece : 
Youlikea letcher, out of whoriſh loynes, 
Are plcal'd to breede our your inheritors : 
Both merits poyz'd, cach weighs no lefſe nor mores 
But he as he, which heavier fora whore. 
Par. Youarc too bitter ro your country-WOMAN. = 
Dis. Shee's bitter to her country : heare me Pars, 
For every falfe drop in her baudy veines, 
A Grecians life hatch ſunke: for every ſcruple 
Ot her contaminated carrion weight, 
ATroianhath beene flaine. Since the could ſpeake, 
Slice hath not given ſo many good words breath, 
As for ber Greekes and Troians (uffred death. 
Pe. aire Diomed, you doe as chapmen doc, 
Diſpratſe the thing that you deſire to buy : 
But we in filence hold this vertue well ; 
Weele not commend, what we intend to {<l1, 
Exenunts 


Emer 7 roylns and Cre/ida, 


Troy, Deeregtrouble not your feife : the morne 15 cold. 
Creſ. T hen tweet my Lord, Le call my Vnckle down; 


| He thall unbole the Gates. - 


Trey, Trouble him not : 


| Tobed, to bed ; {leepe kill thoſe pretty eycs, 


And give as fott atrachmcntto tby tences, 


; As Intants empty of ail thought. 


| 


Creſ, Good morrow then. 
Trey. Iprithee now to bed. 
Creſ. Are you a weary of me? 
Troy. O [Tre/[ida! but that the bulic day 
Wak't by the Larke, hath rouz'd the ribald Crowes, 
And dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer : 
| would not from thee, 
(ref. Night hath beene too briefe. (ayes, 
Trey. Be(hrew the witch ! with venemous wights the 
As tudiouſly as hell z bnr flies the gralpes of love, 
ith wings more momentary, ſwift then thought : 
You will catch colde and curle me. 
Cre/. Prithee tarry, you men will never tarry ; 
O fooltth Creſſid, I might have ſtill held off, 
And then you would bave tarried. Hearke ther's one up. 
Pand. within, W hat's all the doores open here ? 
Troy, It 1s your Vncklc. Enter Pandarus, 
(ref. Apeſtilence on him : now will he be mocking : 
| (hall hovl ſuch a life 
Pan, How now, how now? how goe maiden-heads ? 


' Heare you Maide : wher's my cozin(reſid ? , 


( 'e/.Go hang your (ef, you naughty mocking V nckle ; | 


| 


| 
| 


- _ — — 


| O—— 


— I 


——_ —— 


You briug me toduc— and then you floute ie too, 

Pan, Todo what ? to do what ?let her fay what : 
VW har have I brongh: you ro doe? 

(+ ref. Come, come, beturew your heart ; youle nere be 
good, nor futfer others. 

Pan.Ha,ha : alas poore wretch: a poore Chipechia, haſt 
not flept.conight > would he naz( a nanghty man ) let it 
ſleepe : a bug-beare take hum. One knocks. 

Creſ. Did nor I tellyou? would he were knockt ith 
head. Who's that ar doore ? good Vncke goc and ſee. 
My Lord, come you againe into my Chamber : 

You {ale and mocke me, as if I meant naughty. 
T roy.. Ha, ha. , 


Cre, Come you are deceiv'd,l thinke of no fuchthing., 


How earnett they knocke: pray you come in. Knocke. 
I woul4 not tor halte Troy hs you teene here. FE xeant, 
Pan, Who's there ? what's the matter? will you beate 
downe the doore # How now, what's the matrer ? 
ene. Good morrow Lord, 2004 morrovw. 

Pan. Who's there,my Lord «Afneas ? by rayrroth 1 
know you not : what newes with you to carly ? 

«AEne. Is not Prince Troplma here ? 

Pax, Here? what ſhould he doe here ? 

*Ame. Come he is here,my Lord,dce not deny him : 
It doth import him much te ipeake with me. 

Pan, 1s he here fay you ? "tis more than I know, Ile be 
{worne ; For my owne part [ c2pc it1 late : what ſhonld 
he doe here ? 

eExe. Who, nay then : Come, come, youle doe him 
wrong, ere yare ware ; yOule. belotruetohim, to bee 
talſe to him : Doe not you know of him, but yet goe fetch 
kim hither, goc. 


Enter T roylus. 

Troy. How now, what's the marter ? 

ene. My Lord, 1 ſcarce have lcifure tofalute you, 
My matters fo raſh : there is athand, 
Pau your brother, and Deipbeh, 
TheGrecian Dwomed, and our Anthener 
Debver'dtous, arid for him forth-with, 
Erethe firſt ſacrifice, within this hourc, 
We mult give up to Dmedes hand 
The Lady Creſſids. 

T roy. Is it concluded (0? 

«Ae. By Priam, an the generall ſtate of Troy, 
I hey are at hand, and ready toaftet it, 

Trex. How may atchievements mocke me ; 
I will goe meete them : and my Lord «/fneas, 
We met by chance : you did not find me here. 

e/Ene. Good, good, my Lord, the ſecrets of nature 
Have nct more gift intaciturnity. Exemnt. 


Enter Pandaru and Creſſid. # 
Par. Is't poſſible 2 no fooner gor bur loſt : the divell 
take «Anthensr ; the yong Prince will goc mad : 4 plague 
upon Anthenor ; | would they had brok's necke. 
Creſ. How now 2 what's the matter ? who was heere? 
Pax. Ah, ha! 
Creſ., Why ſigh you ſo profoundly ? where's my Lord? 
gone ? tell me {weet Vnckle, what's the matrer ? 
Pan. Would | were as deepe under the earthas I am 
above. 
{re/; Othe gods! what's the matter ? 
Pan Prethee gegthee in : would thou hadlt ne're been 
borne; | knew thou would'it be his death. O poore Gen- 
tleman : aplague upon Ambenor, 
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{re/. Good Vnckle | beſcech you, on my knees, I be- 
{eech you what's the matter ? 

Pan. Thou muſt be gone wench, thou muſt be gone; 
thou art chang'd tor Amtenor ; thou mult to thy Facher, 
and be gone from Troize : "rywiil be bis death : 'ewall be 
his baine, he cannot beare 1t. | 

Creſ. O you immortgll gods ! I will not gore 

Pan. T hou mult. ; 

Creſe 1 willnort Vnckle: I have forgot my Father: 

I know no touch of conſanguinitic : 

No kin, no love, no bloud, no foule, fo neere me, 
As the {weet Tropim ; O you gods i[ivinc | 

Make Cre//ids name the very crowne of falſhood ! 
Ifever ſhe leave Troplw : tine, anddeath, 

Doto this body whatextremirie you can ; 
Butthe ſtrong baſe and building of my love, 

ls as the very Center of the carth, 

Drawing allthings tot. I will goe in and weepe- 

Pan. Doc, doc, 

Creſ, Teare my bright 
cheekes, 

Cracke my clcere voyce with ſobs, and breake my heart 

With ſounding Trogias. I will not goctrom Trop, Exemnt- 


hairc, and ſcratch my praiſed | 


_—_ ts A 


Enter Paris, Troplus, «+ Eneas, Deiphobus, An- 
thewor and Dome des. 


— EDS CEE A — 9 OO 


Par. It is great morning,and the houre prefixt 
Ot her dcliveric to this valiant Greeke 
Comes faſt upon : good my brother Troylus, 
Tell you the Lady what ſhe 15 to doe, 
And halt her tothe purpolc. 
Troy. Walke in to hcr houſc: 
[le bring her to the Grecian preſently ; 
And to hi hand , when I dcliver her, 
Thinke it an Altar, and thy brother Troy 
A Prieſt, there offringto it his heart. 


Par. Iknow what 'tis to love, 
And world, as I (hall pitty, I could helpc. 
Pleaſe you walke in, my Lords. 


—_ = 


Exeant. 


—_— 


Fater Pandarw and Creſſid. 
Pan. Be modcratc, be moderate. 
{Freſ. Why tell you me of moderation? 
The grictc is fine, tull perfect that I taſte, 
Andno leflemn a ſcnieas ſtrong 
As that which cauſeth it. How can I moderate 1t? 
If I could cemporile with my aftection, 
Or brew it toa weake and colder pallat, 
Theliike alaiment could I give my gricte : 
My love admits no qualifying crofle: Emer 
No more my gricte, in ſuch a precious loſle. 
Pan. He;chere,here, he comes, a {weet ducke. 
Cre/. O Troyim,T roylus | | 
Par. \What a paire of ſpectacles 18 here ? let me em- 
brace too: oh heart, as the goodly ſaying is; O hearr,hea- 
bic hearr, why titteſt thou without breaking? where he | 


—— 


Troylus | 


1 anſwers againc ; becauſe thou canſt not eaſe thy ſmart by | 


triend({hip,nor by ipeakir g:there was never a truer rime; | 

let us calt away nothing, tor we may live to have neede | 

of ſucha Verle : we ce ut, we (ceit : how now Lambs? | 
Troy. Creſſid: Tlovethec in ſo ſtrangeapuriticz | 

That the b'eſt gods, as angry with my fancic, 

More bright in zcale, then the devotion which 

Cold lips blow to their Deities - take thee from mc." 
Cre/. Have the gods envic? 


_ 
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Pax. 1,I,I,I,%is too plainea caſc. 
Cre/. And 15 it true, that I muſt goe from Troy ? 
Troy. A hatcfull truth. 
Creſ. What, and from Troylu too ? 
Troy. From Troy, and Trojiw. 
Creſ. 1itpoſſible ? 
Trey. And lodainely,wherc injuric of chance 
Purs backe leave-taking, juſtles roughly by 
Ail rume of paute ; rudely bcgailes our lips 
Ot allrejoyndure : forcibly prevents 
Our lockrembraſures ; ſtrangies our deere vowes, 
Even in thebirthot our owne laboring breath. 
We two that with ſo many thouſand 11ghes 
Did buy each other, muſt poorely («ll our (elves, 
With the rude brevitic and diſcharge of our 
Injurious time ; now witha robbers haſte 
Crams his rich theeverie up, he knowes not how. 
As many tarewels as be (iars in heaven, 
With diſtin breath, and conſfign'd kiſlesto them, 
He tumbles up alooſe adiew : 
And icants us with a fingic famiſht kiſle, 
Dittalting with the {alt vt broken teares, Evter eAncas, 
e/Eneas within. My Lord, 1s the Lady ready ? 
Troy. Hearke, you are cali'd : ſome lay the genius fo 
Cries, cometo himthit inſtantly mull dyc. 
B1s them have patience : ſhe ſhall come anon- 
Pan. Where arc my tcares? raine, tolay this winde, 
or my heart will be blowne up by the roor. 
Cye/. I muſt then to the Grecians? 
Trey. Noremedy. 
(ref. A wotull Creſſid'mong'ſt the merry Greekes, 
Troy, When ſhall we 1ceagaine ? 
Hcare mc my love ; be thou but true of heart, 
Creſ. Itruc? how now? what wicked deeme is thi 
Trey. Nay, we muſt uſc expoltulation kindly, 
For it is parting from ns : 
I ipeake not, bethou true, as fearing thee : 


| For I will throw my Glove to death himſclfe, 
| That there's no raaculation in thy heart : 


Bur be thou true, ſay I, to faſhion in 
My ſcquent proteſtation : be thou true, 
And1 will tee thee. 
Creſ. O you ſhall be expol'd, my Lord todangers 
As mhnite, as imminent : but lie be true. 
Troy. And Ile grow triend with danger ; 
Weare this Sleeve. 
Creſ. And you this Glove. 
W hen ſhall i ice you? 
Trey. | will corruptthe Grecian Centinels, 
To give theenightly viſitation. 
Bur yet be true. 
Cref. O heavens : betrue againe ? 
Troy, Heare why 1 ipeake it; Love ; 
The Grecian youths are full of qnalitic, 
Their loving well compol'd, with guitcof nature, 
Howing and ſwelling ore with Artsand exerciſe : 
How novelties may move, and parts withperſon. 
Alas, a kinde of godly jealouſic ; 
Which I beſeech you call a vertuous ſinne : 
Makes me affraid. 
Creſ, O heauens, you loue me not ! 
T roy. Dyel a villaine then ; 
In this I doe not call your faith in queſtion 
50 mainely as my merit : 1 cannot ſing, 
Nor heele the high Lavolt « nor ſweeten talke : 


Nor play at ſubrill games ; faire vertues all ; - 
0 
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Troz.No 
And ſomet 


Pretuming 


And bring 


It ere thou 


| Theluſtre 


— 


For by the 
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Lady,give 
To our ow 
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But I cantell that incachgraceot theſe, | 

There lurkes a ſtill and dumb-diſcourſive divell, 

That tempts molt c 
{"eſ, Doe notthinke 1 wall - 


When we wil tempt the trailtic of 0ur powers, 


Aeneas within, 
Troy. Come kifle, and let us part. 

Par within, 
Trey, Good brother cowe you hither, 


Creſ. My Lord, wall you be true ? 

Troy. W ho 1? alas it is my vice, my fault : 
Whiles other fiſh with craft tor great opanuon, 
[, with great truth, catch meere 1mpliciie, 

\W hil't tome with cunning guild their copper Crownes, 
With truth and plainncfle I doe weare mance bare» 


Feare not my truth; the morrall of ay wit 

Is plainc and true, ther's all the reach ot 1t- 
Welcome fir Diemed, here is the Lady 

\Whichfor Antexer, we deliver you- 

At the port (Lord) lle give her to thy hand, 

Ard by the way poſlefle thee what the 1s. 

Entreatc her faire ; and by my ſoulc, faire Greeke, 


Name Cre//id, and thy lite ſhall be as fate 
As Priam 15 10 Ilhon ? 
Dow. Faire Lady (reſvid, 
| Sopleaſe you, ſavethe thankesthis Prince expects : 


Pleades your faire viſage, and to Diemed 

You ſhali be mittrefſe, and command him w holly. 

| Troy, Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courtcoully, 
| Toſhame the ſcale of my petition towards, 

| Ipratfing her, I tell thee Lordof Greece ; 

' Slic is 4s farre high ſoaring o re thy pratics, 

Asthou unwortby to be cal'd ker fervant : 

| charge thee ul us well, even tor my charge : 


(Though the great bulke Achilles be thy guard) 
le cut thy thy throate, 
Diom. Oh be not mov'd Prince Tropim ; 
Let me be priviledg'd by my place and meſſage, 
Tobc a{pcaker tree ; when Lam hence, 
lle anſwer to my laſt :and know my Lord ; 
Ile nothing doe on charge: to her owne worth 
She (hall be priz'd : butthat you ſay be't ſ0; 
lie ſpeake it un my fpirit and honor, no, 
Troy. Come to the Port. lle tell thee Diomed, 
This vrave, ſhall oft make thee to hide thy head : 


Par. Harke, Heftors Trumpet. 
eAne, How have we ſpent this morning 
The Prince muſt thinke me tardy andremifle, 
That ſwore to ride before himin the field. 
P ar. Tis Troplws fault ; come,come, to field with him. 


Dis. Let us make ready ſtraight. = 
+/Ene.Y ca, with a bridegroomes freſh alacritic 
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the Grecians are moſt prompt and pregnant : 


cunningly : bur be not tempted, | 


but ſomething may be done that we will/not: | 
imes we aredivels to our flves, 


on their changetull porencie, | 
Nay, good my Lord? | 


AW In 


Brother Trozlus ? 


+AEncas and the Grecian with you- | 
Ext. 


Enter the Greekes. 


{tand at mercy of my Sword, 


in your eye, heaven un your cheeke, 


dreadtull Pluto, it thou docit nor, 


me your hand, and as we walke, 
ne ſclyes bend we our needetull ralke. 
Sound Trumpet, 


Exennt. 


{ Let us addrefleto tend on He Borg heeles : 


The glory of our Troy doth this day lyc 
Oa his faire worth, and ſingle Chivalry. 


Enter Ajax armed, Achilles, Parrecluw, Agamenon, 
Menelans, Vliſſer, N eter, Calce,c*c. 


Ag#. Here art thou in apointment freſh and faire 
Anticipating time. With ſtarting courage, 
Give with thy Trumpet alowdnore to Troy 
Thou dreadtull e4j«x, that the appavicd are 
May pierce the h:ad of the great Combarant, 
And hale him hither. 
Aja. Thou, Trumpet, ther's my purſe ; 
Now cracke thy lungs and ſplit thy braſen pipe : 
Blow villaine, till thy ſpheced Bias cheeke 
Qut+1{well thecollicke of putt eAqwilon : 
Come, ſtretch thy cheſt, and let thy cycs ſpout bloud : 
Thou bloweſt tar Hettoy. 
Ui. No Trumpet anſwers. 
Achil, * Tis but eariy dayes, Emer Die.Cref- 
Aga. 1s not young Diomed with { alcas daughter ? 
J'a/. Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate, 
He rifes onthe toe : that ſpirit of his 
In aſpiration lifts him from the earth. 
Aga. Isthis the Lady (reſud ? 
Deo. Even ſhe. 
S. Molt deerely welcome to the Greekes , ſweete 
Y. 
Neſt. Our General! doth ſalute you witha kifle. 
Viif. Yet is your kindenefle but particular; *twere bet- 
ter ſhe were kiſt ingenerall. 
Ne#. And very courtly counſcll: Ile begin. So much 
tor I e#tor. 
Achs/. letake that winter from you lips: faire Lady 
Achilles bids you welcome. 
CMene. I had good argument for kiſſing once. 
Pazro. But that's no argument for kifling now ; 
For thus pop't Par in his hardiment. 
Viifs Oh deadly gall,and theame of all our ſcornes, 
For which we loole our heads, togild his bornes. 
Patre, The firft was Mcnclaue kitle, this mine x 
Patroclhu kifics you. 
Mene, Ohthis istrim. 
Patr. Pars and | kiſſe evermore for him. | 
CMene. Ile have my kifle fir : Lady by your leave. 
(ef. Inkiflingdoe yourender, or recerve. 
Patr, Both take and give. 
Creſ. Ile make my match to live, 
= kifle you take is better then you give : theretore no | 
kiſle, 


Men. Ile give you boote, Ile give youthree for one, 


Creſ. You are an odde man, give even, or give none. 
Mene. Anodde mar; Lady, every man is odde, 
| Creſ. No, Parutsnot ; tor you know 'tis truc, 
Thar you are odde, and he 15 even with you, 
Mene You fillip me a'th' head. 
Creſ. No, Ile be {worne. 
Vii. Tet wereno match, your naile againſt his horne : 
May I ſweet Lady beg 2 kifle of you ? 
C'reſ. You may. 
Viif. 1 doedelire it. 
Creſ. Why begge then ? 
V.s/. Why then tor Yea fake, give mea kifle : 
\W ben Helen is a maid againe, and his 
(ref. Tam your debtor, claime it when 'tis dne. 
Vhiſ. Never's 
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Viif. Never's my day, and then a kiſle of you. 
Diem. Lady a word, Ile bring you to your Fathers 
N «ft, A « oman of cuicke lence. 
Vigj. ric,tic, upon her : : 
Ther's language in her eye, her checke, her lip; 
Nay, her toote ſpeakes, her wanton ſpirites looke out 
Atcvery joynt, and motive of ber body : 
Oh thee encounters {oglib of tongue , 
That givea coaſting weicome cre it Comes 3 
And wide unclaſpe the tables of rhc1r thoughts, 
To every tickling reader : {et thein downe, 
For ſluttiſh {poyles ot opportunitie ; 
And daughcr&ot the game. E xenrt. 
Emter all of Troy Hector, Paris, «neas, Helens, 
and +Attendants. 
All. The Tro:ans Trumpet. 
eAga. Yonder coincsthe troope- 
eAne, Hailc all you ltate of Greece : what ſhall he done 
To him that vidoric command; ? or doe you purpoie, 
A victor ſhall be knowne ; will you the Kaights 
Shall tothe edge ot 21] extremiic 
Purſac cach other ; or {hall be devided 
By any voice, or order of the ficld : Hedtor bad aske ? 
Aga. Which way would Hetitor have 1t ? 
e/Ene, He Carcs 00% hec'le obey concirions, 
Aga. Tis done like Heftor, but (ecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deale dilprifing 
The Knight oppos'd. 
e/£nme, It not Achalles fir , what is your name? 
Actsl. It not Achilles, nothing, 
one. Therefore eAchiler; but what ere, know this, 
Inthe extremity of great and littlc: 
Valour and pride exccll themſelves in HeBRor; 
The one almolt as ufirure as all; 
The other blanke as nothing: weigh him well: 
And that which lookes like pride, is curtefic : 
This 4jax 1s haite made of Hettors bloud , 
Inlove whereof, halte Hefor ſtayes at home : 
Halfe heart, halte hand, halte He&or, comes to ſccke 
This blended Knight, halte Troian, and halte Grecke. 
Ackil, A maiden battaile then 2 Ol perceive you. 
eAg4t. Here is fir, Dromed : goe gentle Knight, 
Stand by our Ajax : as you and Lord «/Eneas 
Conſent upon the order of thcir tight, 
So be it ; cither to the uttermoſt, 
Orelic a breach : the Combatants being kin, 
Halte ſtints their ſtrite, before their ſtrokes begin, 
IVi/. They arc oppos'd «lready, 
Aga. What Troian is that ſame that lookes fo heavy ? 
I'l/. The youngeſt Sonve of ram ;; 
And a true Knight ; they call l:im Tron ; 
Not yet mature,yct matchicfſc, firme of word, 
Speaking in decdes,and deecclcile in his tongue ; 
Nor ſoone provok t, nor bcing provok't, ſoonecalm'd ; 
His hcart and band both open, and both free 
For what bc has, he gives ; what thinkes, he ſhewes; 
Yet gives he nottull judgement guide his bounty, 
Nor dignihesan unpaire thought with breath : 
Manly as HeQor, but more dangerous ; 
For Hettor 11 his blaze of wrath ſubſcribes 
To tender objzets ; bur he, in heate of ation 
Is more vindicative then jcalous love. 
They call him T roytis - and on him ere, 


A ſecond hope,as fairely built as Her. 


Thus fates «-£xews, one that knowes the youth, 
Evento his inches : ard with private ſoulc, 


1 


: 
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| By tym thu tlunccrs, thou halt luſtv armes z 


—_ - 


| Dothleno to fee unarm'd the valiant Hector. 


A — 


Did in great lilion thus tranſlate him tome. 
Aga. They are ination. 
Ne. Now Ajax hold thine owne. 
Troy. Helter, thou ſleep'ſt, awake thee, 
Aga. His blowes are weldiſpos'd there Ajax. triper; 
Dm, You muſt no more. Ceaſe, 
eEne. Princes enough, fo pleaſe you. 
Aja, 1am not warme yer, let us fight againe. 
Diom. As Hetlor plcaics. 
Het, Why then will i no more ; 

Thouart great Lord, my Fathers fiſters Sonne ; 

A coulen gcrman to great Priemsleede : 

T ke obligation ob our bloud forbids 

A goric emulation twixt us twaine : 

Werethy commixion, Greeke and Troian fo, 

That thou couid'it lay , this hand 1s Grecianall, 

And this 1s Trot: : the ſfinewes of this Legee, 

All Gice'c, and this all Troy : my Mcthers bloud 

Runs on the dextcr checke, and this ſiniſter 

bounds in my fathers: by Jeve multipotent, 

Thou ſhould'lt ror beare from; anc a Greek. 1th member 

W hercin my {wore kad not impreflure made 

Of our ranke fer:d : butthe juſt gods gainſay, 

That any d;op thou Lon we'tt hem thy mother, 

My fac:ed Aunt, {t,culd by my mortall Sword 

Be drained, Let me embrace thee A,ax: 


Hettor vw 0w.d Have lion tallupon him thus, 
Cozen all hovor tothee, 
Aja, | thaike thee H.Oov: 
Thou art tco g<ptiic, and roo freea man : 
I came to k1'{ twice Corcn, ard bare hence 
A great addition, rai ned inthy death. 
Hett. Not Neoptolemws lo mirabie, 
On whole brizhi creft, tzme with her lowd'R (O yes) 
Cries, This is he ;covld promutc tohimielte, 
A thought of a:ded houor, torne from Fetter. 
/Ene. Therc 1s expectance herc from boththe lides, 
W hat further you will doe? 
Fiet!, \\ee'cantwere it: 
The flue is embcacemert : hex, farewell, 
Ajax, 1t 1 ai:ghe in cntreatics finde ſucceſle, 
As {c}4 i have the chance : I woulddeſire 
M\y tainous Couſin :ocur Grecian Tents. 
Dum, '|\15 Apamemnons\wilh, and great Achilla: 


Flee. e/Eneas, call my brother Trey/ws to me : 
And tgruhe this loving enterview 
lo the expectors of our Troian part : 
Dcfirethem home. Give methy hand, my Couſin: 
| will goe cate with thee,and (ce your Knights: 
Enter Agamemnon and the reit. 
Aja. Great: Agamemnos comes to mecte us here. 
Hee. The worthictt of them, tell me name by name: 
Bur tor Ach, minc owne terching eyes 
Shail tn:ce 1m by his large and porily ſize. 
Ag+., Worthy of Armcs : as welcome as to ore, 
That would be rid of 1uch an enemy. 
But that's no welcome : underitand more cleere 
W hat's paſt and what's to come, is ſtrew'd with haskes 
And tormcleſſe ruinc of oblivion ; 
But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 
Strain'd purely from al! hollow bias drawing : 
Bids thee with molt Civic c intcgritie, 
From heart of very heart, great Hector welcome. 


Alarwn. 
| 


Flee, Ithanke thee molt imperious Agamermor 
4 


A g4. My 
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Aga. My well-fam'd Lord of Troy, no leſſe to you. 
You brace of warhke brothers, welcome hither. 
H:#, Whom muſt wean{wer ? 
+£ne. The Noble THMenelars. 
Heft, O, you my Lord, by (Mars his gauntlet thanks, 
Mocke nor, that i aFc& th' untraded Oath, 
Your quonders wite tiweares (till by } enws Glove 
Shee's well, but bad me not commend her to you. 
Mex.Name her not now fir, (bc*s a deadly Theame, 
Hee. O pardon, I offend. | . 
Ne#. Ihave (thou gallant T:oyan) fcene thee oft 
Lavouring tor deltiny , make crucll way 
Throuph ravkes of Greekiſh yourh: and I have ſecnthee 
As hor as Per/ens, (purre thy Phrygian Steed, 
And ſeene thee ſcornirg forfeits and fubdumemts, 
When thou haft hung thy advanced ſword i'th' ayre, 
Notletting it decline onthe Ceclined: 
That [ haue fatd unto my ſanders by, 
Loc lupiter 15 yonder,dealing life. 
And 1 have tcene thee paute , and cake thy breath, 
When that a ring of G1cekes have hem'd thee 1n, 
Like 2n Gy mpran vereitling. This have I feene, 
Bur this thy couritenance ((iull locktin ſteele) 
I never faw till now. IT knew thy Grandlice, 
And ovce fonghr with him; he was a Souldier good, 
Buc by grcat Mars (the captaine of us all, ) 
Nover like thee. Let an old man embrace thee, 
And (worthy Warrior )welcometo our Tents. 
e/Ene. Tis the old Neſtor, 
Hert, Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, 
That baſt io long walk'd hand in hand with time ; 
Molt reverend XN «for, I am glad to claſpe thee. x 
Ne. I would my armes could watch thee in contention 
As they contend with thee in coutefie, 
Hee. I would they copld. 
Neft, Ha? by this white beard 1'ld fight with thee to 
' mnorrow, Well, welcum, welcume : I have fern the time. 
Uly. 1 wonder now, bow yonder City ſtands, 
When we have here her Bate and pillar by us. 
Hee, | know yoar favour Lord Viyſſee well. 
Ah tir, there's many a Greeke and Trovan dead; 
Since firlt I ſaw your ſelfe, and Dszmed 
In Illion , on your Greckiſh Embaſhe. 
Vl. Sir, | forctold you then what would enſue, 
My prophefie is but halfe his zourncy yet ; 
For yooder wats that partly front your towne, 
Yond Towers, whoſe wanton tops dobuſle theclouds, 
d{uit kiſſe their owne feet. 
Hee, I muſt notbelc{ve you : 
There they ſtand yet : and modeſily I thinke, 
The fail of every Prygian ſtone will colt 
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crownes all, 
And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 
Will cne day end its 
Hl. Soto him we leave it, 
Moſt gentle, and moſt valiant Heezor, welcome ; 
Atter the General, I beſeech you next 
Totealt with me, and (ce me at wy Tent. 
Achil, I ſhall foreftallrhee Lord J7yſſes, thou : 
Now Hector I have fed mine eyes on thee, 
I have with exaR view perus'd thee Heetor, 
And quoted joynt by joynt, 
Fee, Is this Achilles? 
Actil. Iam Achilles. 
Hee, Stand faire I prythee, let mc looke oh thee, 
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Achil. Behold thy fill. 

Hee. Nay, | have done already. 

Achil. Thouarc too breefe, 1 will the ſecond time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee, limbe by limbe. 

Hee. Olikea dooke of tport thou'lt reade me ore : 
Bur there's more in me then thou underſtand'(t. 

W hy doeft thou ſo oppreſſe me with thine eye ? 

Achil. Tell me you Heavens,in which part of his body 
Shall I de{troy him ? Whether there, orthere, oc there, 
That 1 may give the locall wound a name, 

And make di{tinQ the very breach, where-out 
Hectors great (ſpirit few. Anſwer me heavens, 

Flee, It would diicreditthebleſt gods, proud man, 
Toanſwer fucha qreſtion : StanJ againe ; 

Think'ft thouto catch my lite fo plealantly, 
As to prenominate 11 nice conjeRure 
W here thou wilt hit me dead ? 

Achil. I tclithee yea. 

Hes, Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo, 

id not beleevethee : hencetorth guard thee well, 

For Ile not kill thee there, nor there,nor there, 

But by the forge that {tythicd Mars his helme, 

lle killthee every w here,yea, ore and ore. 

You wilelt Grecians, pardon we this bragge, 

His infotence drawes folly from my lips, 

But Ile endevour deeds to match thefe words, 

Or may l never 

Aiax, Donot chate thee Cotin : 

And you Acbilles, letthele threats alone 

Tilaccident, or purpoſe bring you too'r. 

You may have every day enough of Hector 

if you have ſtomacke. The general ſtate I feare, 

Can ſcarſe intreat you to be odde with him. 
Flee, I pray you let us ſee you inthe ticld, 

We have had peltind Warres fance you refus'd 

The Grecians cauſe. 

Achil. Doſt thon intre:t mc Hector ? 

To morrow do I meete thee fell as death, 
Tonight, all Fricnds. 

Hee. Thy hands upon that match. 

Aga. Firit, all you Pecresot Greece go to my Tent, 
There in the full convive you : Atterwards, 

As Hecters ica(ure, and your bountics (hall 

Concurre together, ſercrally intreat hin. 

Beate lowd the Taborines,lcr the Trumpers blow. 

That this great Souldier may his welcome know. Exenn, 

Troy. My Lord Uhſſer, te!l me I beleech you, 

In what place of the Held doth Caſcas keepe ? 

Ul. At Menelaus Tent, molt princely Iroplss, 
There D1omed doth feaſt with him to night, 

W ho neither lookes on heaven, nor on carth, 
Bue gives all gazc and bent of amorous view 
On the faire (eſid. 

Troy. Shall 1 (tweet Lord) be bound tothee fo much, 
Atter we part from Agamemnons Tent, 
Tobring me thicher ? 

Vizk You ſhall command me fir: 
As gentlerell ae, of what Honour was 
This (reſſida in Troy, had ſhee rio Lover there 
That walles her abſence ? 

Troy. O ſir, to ſuch as boaſting ſhew their tcarres, 

A mocke isdue : will you walke oa my Lord ? 

She was t<clov'd, ſhe lov'd; ſhe is, and dooth. 

Bur ſtill ſweet Love is food for Fortunes tooth. £xemmnt. 
Enter Acilles, and Partroclus, 

Achdl. Ile heat his blood with Greekiſh wine to night, 
Which 


— 
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 tuch with my Scmitar Ile coole to marrow : 


, Parrecius, ct us Fealt him tothe hight. 


| 


Pas, Hecre comes Ther fres. Emter Ther ſues. 

eAchil, How now, thou core of Envy ? 

Thou crufty batch of Nature, what's the newes ? 

Ther. \Y hy thou picture ot what thou ſeem it ,& Idol 
of I:cot-worthippers, here's a Letter for thee. 

Achii. From « hence, Fragment ? 

Teer. Why thou full diſh of toolc, from Troy» 

Par, Who krepes the Tent now ? 

Ther. The Surgeons box, or the patients wound. 8 

Parr. \Well {2id adve: fity,and what need theſe tricks? 

Ther, Prythee be filent Loy, 1 profit nor by thy talke, 
thou art thought robe Acbubes male Vatiot, 

Patro, Malc Varlot you Rogue ? What's that ? 

Ther. Why his maſculine Whore. Now the rotten 
ditcaſes of the South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, 
Loades a graveli 1'th' backs, L-thargics, cold Palfies, ard 
the likegtake and cake agaiue, ſuch prepoltexous difcove- 
rics. 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of envy thou , what 
mcan'it thou to curic thus? 

Ther. Dol curle thee ? 

Patr. Why no, yoa rainous But , you whorſon indi- 
ſ{tinguiſhable Curre. 

Ther. No? why artthou then exaſpcrate , thou idle, 
immateriail $keine ct >leyd filke ; thou greene Sarcenct 
flap for a tore cye, thou roſfcll of a Prodigals purie thou: 
Ah how the poore world is peſſyed with tuch water-flics, 
diminutines of Nature. ; 

Pat. Oat gall, 

Ther, Finch Egge. 

Ach. My t\wcet Parreclus, I am th' warted quite 
From my great purpoſe in to worrowes battcll : 
Heere is a Letter from Queenc Hecnva, 

A token trom her daughter, my faire Love, 

Both caxing me, and gaging meto keepe 

An Oath that | have tworne. I will not breake it, 

Fall Grecke, taiic Fame, Honor or go, or ltay, 

My mator vow lyes heere ; this Ile obay : 

Come, come Therſites, helpe torrim my Tent, 

This night in banquetting mult all be ſpent. 

Away *Patroc'uz, Exit. 

Ther. Wich to much bloud, and too little Brain,theſc 
two may run mad : but if with too much brainc, and too 
little blood, they do, Ile be a curer of madmen. Heere's 
A 7 amemnon, a1 hornet tcilow enough, and one thar loves 
Quailes, >ut 2e has not fo much Braineas care-wax ; and 
the goodly transformation of Iupiter there his Brother, 


the Bull, the primztive Statue , and oblique memoriall of 


Cuckoids, atbrifty ſhooing-horre inachaine , hanging 
at his Brothers lcgge,to what forme but that he is, ſhould 
wit larded with maiice,and malice forced with wit,turnc 
him to : to an Aﬀe were nothing, hee is both Aﬀe and 
Oxe; toan Oxe were nothing, hee 1s both Oxe and Aſtec : 


to be a Dogge, a Mule, a Cat, a Firchew, a Toade, a Li- : 


zard, an Oivie, a Pattocke, or a Herring without a Roe, 
[ would not care : but to be Afenelaws, 1 would confpire 
againſt Deltiny. Aske mc not what I would be, it 1 were 
not Therſies : tor 1 carenot to bee the lowſe of a Lazar, 
{01 were not Aenelers. Hoy-day ſpiritsand fires. 
Emter Hellor, Ajax, Agamemnen, Vhyſſcs, Ne- 
ſtor, Dromed, with Lights. 
Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax. No yonder 'tis, there where we ſee the light. 
Het. Itroudl: you. 


| 


| J z. Hecre comes himſcltc 10 guide you ? 
c 


Ajax. No, not a whit. 
Lnter Achalles, 


Acts, \Wclcome brave Her, welcome Princes all, 
| Agam, So now faire Prince of Troy,l bid goodnight, 
| Ajax commands the guard rotend on you. 
Hett, Thanks, and goodnight tothe Greeks generall, 
Cen, Good night my Lord, 
Hei, Goodnight ſweet Lord Menelans, 
Ther. Sweet draught ; ſweet quoth-a? ſweet ſinke, 
{weert ſutc. 
Achil, Goodnight and welcom, both at once, tothoſe 
that go, or tart). 
Aga, Goodnight. 
| Achil. Old N ejtor tarries,2nd you too Diemed, 
| Keepe Helter coupany an houre, or two. 
| Dus. I cannot Lord, | have important buſineſle, 
| The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Helter, 
| HA. Gire me your hand. 
I'lyſ. Folloiw his Torch, he goes to Chalcas Tent, 
| Ile keepc you Company's 
Troy. Swect (ir, you honour me, » 
Ketft. And ſo good night. 
Achil. Come, come, cater my Icnt. Exeumt, 
Ther. That famc Diomed's a talic-heartcd Rogue z4 
moſt unjuſt Knave ; 1 will no mcre truſt him when bee 
lecres,then I will a Serpent when he hiſles ; he will ſpend 
his mouth & promiie,like Brabler the Hound; but when 
Ie perto: mes, Aſtronomers torctcll it, that-it 1s prodigis 
ous, there will come ſome change : the Sunne borrowes 
of the Moone wc hen Diemed keepes his word. I will ra- 
| ther leave to {ce Heftor, then not to dogge hum: they lay, 
| he keepesa Troyan Drab , and uſes the Traitour Chaleas 
| his tent. Ie after —— No:hing but Lercheric ? All 
| incontiuent Varlets. E xeunt, 


| Enter Diomed, 
| Di. Whatare you up here ho? ſpeake ? 
Chal, W ho cals? 
| Dio. Diomed,Chalca(T thinke wher's you Daughter? 
| (bal. Shecomes to you. 
Emer T roylm ard Uliſes. 
Uh. Stand where the Torch nay not diſcover us. 
Enter {( veſſid. 
Troy. (Teſſid came forth io ©1in. 
Dio. How now my charge? 
Creſ. No my tweet g2rdian:hearkea word with you. 
Troy. Yea,ic tamiliar? 
Vby. She will ting any man at firſt fight. 
Ther. And any man may finde her, it he can take her 
life : ſhe's noted. 
Dio. Will you remember ? 
Creſ. Remember ? yes. 
D:o. Nay ,but doc theo ; and ct your minde be cou- 
' pled with your words. 
| Trey. Whatſhould ſhe remember ? 
Vii. Liſt ? { 
Creſ. Sweet hony Creck, tcngpt me no moreto folly. 
T ber, Roguery. 
Diwo, Nay then. 
Cre/: lle tell you what. 
Ds. Fo, to, come tel' a pin, you are a farſworne — 
Creſ. In faith 1 cannot; what would you have me d0? 
Ther, A jugling tricke, ts be ſecretly open, 
Dio. What did you {iweare you wonld beſtow on me? 
C ref. I prethee doc not hold me to mine oath. 
Bid me doc any thing but that fiweer Grecke. 
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Dis.Good night. 

Trey. Hold patience. 

Vl/.H ow now T rotan? 

Creſ. Diomed. 

Ds. No,no,good night. Ile be your toole no more. 
Troy. 1 hy better mult. 

{"reſ. Hearke one word in your care. 

Trey. O plague and madncſle! 


Leſt your diſpleaſure ſhould enlarge it (elte 
To wrathfail tearmes:this place is dangerous; 
The time right deadly: I belcech you goc* 
Troy. Behold, I pray you- ; 
Ul. Nay, good my Lord goe oft: 
Youffow to great diltraction-come my Lord? 
Troy. 1 pray thce ltay? 
Viif. Y ou have not patience,come. 
Troy. 1 pray you ſtay?by heli and all k«lls torments, 
will 10g (peake a word, 
Dis. And 10 good night, 
("eſ- Nay,but you part in anger. | 
Trey. Doth that grieve thee?O witheres truth! 
Vii. Why,how now Lord? 
Trey. By Jovel will be patient. 
Creſ. Gardtan?why Greekg? 
Dio. Fo,to,adew,you palter, | 
Creſ. In taich | doe not:come hither once againe. 
VL/. ou ſhake my Lord at fomerhingzwill you goe? 
You wil! breake out. 
Troy. She ſtroakes his cheeke, 
C//. Come,come. 
Troy. Nay ſtay,by 7ovr I will not (peake a word. 
There is betweene my will,and all oftences, 
| A guard of patience; itay a lutle white. 


| 1 


Me, 


Ul. You are moved Prince,let us depart I pray you, 


| 


| I will not keepe my word. 


Dee. I had your heart betore,this tollowes it. . 

Trey. 1 did fiweare patience. 

Cre/. You ſhallnot have it Diomed;taith you ſhall not 
Ne giue you ſomething elſe. | 

Des. I will have this: whoſe was it? 

Cre/. It is no matter. 

D:e. Come tcll me whoſe it was? 

Cref. Twas one that lov'd me better then you will, 
Bat now you have it,take it. 

Dio. W hote was it? 

Cref. By all Dianas waiting women youder. 
And by her {clte,I will not tell you whole. 

Du. To morrow will I weare it on my Helme, 
And grieve hisfpiric that daresnot chalicnge it. 

Tro. Wert thouthe divell,and wor'ſt it onthy horne, 

It ſhould be challeng'd. 

Creſ. Weli,well,tis done,tis palt;aud yet it is nor: 


Ds#o. Why then tarewell, 


| 


| Bur it (trait ſtarts you. 


oo ——— ——— — 


Ther, How the diveil Luxury with his fat rumpe and | 


| Potato finger,tickles theſe rogather-trye lechery,frye, 
Deo. But wull you then? | 
(ref. In faith t will goe;never truſt meciic. 
| Dw. Give ine ſome token tor the Lurety of ut, 
| (ref. lie fetch you one, 
Ui. You have t worne patience. 
Troy. Ecare me not ſweete Lord. 
I willnot be my {clfc,nor have cognution 
| Of what I feclc:1 am all patience. 
| Ther.Now the pledge,now,now,now. 
| Cveſ. Here Diemed,keepethis Sleeve. 
| Trey. Obeauty ! whae isthy Fanh? 
Fs. My Lord. 
Troy, I will be paticnt,out ward!y I wi. 
Creſ. You looke upon that Sleev@behold it well: 
| He lov'd me:O faite wench:givc't me againe. 
| Dio, Whoſe wav'e? 
| Cre. It is no matter now I have't againe. 
| I will not mecre with you tomorrow nigh: 
' Iprvthee Ciomed viſite me no more, 
| Ther, Now ſhe hargens: well faid Wherſtone, 
| Dvw.l ſhall have its 
| Creſ. What this? 
| D#«.1 that. 
Creſ. O all you gods tO pretty,pretty pledge; 
Thy Maiſter now lies thinking in his bed 
| Of thee and me,and ſighes,and rakes my Glove, 
| And gives memoraiall dainty kaſles tot; 
As 1 kifſe rhee. 
| De. Nay,due not ſnatch it from me. 
| Cre/. He that takes that,takes my heart withail. 
' 
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Enter C reſſid. | 


— 


Thou never ſhalt mocke Diomed againe. | 
(ref. You ſhalt not goe:one cannot ſpeake a word, 


Dee. | doe nor 11! e this fooling. 
Ther. Nor | by Pluto : but that that likes not me, plea- 
ſes me beſt. 
Dio. W hat ſhall I come?the houre. | 
Creſ. I, come:O ove! doe,come:1 ſhall be plagu'd. | 
De. Farewell tillthen. E xu. | 
Cref. Good night ? I prythee come: 
Troylus tarewellzone eye yetloukes on thee, 
But with my heart,the other cye,doth ſce- 
Ah poore our fexc;this faulc in us I finde; 
The crrour of our cyc,directs our minde. 
W hat errour leads,mult erre:O then conclude, 
Mindes ſwai'd by ey:s,are full of turpitude. Exit. 
Tber.A proote of [trength the could not publiſh more; 
Valeſle the fay,my minde 1s now turn'd whore. 
Uliſ. Al's done my Lord. 
Troy. It1s. 
Vif. Why Ray we then? 
T rop. To make arecordation to my fouls 
Of every ſyllable that here was ſpoke: 
Bur if | tell how theſe two did coat; | 
Shall I nor lie, in publiſhing a truth? 
Sich yer there is a credence in my beart: 
An eſperancec {o obſtinately ſtrong, 
That doth invert that reli of eyes and cares; | 
As if thoſe organs had deceptious tunRions, 
Created onely to calumniate. 
Was (veſſ#d here? | 
Uh. 1 cannot conjure T rozan, 
Troy. She wasnct lure. 
Viiſ. Moſt ſure ſhe was. 
Trer. Why my negation haihotaſte of madncſlſe? 
Viiſ. Nor mine my Lord:Crefſid was here but now. 
Troy, Let it not be beleev'd tor womanhood: 
Thinke we had mothers;doe not give advantage 
To ſtubborne Criticks,apt without a iheame 
For depravation,to ſquare the generall ſex 
By Crefvids rule-Rather thinke this not (+ eſrid, 
Vhf. W hat bath the done Prince,that can toyle our 


"Nothi 
Troy. Nothing at all, unleſlc that this were ſhe. 
Ther. Will he ſwagger himlclte out on's owne eyes? | 
Troy. This ſbe?no,this 1s Diomeds Creſuida: | 
If beauty have a foule,this is aor = 


It | 
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It ſoules guide vowes;if vowesarc ſantimony; 
If fantunony be the gods delight: 
It there be rule in unity it ſelic, 
Thus is not ſhe-O madnefie of oifcourle ! 
That cauic icts up, with;and againlt thy ſelfe, 
By foule authority; where reaſon can revolt 
Without perdition,and lofle afſume all reaſon, 
Without revolt. This is.and is not Creſſid: 
Within my ſoule,thcre doth conduce a fight 
Of ehis ſtrange nature.that a thing infeparate, 
Divides more wider then the $k1e and carth: 
And yc the ſpacions bredth of this diviſion, 
Admits no Oritece tor apoint as ſubtle, 
As Ariachnes broken woote to center: 
Inſtance,O inftance!litrong as P /aroes gates: 
Creſſidis mine,ticd withthe bonds ot heaven; 
Initance 0 - ————_— as heaven it ſclfe:; 
The bonds of heaven are {lipt,diſſolv'd, and loos'd: 
And with another knort five finger ted, 
The tra Hons of her taith,orts ot her love: 
The fr-2ments.\craps,the bics and greacy reiiques, 
Of b-r ore-caten taith,are bound to Diomed. . 
Ul. May worthy Treyiws be halfe attached 
Witch that which here his paſſion doth exprefic? 
Troy. | Greeke,aad that ſhall be divulged well 
In Characters,as red as Afars his heart 
Inflam'd with Yenws ;never d1d yong man fancy 
With {octernall and fo fixt a {oulc. 
Hearke Greek:as much as 1 doe Creſſida love; 
So much by werght,hate I her Dwomed, 
That Sleeve is anne,that he-lc beare in his Helme: 
Werc it a Caske compos'd by Yalcans $kill, 
My Sword ſhould bite it: Not the dreadtull ſpout, 
W hich Shipmen doe the Hurricano call, 
Confrrmg'd in maſſe by the almiohty tenne, 
Shall a1zzie wich more: clamour Neprunes care 
In hisdiſcenr;t!1en ſhall my prompred tword, 
Fallin on Dem7-4. 
Ther. Heele tic lc it for his concupy. 
Tror, O Creſſid! O falſe Creſſi | talle, falſe, falſe: 
Let all untruths ſtand by thy ſtained name, 
And :heyle tecme glor1ous. 
V li. O containe your felte: 
Your paſſion dravyes cares hither. 
Enter e /Entas, 


H: Gor by this is arming him in Troy. 
efiax your Guard, ſtaics ro conduct yon home. 


Farewell revolted faire : and Dromed, 
Stand taſt,and weare a Caſtle on thy head. 
I. lie bring youtothe Grtes. 
Troy. Accept diſtra ted thankes. 
Exeum T1 oylus,o Eneas and Viyſſes. 


| 


| 
| 


divell. take them. 
Enter Hellor and Andromache. 


And. When was my Lord fo much ungently temper'd, 


To ſtop his cares againſt admoniſhanent? 
Vnarme,vnarme,and doe not fight to day. 


HeR.\ ou traine me to offend you:get you gone. 


e/£n. 1 have beene lecking you this houre my Lord: 


Troj. Have with you Prince: my curtcous Lord adcyy: 


Ther. Would I could mecere that roague Diomed , 1 
would croke like a Raven : I would bode, I would bode: 
Patroclus will give me any thing for the intelligence of 
this whore:the Parrot will nor do more foran Almond, 
then he for a commodious drab : Lechery/echery , ſtill 
warres andlechcry,nothirgelſc holds faſhion, A burning 
Exit. 
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By the everlaſting gods,lle gOce 


And. My dreamcs will ture prove omincus to the day, | 


Enter ( aſſandra, | 
| 


Het, No more 1 ſay. 

C af. Where 1s my brother Heer? 

eAnd.Herc ſiltcr,arm'd,and bloudy io intent; 
Comfert with mein loud and deere perition: 
Purſue we him on knees:for I have dreampt 
Ot bloudy turvulence;and this whole nighe 


Hath nothing beene bur ſhap.cs,znd formes of ſlaughter, 


( af. Q, Ts uCs 
Het, Ho? bid my Trumpet ſound. 


Ca/. No notes of (ally,tor the heavens, ſweet brother. 
Het?. Begon 1 fay:the gods have heard me f{weare, 
C af. I he godsare deatero hotand peeviſh vowes; | 


They are polluted cftrings,moreabhord 
Then ſpotted Livers 1a the tacrifices 
end. O be periwaded,doe nor count it holy, 
To hurt by being juſt;ir is as lawfell: 
For we would count give much to as violent thefts, 
And rob in the tchalfe of charity. 


Caf, It is the purpote that makes ſtrong the vowe; 


But vo« es to every purpole mult not hold: 
Vnarme {fuwecte Hettor, 

Hett. Held you (t:1l I fay; 
Mine honour kcepes the weather of my fate: 


| Lifeevery man tol4s deere but the deere man 


| 


Holds honor farrc more precious-decre,then life. 
Emer T royins. 
How new yong man/mean'(t thou to fightto day? 
Ard (aſſendra, call my fath.r to perſwade. 
Exit Caſſandra, 


Het. No faith yong T1#plus ; doffe thy harnefle youth: | 


' . S . 
| I amtodavith 'vaine of Chivalry? 


OY — - 


Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be ſtrong; 
And tempt nor yet the bruſhes of the warre. 
V'narme thee,goc,and doutt thou not branc boy, 
le itandto day, torthee, and me,and Troy. 

Troy. Brother,you have a vice of mercy in you; 
W hich Setter fi:sa Lyon,then a man. 


Hed, W hat vice is that?good Troyins chide me for it. 
Trey, When many tumes the captive Grecian fals, 


Evcn inthe tanne and winde of your faire Sword: 
You bid them rife, and live. : 

Hett. Ons taire play. 

Trey. Fooles play,by heaven Eeftor. 

Hee, How r04/?how now? 

Trey. For t}'.ove of all thegods 
Let's leave the Hermurt Pitry with our Mothers; 
And when we have our Armors buckled on, 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our ſwords, 
Spur them to ruetull worke,reme them from ruth. 

Hel. Fi. favage,hic. 

Troy. Hector thcn tis warres, 

Bec. Troytus,| would not have you fight today. 

- Troy. W ho ſhould with-hold me? 
Nor fate,obedicnce,nor the hand of Mars, 
Beckning v.ith fiery trunckion my retire; 
Not Priamnus,and Hecuba or knees; 
Their cyes orc-galled with recourſe of trares; 
Nor you my brother,with your truc ſw-re drawre 
Oppos'd ro hinder me,ſhould Rop my way: 
But by my ruine. 
Emer Priam and Caſrandre. 

Ca/. Lay bold upon him Priem, hold kim faſt: 
He is thy crutch;znow if thou looſe thy ſtay, 
Thou on him 1:aning,21d all Troy on thee, 
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Fall all rogether. 
Priam.Come Hefor,come,goe backe: 
Thy wite hath dreampt:thy mother hath had viſions, 
aſandra doth toreſee;and 1 my felte, 
Am like a Prophet ſuddenly enrapr, 
to tell thee that this day 1s ominous; 
Therefore come backe. 
Helb. Eneas 15a held, 
And I doſtand engav'd to many Greekes, 
Even 1n the faith of valour,to appeare 
This morning to them. 
Priem. I, but thou ſhalt not goe, 
Hef2. I auit not breake my faith: 
You know me durifull,theretore deare (ir, 
Let me not ſhame reſpeRt;bat give me leave 
To take that courſe by yonr conſentand voice, 
Which you doe here forbid me, Royall Priam- 
Caf. O Priam,yceldenot to him» 
eAnd. Doe not deere father, 
He, Andromeche | am offended with you: 
Vpon the love you beare me,get you 1N. 
Exit Andromache. 
Trop. This fooliſh,dreaming, ſuperſtitious girle, 
Makes all theſe bodements. 
(4ſ. O farewell,decre Heetor: 
Looke how thou diclt;looke how thy eye turnes pale: 
Looke how thy wounds doe bleere at many vents; 
Heacke how T roy roares;ho Heewba cries out; 
How poore Anaremache (hrils ber dolour torth; 
Behold diſtraction,trency,and amazement, 
Like witlefle Antickes one another meete, 
And all cry Hector, Hector: dead: O Heetor | 
Trey. AWay« 
Caſ. Farewell:yes,ſoft: Hector I take my leave; 
Thou do'lt thy ſeltc,and all our Troy deceive. 
Hee. You are amaz d,my Licge,at her exclaime: 
Goe in and cheere the Towne, weele torth and fight: 
Doe deedes of praiſe,and tell you them at nighr. 
Priam. Farewell:the gods with ſafety ttang abourthee, 
eAlawm. 
Trey. They afe at it,hearke:proud Diomed,belecye 
| come to looſe my arme,or winne my fleeve, 


Exnu. 


Emer Pandar. 


Pad. Doe you heare my Lord?do you hearc? 

Trey, What now? 

Pand. Here's a Letter come from yond poore girle, 

Troy, Let me reade. 

Fand. A whorion tificke , a whorſon raſcally tihcke, 
ſorroubles me: and the tooliſh fortune of this girle , and 
what one thing , what another, that | ſhall leave you one 
0'th's dayes ; and I have arheume in mine eyes too , and 
ſuch an ache in my bones : that unleſle a man wete curſt, 
I cannot tell whatto thinke on't. W hat {ayes ſhethere? 

Trey. Words , words , meere words, no matter from 
| the heart: 
Th'effeR doth operate another way. 
Goe winde to winde, there turne and change together: 


But edifies another with her deedes. 
Pand, Why ,but hcare you? 
| Troy. Hence brother lachy;ignomy and ſhame 
Perſue thy litc,and liveaye with thy name. 
Alarum. 


Exeus. 
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My love with words and errors ſtill ſhe feedes; | 


Emer Therſites in axcurſion, 


Ther, Now they are clapper-ciawing one another , Ile 
goe looke on : that diſſembling abhominable varlet Dio- 
mede , has got that ſame ſcurvy , doting , toolith yong 
knaves Sleeve of Troy , there in his Hcelme:1 would faine 
ice them meet;that,that ſame yong Troian aſle, that loves 
the whore there , might ſend that Greckiſh whore-mai- 
terly villaine, with the Sleeve, backe tothe dillembling 
luxurious drabbe,of a ſleevelefic crrant. O'th'tother (ide, 
the pollicy of thoſe crafty ſwearing ratcals; that ſtole 
old Mouſe-caten dry checte , Neſtor : and thatſame dog- 
toxe Visſſer1s not prov'd worth a Black-berry. They fet 
me up in pollicy , that mungrill curre Avex, againſt that 
dogge of asbad akinde , Achilles. And now isthe curre 
Aiax prouder thenthe curre eAchilles , and will not arme 
to day. Whereupon, the Grecians began to proclaime 
barbariſme;and pollicy growes into an ull opinion. 

Enter Diomed and Troylu. 
Soft, heere comes Sleeve,and th'other. 

T roy. Flye not : tor ſhould'it thoutake the River Stix, 
I would ſwim after. 

Dium. Thou do'(t miſcall retice: 

I doe not flye;but advantagious care 
W ithdrew me from the oddes of multitude: 
Have at thee? 

Ther: Hold thy whore Grecian:now for thy whore 

Troian:Now the Sleeve,now the Sleeve. 
Emer Hellor, 

Fe. \W hat art thou Greek?art thou tor Heetors match? 

Art thou of bloud, and honour? | 

Ther. No, no :1 am araſcall:a ſcurvy railing knave : a 
very hlthy roague. 

Hee. I doe belcere thee, live. 

Ther. God amercy , that thou wile beleeve me; but a 
plagve breake thy necke---tor trighting me : what's be- 
come of the wenching rogues ? I thinke they have twal- 
lowed one another, 1 would laugh at that miracle—-yet 
in a fort, lechery cates it ſelfe : Ile teeke them. 

Exit, 
Enter Diomed and Servant. 

Die. Goe,goe,my ſervant,take thou TroziwsHorke; | 
Preſent the faire Steede ro my Lady Creſſid: 
Fellow, commend my ſervice to her beauty: 

Tell her, I have chaſtis'd the amourous Troyan. 
And am her Knight by proote, 

Ser. I goe my Lord, Emer » Ag ammemmon, 

Aga. Renzw,renew,the fierce Polidamus 
Hath beare downe Cenombaſtard AMargareion 
Hath Doress priſoner. 

And ſtands Coloſſus-wiſc waving his beame, 
Vpon the paſhed courſes of the Kings: 
Epiſtropus and Cedus, Polixines is (laine: 

mpbimacur,and Thons deadly burt: 
P atroclus tame or (laine.and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruited; the dreadfull Sagirtary 
Appauls our numbers, halte we Diomed 
Tore-enforcement,or we periſh all, 

Emer Neſtor. 

Neft, Goe beare Pat» oclns body to Achilles, 
And bid the ſnaile-pac'd Aex arme tor ſhame, 
There is a thouſand Hector in the field; 

Now here he fights on Ga/atbe his Horſe, 
And there lacks worke:anon he's thereatoote, 
And there they fiyc or _— {caled ſculs, 
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Before the belching W hale, then is he yonder, 
Andthere the ſtraying Greekes,ripe for his cdge, 
Fall downe before him,like the mowers ſwath; 
Here,there,and every where, he leaves and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obaying appetite, 

That what he will he docs,and does fo much, 
That proote is call'd impoſsibility. 


Enter Viyſſes. 
Viif. Oh,courage,courage Princes: great Achilles 
IS arming,weeping, curling, vowing vengeance; 
P atroclus wounds have rouz'd his drowzie bloud, 
Together with his mangled /dyrmidens, ; 
That noſeleſſe,handlefſe, hackt and chipt, come to himz 
Crying on He#or. Hiax bath loſt a friend, 
And foames at mouth, and he 1s arm'd,and at it: 
Roarig for Trey/ns , who hath done today, 
Mad and fantalticke execution; 
Engaging and redeeming of himſclfc, 
With {ucha carclefie force,and forceleſle carc, 
As itthat luck in very ſpight of cunning,bad him wan al. 
Emer Aax. 
eAia Troyinsthou coward Troyins 
Dee. I,theregthere. . 
Neſt. So,lo,we draw together. 
Enter Achiller. 
Achil. Where is this Heftor? 
Come, comegthou boy-queller, ſhew thy face: 
Know what 1t 1s to meete «Achilles angry. 
Hettor,wvher's Hettor? I will none but Hettor, 
Emer Arax. 
Ara. Trojlus,thou coward Troyiwr,ſhew thy head. 
Enter Dromed. 
Dow. ſrelns,] (ay, whei's Troplur 
Alta. What would'it thou? £ 
Dzs. I vzould corre him. 
Ara. Werel the General), 
Thou ſhould'ſt have my orice, 
Erc that correRtion:Troylesl fay, whit 7 roy lus? 
Fr ter Troylas, 
Troy. Oh tritour Dromed! 
Turne thy talſc race thou traytor, 
And pay thy life thou oweſt mc tor my horle. 
Do. Ha,art thou there? 
4a. Ile fight with him alone,ftand Doomed. 
Do. He is my prize, 1 will not looke upon. 
Trey, Com? both you cogging Greckes , have at you 
both, Exu Troylus, 


F xt. 


Ex. 


Enter Hellor. 
Het, Yea Troylus?O well fought my yorgelt Brother. 
Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Now doe I {ce thec;have et thee Heltor. 
He#f7. Pauſe it thou wilt, 
eAchil.1 doe diſdaine thy curtefic. proud Troianz 
Be happy that my armes are out of uſt: 
My reſtand negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anon ſhalt heare of me againc: 
Till when,goe ſceke thy tor:une. 
Hef?. Fare thee well: 
I would have beene much more a freſher man, 
Had I expeRted thee:how now my Brother? 
Emer Troyte:s. 
Troy. Aiax hath tane «/£neas;tball it be? 
No,by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 


' He ſhall not carray him;IHec be tane too, 


Or ring him off; Fate heare me what I ſay; 


Exit. | 
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| I wreake not,thotgh thou end my life to day. 
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; Herelyes thy heart,thy finewes,and thy bone. 
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| My halfe ſupt Sword, that frankly would have fed, 
| Pleas'd with this dainty bitt:thus goes ro bed, 
; Come,tyec his body to my horſestaylc: 


| 


Exy, 
Enter ent in Armonr. 
Heft. Stand,ſtand,thou Greeke, 
Thou art a goodly marke: 
No?wilrthou not?l like thy armvuur well, 
le truth it,and unlocke the rivets all, 
Bur Ile be maiſter of it:wiltthou not beaſt abide? 
Why then fiye en, llc hunt thee for thy hide, 
Emer Achilles with Myrmuidens. 
efchil, Come here about me you my TMyrmidens: 
Marke what | fay;attcend me where 1 wheele: 
Strike nota ſtroake,but ke pe your ſelves in breath; 
And when I kave the bloudy Hefor found, 
_ him with your weapons round about 
In felleſt manner execute your armes 
Follow me firs,and my proceeding eye; 
[t 1s decreed, Heftor the great & . 
Enter T herſtes, Menelans,and Parit 
T ter. The Cuckold and the Cuckold-maker are at it; 
now bull,now dogge,lJowe ; Paris lowe ; now my double 
hen'd ſparrew ; low Paris, lowe ;the bull has the game: 
ware hornes ho? 


E xi, 


E x1, 


Exu Paris and Menelans. 
Enter Baſtard, 

Paſt. Turne ſlave and fight. 

T her. W hat art thou? 

ZFoſt. A Baſtard Sonne of Priamr. 
=. Ther. TamaBaſtard too, Ilove Baſlards, Tama Ba 
{tarc begot, Baſtard inſtruQted , Baſtard in minde, Baſtard 
11 valour,in every thing illegitimate*: one Beare will not 
bite another , and wherefore ſhould one Baſtard ? rake 
heede, the quarrel's moſt ominous to us:if the Sonne ofa 
whore hght for a whore,he temprs judgement: farew ell 
Baſtard 

Baſt. The divell take the coward. 

Emer Hector. 

Hee. Molt putrified core {o faire without: 
Thy goodly armour thus hath colt thy life. 
Now ts my dares worke done; lle take good breath: 
Reſt Sword,thou haſt thy fill of bloud and death. 

E ner Achilles and bis CMyrmidens. 

Achil. Looks Hector how the Sunne begins to ſet. 

How ugly night comes breathing art his heeles, 

Even with the vaile and darking of the Sunne. 

To cloſe the day up, Hecterslife is done, 
Hect. Il am unarm'd,tor-goe this vantage Greebe. 
Achil Strike fellowes ſtrikethis is the man I feeke. 


E xexnt, 


So lion fall thou:now Troy finke downe: 


On A ,cry you all a maine, 
Achillet hath the mighty Hector laine. 
Hearke,a retreat upon our Grecian part. 
Iree. The Troian Trumpets ſoundsthe like my Lord- | 
eMchi. The dragon wing of night, ore.Spreds the carth 
And ſtickler-like the Armies ſepcrates 


Retreat, 


Along the field, | will the Troian traile. E *runt. 


Sound Retreat. Shoat. 


Enter Agamennon, Aiax, ©Menelans,Nefter, 
Diomed,and the reft marching. 


Ss — 


«Apr. Hearkebearke,what ſhout is that? 
Neſt, Peace Drums. 
Sol Achilt| 
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Sold, Achilles, Achilles, Hector's\laine, Achulles, 
Dio, The bruite is Hettor's ſlainc,and by eAchilles, 
eta. It it be 1o,yet braglcle ler it be: 
Great Heftor was a man as as he. 
Agar. Martch patiently alongzlet one be ſent 
To pray Achilles (ce us at our Tent. 
If in his death the gods have us befriended, 
Great Troy is ours,and our (harpe warsare ended, 
Exeunt. 
Enter eE neas Paris, nthenor and Deiphobur. 
-Ane. Stand boc,yet arc we mailters of the field, 
Never goc home; here ſtarve we out the night. 
Enter T rojlas, 
Troy. Heftor 1s (laine., 
All Heftertthe 2014s torbid. | 
Tory. Hee'sdead:and at the murtherers Horles tale, 
In bealtly fort,drag'd through the ſhametull Field, 
Frowne on you heavens,eftect your rage with ſpecde:; 
Sit gods upon your throanes.and {mile at Troy. 
| fay at once,let your bricte plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our fure deſtructions on, 
ene. My Lord,you doe diſcomfortall the Hoſte, 
Troy, You underſtand me not,that tell me fo; 
[ doe not ſpeake of fl1ghr,of feare,of death, 
But dare all imminence that gods and men, 
Addrefſetheir dangers in. Heitor is gone: 
Who ſhall tell Priam ſofor Heewba, 
Let him that will a {creechoule aye be call'd, 
Goc into Troy,and fay there, Hefor's dead: 
There is 2 word will Priam turne to ſtone; 
Make wels,and X robes of the maides and wives; 
Coole ſtatues of the youth:and ina word, 
Scarre Troy out of it felte, But martch aiyay, 
| Heftor is d:ad:there 15 no moreto ſay, 


| 
| 
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| Stay yet: you vile abrominable Tents, 
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| world, world | thus is the poore agent difpitde;Oh trai- 
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Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains; | 
Let Titan rilc as early as he dare, 
Ilz through,and through you; & thou great fiz'd coward: | 
No ſpace ot Earth ſhall ſunder our two hates, | 
Ile hauntthee,like a wicked conſcience (till, | 
That mouldeth govlins Fwitt as frenfies thoughts. 
Strikea fre e maitchto Tropwich comfort 
Hop: of revenge,thail hidc our inward \v oc 
Emer Pandarns. 

Pard. Burt heare youthcare you? 

T roy. Hence drother, lacky, ignomy,and ſharnc 
Pertuethy lite,and live ave with thy name. Exennt, 

Pa.A gooudly medcine for mine a kingbones:oh world, 


tours and bawdes;how earneſtiy arc you tet aworke , and 
how ill required? why ſhould our indevour be fo detir'd, 
and the performance toloarh'd 2 What Verlic for it?\whar 
inſtance for it?lec me fee | 
Full merrily the humble Bee doth ling, 
Till he hath loſt his hony,and his ſting. \ 
And being once {abdu'd in armed tale, 
Sweete huny,and {iweete notes together fail. 
Good traders 1n the {icth,fet this 11 your painted clcathes | 
As many as be heerc of Panders hall, 
Your eyes halte our, weepe out at Paxndar's fall: | 
Or it you cannot weepe, yet give ſome grones; 
Thoughnot for wegzer for your akingbones: | 
Brethren and ſiſters of the hold-dore trade, 
Some two months henc@my will ſhall here be made: 
It ſhou'd be now, but that my feare is this: 
Some galled Gouſe of Wincheſter would hiſſe: 
Till then, Ile {weare,and ſeeke about for caſes; 
And at that time be queath ta my diſcaſes. 
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The T ragedy of Co 


tolanus: 


Fnter a Company of Mutinous Citizens,with Staver, 
{lnbs and other weapons. 


I. (3 $1209, . 
Efore we procced any further,heare me ſpeake. 
All. Speake,ſpeake. 


_ eo famiſh? 

All. retoly d,rcfolv'd. 

I. Cit. Firſt you know,Cains 1{@tins is chicte enemy 
to the people. 

All. We know 't. 

1. Cit. Letus kill him , and wee'l have Corne at our 
owne price. Is'ta Verdia? | 

All. No moretalking on'tyLet it be done, away, away 

2. Cit. One word,good Citizens 
* 1.{#. Weare accounted poore Citizens , the Patri- 
cians good:what Authority ſurtets one,would releeve us, 
If they would yeelde us but the ſuperfluity while it were 
wholſome, we might gueſle they releeved us —_— 
Butthey thinke we arc too deere,the leannes that afficts 
us, the objceR of our milery , is as an inventory to parti- 
cularize their abundance,our ſuffcrance is againe to them, 
Let us revenge this with our Pikes,ere we become Raks, 
Forthe $ know , 1 ſpeakethis in hunger tor Bread, 
not in thirſt for Revenge. 

2. Cit. Would you proceede eſpecially againſt Ca: 
Martins. 

eAll. Againſt him firſt:He's a very dog to the Com- 


monalty. : 
2.Cst.Conſider you what Services he ha's done for his 


Country? 

I. Cit. Very well, and could be content to give him 
go0d report for't, but that hee payes himfclte with bee- 
ing proud. | 

All. Nay,but ipeake not malicioutly. 

1, Cit, Ifay unto you,what hc hath done Famouſly, 
he didit to that end:though tutt con{cienc'd men can be 
content to fay it was tor his Countrey , he did itto pleaſe 
his Mother,and to be partly proud , which he is, evento 
the alrirude of his vertue. 

2. Cit. What be cannot helpe in his Nature, you ac- 
count a Vice in him ; You muſt in no way ſay he1is coue- 


tous. 
1. Cit. If I maſt not, 1 needenot be barren of Accuſa- 
tions hc hath faults(with ſurplus )totyre in repitition. 
Showts withew, 
What ſhowrs are thoſe? The other ſide 2th City is riſen: 
why ſtay we prating heere?To th'Capitoll. 
All, Come,come. 


eAftus Primus. Scena Prima. 


| 


I. (i. You arcall reſolv'd ratherto dy then | Where go you with your Bars and Clubs? The matter 


| 


EE Es rs gs Bn. — 


1 Cit. Sot: 1wvho comes heere? 
Enter ( Menemns eAgrippa. 
2 Cit. Worthy Aenemns eAgropps y onethat hath al- 
wayecs lov'd the people. 
1 Ct, He's one honeſt enough, would althe reſt were ſo. 
Men. W hat workes my Countrimen in hand? 


Speake I pray you, 

2 Cit. Our buſines ts not unknowneto th'Scnat, they 
bave hadinkling this fortnight what we intend todo,we* 
now wee'l ſhew em in deeds:they ſay poore Suiters have 
itrong breaths,they ſhal know we have ſtrong armstoo, 

Men. Why Maiſters,my good Friends,mioe honeſt 
Neigbours, will yon undo your (clves? 

2 Cut, Wecannot Sir we arc undone already. 

Cen. I tell you Friends,moſt charitable care 


— 


Havethe Patricians of you tor your wants. 

Your ſuffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Hcaven with your ſtaves,as lift them 
Againſt the Roman State, whoſe courſe will on 
The way it takes:cracking ten thouſand Curbes 
Ot more ſtrong linkd atunder,then can ever 
Appcare in your impediment. For the Dearth, 
The Gods,not the Patricians make it,and | 
Your kneesto them(nor armes)mult helpe. Alacke, | 
Youare tranſported by Calamity 

Thether,whcre more attends you,and you {lander 
The Helmes o'th Statc;who care for you like Fathers, 
W hen youcurſe them, as Enemies. 

2 (#. Care for us? Truc indeed , they nere car'd for us | 
yer. Suffer us to famiſh , and their Store-bouſes cramm'd | 
with Graine : Make Edits tor Vſury , to ſupport Vſu- | 
rers;repeale daily any wholſome AR eſtabliſhed againlt | 
the rich , and provide more piercing Statutes daily, to 
chaine upand reſtraine the poore. If the Warres cate us | 
not uppe , they will, and ther's all the loye they beare 
us. | 

Men. Either you muſt 

your ſelves wondrous Malicious, 

Or beaccus'd of Folly. I (hall tell you | 
A pretty Tale, it may be you have heard ir, | 
But (ance it ſerves my purpoſe, I will venture 
Toſcale't a little morc. 

2 Ci. Well, 
Ile heare it Sir-yer you muſt not thinke | 
To fobbe'oft our diſgrace witha talc: 
But and't pleaſe you deliver, | 

Men. There was atime, when all the bodies members | 
Rebell'd againſt the Belly;thus accus'd it; 
That onely like a Gulte it did remaine 
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I'th midd'R ath'body,idle aud unaRtive, 
Still cubbording the V iand,never bearing 
Like labour with the reſt, where th'other Inſtrutnents 
Didſee,and hcare deviſe, in{trut,walke,teele, 
And murually participate,did minilter 
Vntothe apperite;and affetion common 
Ot che whole body;the Belly anſwer. 
2 Cit. Well fir, wbat anſwer made the Belly, 
Ae. Sir, [ alltell you with a kindeot Sale, 
Which ne're came from the Lungs,but even thus; 
For looke you I nay make the belly Smile, 
As well as [peake,ittantingly replyed 
To'th'diſcontented Members,the mutinous parts 
That cnvied hisreceite:even 10 molt fitly, 
As you maligne our Senators,for that 
They are notſuch as you. 
2 Cir. Your Bellics anſwer: VV hat 
The Kingly crown'd head'the vigilant eye, 
The Countailor Heart,the Arme our Souldicr, 
Our Steed the Lepge,the Tongue our Trumpeter, 
With other Muniments and petty helpes 
In this our Fabricke,if that they 
Men, What then? Foreme,this Fcllow ſpeakes. 
What then? W hat then? ; 
2 Cit. Should by the Cormorant belly be reſtrain'd, 
Whois the ſink+ a th'body. 
Mew, Well, what then? : 
2 Cit. The former Agent, if they did complaine, 
What could the Belly anſwer? 
Men. T will tell you, 
If you'i beſtow a ſmall(of what you have little) 
Patience awhile;you'ſt heare the Bellics anſwer. 
2 ('#. Yare long about it. 
Alen, Note me this good Friend; 
| Your mort! grave Belly wasdchberare, 
| Not raſh like his Accuſersand thus anfwered 
| True 1s it my Incorporate Friends(quoth he) 
| That I receive the generall Food at fartt 
Which you dolive upon:and hit it 18, 
| Becauſe 1 am the Store-houlc,and the Shop 
| Of the whole Body. But,it you do remember, 
I ſend through the Rivers of your blood 
Everto the Court,the Heart,toth'tcate o'th'Braine, 
And through the Crankes and Onhices of man, 
The ſtrongeſt Nerves,and ſmall iwfcriour Veines 
| From me reccive that naturall competency 
| Whereby they live. And though that all ar once 
; (You my good Fricnds,thisfayesthe Belly)marke me, 
2 (4. I fir, well, well. 
Men. Though all at once,cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each, 
Yet | can make my Awdit up,that all 
| From medo backe receive the Flowre of all, 
| Andleave me but the Bran. What ſay you root? 


2 Cit, It was an aulwer,how apply you this? 
Alen, The Senators of Rome,are this good Belly, 
And you th* muttmous Members:For examine 
| Their Counſtiles, and their Care;diſgeſt things rightly, 
Touching the Weale a*th Common, you ſhall tinde 
| No publique bericfir which'you receive 
| But it proceeds, or comes from them to you, 
And no way from your ſelves, What do youthinke? 
Youthe great Toe of this Aſſembly? 
2 (it, T the great Toe? Why the great Toe? 
| COAten, Forthar being one oth lowelt baſ#t, pooreſt 
| Of this moſt wiſe Rebelliongthou goeſt formoſt: 


| 


Thou Raſcall,that art worſt in blood torun, 

Lead'!t firſt to win ſome vantage. 

But make you ready your ſtiffe batsand clubs, 
Remnand] her Rats arcat the point of battel, 

The one (ide mult have baile. 


F ner Cains Martins, 
Hayle, Noble Afartins. 

Afar, Thanks. W hat'sthe matter you diſſentious rogues 
That rubbing the poore ltch of your Opinion, 

Make your {clves Scabs. 
2 (ut. We haveever your good word, 

Mer. He that will give good words to thee, will fatter 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you Curres, 
Thatlike nor Peace,nor Warre?The one affrights you, 
The other makes yon proud. He that truſts to you, 
Where he ſhould finde you Lyons, fiades you Hares: 
Where Foxes, Geeſe you are:No furer, no, 

Then is the coale of tixe upon the Ice, 

Or Hailſtone in the Sun. Your Vertue is, 

To make him worthy,whoſe offence fuddues him, 

And curſe that Iuſtice did it. Who delerves Greatneſſe, 
Deſerves your Hate:and your Aﬀections are 

A lickmans Appetite;zwhodeſiresmoſt that 

Which woudd encreaſe his evill. He that d 

Vpon your tavours,fwimmes with finnes of Leade, 

And hewes downe Oakes, with ruſhes. Hang ye:truſt ye? 
With every Minute you dochange a Minde, 


Andcall him Noble,that was now your Hare: 
Him vilde,that was your Garland. What”; the matter, 
That in theſe fevcrall places cf the City, 
You cry againſt the Noble Senate, who 
(Vnder the Gods)kerpe you in awe, which clle 
Would feede on one another? Whar's their ſeeking? 
Men. For Corne at their 01vne rates, whereof they fay 
The City is well ſtor'd. 
Men, Hang'em:They ſay? 
They'l fie by thfire,aad preſume to know 
W hars doneit'h Capitoll: Who's like toriſe, 
Who thrives,and who declines: Side factions, & give out 
Conjetturall Marriages,making partics ſtrong, 
And ftebling ſuch as ſtand not ia their liking, 
Below their cobled Shooes. They fay thers grain enough? | 
Would the n—_—_ lay aſide their ruth, 
And let ine uſe my Sword, I'de mat e a Quarry 
Wirth thouſands ot theſe quarter'd fines, as high 
As I could picke my Lance. 
e Men. Nay thefc are almoſt thoroughly perſwaded: 
For though abundantly they lacl. c di{cretion 
Yetare they —_ Cowardly. But I bcſeech you, 
W hatfayesthe other Troope? 
Moe. They are ditioly*d:Hang em; aw 
They ſaid ebey were an hungry ,ttgh'd forth Proverbes 
That Hunger-broke ſtone wais:that dogges mult cate 
That mcate was made for inoarh:.7 hat ths gods fent not 
Corne tor the Richmen onely: Wirth theſe (hreds 
uy vented their Complainings,which being aafwer'd 
2 petition grarited them\a (travge one, | 
To breake the heart of generoſity, 
And make bold power looke pale , they threw their caps 
As they would them on the hornes a'th Moone, 
Shooting their Emulation. | 
Men. W hat is graunted them? | 
Mar. Five Tributes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms 
Oftheir owne choice» One's Iuwnins Brutss, 
Sicinins velatws , and 1 know not. Sdeath, 
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Therabble ſhould have firſt unroo'ſt the Cay 
Ere fo prevail'd with me;it will in time 
Winupon power,and throw torth greater Theames 
For Infurretions arguing. 

Menen.T his 1s ſtrange. 

CAar. Go get you home you Fragments. 

Enter a Meſſenger baſtuly. 

Hef. W hires Cams Martins? 

May. Heere;whats the matter? 

Mef. The newes is fr,thz Volcics arc in Armes. 

Car. I am g'ad on't;then we ſhall ha meancs to vent 
Our muſty ſupertiuity. Scc our bcit Elcers. 


Enter Sucintzs Velutis, Annins Brutus Cominin,T its 
Lartins ith crber Sent ours. 


1. Sex. Martins tis tructhit you bare lately told us, 

The Volces atC in Aries. 

Car. They have a Leader, 
Tallus Anuframs that will put you toot: 
I finnc in envying his Novil:ty: 
And were I any thing but what i am, 
[ would wiſh me oncly bc. 

{om. Y ou have tought rogethe: ? 


ar. Were laltc to haite the world by ch'carcs,& he | 


Vpon my party, Ide revolt tomake 
Onely my warres with him. He1s a Lion 
That I zm proud to hunt. 
1. Sen. Then worthy CAfariins, 
Attend upon Communsto thele Warrts, 
Cow. It 1s your tormer promnc. 
Car, Sir it 15, 
And I am conſtant:T wr Lycize A thou 
Shalt ſee me once more Itrike at ſmilas face. 
What art thou (tittc? Stana'it our? 
Tit. No Caias Aarti, 
Hleleanc upon one Crutch,and tight with tother; 
Ere ſtay behinde this Bulincile. 
Men. Oh truc-brcd, 
Sen. Your company to'th'Capitoll,where I know 
Our 2rcatcit Friends attend us. 
Tit. Lc: y 01 on:Follow Communs, we mult tollowe 
you,right worthy you Priority. 
{'om. Noblc 1ſa'tins.” 
Sen, Hence to Your homes,be gonc. 
Afar. Na: Ict the:u foilow, 
The Volccs have mac! Corne:take theſe Rats thither, 
To gnaw their Gatners. Woriluptull Mutiners, 
Your valour puts well torth:Pray follow. E xcunt, 
C utzens fteale away. Manent Sin, Brutus. 
Stn, Was ever man fo proud as 1s this Martf8f 
Bru. He has no cquall. 
Sic When we were choſen Tribunes forthe people. 
Eres, Mark' you his lip and cc. 
Sic. Nay but his taunts» 
Bru. Being mov'd,he will nor (pare togird the Gods. 
Sic. Bzmocic the modeſt Moone, 
Bru.] lic preſent Warres dcyoure hiw,he is groune 
Too proud to be ſovaliant. 
$ze1m, Sucha Naturetickied with good ſucceſic,dil- 
daines the ſhadow which be treads on at noone, bnt I do 
wordcr , h:s infolence can brooke to be commanded un- 
der Commins? 
Ara. Famc,at the which he aymes, 
In whom already he 1s well grac'd,cannot 
Better hc held,nor more attain'd then by 
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| Tis ſworne betweene us,we ſhall cver ſtrike 


gu —  __—— 


A Place below the firſt: for what miſcarries 
Shall be the Generals fault,though be pertorme 
Toth 'vtmolt of a man.and giddy centure 
Waillthencry out of CAlartin::Oh, it he 
Had borne the buſineſle. 

Sw. Belides, if things go well; 
Opinion that fo ſtickes on Afernw:,ſhall 
Ot his demerits rob Cominizs. 

Bru. Come:halfcall Commins Honors arc to C1/atins 
Though Aertims carri'd them not:and all his taults 
To Ulariss ſhall be Honors, thuugh indeed 
In ought he mcritnor. 

S:1c. Let's hence,and heare 
How the diſpatch is made,and in what taſhion 
Morethen his fingularityhe goes 
Vpon this preſent Action. 

Brs. Lei's along. E xexnt, 


Emer T ullns Auffdins with Senators of Coris/us. 


I. Sen, So,your Opinion 15 Auffidens, 
That they of Rome arc —_—_ our Countaiics, 
And know how we procecde, 

An. Is tt not yours? 
What ever hath bin thought one in this State 
That could bc brought to bodily atere Rome 
Had circumuention:tts notfoure dayes gone 
Since I heard thence,theſe arethe words, I thinke 


| Thavethe Letter heere:yes,heerc it 15; 


They have preſt a power,but it is not knowne 
Whether tor Ealt or Weſt:the Death 1s great, 
The people Mutinous:And it 1s rumour d 


| (ommuns, Marttes yourold Enemy 


(W hots of Rome worſe hated then of you) 
And Titus Lartins,a moſt valiant Roman, 


| Thelethiceleadeon this Preparation 
Whether tis dent:mclt likely,tis tor you: 


Contider of it. 
I. Sen Our Armic's in the Field: 

We never yet madc doubt but Ron:e was rcady 
Toantwer us. 

eAwf. Nor did yon thinke it folly, 
To keepe your great pretences vayl'd, tillwhen 
They needs muit ſhow themfelves,which in che hatching 
It ſe:m'd appear 'dro Rome. By the diſcovery, 
We ſhall be ſhortned in our ayme, which was 
Torake in many Townes,cre ( almoſt) Rome 


# 
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Should know we were a-toot, | 
2. Sex. Noblc Aaffidins, 

Take your commuiltion, bye you to your Bands, 

Let usalone to guard Cortolas | 

It they ſerCowne before's:for the remove | 

Bring up your Army:but(Ithinke)ycu'l finde 

Th'have notprepar'd for us. | 
Auf. O doubr not that, | 

I ſpeake trom Certaintics. Nay more, 

Someparcels of their Power are forth already, 

And onely hitherward. 1 leave your Honors. 

If we, and Cains Martizs chance to mcete, 


Till one can do no more. 
All. The Godsaſsiſt you, | 
Auf. And keepe your Honors late. | 
I. Sen. Farewell. 
2. Sen. Farewell, 
eAl. Farcwcll. 
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Enter Volumma and }'s gilia mother and wife to Mariins: 
They ſet them downe on rwo lowe ſi voles and ſowe. 


Uols. I pray you daughter ſing, or expreſle your (clfc 
in a more comfortable fort : If my Sonne were my Huf- 
band, I ſhould frerlicr rejoyce in that abſence wherein he 
wonne Honor , then in the embracements of his Bed, 
where he would ſhew moſt love. W hen yet hee was but 
tender-bodied, and the onely Sonne of my womb ; when 
youth with comelinefſe pluck'd all gaze bis way ; when 
tor a day of Kings entreatics,a Mother ſhould not fcl him 
an houre from her beholding, | conſidering how Honour 
would b:come ſuch a perton , that it was no better then 
Pitturecike to hang by th'wall , if renowne made it not 
ſtirre, was pleas'd to let him fecke danger,where he was 
like to finde fame : Toa crucll Warre 1 ſent him , from 
whence he return'd, his browes bound with Oake. I tell 
thee Daughter , I ſprangnot more in joy at frit hearing 
he was a Man-child , then now in firit teeing he had pro+ 
ved himſclfe a man. 

_ Bur had he dicd in the Buſinefſe Madame, how 
then? 

Volum Then his good report ſhould have beene my 
Sonn-, I therein wouid have found iflue. Heare me pro- 
felle ſincerely, had 1 a dozen ſons each in my lovealike, 
and none letle deere then thine , and my good Alarrens, | 


bad rather had eleven dye Nobly fortherr Countrey,then | 


one voluptuouſly ſurfer our of Action. 
Enter a Germtlewoman, 

Gem, Madam,the Lady Fateria is come to viſit you. 
Vsg. Beſeech you give me leave toretire my feltc» 
Vo/am. Indeed you thali not: 

Me thinkes, I heare hither ycur Husbands Drumme: 
See him plucke Auffidis downe by th'haire: 
' (Aschiidren from a Bearezthe Teſces hunning him: 
| Me think 3, I ſee him ſtampe thus, and call thus, 
| Come on you Cowards,you were got in teare 
Thuugh you were borne in Rome, his bloody brow 
With t4s mail'd hand, then wiping,torth he goes 
| Like taa Harveſt man,thats task'd to mowe 

Or all, or looſe his byre. 

Uzg. His bloody Brow?Oh Iupiter,no blood. 

* Uoluw, Away you Foole;it more becomes a man 
Then gil: his Trophy. The breſts of Hecubes 


| When (he did ſuckle Heftor, look's not lovelicr 

| Then Hefors forhead when ir (pir foi th blood 

| At Grecian ſwordes Cont:ndug-tell Yal.r54 

| Wearc fit to bid her welcome. Exit Gent, 
' Fs Heavens bleſſe my Lord from fell eAufidius. 

| Uoel. Hec'l beat Auffidins head below his knee, 

| And treade upon bis necke. 


| FE ner Valeria with an UV ſher,aud 4 Gentlew: man. 

| Vat. My Ladies both good day to you. 

| Fel Sweet Madam. . 

| Vir. 1 am glad to fee your Ladyſhip. 

| Fal. How do youbath? Youare manifeſt houſe-kee- 
| pers. What are you towing heere? A tine ſpotte in good 
| faith. How does your little Sonne? 

 FÞF*. | thanke your Lady ſhip: Well good Madam. 

| Vol. He had rather ſcethe {words, and heare a Drum, 
' thenlooke npon his Schoolmalter. 

' Val. A my word the Fathers Sonne:; Ile ſwearetis a 
| very pretty boy. A my troth, I look'd upon hima Wenſ- 


- | day halfe an houre together : ha's ſuch a confirm'd coun» | 


tenance. I taw him run after a gilded Burterfly,and whe"! 
he caught the let it goagaine, ard after icagaine , and 0- 
ver and over he comes,and up againe:catcht it againezor 
whether his tall enrag'd him , or how twasghe 61d fo ſet 
histceth , and teve it. Oh,l warrant how he maaumockt 
it. 

I of. One on's Fathers moods: 

Vat. Indzd la, tis a Noble childe. 

Ywg. A Cracke Madun. 

Vat. Come , lay a{ide your ſtirchery, I muſt have you 
play the idle Hulwite with me this after noone. 

rg. No(good Madam ) 

I will not our of doores . 

Vat. Not out of doores? 

Toium. She ſhall,the (hall. 

Vir. Ind.cd no, by your patience;lle not over thethre- 
ſhold,rill my Lord returne from the Warres. 

Vat. Fye,you confine your icite mult unreaforadly: 
Come,you mult go viſit the good Lady that lyes in. 

Urg. I will wiſh her ſpeedy ſ{trengeh, and viſiee her 
with my prayers:bur I caymot go thither. 

Volum. W by 1 pray you. 

Ying. Tis not to fave labour,nor that I want love. 

Val, You wovld be another Penelope : yer they lay, all 
the yearne ſhe ſpun in Viſſerabſence , did bur fill Arbrcs 
tull of Mothes. Come, l would your Cambrick were ten- 
libleas your finger, that you might leave pricking it for 
pitty- Come you ſha'l go with us. 

Virg. No g00d Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not 


foorth. 
Uad. Intruth Ia go with me, and lle tell you excellent 


| 
' uewes of your Husband. 


77. Oh good Madam,there can be none yer. 

Vat. Verily Ido not teſt with you:there came newes 
from him laſt nighe. 

Vo. Indeed Madam. 

Vat. Ineameſt it's true ;I heard a Senatour {peake it. 
Thus it 1s:the Volcies have an Army forth, againſt whom 
Commins the Generallis gone , with one part of our Ro- 
mane power. Your Lord, and Titws L@tws,arc ſet down 
before their City Cariolws , they nothing doubr prevai- 
ling,and to make it breete Warres. 1 his 1s true on mine 
Honor,and fd I pray go with us. 

Fir. Give me excuſe good Madame,l will obey you in 
every thing heercatter. 

Vol. Let her alone Lady,as ſhe is now: 
She will but difeaſe our better mirth. 

Val. lntrothT thinke ſhe wou!d: 

Fare you well then. Come good ſweet Lady. 
Prythee Virgalie turne thy folemneſle out a doore, 
And go along with us. 

Veg. No 
At a word Madam;Indeed I muſt ner, 

I wiſh you much mirth. 


Val. Well,then farewell. Exeumt Ladies. 
Enter Martins, Titns Lartins with Dramme and Co. 
lonrs,ith (uptaines and Senldirrs as 
before thr City (ortolus:10 them 
4 (Meſſenger. 
Mart. onder comes Newes; 
A Wager they have met. 
Lar. My horſe to yours,n0. 
Mar. Tis done. 


Lay. Agrecd. 


IIS 
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The Trapedyof Conolanus. 


Mar. Say,ha'sour Generall merthe Enemy? 
CMeſſ. They lye in view,but have not {poke as yet- 
Lart. So,the good Horlc is minc- 
Mars. Ile buy him of you. 
Lart. No,lle not ſ&,nor give him:Lend you him I wil 
For halfe a hundred yeares; Summon the Towne. 
Har. How ftarre off lic theſe Armies? 
CHMeſſ. Within this mile and halte. 
Mar. Then ſhall we heare their Larum,& they Ours. 
Now Mars, I prythce make us quicke in worke, 
That we with ſmoaking {words may marchfrom hence 
Tohelpe our fielded Friends. Come,blow thy blaſt- 


They Sound a Parley: Enter rwo Senators with others on 
the Walles of Cortalss. 

T wilus Auffidins, 1s he within your Wallcs? 

1.Senart.No,nor a man that feares you leſle then he, 
That's leſſer then alittle: Drum a farre off. 
 Hearke,our Drummes 
Are bringing forth our youth: Wee'l breake our Walles 
Rather then they ſhall pound us up our Gates, 
Which yet ſeeme ſhut , we have but pin'd with Ruſhes, 
They'le open of themſclves. Harke you,farre off 

Alarum farve of. 

There is Aufidius. Liſt what worke he makes 
Among 'it your ci\oven Army. 

Afar, Oh they areat it 

Lar. The noilc be our inſtruftion. Ladders hoa, 


Enter the «Army of the Volces. 

OMe, They feare us not,burt iſſue forh their City. 
Now put your Shields before your hearts,and fight 
With hearts more proote then Shields, 

Advance brave T#tws, 
They do di{daine us much beyond our Thoughts, 
Which maks me ſweat with wrath.Come on my tollows 
' He that retires, Ile rake him for a Yolce, 
And he ſhall feele mine edge. 
Alarnm,the Romans are beat back to their Trenches 
Enter Martins ((urſing. 

Me. All the contagion ot the South,light on you, 
You ſhames of Rome:you Heard of Byles and Plagues 
Plaiſter you 0're,that you may be abhorr'd 
Farther then ſeenc, and one infeRt another 
Againſt the Windea mile : you {oules of Geeſe, 

That beare the ſhapes of men, how have you run 
From Slaves,that Apes would beate; Pluto and Hell, 
All hurt behinde,backes red,and faces pale 
With flight and agued fteare,mend and charge home, 
' Or by the fires of heaven, lle leave the Foe, 
And make my Warres on you:Looke too't;Come on, 
If you'l ſtand faſt,wee'l beate them totheir Wives, 
Asthey us to our Trenches followed. 

eAnother Alarum, and Martins follewes them to 

gates and is (but in, 
So,now the gates are ope:now prove good Seconds, 
Tis forthe followers, Fortune widens them, 
Not for the flyers: Marke me,and do the like. 
Enter the Gates, 

I..Sel. Foole-hardinede,not I. 

2.5c/. Nor 1. 

1, Sol. See they have ſhut himin. Alarum continucs 

«All, To th'potl warrant him. Emter Titns Lartins. 

Tit. \V hat is become of Martin? 

Abd. Slaine(Sir)doubtleſle. 

1.Sol. Following the Flyers at the very heekes, 
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| Piercing our Romances: 1 hen Valiant T«ewstake 


With them heenters:who upon the ſodaine 
Clapt to their Gates he is himſcltc alone, 
Toan{ſwer all the City. 

Lear. Oh Noble Fellow! 
Who ſenſibly our-dares his ſenceleſſe Sword, 
And when it bowes,{tand'ſt up:Thou art left Haring, 
A Carbuncle intire:as big as thou art 
Weare not {o rich a Ie well. Thou was't 2Souldicr 
Evento Calves wiſh,not fierceand terrible 
Onely in ſtrokes, but with thy grim lookes,and 
The Thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds 
Thou mad'ſt thine enemies ſhake, asit the World 
Were ftcavourous,and did tremble. 


Emer Martins bleeding,aſſantted by the Eneny, 
1.504. Looke Sir. 
Lay. O tis e Martins. 
Ler's tetch him off,or make rewaine alike. 
They fight,and all enter the City. 
Emer certaine Romances with [poxler. 
Rem. This will | carry tO Rowe, 
2+Rom. Ard I this. 
3-Rom. A Murrain on't,l tooke this tor Silver. Exemn, 
Alarum continues ſtill a-farre of. 
Emer Martins end T ins with a Trumpet. 
* Aer. Sce heere thele movers, that do prize their hours 
Ata crak 's Drachme:Culſhions, Leaden Spoones, 
Tr055 ot a Lot, Dublcts that Hangmen would 
Pury vt h0!e that wore them. Theſe baſe Nlaves, 
Ere yet the i:2ht be done, packe up,downe with them, 
And harke,w hat no1{c the General! makes;Tohim 
There is the man of my ſoules hate, Avffdins, 


Convenient Numbers to make good the City, 
Whil'lt 1 withthuſc that have the ſpirit, will haffe 
To helpe Comms. 

La. Worthy vir,thou bleed'ſt, | 
Thy exerciſc hath bin too violent, | 
For a ſecond courte of tight. 

Atar.Sir,praiic me not; 

My worke hath yet not warm'd me, Fare you well: 
The blood I drop, is rather Phyſicall 
Then dangerous to me. To Auffidiasthus,I willappeare 

Lay.Now the taire Goddeſle Fortune, cared Fohe, 
Fall deepe inlove with thee,and her greatcharmes 
Miſguide chy Oppoſers ſwords, Bold Gentleman. 
Proſperity be thy Page. 

Mer. 1 hy Friend nolefle. 
Then thoſe ſheplaceth higheſt: So farewell, 

Lar.Thou worthieſt Aartixs, | 
Go ſound thy Trumpet inthe Market place, | 
Callthither all the Orhcers a'ch'Towne, 

W here they fhall know our minde. Away- E xewnt. 
Enter Cominiu«s a1 it were inretive with folders. 

(om. Breath you my friends,wel fought, we are come 
Like Romans,ncither tooliſh in our ſtands, (off, | 
Nor Cowardly in retire:Beleeve meSirs, | 
We ſhall be charg'd againe, Whiles we have ſtrooke 
By interims and conveying guſts, we have heard 
The Charges of our Friends. The Rowan Gods, 

Leade their ſucceſſes. as we wiſh our owne, 
That both our powers, with ſmiling Fronts encountring, 
May give you thanktull Sacrifice. Thy Newes? 
Emter « Meſſenger. 
Aef. The Citizens of Corwls; have yflucd, 
And given to Lartins and to Ilarrins Bartaile: 
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The Tragedy of Grinkbana 


I (aw our party te their Trenbhes driven, 
And then 1 came away. 
Com. Though thou ſpeakeſt truth, 
Me thinkes thou ſpeak'{t not well. How long 1s't ſince? 
Ac. Above an houre,my Lord. | 
Com. Tis n0t 4 mile:bric{cly we heardeheir drummes. 
How could'ſt thou ina mile confound an houre, 
And bring thy Newes folate? 
eſe Spies of the Volces 
Held me in chace,that I was forc'd to wheele 
Three or foure miles aLout,elſe bad 1 (ir 
Halfe an houre fince brought my report. 


Enter Mariins, 
Com. Whole yonder, 
That doc's appcare as he were Flead?O Gods, 
He has the {tampe of Alarmms,and I have 
Bcfore time ſerne him thus. 

May. Come I too late? 

{ em. The Shepherd knowesnot Thunder f16 a Taber, 
Morethen I know the ſound of 4fartins Tongue 
From every mcancr man. 

Afar. Come I too late? 

Com. 1, it you come not inthe blood of others, 
But mantled in your OWNe- 

Mar. Oh/lct me clip ye 
I Armesas ſound,as when I woo'd in heart; 

As inerry,as when our Nuptiall day was done, 
And Tapursburneto Balward- 
{on Flower of Warriors,how i'c with Titus Lartine? 
Mar. As with a man buſicd about Decrees: 
Condearning fome to death,andlome to exile, 
Ranſoming hira,or pittying,threatning th'other; 
Holding Cerzolns in the name of Rome, 


| Even live a fawning Grey-hound 1 the Leaſh, 
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Tolct him (hip at will, 
Com. WW herc 15that Slave, 
Which told me they had beate youto your T: enches? 
Where 1s he? Call him hither. 
ar. Let him alone, 
He did informe the truth : but for our Gentlemen, 
The common tiley(a plagac-Tribunes tor them) 
The Moule ne're {hunn'd the Cat,as they did budge 
From R:ſcals worle then theve 
Com, But how prevaii'd you? 
Altar, \V ill the tie terve tortell, I donot thinke: 
Where is the enemy? Are you Lords ath'Fieid? 
If not, why ccatc you till you are ſo? 
Com, Alartins, ve have xt diſadvantage fought, 
Arddid rety:e to win our propoſe. 
Cr, How lics their Batteil? Know you on w hat ſide 


| Thoy have plac'd their men of truſt? 


Com. Asl gueſic Aa tims, 


| Their Bands VchVaward are the Anticnts 
' Ofthcir beſt trutt:O're them Anfſidins, 


| Thar very heart 


\ 


' 
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of Hope. 

Mar. 1 do beleech you, 
By all the Battailes whercia we have foughe, 
By th'8lood we have ſhed together, 
By th' Vowes we have made 
Toendure Friends, that you direfMy ſet me 
Againſt A«fidies,and his eAntrmer, 
And that you not delay the preſent (but 
Filling the aire with Swords advanc'd Jand Darts, 
Weprove this very houre. 

( -». Though 1 could wiſh, 
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You were conducted toa gentle Bath, 
And Balmes applyed to you, yerdare [ never 
Deny your asking,take your choice of thoſe 
Thar be{t canayde your a&ion. 

AMar, Thote are they 
Thar molt are willing;ifany ſuch be heere; 
(As it were finne to doubt)that love this painting 
W herein you fee me {mear'd,if any fare 
Leflen his perſongthen an il) report: 
It any thinke, brave death out-weighes bad life, 
And that his Countries deerer then humic lte, 
Let him alone: Or {0 manyſo minded, 
Wave thustocxprelle his diſpoſition, 
And follow Mar tm, 

T hey a'l ſent »nd wave their ſwords take him up in their 

Armes,and caſt p thew Cape. 
Oh mealone,make you a {word of me: 
Itthcle ſhewes be not outivard which of you 
But is toure Foſcer? None of you, but is 
Ad/eto beare againſt the great AnfFrins 
A <hiels, as hard as his. A certaine number 
(Though thankes to all )mulit | (eieMfrom all; A 
Thereſt ſhall beare rhe 51(inefie 1m ſome other fight 
(As cauſe will be obcy d:)pleale you to Martch, 
And foure ſhall quickly draw our my Command, 
W hich men are beſt inclin'd. 
Com. Martch on my Fellowes: 

Make good this oftentation,and you fall 
Divide in ail,yichus, 


Titus Lartins , baving ſet a guard upon C oriolus , going with 
Drun and Trumpet toward Cominines , and { ans HMar- 
tins, Enters with a Liewtenart , other Souldionrs 1 and a 


$cout. 


L or. Solet the Ports be guarded; your Duties 
As I haveſct them downe. If | dofend, diſpatch 
Thoſe Centuries to our ayd,the reſt will ſerve 
For a ſhort holding,if we looſe the Field, 
Ve cannot keepethe Tovwne. 

Lies, Feare for Our care Sir» 

Le. Hence;and ſhut yuur gates upor!s: 


Our Guider come,to th'Roman Campe conduttus. Exit. 


eAlornm a; in 'Battaile, 


Enter Martins and Auffidgens at ſeveral doores, 
Cav. Ile tight with none bur thee, fur I do hate thee 
Worſe thena Promiſe-breaker. = 
Anf. We hatealike: 
Not Aifiike ownes a Serpent 1 abhorre 
More then thy Fame and Enuy:; Fix thy foor. 
CMavr. Let the firſt Budger dye the others Slave, 
And the Gods doorme himafter. 
Anf. If I five Aartins, hollow me like a Pare, 
Mar, Within thefe three houres Tuns 
Alone I fought in your Corralus walles, 
And ande what worke [ pleas'd:Tis not my blood, 
W hereinthou ſceſt me maskt,for thy Revenge 
Wrench up thy power to th'higheſt. 
«Auf. Wer'tthou the HeRor, 
T!:at was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not {cape me heere. 
Heere they fight, and certaize Volces come in the ayde of 
Anffid. Martins fights til they be driven in breath/es, 
Outicious and not valiant, you have (ham'd me 
In your condemned Seconds, 
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Flowit.. Alarum. eA Retreat 11 ſounded, Enter at 
- one Doore Comms with the Romanes : At 
another Deore Mearns, wih buys 
Armeina Sea fe. . 


{ om. If I ſhouldrell thee o'rethis thy dayes Worke, 
Thou't not beleeve thy deeds:bur Ile report ut, 
W here Senators ſhall mingle teares with imules, 
W here great Patricians ſhall attend,and ſhrug, 
Prh'end admire:where Ladies fhall be trighted, = 
And gladly quak'd,hcare more : where the dull Tribunes, 
That with the fuſty Vicbeans, hate thine Honors, 
Shall ſay againſt their bcarts,We thanke the Gods 
Our Rome hath tuch a Souldier. 
Yet cani'ſt thou to a Morlſcil ot this Fealt, 
Havingftully din'c. betore, 


Enter Titns with bis Power from the Puſu. 


Tis: Lartins, Oh General: 
Here is the Steed, wee the Capariſon: 
Hadſt thou bchold——— 

CAar. Pray now,no more: 
My Mother,who ha's a Charter to cxtoll her Bloud, 
When (he do's praiſe me,grieves me: 
I have done as you have gone that's what Ican, 
Induc'd as you have bc ne,that s tor my Countrey: 
He that ha's butefteRed his good will, 
Hath overta'ne mine Act. 

Com. You ſhall not be the Grave of your delerving, 

Rome muſt know the value of her owne: 
Twere a Concealement worſe thena Thett, 
No lefſc then a Traducement, 
To hide your doings,uvd to filencethat, 
Whichto the ſpirc,and top of praites vouch'd, 
Would ſeeme but modelt:theretore I beicech you, 
In figne of what youare,not toreward 
W hat you have done, before our Army heare me, 

Mer. | have ſoa:e Wounds upon me,and they ſmart 
To heare themelves remembred. 

Com, Should they nor: 
Well might they tetter 'gainſt Ingratitude, 
And tent themiclves wich death ct all the Hories, 
Whercof we have ti'ne 200d, and good ſtore of all, 
The Threafurc in this keidatchieveg,and City, 
We render youthe Tenth,io de ta'ne forth, 
Before the common ci{tribution, 
At your oncly choilc. 

Mar. I thanke you Generall: 
But cannot make my hcart conſent totake 
A Bribe,to pay my Sword: 1 doe refulc it, 
And ſtand upon my common part with thoſe, 
That have beheld the doing. 


A long flouriſh. They all cry, MartiasCAarting, 
caſt wp thew Caps and Lawuncer.Cominins 
and Lartins ftand bave. 


1a. May theſe fame Inſtruments, which you prophane. 
Never ſound morc:when Drums and Trumpets ſhall 
I'th'field prove Hatterers,let Cours and Citics be 
Made all of tal{e-tac'd ſoothing: 
\W hen St&le growes foft,as the Paraſites Silke, 
Let him be made an Overture for tht Warres: 
No morc [ ſay,tor that I have not waſh'd 


_ O_o 


; T he Tragedy of Contolanus. 
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My Note that bled,or foyl'd ſome debile Wretch, 
W hich without note, here's many clſe havedone, 
You ſhoot me torth in acclamations hyperbolicall, 
As1t I lov'd my little ſhould be dict 
Inprayſes,lawc'lt with Lies. 

(om, Too modeſt are you: 
More cruell to your good report,then gratefull 


Tous,that give you trul 
If againit your felte you 


| 


:by y our patience, 
c incens'd,wce'le put you 


Li . | 
(Like one that meanes his proper harme)in Manuc les, 


1hen reaton (ately 


/ 


with you:T herefore beirt kno 


wne, 


And would'ſt doc ſo,lthinke, ſhould weencounter 


ASto us,to all the W orid,T hat Cains Martin 
Weares this Warres Garland:in token of the which, 
My Novle Steed, knowne tothe Campel give him, 
With ail his trim belonging,and from this txme, 


| For what he did before C orvolws,call him, 


With alltWapplauſc and Clamor of the Hoalt, 
CAarens Cam Corrmanx Beare th'ddition Nobly cver? 
F lonriſh, Trumpets ſound and Drums, 
Omnes, Marcus Cain Cormlanus. 
Mar, | will goe waſh: 
And when my Face is taire, you ſha!lperceive 
Whether I buſh,orno;howbcir,l thanke you. 
| mcanc to ttride your Steed and at all tunes 
Tounder-creſt your 200d Addition, 
Tott'tarcncle of my power. 
{ em. S0,t00ur Tent; 
W hcreere we dee repoſe us, we will write 
To Rome of our {uccic:you Titxs Le tins 
Mult to { arzo/ns backe,tend us to Rome 
The beft, wich whom we may articulate, 
For their owne good,and ours. 
Lav. i thall,my Lord, 
Mar. The Gods begin to mocke me: 
[ tharnow retus'd molt Princely gifts, 
Am bound to begge 5 my Lord Generall. 
Com. Tak't,tis 5Oours: what is't? 
CAtar. I tometime lay here in Coriolus, 
At a poore mans houſe-he us'd me kindly, 
He cry*dto mc:I ſaw kim Priſoner; 
But then Auſhdmns was within wy view, 
And Wrath 0'rc-whelm'd my patty :1 requeſt you 
To give my poore Holt freedome. : 
Com, Oh well begg'd; 
Were hethe Buichcr of my Sonne, he ſhould 
Bc treeas isthe Wainde:deliver him, 7 ivr 
Lat. « Martins, his Name. 
Atar. B y Tuprier torgot: 
| am weary,y*a my memory is tyr'd: 
Havevve no Wine here? 
Cow. Goe we to our Tent: 
The bloud upon your Viſagedryes,tis time 
[t ſhould be lookt to:come. E xewnt., 
A fiours/b. ( ornets. Enter Tullus «Auffidins 
bloudy ,vith two or three Sol duors, 


Aw. The Townes ta'ne, 
Soxt. Twill be deliver'd backe on good Condition, 
Af. Condition? 

I would I werea Roman, for I cannot, 

Being a Yolce,be,that I am. Condition? 

W har good Condition cana Treaty tinde 

['th'part that isat mercy?five times, Martins, 

[ have fought with chee;ſo often haſt thou beat me 
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And often as we eatce. By the Elements, 
If ere againe I meet him ard to beard, 
Fie's mine, or I am his : Mine Emulation 
14ath not that honor in't it had : For where 
I thought tocruſh him in an equall Force, 
| True Sword ro Sword : lle potcheat him fome way, 
Or wrath, or Craft may get him- 
Se. He'sthe divell, 2 
Anf.Bolder, though not ſo ſubtle:my valors poiſon'd, 
With onely ſuffring ſtaine by him : tor him 
Shall ye out of it {eife, nor fleepe, nor ſanctuary, 
Being naked, ficke ; nor Phane, nor Capitol, 
The Prayers of Prieſts, nor times of Sacrifice : 
Embarquements all of Fury, ſhalt hft up | 
Their rotten Priveledge,and Cuſtome 'gainſt 
My hate to Martins. W here I inde him, were it 
Ar home, upon my brothers Guard, even there 


| Againſt the hoſpitable Canon, would [ bs 
| Waſh my fierce hand in's heart, Goe youto eh'City, 
| Learne how '*tis held, and what they are that mult 
| Be Hoſtages for Rome. 
Sol. Will not you goe? 
Auf. 1 am attended at the Cyprus grove. I pray you 
(Tis South the City Mils) bring me word thicker 
| How the world goes : that to the pace ot it 
[ may ſpurre on my journey» 
$4 I (hall fir. 


Attus Secundus. 


p——_ 
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Enter CMenenins with the two Tribunes of the 
people, Srcumues ff Brute. 


Men, The Augurer tels me, we ſhall have Newes to 
nighe. 

Bre. Good or bad? 

Men. Not according tothe prayer of the people, for 
they love not Afartiue 

Sin, Nature teaches Beaſts to know their friends. 

Men. Pray you, whodors the Wolte love ? 

Sem. The Lambce 

Men. 1, todevour him,as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Aarti. 

Brs. He's a Lambe indeed, that baes like a Beare. 

Men. He'sa Beare indeed, that lives like a Lambe. 
You twoarc old men, tell me one thing that I thallaske 


yOu. 

Both, Well (tr. 

Mes.1n what cnormity is CAarrivs poore in,that you 
two have riot im abundance e 

Brs. He's poore in no one fault, but ſtor'd withall. 

$cin, Eſpecially in Pride. 

Bru. And toppingall others in boaſt. 

Men, This is ſtrangenow : Doe you two know, how 
you are cenfared here un the City, 1 ineane of usa'thrighe 
hand File, doe you ? 

Both, Why ? how arc we cenſur'd ? 

Men. Becauſe you talke of Pride now, will you not 
be angry? 

Bub, Well, wellfir, well. 

Men,Why tis nogreat matter ; for a very little theefe 
| of Occaſion, will rob yov of a great deale of Patience : 


— 


. deadly, that tell you have good faces; if you ſee this in 
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. 
helpes are many, or elſe your ations would grow won- | 


Give your diſpoſitions the reines, and be angry at your 
pleaſures (ar & 
in being ſo; you blame Merrie tor being proud. 

Brar. We doe it not alene, fir. 

CAlen. I know yeucan doe very little alone, for your 


drous fingle : your abilities are too Infant-like, for doing 
much alone. Y ou taltke of Pride: Oh,that you could turne 
your eyes toward the Napes of your neck2s, and make 
but an interiour ſurvey ot your good ſelves.Oh that you 
could! 

Both, What then (ic? 

Hen. Why then you ſhould diſcover a brace of un- 
meriting, proud, violent,telty Magiſtrates (alias Fooles) 
aSany in Rome. 

Sicin, Menenins, you are knowne well enough too, 

eMen. Tam knowne to be a humorous Parriian,and 
one that loves a cup of hot Wine, withnot a drop of alay- 


ing Tiber in't:Said, to be ſomething imperfeR in fayou- | 


ring the firlt complaint, hafty and Tinder-like upon, to 
eriviall motion: Onexthat converſes more with the But- 
rocke of the night,then with the turchead of the mor- 
ning. WW haz I thinke, [ utter, and ſpend my malice in my 
breath. Mecting two ſuch Weales men as you are (1 can- 
not call your Licargnſſes )it the drinke you give me,zouch 
my Palat adverfly, 1 mak9a crooked face at it. I can ſay, 
your Worſhippes have dcliver'd the matter well, when 
I inde the Aſſc in compound, with the Major part of 
your ſyllables. And though 1 awaſt be content to beare 
with tholc,that fay you are reverend grave, yet they lye 


the Map of my Microccotme,followes it that I am known 
well enough too ? What harme can your beeſome Con- 
{pectairies glcane out of this Charrafter, it I be knowne 
well enough roo? 

Bru. Come fir come, we know you wll enough. 

Men, You know neither me, your ſelves, nor any 
thing : youare ambitious, for poore knaves cappesand 
legges : you weare out a good wholeſome Forenoone, in 
hearing a cauſe betweene an Orendge wite,and a Forſct- 


{cllers and then rejourne the Controverlie ot three-pence | 


toaſecond day of Audience. When you arc hearing a 
matter betweene'party and party, it you chance to bee 
pinch'd withrhe Collicke: you make faces like Mum- 
mers, ſet up the bloody Flagge againſt a't Patience, and 
iaroaring for a Chamber-pu, diimiflerthe Controverſie 
bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing: All the 


peace you make intheir Caufe, is calling both the parties | 


Knaves. You are a payre cf itrange ones. 

Bre. Come, come, yon are well underitood to be a 
perteer gyber for the Table, thena neceflary Bencher 
inthe Capitoll. 

Men. Our very Prieſts muſt become Mockers, if they 
ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous Subjects as youare,w hen 
you ſpeake belt unto the purpoſe. It is not worth the 
wagging of your Beards, and your Beards defefvenot fo 

a grave, asto ſtuftea Botchcrs Cuſhion, orto 
be intomb'd in an Aſles Packe-faddle ; yet you muſt bee 
faying, Martine is prond ; whoin a cheape eſtimarion,is 
worth ail your predeceſſors, ſince Dencalien, though per- 
adventure ſome of the beſt of 'ca were hereditary hang- 
men. God den to your Worthips,more of your cofver- 
ſation would infet my braine, being the Heardſmenof 
the Beaſtly Plebeians. I will be boldrotake my leave of | 


you, 
Brutns, and Sicmins. Alid:. 


lea#)if you take 1t as a pleature to you, | 


| 


——_—_— 


; 
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In" 


Enter Volunmia,and Valeria. 


| How now (my as faireas Noble JLadycs, and the Moone 
| were he Earth's, no Nob! ; whither dos you follow 
| rour Excs fo fall 2 

|  Voium, Honorable Alenenws, ray Boy Martins appro 
/\ ches: tor the lovg of uno let s goes 

Aenen. Had Martins comming home? 
Voalum. 1, worthy Adenenins and with inolt protpcrous 
approbatioin. | | 

Mencen., Take may Capre Juriter, and I thanke thee : 
hoo, /fertins comming home ? 

2. Ladies. Nay , ts true. 

Polem, 1.onoke, here's a Letter from him, the State hat! 
another, his Write another, and(Ithinke) thicre's unc at 
home for you. 

Adenen. | wiil mai.c nn 
A Lextcr tor ac ? | 

Firgi/. Cx « ertainc, thcre's 2 Letter tor you, I taw't, 

Memes. A Ieaticr for me ? nt gives me an Eſtate of te- 
ven veeres health, in which timc, I will make a Lippe at 
tbe Phyſician: The molt fovcraigne Prefcriptionin Galen, 


CG OC 


very houſe recle tonight : 


better report thena Horſc-drench. Is he aot wounded ? 
he was wont to come home wounded? 
Uirgi/. ON no, nog no, 


VEllk Sous =o Gnu coe_ouccTt.. eo ———— 


—_ —_—_— 


Vi3oricin his Pocket ? the wounds become him. 
Poles, On's Browes : Afenenirw, hc comes the third 
time home with thc Oaken Garland . 
CIMenen, Ha's he Ciſciplin'd Auffidew loundly?? 
Volum. Towras Lartira writes, they tought together but 
Adffidires pox off. 
AMenin, And'twas time tor him too, ile warrant him 
thit: andhe had tay*d oy him, ! 


_ © — —— td 


{ wold no: have becae fo 
fddjous'd, forall the Chelts in Coriol:1s, 21d the Gold 
that's inthem. Is the Scnate poſiclt ot this ? 

Volum. Good Lacics Ict's goc. Yes , ves, yeS: The 
Senatc ha's Letters tom the Generall, uv l;eremn ke gives 
my Sonne the whole Name of the Warre:he hath in this 
action out-done his former deeds doubly, 


—_— —  —— —— —_———— 


- 


a —— — 


Menen. \W ondrous: I, I warrant you, and not with- 
out his true porchaling 
| PFeoil Theguds grant them true, 
| Polum. | ruc ? pow waive 
| Alene, True ? liebe {fwornetbcy arc truc : where 1s 
1 
| 


he wounded,God fave your good Worſhps? Marti 


| where ts hc wounded ? 
Uoplam. Ith' Shonider, 2nd ith'lett Armeitherewill be 

for his place : he recervec 

hurts ith'Body. 
Ien.One ith'Necke, and two 

| that I know, 

Uelwm. He had, before this lat Expedition, twenty 

| f&ve Wounds upon him. 


111the r2puile of Targwen ſeven 


'!\ Thigh, therc's nine 


| nemicsGrave, Hcarke, the Trumpcts. 
eA [Lowt, and Flowrs) 
Usaw. Thc arethe V ſhcors of Iam 
| Before him, he carr; (cs Nov! ; 
| And behiade him, hc lcaves I catcs 


| 
| 


is but Emperickgutique ; and tothis Pretervatave, of no | 


Valium, Oh, hc is wounded, 1lthanke the gods tor't. | 
Armen, $7 doe ltoo, ifit bu notioo much: Dringsa ' 


Uater. In troth, there's wondrous things ſpoke of him. | 


is comming home : he ha's more caule ro be prowd: | 


large Cicatrices to ſhew the Pcople, when he ſhall ſtend | 


en, Now 1it'srwenty ſeven ; evety gaſli was an E- | 


=  . Tragedy of 


Death, that Carke Spir 
W hich being advanc'd, declines, and then men dye. 


AY Et A re 
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artolanis. 


— 


eA once, 
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it, in's nervy Arme doth lye, 


Trumpets ſound. 


Enter Commins the G enerall, and Titia Lavting ' betworss 
them Cortolanxs crown a with ax Oaben 


Garland, with ( aptaines end Sonl- 
durt, and a Herauld. 
Here. Know Rome, that all alone Iſa tine did f 


With'n Cor tojus Gares : where he hath wonne, 


Theſe in honor followes Alartinu Caine, Coriolanne, 
\ cicometo Rome, renowned Corielanus. 


| 
| With Fame, 2 Name to Martins Cam : 
| 
| 


_— o——_— 


Sond, 


Flowurih, 


Ai, Welcome to Rome, renowned Corwlamy? 


, , - 4 | 
Corw, No moreof this, it does oftend my heart ; pray 
ROW GO MUTC. 


Com. Looks, Sir, your Mother. 


Cer, Oh ! you have, 1 know, petition'd all the gods 
for my protpertty , 


Kneel:s. 


Felum. Nay, my good Souldicr, up : 
My gentle Carne, worthy (ir, | 
| And by deed-atchieving Honor newly nam'd, 


| But oh,thy Wite. 
Corio. My gracious ſilence, havle : 


vv ous" t ou have laugh'd,hed I come Cofhr'd home, 
[har weep'ſt roſce metriumph ? Ah my Ceare, 
Such eyes the Widowes in Coriolus weare, 


Wat is it (Cortolanus) muſt I call thee ? 


- 


; Ang Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 
Cen, Now the gods Crowne thee. 


—_— — _— - 


— oc _—_ 


Cem. Andliveycu yet ? Oh my tweet Lady, parco 


V2/um. I know not where to turne- 


Oh welcome home : and welccme Generall, 
And yare welcome all. 


Men, A hundred thouſand Welcomes : 
} could weepe, and 1 could laugh, 
i 2m light,and heavy ; welcome : 

' ACurtebegmat very root on's heart, 


That is nor glad to {ce thee. 
You arethree, that Rome ſhould dote on 
1 ety the faith of men, we Fave 


Somme old Crab-trees here at home, 


* _ —_ 


Thar will not be grafted zo your Relliſh 
Yet welcome Warriors : 
Wecall a Nettle, but a Nettle ; 


; And the fauits of tooles, but tolly. 
| Com, Ever right. 
Cor. Memenins, vcr, cver. 

Hers. Give way there, and goe on. 

Cor. Your Hand, and yours ? 

Ere in Our owne houſe I doc ſhade my head, 
The good Patricians muſt be viſited, 


From whom I have reccv'd not onely greetings, 
But with them, ch 
Volvm. I haveli 


nge of honors. 


ved, 


1oſceinherited my very Wiſhes, 
And the Buildings of my Fancy : 


Onely there*s one thing wanting, 


Which (1 doubt not) but our Rome 


Wyul cait upon thee. 


Cor. Know, good Mother, 
[ had rather be their ſervant it; my vw3r, 
Tcniway with chem in theirs, 


Cow. On, to the Capitol. 


Flaws, 


«4 " 


Cor dts 
E ent in Sta, i be/ore- 


. 
; 


' 
| 


| 


| 
' 
| 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 


| 


— 


| 
| 
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Enter Brutus and Sicinias, 


Arc ſpetacled to fee him, Your pratling Nuric 
luto a rapture lers her Baby cry, ; 
While (he chats him : the Kitchin CMalkin pinnes 
Her richeſt Lockram 'bour her reechy necke, 
Clambring the Walistoeye him * 
Stalls, Butkes, Windowes, are ſmother'd up, 
Leades bl'd, 2d Ridges hors'd 
With variable Complexions ; all agreeing 
In caracſtnefſe to (ce him : ſeld-ſhowne Flamins j 
Doe preſſe amung the popular Throngs, and puffe 
To wirne a vulgar ſtation : our vey'd Dames 
Commit ch; Warie of White and Damaske 
In their nic. ly gawded Checkes,toth*wanton fpoyle 
Of Phahus burning Kifles : fuch a poother, 
As it that whatfocver God, who leades him, 
WW creflyly crept into his humane powers, 
And gave him gracctuil poſture. 

Stn, Onthe ſuddaine, I warrant him Conſull. 


lleepe, 
Is. He cannot teryp'rately tranſport his honors, 
From where he ſhould begin, and end, but will 
Lute thoſe he hath wonne. 
Bros, li that there's comfort, 
$11, Doubt not, 
The Commoners,for w hom we ſtand, but they 
Vpon their ancient mallice, will torget 
With the leaſt cauſe, theſe his new honors, 


As1c 15 -10wd to doo't. 
Bry | card him fwcare 
Were hc to ttand for Conſull, never would he 
Appeace ;'th*Market place, nor on himput 
The Napics Veſture of humility, 
Nur ſhoving (as the manner 1s) his Wounds 
Toth'peorl, begge their fiinking Breaths, 
"ur. *Tis right. 
Brs, It was pis word : 
Oh he wou!d miſe it, rather then carry it, 
But by the iuire of the Gentry to him, 
And the deſire of the Nobles. 
$168. 1 with no better, then have him hold that pur» 
poſe, and to put it in execution» 
Bru, 'Tis moſt hike he will. 
$162. It ſhall be to him then, as our goed wills ; a ſure 
deltrution. 
Z-s. So it muſt fall out 
Tohim, or our Authoritics, for an end. 
We malt ſuggeſt the People, in what hatred 
He {till hath eld them : that to's power he would 
Hae macethem Mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, 
Andditproportioned their Freedomes;bolding them, 
' In humane Ation, and Capacity, 
| Ot no more Scule, nor fitneſſe for the world, 
| Then Cammicls in their Warre, who have their Provand 
| Otely for bearing Burthens, and ſore blowes 
| tor linking underthem. 
| 9164. This (as youſay) ſuggeſted, 
| Arlome time, when his ſoaring inſolence 
| Sha!l teach the People, which time ſhall not wait, 
| 
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*f he be put upon't, and that's as caſie, 
+0 | Doggoes on Sheepe, will be his fire 


—  — 


| 
: 

- 

o 
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Bra, All tongues ſpe:ke of him, and the bleared ſights | 


| 
| 


5ru. Then our Othce may, during his power, g0e | 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| care whether t 


To kindle their dry Stubble : and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for cvcr. 


Enter 4 e Meſſenger. 


Bru, What's the matter ? 
_CHefſ.. Youare ſent for to the Capirall : 
Tis thought, that CAfarrine (hall be Confuil : 
I have { cene the dumbe men throng tolce him, 
And the blind to hcare him ſpeak: Matrors flong Gloves, 
Ladics and Maids their Scarftes, and Handkerchers, 
Vpon hita as hepats'd :the Nobles bended 
As to [over Statue, and the Commons made 
A Shower, and Thunder, withtheir Caps, and Showers : 
l never ſaw thelike. 

Brs, Lct's tothe Capitoll, 


| And carry with us cares andeyes forth'time, 


Bur hearts for the event. 


Sis, Have with you. Exennt. 


Emer two Officers, to lay Cuſhins, 4s it were, 
is the Caputall. 


1. Off. Come,come, they are almoſt here: how many 
ſtand tor Conſulſhips ? 

2. Off. Three, they ſay : but "tis thought of every one 
C criolans will carry it- 

I.Off. That's a brave fellow:but he's vengeance prowd, 
and loves notthe common people. 

2, Off. "Faith, there hath beene many great men that, 


| have flatter'd the people, who ne're loved them;and there 
| | | be many that they have loved,they know not wherefore: 
Which char he will give them, make 1 as little queſtion, | 


ſothar if they love they know not why, they hate upon 
no better a ground. Theretore, for Corcolanues neither to 
love, or hate him, manifeſts the true 
knowledge he ha 's intheir Gifpolition, and out cf his No» 
ble carcleſneſle lets them plainely cet, 

1. Off Ifhe did not care w hether he had their love,or 
no, he waved indifferently, *'twixt doing them acither 

d, nor harme : but be kcekes their bate with greater 

, + they can render it him;and leaves nothing 
undone, that may tully dilcuver him their oppofite. Now 
to ſeeme to affe:t the malliceane diſpleaſure of the Peo- 
ple, isas bad, as that which he diſlikes, ro flatter them 
for their love 

2. Off. He hath deſerved worthily of his Countrey, 
and his aſcent isnot by ſuch ecafic degrees as thoſe, who 
having beene ſupple and conrteoustothe People, Bon- 
netted, without any further decd.to have thera at all into 
their eltimation, and r : but he hath fo planted his 
honors intheic Eyes, and his ations in theirhhearrs, thar 
for their Tongues to be lent, and not confelle fo much, 
were a kinde of ingratefull injury : toreport other wile, 
werea Mallice,that giving it iclte the Lye, would placke 
reproofe and rebuke trom every Earethat heard it, 

1. off No more of him, he's a worthy man 2 make 
way ,they are comming, 


A Sonnet, Enter the Patriciant, and the Tribunes of 
the People, Liitors before thens ; Coriolanus, Me. 
nenius, Commins the Conſull : Sicmins and 
Bruins take their places by themſelves - 
Coriolanus ſtands. 

Men. Having determin'd of the Volces, 
And to ſend for Titns Lartias : it remaines, 
Asthe maine Point of this our afrer-mceting, 

dd 2 To | 
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| 
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| 
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- Moſt reverend and grave Elders, to deſire 
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To eratific his Noble ervice; that hath | Man-entred thus, he wated like a Sea, 


Thus ſtood for his Country. Therefor pleaſe you And in the brunt of ſeventecnc Barrailes ſince, | 
n RE aders. COT He lurcht all Swords o'th Garland : for thus laſt, 


| 


To yceld what paſles here. | Ca iolus hike a Planet ;nuw all'sthis, | 
Sicin, We are convented upon a pleaſing Treaty, and | When by and by the d.une of Warre gan pierce 
have hearts inclinable to honor and advance ths Theame | His ready tence : chen itretght tus Coubkd tpuit 

of our Aſlembly. | Requmickred whatin fief!: was tatigare, = 
Bru. Whichthe rather we ſhall be bleſt ro doe, if he | And tothe Battaile Carne 1:6, where he did 
remembera kinder valuc of the People,thenhe hath here- | Runne recking © re the uyes of ren, as at 


The preſent Contull, and ia{t General, | Beture, and in Coriolus, let me lay | 
In onr well-tound Succeſics, to report | cannot ſpeake him howe : he ſtopt the fiyers, | 
A little of that worthy Workz, pertorm'd And by his rare example made the Coward | 
By Martine Cams Coriolanua : whom Turne terror into {port ; as Waves betore | 
We met here, both to thanke, and toremember, A Veſlell under fayle, fo men obey d, | 
With honors like him{\cltc. | Ana tel beloty his Stem : bus Sword (Deaths ſtampe) | 
I. Sen. Speake, good Commu : | Whereit did warkec, 1t rooke trom taceto foot: | 
Leave nothing our tor length, and make usthinke | He was atiing of Blood, w hoſe everPmotion 
Rather our ſtatcs detective tor requitail, | Wastrim'd with dy:ng Cry cs: alone he entred | 
Then we to ſtretch it out, Maſters a'th'Peoplc, | The mortall Gaeo'th'City, which hc painted 
Wedoe requeit your kindeſt eare : and after | *1th ſhunleſle defarmy : aydelefle came off. | 
Your loving morion toward the common Body, | And with a fudd<n re-inforccment ſrucke | 
| | 
| 


to priz'd them at. | *Twere a perpetua:t ipoylc ; and ll ve call'd 
An, That's off, that's of: I would you rather had | Boch acid and City ours, he never ſtuod 
been (ilent : Pleaſe you to heare Commus (peake ? | Tocaſc bus drelt with paintings 
Bru. Moſt willingly: but yet my Caution was more | Atfen. Worthy man. 


pertinent then the rebuke you give It. $--«rt. Her cannot but with mcaſure fit the honors 
Men, He loves your People, bnt tye him not to be | which we devile hict, | 


their Bedfellow : Worthy Comin {pcake. Com. Our {poyles he kicktar, 
Corwlann riſes, and offers ts goe away. And look'd upon things precicus, as they were 
Nay, keepe your place. The common Mucke o th World : he covets lelle 
Seaat. Sir Corwlans : uever ſhame to heare Then Miſery it {clf: would give, rewards his deeds 
What you have Nobly dbne. W:th cog them, and is content 
Corse.. Your honors pardon : To (pend the time, to end ur, 
I had rather have my Wounds to heale againe, Aſen, He's righe Noble, let him be call 'd for: 
Then hcare ſay how I got them. Senat. Call Corzolanus, 
Br. Sir, I hope my words dis-vench'd you not ? Off. He doth appcare- 


= Corio. NoSir : yes oft, 
When blowes have made me ay, I fied from words. | 
Youlooth'd not, therctore hurt not ; but your people, 
[ love them as they weigh Men. The Senate, ( oriolanns, arc well pleas'd romake | 
New, Pray now fit downe. thee Contull, 
Corte. I had rather have one {cratch my Head i'th'Sun, ( 9740, 1 docowe them {hill my life, and Services. 
W hen the Alarum were ftruck, thenidly fir Men, It then reacaines, chat you doe ſpcake to the } 


Enter { ortolanus. 


To hcare my Nothings monſter'd, Exut Corielani. | People. 

Mew, Maltcrs of the Pevple, Corte. I doe beſeech you 
Your multipiying Spawne, how can he flatter ? Lect me 0're-lcape that cuſtome for I cannot 
That's thouſand to one good one, when you now ſee Put on the Gowne, ſtand.naked, and entreat them 
He had rather venturc :l! his Limbes for honor, For my Wounds fake,to give their tuftcrage : 
Then on ones Eares to hrearc it. Procced { omwins., Plcaſc you that 1 may paſſe this doing. 0 

{ om. I ſhall lacke voyce : the deeds of Cortolanus Sin, Sir,the People muſt have their Vovces, 1 


Sould not be uttcr'd feedly : itis held, 
That Valour 1s the chictcſt V-rtue, And CAMen, Pucthem not too't : 

Moſt dignifies the haver - if it be, Pray vou goe fit youtothe Cuſtome 
The man I fpcake of, cannot inthe World And take to you, as your Prodecefiors have. | 
Be (ingly counter-poys'd. Ar fixtcene yeeres, Your honor with vour forme. | 
When 7arquiz madca Head for Rome, he fought (orve. It isa part that 1 ſhall bluſh in aQting, 
Beyond the marke of others : our then DiRator, And might well be taken from the People. 


Neither w1/l they batc one jot of Ceremony + 


Whom with all praiſc 1 point ac, ſaw him hghe, Eru. Marke you that. 

When with his Amazonian *hinnc he drove Corio, Tobragunto them,thusl did, and thus 
The brizied Lippes before him : he beſtrid Shew them th'unaking Skarres, which | ſhould tide, 
An o're-preſt Roman,andi'th'- onſuls view As if | had reciv'd them for the byre 


Slew three Oppolers : Zarqumnr tclte he mer, 
And {trucke him 0a his Knee : in that dayes feates, Afen. Doe not land upon't . 


When he might 2. the Woman inthe Scene, We recommend to you Tridunes of the People 
He prov'd beit mani”ch*he!d, and for his mced Our purpoſe to them, and to our Noble Contull 


Ot their breath oncly. 


Gt | 


Was Brow-bound withthe Oake. His Pupil-age | W iſh we all Ioy, and bonor' 
F Sore. 
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Senat. To Corielanw comeall joy and honor. 
Flowriſh Cornets. 
Then E xennt. Menet Sicynints and Brutn. 

Brw. You ſee how he intends to ule the people. 

Sicin, May they perccive's intent: he will require them 
As if he did contemne what he requeited, 
Should be in themto give. 

Zrz. Come, we'll informe them 
Of our proceedings heere onth' Market place, 
I know they doe attend us. 

Enter ſeven or eight Citizens. 

1. (it. Once if he doe requue our voyces, we ought 
not to deny him, 

8. Cit. Wc maySirif we will. i 

3 Cit, We have power in Our ſelves to doe it,butit 15 
a power that we have uo power ro doe: For, it he ſhew 
us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put our 
tongacs into thoſe wounds, and ſpeake for them : So it 
he tellus his Noble deeds, we muſt allotell hi our noble 
acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monſtrus,and for the 
majtirude to be ingratetull, were to make a »Montter of 
the multitude ; of the which, we being members,fhould 
bring our {clves to be monitrous members, | 

1 Cit. Andtomake us no better thought of a little 
helpe will ſerve : for once vie ſtood up about the Corne, 
he himſclfe ſtucke notto call us the many-headed Mul- 
titude, 

3 (it. We have bcene call'd ſo ofmany, not that our 
heads are ſome browne, ſoine blacke, ſome Abram, ſome 
bald ; but that our wits are ſodiverſly Coulord; and truc- 


they would flyc Eaſt, Welt,North, South, and their con- 


a'th Compaſſe. 
2(it, Thinke you ſo? Which way doe you judge my 
wit would flye. 


mans will, 'tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in ablockehzad : but 
if it were at liberty, would ture Southward. 

2 Cit. Why that way ? : 

3 Ci. Tolooſc it ſelte ina Fogge, where being three 
parts mecked away with rotten Dewes , the forth would 
returne for Conſcience fake, to helpe to get thee a Wite. 

2 (it. Youare never withobt your trickes, youu may, 
You may, 

3 Cit, Are you allreſolv'd togive your voyces ?, But 
thats no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. It he 
would incline to the people, there was never a worthicr 
man. 

Enter Coriolanus in a gowne of Humility, with 
CMenenius. 
Heere he comes, and inthe Gowne of humility, marke 
his behaviour: we are notto (tay al togcther,but ro. come 
by him where he (iands, by ones, by ewors, by & threes. 
He'sto make his requeſts by particulars, wherein, every 
one of us ha's a fingie Honor, in giving him our owne 
voyces with our owne tongues,therefore follow me,and 
tle dire& you how you ſhall goe by him. | 

Al. Content, content, 

*Men.Oh Sir, vou are uorright ; have you not known 
The worthieſt men have doo't? 

Corio, WW hat mult 1 fay, I pray Sir ? 

P.ague upon'r, I cannet brivg | 

' Mytongue toſach a pace. Looke Sir, my wounds, 
+ 20t them in my Countries Service, when 
 **ecertaine of your Brethren roar'd, and ranne 


— 


—— 
—— 


ly I think, if all our wits were to iflue out of one Scull, | 


ſentof one dire way, ſhould be at once to all the points | 


: | of your voyces, that I may be Conſull, | have heere the 
3 Cie, Nay your wit will not fo ſoone out as another | Cuſtomary Gone. 


| 


| — 


| From th'noiſe of our owne Drummes, 


Men, Oh me the gods, you mult nor {peake ofthat, 
You muſt defirethem ro thinke upon you, 

Corio. Thinke upon me ? Hang'em, 
I would they would forget me, likethe Vertues 
W hichour Divines loſe by em. 

Men, You'll marre all, 

Ile leave you: Pray you ſpeake toem, I pray you 
In wholſome manner. Ex. 
Emter three of the Citizens, 

Corio, Bid them waſh their Faces, 
And keepe their teeth cleane : So heere comes a brace, 
You know the cauſe (Sir) of my ſtanding heere. 

3 Cir. We do Sir, tell us what hath brought you too'r. 

Corio. Mine owne deſert. 

2, Cit. Your owne deſert. 

Core. I, no mine owne deſire. 

3 Cit. Hownot your owne deſire ? 

Corio. No Sir 'twas never my delire yet totrouble the 
poore with begging. | 

3 Cir. You muſt thinke if we give youany thing, we 
hope ro gaine by you. 

Corio, Well then | pray, your price a*th Conſulſhip, 

1 Cie. Theprice is,to aske it kindly, 

Cars. Kindly fir,l pray let me ha't: I have wounds to 
ſhew you, which ſhall be yours in private : your good 
voyce Sir, what ſay you? 

2 Cit. You ſha'l ha't worthy Sir, 

Corio. A match Sir, theres inall two worthy voyces 
begg'd :I have your Almes, Adicu. 

3 Ciq, But this is ſomethihg odde. 

2 Cit, And twereto giveagaine : but tisno matter, 
Exennt, Emer twoother Cutizens, 

Corio. Pray you now, if it may ſtand with the tune 


1. You have deſerved Nobly of your Country, and 
you have notdeſerved Nobiy. _; : 

Corio. Your Anigma. 

I. You have beence aſcourge to her enemies, you have 
bina Rod io her Friends, you bave not indeed toved the 
Common people. 

(rio. You ſhould account me the more Vertuous, 
that I have notbin common in my Love, I will fir flatter 
my {worne Brother the people to carne a deerer eſtima- 
tion of them,'tis a condition chey account gentle: & fince 
the wiſedome of their choyce, 1srather to have my hat, 
then my heart, I will practice the infinuating nod; and be 
off to them moſt counterterly, that is fir, I will counter- | 
fet the bewichment of ſome popular man, and give it 
bountifull rothe defires : Therefore beleech you, I may 
be Contull. 

2 We hopeto find you our friend : and therefore give 
you our voyces heartily. 

1 You have, received many wounds for your Coun- 
trcy 

Carie. I will not Scale your knowledge with ſhewing 
them. I will make much of your voyces, and fo trouble 
you no farther. 

Both. The gods give you joy Sir heartily. 

Cerio. Moſt fweet Voyces:; 

Berter ix isto dye, better to ſerve, 

Then crave the hize, which firſt we doe deſerve. 

Why in this Woolviſh gowne ſhould I ſtand heere, | 

Tobegge of Hoband Dicke, that does appeere 
dd 3 Their ) 
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The T ragedy of Coriolanus. 
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| 
| Their ncedl:fle Vouches: Cuſtome calls me too. 
; What Cuſtome wills in all things, ſhoald wedoo' ? 
| The Dutt on antique Time would lye unfwept, 
And mountainous Error be roo highly beapt, 
| For i:uthto 0%e-peere. Rather then foole itſo, 
Let the tigh Othice and rhe Honor goe 
To ogg that would doe thus. I am halte through, 
The one part fuftered, the orher will 1doe. 
Enter three Citi2e15 more. 
Here come moe V oy ces. 
Your Voyces ? tor your Voyces I have fought, 
| Watcht for your Voyces z tor your Voyces, beare 
| Of Wounds, two dozen odde : Bartailes thrice fix 
| I have ſcene, and heard of: for your voyces, 
Have done many things, ſoine Icfle, ſome more :; 
Your Voyc-s ? inde:d I wauld be Confull. 


any honeſt mans Voyce. 
2 C#t. Therctore {ct hum be Confulls the Gods give 
hum joy ,and make him good tricnd to the people. 
All. Amen, Ainen. Ged fave thce, Noble Conltull. 
Corio, Worthy Voyccs. 


Enter CMenenites , with Brut aud Sicinits. 


Aen. You have ſtood your Limitation ; 
And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voyce, 
Remaines, that in th'Othciall Markes inveſted, 
You anon doe mcet the Senate. 

{ 0146. Is this done ? 

Sic. The Cultoine of Requelt you have dilcharg'd ; 
The Pcople doc admit you and are ſummon'd 
Tomeet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor. W here ? at the Senate-houlc ? 
Sus, There, Coriolanmw. 
| Cor. May lchangetheſc Garments ? 
| Sm. You may Sir. 
{ (ors. Thar lle ſtraight do:and knowing my ſclte againe 
Repayrc toth'Scnatc-houſe, 
| 


Mex. Ie kcepe you company. Will you along ? 
Bru. \Nc itay here tor the People. 
Sin, Farc you well. Exexnt ( oriol. and Men. 
He ha's itnow: and by his Lookes, me thinkes, 
"Tis warme at's hcart. 
Bru.With a proud heart he wore his humble Weeds: 
Will youdilmitle the People? 
Emer the Pleberang. 
S$ics. How now,my Maſters, have you choſe this man? 
1 Cit. He ha's our Voyces, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deſerve your loves. 
2. Ciz. Amcn, Sir ; to my poore unworthy notice, 
Hemock'dus, when he begg*d our Voyces. 
3+ (4. Cectainely, he fowred us downe-right. 
1. Cit.No, tis his kind of ſpeech,he did not mocke us. 
| . 2. {*. Not one 2mong{t us, ſave your felfe, but ſaves. 
He us'd us {cornetully : he ſhould have ſhew'd us _ 
| His Markescf Mcrit, Wounds receiv'd tor's Countrey. 
| Sm. Why tohedid,lI am furc. 
| All. No,no; no nan 1aw tm. 
3. Cit, He ſaid he had Wounds, 
Which he could thew 1n private : 
And with his Hat, thus waving itn ſcorne, 
{ would be Confull, fayes he : aged Cuſtome, 
But by your Voyces, will not ſo permit me. 
Your Voyces therefore : when we granted that, 
| Here was, I thanke you for your Voyces, thanke you 


1 Cit, He ha's donc Nobly, and cannot goe without | 


— - ——— 


| Your moſt ſweet Voyces:now you have lett your Voyces 

{ 1 have no further with ycu. Was notthis mockery ? 

| Sew, Why cither were you ignorant toce't? 

| Toyeecld your Voyces ? 

| ®r%. Could you not have told him, 

| As you were lclon'd ; When he had no Power, 

| But wasa petty ſervant tuthe State, 

| He was ycur Enemy, everſpake agunit 

| Your Libertics, and the Charters that you beare 
Ich” Body of the Weale : and now at riving 


| 

| 

| Or ſeeing it, of ſuch Childiſh fricndlineſle, | 
| 

| 


| Aplaceoft Potency, and ſway o'(h'State 


| Faſt Foe toth* Pleber;, your Voyces might _ 
Be Curſes to your felves. You ſhould have {aid, 
That as his worthy deeds did clayme noletie 
Then w hat he ſtood for : 1o his gractous nature 

; Would thinke upon yay, for your V oy ces, and 
Tranſlate his Mallice towards you, into Love, 
Standing your friendly Lord. 

$scw, Thus to have taid, | 

As you were fore-advis d, had toucht his Spirit, 
And try'd his inclination : from him pluckt, 
Either his gracious Promile, v. hich yeu might 

As caufe had cali'd you up, have hcld him to ; 
Or clte 1t v ovid have gall'd his turly nature ; 
Which cafily endures not Article, 
Tying him to ought, fo pguttirg him to Rage, 
You thovld have ta'ne th dventage ot his Chuiler, 
Ard pals'd him uncieRtcd. 

Bru. Did , on perceive, 
He did {oilicire you 11 free Contempt. | 
When hedid nced your Loves : and doe you thinke,' 
That his Contempt ſhall not be brvſ:ng to you, 
When he bathpower tocruſh ? Why, bad your Bodyes 
No heartamong you? Or had you T ongues, tocry 
Againſt the Rectorthip of judgement e 

Srcm, Have you, cre now, dcny 'dthe as} er : 

And now againe, of him that did not aske, but mocke, 
Beltow your fu'd-tor Tongues? | 

3- Cit. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yer. 

2, Cite And will deny hum : 
le have five hundred Voyces of that found, _ 

I.Cit,Iewice five hundred, & the ir tricnds,to piece can 

Bra, Gert you hence nſtautly, and tcll thoſe friends, 
They have choic a Confull, that will from chem take 
Their Liberiics, make thea of no more V oyce 
Then Dogges, that arc as often beat tor barkiog, 

As therefore kept to doe 10. 

Src. Letthom afiemble : and on a ſafcr jagement, 
All revoke your ignorant election : Enforce his Price, 
Ard his old Hate unto you: beſides, forget not 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 
How in his Suit heſcorn'd you : dur your Loves, 


— 
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| Trapprehenfion of his preſent portance, 


— — - 


After the inveterate Hate he beares you. 

Bru, Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, 
That we labour'd (no impediment berweene ) | 
But that you muſt caſt your EleRtion on him. 

Sies.Say vou chote him, more attrer our ccmmandment, | 
Then as guided by your owne true affe ions, and tvat 
Your winds pre-occupi'd with whar you rather mult do | 
Then what you ſhould made you = the graine 
To Voyce him Contull, Lay the fault on us. | 


M —— 


[ 
| It hc ſhould till malignantly remaine | 
| 


CO — 


Thinking upon his Services, tooke trom you 


W hich molt gibingly, ungravely, he didtaſhion | 


The Tragedy of (oriolanus. 
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Br. 1, ſpare us not : Say, weread Leftures to you, 
How youngly he began toſerve his Country, L 
How long continued, and what ſtocke he {prings of, 
The Noble houſe 0'th'Aſartiess : from whence came 
That Ancus Martina, N wmaes Daughters Sonne : 
Who after great Hoftslw here was King, 

Of the ſame houſe Publaw and Luyntxe were, 
That our beſt Water, brought by Cenduits hither, 
And Nobly nam'd, fo twice being Cenſor, 
Was his great Anceſtor. 
Sici. One thus deſcended, 
That hath beſide well in his perſon wrought, 
To be {et high in place, we did comm 
To your remembrances: but you have found, 
Skaling his preſent;bearing with his paſt, 
That he's your fixed enemy ; and revoke 
Your {uddaine approdarion. 
Bra. Say you ne're had don't, 
(Harpe on that (till) bur by our putting on : 
And preſently, when you have drawne your number 
Repaire torh Capitoll, . 
eAl Wewillſo: almolt all repent in their election. 
Exeunt Plebeians. 


+ — 


Bru. Let them got on : | 
This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Then (iay paſt doubt, tor greater : 
It, a5 his nature is, he fall in rage 
\W:th their refuſall, both obſerve and anſwer 
The vantage of his anger. 
4:em, Toth"Capitoll, come : 
We will be there before the ſtreame o'rh'People : 
And this ſhall ſceme, as partly 'tis, their owne, 
| Which we have goaded on-ward. 


——_eAtlusTertins. 


Cornets. Emer Coriolanus, Menenine all the Gentr, 
Commu T 11145 Larting, and other Senators. 
(orio. T ul Anffidins then had made new head. 
Larti. Hc had mv Lord, and that it was which caus'd 
Our ſwifter Compolition. 
(orie. Sothen the V olces ſtand but as at firit, 
Ready when rime ſhallprowpt them, to make roade 
Vpon's againe, 
Com. 1 hey are worne (Lord Contull) fo, 
Thar we ſhall hardly in our ages ſee 
Their Banners wave againe. 
{orio, Saw you Awffi dures ? 
Leti. On tategard he cainc to megand did curſe: 
Againſt the Volces, tor they had to viidly 
Yeelded the Towne : he is reryred ro Antiums 
Corio, Spoke he of me ? | 
Larti, He did, my Lord, 
{ orioe. How ? what ? | 
Lati. How often he had met you Sword toSword : 
That of all things upon the Earth, he hatcd 
Your perſon moſt : That he would pawne his fortunes 
To hopelefle reſtitution, fo he might 
Be call'd your Vanquiſher-+ 
Corzo, At Antium lives he ? 
Larti, At Antium. 
Corio, | with I had a caufe to ſeeke him there, 
To oppole his hatred fully. Welcome home. 
Enter Sicinins, and Brutus. 
Behold, theſe are the Tribunes ofthe People, 
The Tongues 0'th'Conunon Mouth, I doe deſpiſethem ; 


——— 
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, Forthey doe pranke themin Authority, 


Againſt all Noble lufferance. 
Sic, Paſſe no further. 
{ orio, Hah? what is that 2? 
Bru. It will be dangerous to goe on-No further. 
({-rio, What makes this change ? 
Men. The matrer ? 
Com,Hath he not pats'd the Noble,and the Commons? 
Bru. Coming, no: | 
Corse. Have | had Childrens Voyces? 
Senat. Tribunes give way,he (hall croth'Market place, 
Bru. The People are incens'd againſt him, 
Sicin, Stop, or all will fall in broyle. 
Corso, Arc theſe your hcard ? 
Muſt theſe have Voyces, that can yeeld themnow, 
And ſtraight difclaim their tongs? what are your Offices 
You being their Mouthes, why rule younor their Teeth3 
Have you not fetthem on ? 
en. Be calme, be calme. 
(rio Itis a purpos'd thing, and growes by Plot, 
Tocurbe the will ofthe Nobility : 
Suffer't, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will beruled. 
Brs. Call't nota Plot : 
The People cry you mockt them: and of late, 

n Corne was given them grats, you repin'd, 
Scandal'd the Suppliants : for the People, calld them 
Trme-pleaſers, tlatrerers, tocs to Nobleneſle, 

Corio. Why this was knowne beforc. 

Bru. Not tothemall, 

Corio, Have yon infarmd them ſithence ? 

Bru. How? 1intorme them ? 

Com. You are like todoe ſuch buſineſle. 

Bru. Notunlike cach way tobertter yours. | 

Cerio. W hy then ſhould I be Conſull ? by yond Clouds 
Ler mcdelerve foill as you, and make me 
Your tcllow tribune 

Sicin, You ſhew roo much of that, 
For which the People ttirre : if you will paſſe 
To where youare bound, you muſt enquire your way, 
Which youare out of, witha gentler tpirir, 
Or never be ſo Nobleas a Contull, 
Nor yoake with hia for Tribune. 

Men. Lets be calme, 

Com, The People are abus'd : ſer on, this paltring 
Becomesnot Roe : nor ha's Corio/anms 
Delerv'd this fo diſhonourd Rub, layd falſely 
Ith plaine Way of his Merit. | 

orio. Tell me of Corne ! this was my ſpecch, 

And I will ſpeakt againe. 

CAMen. — rag not now. 

Seneat. Not in this heat, Sir, now. 

Corww. Now asT live, I will. 
My Nobler friends, I crave their pardons : 
For the mutable ranke-tented Meyny, 
Let them regard me, as I doe not flatter, 
And therein behold themfelves : I fay againc, 
In ſoothing them, we nourtſh gainſt our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Iafolcnce, Scdition, 
W hich we our felves have plowed tor,fowd.& fcatterd, | 
By mingling them with us, the honord Number, 
Wholacke not Vertue, no, nor Power, but that 
W hich they have given to Beggers. 

Men. Well, no more. 

Senar. No more words, we beicech you, 

{orio. How ? nomore ? 
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ws for my Country, 1 have ſhed my blood, 


| Not fearing outward force : So ſhall my Lungs. 


| 
| 


Coine words till their decay, againlt choſe Mcazcls 
W hich we di{daine ſhould Terter us, yet ſought 


\ The very way tocatch them. 


| 
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Bru. You \pcake 2'ch'people, as if you werea god, 


To puntth ; Not a man of of their infirmity* 


Scan, 'T were well we let the people know'cs 

Men. W har, what? his Choller ? ys 

Cor, Cholicr ? Were Ias patient as the midnight ficep 
By love, twould be my” minde. 

Ser. It is a minde that ſhall remaine a poiſon 
Where it is : not poyſon any turther. 

Ceri. Shall rcem1nc? 

Here you this Triton of the Afimnexes? Marke you 
His abſolute Shall? 

Com. T was trom the Cannon. 

Corie.Shail 2 O Ged ! but molt unwiſe Patricians:why 
You grave, but wreakiefſe Senators, have you thus 
Given Hidra heere to choole an Ouncer, 

That wirh his peremptory Shall, being bur A 
The horne, and noiſe o'ch'Monlters, wants not ſpirit 
Tofay, hel! turne your Current ina dutch, 

And make your Channell bis? if he have power, 
Then vale your ignorance : if none, awake 

Your dangerous Lenity : it youare Lcarn'd, 

Be not ascommon Fooles ; it you are not, 

Let th:m have Cuſhions by you. You are Plebeians, 
It they be Senators: and they are no leſle, 

W hen both your voyces blended, the great'ſt raſle 
Moſt pallates theirs. They chooſe their Magiltrate, 
Aad tuch a oncas he, who puts his Shall, 

His popular Shall, againſt a graver Bench 

Then ever frown'd in Greece. By Iove himlclfe, 

It makes the Conſuls baſe ; and my {oulc akes 

To know, wh:n two Authorities are vp, 

Neither Supreame ; haiv foane contulion 

May enter 'twixt the gap of Both, and rake 


_Theone by tl'other. 


Com, Well, onto'h*Market place. 

Com, Who ever gave that Counk.ll, to give forth 
The Corne a*ch'Store-houte gratis, as twas us'd 
Somerune in Greece, 

Aen, Well, well, no more of that. 

{ #r. Though there the people had more abſolute powre 
I fay the noriſhe difobedience:ted, the ruin of the S:atc. 

Bru. Why hall the people give 
One that ſpeakes thus, th.ir voyce ? 

Cor89. Ne give my Reatons, 
More worthic th:zntheir V oyces. They know the Corne 
Was not our recompence, reſting well afſur'd 
They ne're did ſervice torr; being prett to'th*Warre, 
Even whenthe Navell of the State was touch'd, 
Thcy would not thredthe Gatcs : T his kind of Service 
Did not deſerve Core gratis. Being 1'th' Warre, 
Thare Mutinies and Revolts, wherein they ſhew d 
Moſt Valour {poke not for them. Th' Accufation 
Which they have otten made againſt the Senate, 
All cauſe unborne, could never be the Native 
Of our ſo fianke Donation, Well. what then? 
How ſhall this Bolome-mult:plzcd, digeſt 
I he Senates Courtclic ? Ler deeds exprefſe 
What's like to be their words. We did requeſt it, 
We are the greater pole, and in truc teare 
They gave us our demands. Thus we debaſe 
The Nature ot our Scars, aad make the Rabble 


\ Call our Cares, Feares; which will in time 
| Breake ope the Lockesa'th'Senate, and bring in 
| The Crowes to pecke the Eaglzs- 
| MAen. Comecnough. 
| FZ#rs#, Enough, withover meaſure. 
| Corzo, No, takemore. 
| What may beſworne by, both Divine and humane, 
| Scale what I end withal!. This double worſhip, 
; Whereon partdo's diſdaine with cauſc, theothker 
| Infult withutall ſcaſon; where Gentry, 1 itle,wiſedome 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Ot generall ignorance, it mult omit : 
Reall Neceſlities, and give way the while 
To unſtable Slightnefle: Purpoſe fo barr'd, it followes, 
Nothing is done to purpoſe. Therefore beſcech you, 
Youthar will be lefle tearefull, then dilcreet, 
That love the Fundamenta!l part of State 
More then you doubt the change oft : That preterre 
A Noblelite, bctore a Long, and Wiſh, 
Toj WmPC a Bedy with a dangerous Phylicke, 
That's {ure of death without 1t : at once plucke out 
The Mulritudinous Tongue, let them not licke 
| Theſweet which is their poyſon. Your dithonor 
| Mangles true judgement, and bereaves the State 
Ofthar Integrity which ſhculd becon?'t : 
Not having the powerto doe the good it would 
\ FortÞVill whichdoth controuPt. 
Bru. Has ſaid enough» 
Sicin, Ha's ſpokenlike a Traitor,and ſhall anfiwer 
As Traitors doc. 
Corio, Thou wretch, deſpight ore-whelme thee ; 
VW hat ſhould the people doc with thele bald Tribunes? 
On u hom dep<nding, their obedience failes 
To'clygreater Bench, in a Rebellion : 
When what's not meet,but what muſtbe, was Law, 
Toen were they choſen : ina better howe, 
Let what is meet, be ſaid it muſt be meet, 
And throw their power 1'th'dult. 
Zru, Manitcit treaſon. 
Sin. Thisa Conſull ? No. 
Emter an e/E ale. 
Bru. The Ediles hoe z Let his be apprehended : | 
Sim. Goe call the people,, in whote name my Selte, 
Artachthee 282 Traitorous Innovator : 
A Foe to'th'publike Weale. Obey I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anſwer. 
Cor10. Hence 014 Goat. 
All, We'iI Surety him 
{om. Ag'd lir, hands off, 
Corso, Hence rotten thug, or I ſhall ſhakethy bones 
Our of thy Garments. 
Sw: Helpe ye Citizens. 
Emer a rabbl: of Plebians with the «£ ble. 
| AMen, On totb{idces more rclpet, 
Sicin. Heere's he, that would take from you all your 
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Brn, Scize him «/£adbler. 
| ol. Downe with him, downe with him: 
| 2 Sen, Weapons, weapons, weapons : 

T bey all buſtle abowt Cortolanus. 
Tribuncs, Patricians, Citizens : what hec : 
Sicimins, Trutns, Convdiene, Citizens. 
All, Pcace, peace, peace, ſtay, hoid, peace. 

Men. What 1sabout robe ? 1] am ovr of Breath, 
Confuſtons ne're, I cannot ſprake. You Trivunes 
To'ttipeoplc: Corwlanw, patience : {peake gooe _— 

V KI. 


Bo — 


— 
_ 


| 


] 


| 


Pe 


—_—  —  — ——_—_ 


The Tragedy of (oniolanus, 45 


Sicis, Heare me, People peace, 
Al. Let'sheare our Tribune: peace, ſpeake, ipeake, 
ſpeake. "Nv 
Sici. You are at point tolofe your Liberties: 
Martins would have all trom you ; Marie, 
Whom late you have nam'd tor Contall. 
Mex. Fye, fic, tic, this isthe way to Kindle, not to 
uenche | 
, Sexe, To unbuild the City, and to lay all flat. 
Sici. What isthe Cicty, but the People ? 
Al True, the Pcople arc the City. | 
Zrw. By the conſent of all, we were cſtabliſh'd the 
Peoples Magiltrates. 
All. You fo rcmaine. 
Men. And ſoarc like to doe. 
Com, That is the way to lay the Citty (lar, 
To bring the Roote tothe Foundation, 
And bury ail, which yer diltinQly raunges 
In hcape $, and pllcs of Ruinc-» 
Sw. This dclerves deaths. 
Bru. Or let us ſtandto our Authority, 
Or let us loſe ir : we doc here pronounce, 
Vpon the part o'ch'Pevple, in whote power 
We wereelectcd theirs, Martins 15 worthy 
Ofpreſent Death. | 
Sicin, Therefore lay bold of him : _ 
Beare him roth'Rocke Tarpeian, and from thence 
Izro deſtruction calt him. 
Bru. A diles {cize him. 
| A&Ple, Yceld Martua, yeeld, 
! Afen. Hceare mc one word, eſcech you Tribunes, 
| heare me but a word. 
eAdiles, Pace, peace. "JO 
Men. Be that you ſcemegtruly your Countrizs friend, 
Andre np'rately procecd t@ what you would 
Thus vioicntly redrefle, 
Ers. Sir, thoſe cold waycs, 
That ſceme like prudent helpes, are very poyfonaus, 
Where the Diſcaſe is violent. Lay hands upon him, 
Andbeare him tothe Rocke- ={ori0. drawes bu Swords 
Corio. No, He dyc here : ; 
There's ſome among you kave beheld me fighting, 
Come try upon your ſelves, what you have lcene me. 
Mea, Downe with thu Sword, Iribuncs withdraw a 
while. 
Fru, Lay hands upon him. 
Men. Helpe Marmns, heipe $ youthat be noble, heipe 
him young and old. 
All. Downe with him, downe with him. Excunt. 
Is thi Mutiny, the Triownes, the e/Ediles, (and the 
People are beat wn. 
Mea. Goe, get you to our Houſe: be gone, away,' 
All will be naught elſe. 
2. Senar, Get you gone. 
Com, Stand fait, we have as many friends as encmics. 
Men. Shall it be put to that ? 
Sena, The gods forbid : 
| Iprethee noble friend, home tothy houſe, 
| Leave ustocure this Cauſe, 
Hex. Fortis a Sore upon us. 
You cannot Tent your ſclfc , begon, *beſcech you. 
Cem, Come Sir, along with us. 
| Men, 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
Though in Rome litter'd : not Romans ,as they are not, 
Though calved i'th'Porch o'th'Capitoll : 
Be gone, put not yuur worthy Rage into your Tongue, 


— 


| One tiuac willowe another. 


' What his breſt —_—_ that his rongue mult vent, 


I may be heard, I would crave a word or two, 
The which ſhall turne you co no turther kharme, 
Then fo muchloſle oftimae. 


For we are peremptcry to diſpatch 

This Viporous Traitor: tocjet him hence 
Were but one dangers and ro keepe him heere 
| Our cercainedeath : theretore itis decreed, 
He dyes to night. : 


That our renowned Rome, whole gratitude 
Towards her deſerved Children, isenroll'd 
In Ioves owne Booke, like an unnaturall Dam 
Should novy cate up her owne. 


Com. On taire ground, I could beat forty of them. 
Aen.l could my tcite take up a Brace 0'th'belt of them, 

yea, the two Tribunes. 
Com. But now t's oddes beyond Arithmeticke, 

And Manhood is call'd Foolry,when it (tands 

Agunlt a failing Fabricke. Will you hence, 

Betore the Tagge returne ? whote Rage doth rcnd 

Like interrupted W aters, and o're-beare 

What they are us'd to bare. 
AMen. Pray you be gone t 

lletry whether my 0:4 Wir bein requeſt 

Wirth thoſe that have bur lecke:this muſt be petche 

With Cloth of any Colours 

Com. Nay, CUINC AW ay. E xeunt Cortolanus 

and Commu. 
Patri. This man ha's marr'd his forture. 
Men. His nature is roonoble torthe Wor Id : 

He wohld not flatter N\ eprune for his Trident, 

Or love, for's power to thunder : his beart's his Mouth z 


And being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the Name of death. eA NN oe within, 
Here's goodly worke, 
Patri, I would they were a bed. 
Mem. I would they were in Tyber. 
W hat the vengeance, could be not ſpeake 'em faife 
Enter Brutus, and S1cr1us with the rabble againe. 
| Src, Where is this Viper, | 
That would depopulate the city, & be every man himſelf 
Men. Y oa worthy Tribunes. 
See. He ſhall be throwne downe the Tarpeianrocke 
With cigorous hands : he hath reſiſted Law, 
And therefore Lai ſhall ſcorne him further Triall 
The the icverity of the publike Power, 
W hich he to ſets at naughe. 
1 Ct, He ſhall well knowthe Noble Tribuncs arc 
The peoples mouths, and we thcir bands, 
All, He ſhall fuxe our. 
Men. Sir, ſir, Sirin, Peace. 
Men,Do nor cry bavocke,where you (hould but hunt } 
With modeſt warrant. 
Siem. Sir, how com'ſt that you have holpe 
To mske this retc1x ? 
Aﬀfen. Heare aie ipeake? As I doe know 
The Conſuls worthincile, fo can I name his Faults. 
Sici, Conſull? whar Conſul? 
Men, The Contull Cortolanus, | 
Bru, He Conlull. 
All. No,no, no, no, no. 
An. It by the Tribunes leave, 


And yours good people, 


Sicin, Speake briefely then, 


Alew. Now the good gods forbid, 


Siri 
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s iciw. He's a Dijcaſe that muſt be cut away. 
Men. Oh he's a Limbe, that ha's but a Diſcaſe 
Morrtall, to cut it off : to cure it, cafic. 


| What ha's he done to Rome, that's worthy death ? 


Killing our Encmics, the blood he hath loft 
{ Which I dare vouch, is mare then that he hath 
By many an Ounce ) hz dropp'd ut for his Country : 
And what 1s icft, to louſe1t by his Countrey, 
Were to us all that doo) and ſuffer it 
A brand to th'cnda'th World. 
Sicwn, This is cleane kamime, 
Bru. Mcercly awry : 
When he did loue his Country, it honour'd him, 
Men. The {ervice of the foote | 
Being ence gangren'd, is not thea reſpeRted 
For what betore it was. 
Brw, \Wece'il heare no more ? 
Purſuc him to his houſe, and plucke him chence, 
Leaſt his infection being of caching nature, 
Spread further. 
AMen. One word more, one word : 
T his Tiger-footcd-rage, when it ſhall rnd 
The harme of unskan'd ſiviftneſle, will (too late)? 
Tye Leaden pounds t60's heeles. Procced by Proceſſe, 
Leaſt partics (as he 15 belov'd) breake our, 
And ſacke great Rome with Romanes. 
Bra. It it were lo ? 
Sscs. W hat doe ye talke ? 
Have we not had a taſte of his Obedience ? 
Our Ediles {mot ; our tclvesrefitted come. 
Men. Conlider this 8 He ha's beeac bred i'th'Warres 
Since a could draw a Sword, and is ill-{chool'd 


! In boulted Language : Meale and Bran together 


He throwes wichout diſtinction. Give me leave, 
Tle goc to him, aud undertake to brivg him in peace, 
Where he ſhall anſ\wer by a lawfull Forme 
(ln peace) ro his urmoit perill, 

I. Sen. Nobic Tribunce, 
It isthe huma'1c way : the other courſe 
Wiil prove too bloudy z and the end of it, 
Vnknowne to the beginning, 


Si.Noble Menerimu,be you then as the peoples oificer: 


Malters, lay downe your Weapons. 
Bru. Got not home. 


Sigs. Mect on the Market place: we'll attend you there | 


Where if you bring not Aarnmw, well proceede 


{ In our firſt way. 


Men. llc bring himto you. 


| Letmedelire your company : he mult come, 


Or what is worlt wall follow. 
Sena. Pray youlct's to him. Exennr Ones. 
Enter Corsolanus with I obles. 


{"orie. Ler them pull all about anne cares, preſent me 


' Death onthe Wheele , or at wilde Horſes heeles, 


Or pile ten hilles on the Tarpeian Rocke, 


| Thar theprecipitation might downEftretch 
' Below the beameof fight ; yet will I [tall 
\ Bethusrothem. 


' 
: 
' 
: 
| 


( 


| 


Enter Volumna. 

N «ble. You decthe Noblcr. 

{orvw. I muſe my Mother 
Do's notapprouc me further, who was wont 
To call them Wollen Vaſſaiics, things created 
To buy and fell with Groats, to ſhew bare heads 
In Congregations, toyawne, be {till, and wonder; 
When one but of m y ordinance ſtood up 


To ſpeake of Peace, or Warre, I talke of you, 
Why did you wiſh me milder ? Would you have me 
Falle tomy Nature ? Rather ſay, I play 
The man 1am, 

Volum. Oh fir, fir, lir- 


' I would have had you put your power welt on 


Betore you had worne it out- 
{ *ri6. Letgoe. 
Vol. You might have beene enough the man you are, 


With ſtriving lefſe ts be ſo . Leſſer had beene 
| Thethings ot your difpolitions,if 
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You had not ſhery'd them how ye were diſpos'd 
Ere they lack'd power to crofſe you. 
( #140. Let them hang, 
Yolum. I, and burne to0s 
Emuter Menenmma with the Senarvs re 
CMees.Come, come,you have bin too rough, {omerhung 


'| r00 rough ; you muſt returre, and mend 1t- 


Sen. There's noremedy, 
Vn.cfle by not ſo doing, our good City 
Clcavein the midd'it, and periſh- 
VF olam. Pray be countan'd ; 
I have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a braine, that leads my uſe of Anger 
I 0 better vantage. 
Alexo. Well faid, Noble woman : 
Before he ſhould thus ſtoope to*th' heart, but that 
The violent fit a'th'rime craves it as Phyficke 
For the whoic State; 1 would put mine Armour on, 
Which 1 can ſcarſcly beare. 
Cort, What mult I doe ? 
len. Returne to th' Tribunes, 
Corio, Weil, whitthen ? what then? 
AMen. Repent, 4 hat zu have {poke. 
{ #rw0. Forth m, | cannot doe it to the Gods, 
Mult Ithen doo'tio them ? 
Yolum. Y ouare tov abſolute, 


| Though therein you can never be too Noble, 
| Bur when extremiies ipcake. I have heard youlay, 


Honor and Policy, !:keun{-ver'd triends, 
I'th' Warre doe gro:y together : Grant that, and tell ms 
In Peace, what cach of them by th'other loole, 
T hat they combine not there ? 

{*46. Tulh, wth, 

Men, A good demand. 

Uolwm. Itit bx honor in your Warres,to ſceme 
The tare you are not, tyhich tor your belt ends 


| You adopt your policy ; How is it Iefſe or worſe 
| That it ſhal hold Companionſhip in Peace 
| With honor, as in Watre ; fince that to both 


| 
| 
| 


— 


It (tand> 11 like requelt. 

Core, Why torc. you this ? 

Volum. Bcocauic, that 
Now itlyes you on to ſpeaks to th'people : 
Nor by your owne inflrution, nor by th'matter 
Which your heart prompts you to, but with luch wor as 
Thatare but roated in your 1 oague ; 
Though bur Baſtards, and Syliables 
Of no allowance, to your bolomes truth. 
Now, this no more diſhonors yonat all, 
Then to take in a Towne with gentle words, 


W hich cite would put you to your fortune, and | 
The hazard of much blood, 

I would diflemble with my Nature, where | 
My fortunes and my Friendsat take, requir d 
I (hould doe fo in honor, I am inthis 


Your | 
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And you, will rather ſhew our | Lowts, 
| How you can frowne, then ſpend a tawne upon cm, 
| Forthe inhcritance of their loves, and {ategard 
| Of what that want mighbt ruine. 
Me. Noble Lady, « 
| Come goe with us, tpeake faire : you may falve (o, 
| Not what isdangervus preſent, bur the loſle 
Of whar 1s palt. 
Volum. 1 prethee now, my Sonne, 
| Goc rothem, with this Bonnet inthy hand, 
' And thus farre having ſtrerche it (herebe with them) 
| Thy Knee bulling the ſtones : tor in ſuch buſinetic 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes ot th'1gnorant 
Morc learned then the eares, wavingthy head, 
Which often thus correcting thy ſtout heart, 
Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, 
That will not hold the handling : or ſay to them, 
Thou art their Souldier, and derng bred in broylies 
Hat not the ſoft way, which thou do'ſt conteſle 
Wcre fit for thee route, as they to clayme, 
| Inasking their good loves, but thou wilt frane 
| Thy felfe (forfooth ) hereafter thers fo farre, 
Asthou haſt power and perſon. 
' An, This butdoae, 
| Evenas ſhe ſpcakes, why their hearts were yonrs * 
For they have Pardons, being ask d, as tree, 
| As words to little purpoſe, 
" Uolwm. Prethce now, 
Goe, and be rul'd : although I know thou hadlt catber 
Follow thinc Enemy ina fiery Guilte, 
Then flatter him in a Bower, Enter Commun, 
; Herets Communr, 
{ (om. | have becnei'th' Market place ; and Sir'tis ht 
You make {trong party, or detend your {elite 
3y culmencſſe, or by abſence: all s inanger- 
ev. Oncly faire fpecch. 
 (m, 1 thinke "twill ſerve, if he can thereto trame hus 
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writ, 
| Uobem. He mult and will ; 
| Pxethec now fay you will, and goc about it. 
(or10, Maſt I goc ſhrew them my unvard*d Sconce ? 
| Muſt I with my baic Tongue give to my Noble heart 
| A Lyc, that 1t muſt beare wel! > 1 will doo't : 
| Yet werethe:e but thus fin? ic Plot, to looie 
| This Mould of Afarrins, they rodult ſhould grinde it, 
| Andthrow t again(t the Winde. Torh'Market place ; 
; You have put ne now to ſuch a part, which never 
| I ſhall diſchargetoth'Life. 
Com, Come, come, we'll prompt you. 
DV olums. ! Pre thee now Lvect Son, as thou halt faid 
My praiſes made thee firſt a Souldier : fo 
| Iobave my praiſe for this, performe a part 
| Thou haſt notdone before. 
| Cow, Well, I muſt doo't; 
' Away my diſpoſition, and poſſeſle me 
, ome Harlors {pwit : My throat of Warrebe tura'd, 
Which quicr'd with my Drumme into a Pipe, 
\ma-las an Euouch, orthe Virgin voyce 
| hat Babies lull a-{leepe : The fanles of Knaves 
Tent in my checkes, and Schoole-boyes Teares take up 
The Glaſſes of my fight : A Beggars Tongue 
Make mationthrough my Lips ,and my Arm'd kaces 
' Who bow'd but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
That hath receiv'dan Almes. IT will not doo'r, 
Leaſt 1 {urccaſero honor mine owne truth, 


— 


Your Wite, your Sonne : Thete Senators, the Nobles, { And by my bodics ation, teach my Mifd 


| 
| 
| 
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| TI'th'righe and itrengina'th' Commons: be it cither 
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A mot inherent Baicaefie. 

I olum. At thy choyce then : 
Tobegge of thee, it is my more diſ-honor, 
Then thoy of them. Core all toruine, let 
Thy Mother rather feele thy Pride, thet1 feare 
Thy dangerous Stourne(le ; for I mocks a: death 
With as bigge heart as thou. Doe as thou lilt, 
Thy Valiaatnefſe was mine, thou teck'tt it from me : 
But owne thy Pridethy ſelte. 

Corio. Pray be content : 
Mother, Tam goinzto the Marker place : 
Chide me no more. lie Mountebanke their 1 oves, 
Cogge ther hearts from them, and come howe veloy' 
Ot allthe Trades m Rome. Looke, | aw going : 
Commend meto my Wife, Ile returne Contuill, | 
Or never tru{t to what my Tongne can Coe 
'th way of Flattery further. 

Volum. loc your will, Exut Volnmm nt. | 

(om. Away,the Tribunes doe attend you : ame your 
To anſwer mildely : tor they are prepar'd (ieite 
With Accuſations, as | hcare more ſtrong 
Thenare upon you ycr. 

({ -ri0. The word is, Miidely. Pray you let us gos, 
Letthem accuſe me by invention: ! 
Wyilanſwere in minc Honor. 

Men. 1, but mildly. 

' Corio, Well mi'dly be it then, Miid!y. 
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Exenunt, 
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Enter Sicints ant Frutzs. 
Bra. Inthispoint charge him home, that he affects 
Iyrannicali power : it he evade usthere, 
Intorce him with his envy tothe people, 
And thar the Þoile got on the antiats 
Was oy PM \W hat, will he come ? 


© Enter an Eaule. 

Fasle. He's commung, 

Bru. How accompuned s 

Edil. \\ ith old Herein? and thole Senators 
That alwayes tayvour Nun. 

S1wwm. Hauc you Cacaloghe | 
Of alithc Voices that we have procur*d,fert downe by'th | 

Ed. | have : tisready, (Poic ? 

Stem. Have you collected them oy Tiibes? 

Easl, I have: tre ready 

Srcen, Aflembls pictemly the proplec hither : | 
And when they heare me (ay, 1t hit: be fo, | 


, 


| 


For death, for ins, or Bauthmenc, then let chem 
If I ſay Fine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death, 
Inſiſting on the old prerogative 
And power 1'th [ruth ath Caute, 
Edale. 1 (hall informe thu, | 
Bru, And when fuchtimethey have begun to cry, | 
Let them not ceafe, but with adinac contus'd 1 | 
Info:ce the prefent Execution | 
Of what ve chance to Sentencs. 
Edil. Verywell. : 
Sicww. Make them be ſtrong, and r-ady tor this hint | 
| 


When we ſhall hap to giv t them. 
Bra. Goe about it, 
Put him to Choller traite, he hath beene us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 
Of contradicien. Being once chafr, he cannot 
Be rein'd againe to Temperance; then he {peake« | 
\W aat's | 
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What's in his heart, and that is there which lookes 
With us to breake his nccke. 
Enter Corsolanus ,*Menenina, and Com 
ning, with others. 
Sic. Well, heere he cumes. 
Men, Calmely, I doe beſcech you. 
(ori. 1, as an Holler, that for th'pooreft peece 
{ Will beare the Knave by th Volume z 
1hhonor'd goddes fn 
Keepe Rome inſafty, and the Chaires of jultice 
Supplicd with worthy men, plantlove amongit you, 
Through our large Temples with the ſhewes of peace 
And not our ſtreets with Warre. 
1 Sew. A mcn, Amen» 
Mene. A Novle wiſh. 
Enter the Ede with the Plebtians, 
Src. Draw neere ye people. 
Eade. Liſi to your Tribunes. Audience ; 
Peace I ſay. 

( vr40. Firſt hcare me ſpeake. 

Both Trs. Well, tay : Peace hoe. , 

Crrio. Shall 1 be charg'd no further then this prelcut? 
Mult all determine hcere ? 

Sri. I doc demand, 

If you ſubmit you to the peoples voyces, 
Allow their Othcers, and are content 
To ſuffer lawfuli Cenfure for fuch taults 
As ſhall beprov'd upon you» 

(rio. 1 am content, 

Mene. Loe Citizens, he ſayes he 1s Content; 

The warlike Scrvice he ha's done, confider ; Thinke 
Vpon the wounds his body bearcs, which ſhew 
Like Graves1th holy Church-yard, | 

{rio Scratches with Briars, ſcarres to move 

Laughter onely., 

Zen. Conſider further : 
That when he {peakesnot like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Souldier : doe nor take 
His roughcr Ations for malicious ſounds ; 
But as I ſay, ſuchas become a Soldier, 
Rather then «nvy yu. 

Com. Wec!i], well, no more. 

Corso. What 1s the matter, 

That bctiag pait for Confull with tull voyce 
Tam {odithonour'd, thatthe very hourc 
You take it cffagune? 

Sis. Anfiwer to 5. 

Coro. Say then : 'tis true,l ought to. 

Stcs, We charge you,thar you have contriv'd totake 
From Rome all ſcaſon'd Orhce, and to winde 
Your {ct 11roa power tyrannicall, 

For which you are a Traitor to the pcopler 

Coriw. How? Traytor ? 

Mere. Nay tumpcratcly: your promiſe. 

Cerie. The fires i'thlowelt hell, Fould in the people : 
Call me their Traitor, thou injurious Tribune. 
Within thin? cyc« fate twenty thouſand deaths 
In thy tandsclutcht : asmany Millions in 
Thy lying rongue, both numbers. I would ſay 
| Thou!yelt unto thee, with a voyce as free, 

As I'doc pray the gods. 
| Sxm, Marke youthis people ? 
| _.*oAll, Toth'Rocke with him. 
| FScen.Pcace: 
| We necde not put new matter to his charge : 
{ What you have ſcene him doe, and heard hum ſpeake : 
| 


' 


] 
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| 
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Beating your Othcers, curſing your ſelves, 
Opt - ing Lawes with c— ny bere defying 
e whole 'er mu 1m, 

Even this lo Simicall, and in ſuck capitall kinde, 
Þelerves th'extreameſt death. 

Brn. But ſince hc hath ſerv'd well for Rome, 

Corio. Whatdoe you prate of Service? 

Brut. Italke of that, that know it. 

Core, You? 

Aeze.ls this the promiſe that you made your mother? 


Com. Know, I pray you. 
Corio. ile know no turther : 


| Let them —_—_— the itcepe Tarpcian death, 


Vag exile, Fleaing, pent tolinger 
But with a graine a day, 1 would not buy 
Their mercy, at the price of one faire word, 
Nor checke my Courage for what they can give, 
Tohave't with ſaying, Good morrow. 
Sin, For that hole 

(As muchas in him lyes) from time totime 
Envi'd againſt the people ; ſecking means 
To plucke away their power : as now at laſt, 
Given Hoſtile ſtrokes,and that net in the preſence 
Ofdreaded juſtice, but on the Miniſters 
That doe diſtribute it. Inthe name a'th'people, 
And in the power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Ev'n from this inſtant) baniſh him our City 
In perillef precipitation 
From off theRocke Tarpeian, never more 
Toenter our Rome gates, I'th'pcoples name, 
I fay it ſhall be ſo. 

Al. It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be ſo : let him away : 
He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be ſo. 

Com. Heare me my Maſters,and my common triends. 

Sicin. He's lentenc'd : No more hearing. 

Com. Let me ſpcake : 
| have beene Conlull, and can (hew from Rome 
Her Enemics martkes upon me. 1 doe loue 
My Countries good, with arclpe& more tender, 
More holy, and protownd, then mine ownelite, 


| My deere Wivesecſtumate, her wembesencreaſle, 
' And treature of my Loynes; then it I would 
Speake that, 


Stein. We know your drift. Speake what ? 
Bru. There's no more to be {aid, bur he is baniſh'd 


| AsEnemytothe people, and his Countrey. 
| Itſhallbeſo. 


All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be (o. 
{ erio. You common cry of Curs, whoſe breath I hate, 
Asrceke 7'th'rotten Fennes : whole Loves Iprize, 


; As the dead Carkaſles of unburied men, 
| That doe corrupt my Ayre : | baniſh you, 


_ — 


| And hcere remaine with your uncertainty. 


Let every teeble Rumor thake your hearts ; | 
Your Encmics, with nodding cf their Plumes 
Fan you into deſpaire: Have the power ſtill | 
To baniſh your Defenders, till at length | 
Your ignorance (which findes not tilll it feeles, | 
Making but reſervation of your ſelves, | 
Still your owne Foes ) deliver you | 
As moſtabared Captives, to ſome Nation 


; That wonae you without blowes, deipiſing 


For youthe City. Thus I turne my backe ; | 
There is a world elſewhere. +8 
Exennt (orielanus, Cominiur, with Cunal)!« | 

They all ſhowt, aud throw np their Capt» | 
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As he hath follow'd you, with all deſpight 
Give him deſcrv'd vexation, Let a guard 
Attend us through the City. 
Al. Come, come, lets ſee him out atthe gates, come; 
Tac gods preſerve our Noble Tribunes, come. Exewns, 


—— 
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| Enter C oriclanus, Volumnia, Virgin, Menenizs, Commun 


with the youg NN obulnty ef Rome. 

{ris.Come leave your tcares:a drict tarwel : the beaſt 
With many heads batts me away» Nay Mother, 
Where is y cur ancient Courage? You were us'd 
To (ay, Extreamity wasthetrier of ſpirits, 

That common chances, common men could beare, 
That when the Sea was calme, all Boates alike 

Shew'd Maſt erſhip in floating. Fortunes blowes, 

When moſt ſtrooke home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A Noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 

With Precepts that would make invinclole 

The heart that conn'd them. 

Vire. Oh heavens ! © heavens ! 

Cow, Nay, Iprythee woman. 

Vel.Now the Red Peftilence ftrike all Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations periſh» 

Corio. What nt , What: 

I ſhall be lov*d when I am lack*d. Nay Mother, 
Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wont to lay, 
If you had beene the Wile of Hercwles, 


| Stx of htz Labours youl'd have done, and fav'd 


Your hasband fo much {weatc. Commune, 

Droope not, Adieu: Farewell my Wite,my Mother, 

lie do well yet. Thou oldand and true Aencrams, 

Thy tcares are falter thena yonger mans, 

And venomous to thine eyes. My (tumerimc)Genera l, 


I have ſeene the Sterne, and thou halt oft beheld 
| Heart-hardning ſpectacles. Tell thele fad women, 


'I15 tond to waile inevitable ſtrokes, 


| AS'tisto laughat'ew. My Mother, you wot weil 


My bazards {til have beenc your folace, and 

Belcev't not lightly, though I goc alone 

Like to a lonely Dragon, that his Fenve 

Makes fear'd, and taik'd of mare then icene : your Scnne 
Will or exceed the Common, or be caught 

With cautclous taits and practice, 

Vo'um, My firſt fonne, 

Whither will you go? Take good Commine 
With thee a while : Determine _ gr courſe 
Morethen a wilde expoſture,toeach chance 
That ſtarts 'th' way before thee. 

(4. O the gods! 

{om. llc follow-thee a Moneth, deviſe withthee 
Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'lt hcare of us, 
And we of thee. So if the time thruſt forth 
A cauſe for thy Repcale, we ſhall not ſend 
Ore the valt wor!d, ro ſcrke a ſingle man, 

And looſe advantage, which doth ever coolc 
Il! abſence of the needer- 

Coro, Fare ye well : 

Thou haſt yeares upon thee, and thou art to9 full 


— —— — 
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| Of the warres ſu fcts, to gorove with ene 

That's yer unbruis'd : bring ine but out at gate. 
| Come my {'vect wife, my duureſt Mother, and 

My Friends of Noble touch : when [ ain forth, 

Bid me farewell, and (mile. i pray you come : 
While I remaine above the ground, you (hall 
Heare from me ſtill, and never of me ought 
But what is like me tormerly. 

CMeren, That's worthily 

As any care can hearc. Come, let's not weepe, 
It I could ſhake off but one ſeven yeercs 
From thete old armcs and legges, by the good gods 
Ild with thee evere toot. 
Corw. Give me thy hand, come . E-Xernt- 
Enter the twa Tribouncs, Siciuins, and Bruths, 
with the E dite. 
Sic. Bid themall home, he's gone: aod wee'l rio further, 
The Nobility are vexed, whom we lce have (ided 
[n his behalte, 

Brut. Now wc have (hewne our power, 
| Letusfe:me humbler after it is doae, 
| Then whenit was a dooing, 
| Sem. Bidthem bome: fay their great enemy is gone, 
And they, ſtand in ther ancicnt trength. 

Brut, Dilmiſlethem home. Here comes his Mother, 
| Enter Volummia, Virgilia, and Meneniar, 
Sem. Let'snot meet her. 

Bras, Why? 

Sic. I hey lay ſhee's mad. 

Brat. They havetane note ot us:keepe on your way 
Volum. Oh y arc weil oct : 

| Th' hoorded plaguc a'th' gods requit your love. 


— 


Alenen. Peace, peace, be notſo loud. 
' Felum. lt thati could tor weeping, you ſhould heare, 
| Nay, aud you ſhailheare ſome. Will you be gone? 
| Fwg. You ſhall flaytoo; 1 weuld 1 had the power 
Tofſay {gtomy Husband, 
Sic. Are you mankinde? 
Uolwm. 1 toole, 15 that a {hame, Note but this Foole, 
Was nota man iny*Fathcr ? Had'itrhou Foxthip 
To tanith hias that {trooke more Llowes tor Rowe 
Then thou halt fpok en words. 
Sem. Oh biefled Heavens ! 
I olum, Moc Novic blo.ves, then ever thou wile words, 


Cree COTS 


Nay but chou ſhalt (tay two : I would my Sounc 
Were m Arabia, and thy Tribe belore him, 
| His good Sword in his hand. 
Siem, What then? 
Vag. Whatthica? Hee'ld make an end ot thy poſterity. 
V alum, Baſtzids, and all. 
Good man, the Wounds that he does beare for Rome ! 
Menen. Come, come, peaces 
Siem. I would he had continue(l ro bis Country 
As he began, and notunkiut himieite 
The noble knot he made. 
Bru, I would he had. 
Volum, I would he had? 'T was you incen( the ravle. 
Cats, thatcan judge as titly of his worth, 
As | can of thoſe Myſteries which heaven 
Will not have carthto know. 
Brut. Pray lkt's g0- 
Volum. Now pray tir get you gone. 
You have done a brave deede : Ere you go, heare this: 
As farre as doth the Capiroll exceede 
| The meaneſt houſe in Rome; {o farre my Sonne 
ec 


| Aad tor Romes good iletcll thee what : y ct goe ; 
| 
| 
| 
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Bru, Well, well, wce'l leave you. 

$icen. Why ſtay you to be baited 
With one that wants hcr Wits, 

Volum. Take my Prayers with you. 
I would the Gods had nothing cltero do, 

But to confirme my Curſſes, Could ] meete 'em 
But once a day, it would unclogge my heart 
Ot what lyes heavy too't. 

Hene. You have toid them home, ; 

And by my zruth you tave cauſe : you'l ſuppe with me. 

Volum, Angers my Meate; Ifuppe upon my {clte, 
And fo ſhall ſterve with Feeding : Come, let's go, | 
Leave this taint-puling, and lament as I do, | 
In Anger, /#no-like ; Come, come, come. E vert 

Mene, Fic, fic,hc. E x. 

Emer a Reman, aud a Tolce. 

Rom. 1 know you veil ir , and you know me: your 
rame I thinke is Adrian. 

Pole, It is to fir, truly 1 have forgot you. 

Kum. 1 am a Roman, andimy Services Areas you arc 
agatult *car, Know you Ame yer, 

Volce, Nycanor: no, 

Rom. The lame tir, 

Velce. You had more Beard when I lat faw you , but 
your F2vour is well appcard by your Tongue- What's | 
the Nerwes in Rome : I havea Norte from tne Volcean 
ſtate ro hinde you out here. You have well taved meca 
dayecs journey. 

Row. There hath becne in Rome ſtraunge InfurreAi- 
ons: The peoplc,againſt the Senutours, Patricians, and 
Noblcs. 

I'ol. Hath bin ; is it ended then? Our ſtate thinks rot 
ſo,they arcina molt warlike preparation, & hope to come |! 
upon then, in che aoate of their divition 

Rom. The maine blaze of it 1s pait, but aſmallthing 
would make it lame againe. For the Nobles reccive {0 
to heart, the Banifhmcnt of that worthy ( oriolenus , that 
they are in a ripe apracflc,to take all power from the peo- 
ple, and to pluck &from them their Tribunes for ever. 
This lyes glowing I can tell you,and 1s almolt mature for 
the violent preaking vuts 

Voc, Corvwolans Banith: ? 

Rom, Baſh'd tir. 

Fol. You will de weicome with this intelligence Ns- 
Camor. 

Rom. Th: day fcrves weilfor them now, T have heard 
it {aide, the tictet rune ro cUTUpt a mans Waite, is when 
thee's falnc our with her Husband, Your Noble Tull | 
Auſſave will appeare well m thele Warres, his great | 
O:-poter C orfolam:s bcing now 139 requelt of his coun- | 
reve F | 
Volce. He cannot choolc : T am mot fortunate, thus | 
accidentaily to encoumeryou. You lave ended my Bu- 
line, and I will merr1ty a.compeny you home. 

Rom. [| (hail beutweeve chisand Supper , tell you moſt 
frangethings trom Rome : all rending to the good of 
their Adverlariecs. Have ycu 2n Araiy ready fay you ? 


E xit Tribune. 
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Val. A moit Royall oac . The Cenmurions, and their | the houſe. 


charges ditt:n iy bilfettcd already inth entertainment, | 
and to be on foot at an hom cs warnings | 
kom. 1 am jovytuilto hear of ther readineſſe, and am | 
the man Ithinke, that ſhali fer them 1n preſent Action.So | 
ir, heartly wel! met, and molt glad of your Company. 
Volce. You take my partirom me fir, I have the moſt | 


en ce mt —_RS 


| Totakethe one the other, by ſome chance, 


| He do his Country Service, 


| The Fealt fmels : but 1 ap 


' out &'th houſe : Pryrhce call my Malter to him. 


50 T he Tragedy of Coriolanus. 
This Ladics Husband heere ; this (do youſee ) caule to be glad of yours. 
Whom you have baniſh'd, does excced you all. Rem. Welllet us go toget her. EF xennr, 


E ntey Coriolams in meane Apparel Dye 
guiſa, and mw! fled. 
Corio, A goodiy City is this Autwm. Citty , 
"Tis I that made thy Widdowes : Many an heyre 
Of theſe faire Editices for my Warres 
Have I heard groane, and drop : Then know me nor, 
Lealt thatthy Wives with S7ats, an Boyes withſtones 
In puny Bartrtell liay me. Save you fir. 
Enter a Citizen, 


Cit. And you. 


Core, Dirctme,it it be your will, where great Auf. 
ſian lics ;: Is he In eAntinmn ? 4 | 

{*t. Hc isand Fealtsthe Nobtes of the Stare, athis | 
houſc this night, 

Co:40. Which is his houſe. beſcech you? 

{ *t. This heere betore you. 

Coro. Thanke you tir, tarewell E xit Citizen | 
Oh World,thy ippery turnes ! Friends now faſt ſworn, | 
W hole double botomes ſeene weare on heart, 

VV hoſe Houres,whoſe Bed, whoſe Mcale and Exerciſe 
Are ſtill regether : who Twine(as 'twere) in Love, 
Vnſeparable, ſhall within this houre, 

Oa a diſiention of a Doit, breake out 

To birterelt Enmity : Sofelleſt Foes, 

Whole paſſions, and whoſe Plcts have broke their fleepe 


5ome tricke not worth an Egge, ſhall grow deere tricnds 
And intcr-joyne their yſſues. So with me, 
My Birth-lace have I, and my lover upon 
This Enemic Towne Ile enter , if he ſlay mc 
He does faire Iuſtice : if he give me wayy 
Exits 
Muſrche playes. Enter a Servingman, 
1 Ser. Winz, Winc, Wine: V hat {ervice is heere? I 
thinke our Fellowcgare aſleepe. 
Enter another Serving man. 
2 Ser, Where's Corm:my M. cals for him: CormExit 
Enter Corgolarns. 
Corio. A goodly houſe ; 
renotlikea Gueſt, 
Enter the firſt Servingman. 
1, Ser. VV hat would you have Fricnd?whence are you? 
Here's no place for you : Pray go to the doore ® Exit, 
Cors9. I havecclcry'd no better entertainment, 1nbe- 
10g Corrlanus. Enter ſecond Servant, 
2Ser W hence are you fir ? Ha's: the Porter his eyes in 
his head, that he gives enterance to {uch Companions? 
Pray get you Gur. 
or30, Aways 
2 Ser. Away? Get you away. 
Corio. Now th* troubleſome, 
2 Ser. Arc you fo hgave : Ie have you talkt with anon 
Emter 5 Ser vingman, the 1 meets bum. 
W hat Fellowes this? | 
A ſtrange one as cver Ilook'd on : 1 cannot get him | 


"> 


3 What have youto do here fellow ? Pray you avoid 


(rio. Let me but ſtand, I will not hurt your Harth, 

3 Whatare you. 

Cori, A Gentlematt. 

» A maru ll0us poOore One. 

Cor. Iruc, fol am, : 

3 Pray youpoore Gentleman,take up ſome other - «| 
b, 
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tion heere's no place for you, pray youavoid : Come, 


bits. Puſhes brim away from ham. 
ſtrange Guelt he ha's here. 

2 AndI ſhall. 

3 Where dwel'ſt thou 2 

{*10, Vnder the Canopy» 

3 Vader the Canopy ? 

Corio. 1. 

3 Where's that ? 

Corio, I'th City of Kites and Crowes: be 

3 I'th City of Kites and Crowes. What an Aſle ut 15, 
then thou dwel'lt with Dawes too ? 

Corie. No, I ſcrvenot thy Malter. 

3 How fir? Do you meddle with my Maſter ? 

Cerio. T,tiz an honelter ſervice, then to meddle with 
thy Miſtris: Thou prat'it, and prat'ſt ſerve withthy tren- 
cher : Hence. Beates him away 

Emer Anufſidine with the Servingmane 

Auf, Where 1s this Fellow ? 

2 Herefir ,I'dc have beaten him like a dogge, but for 
diſturbing the Lords within. 

Anf.\W hence com'ſt thou? What woldſt ? Thy name? 
Why ſpeak'ſt not? Speake man: what's thy name? _ 

Corio, If Talmenot yet thou know'ſt me, and {ceing 
me, dolt not thinke me for the man 1 am, neceſſitic com- 
mands me name my ſclte, 

Auf. W hat is thy name ? 

Cor:o. A name unmuſicall tothe Volcians cares, 

And barſh in ſound to thine, 
«Auf. Say ,whar's thy name? 
Thou haſt a Grim appearance, ard thy Face 
Beares a Commanne m'*t: Though thy Tackles torne, 
Thou ſhew'ſt a noble Veſlell: What's thy name? 


Exit ſecond Servingman. 


Auf I know theenot? Thy Name? 
Corio, My name is (ans Mating, who hath done 
Tothee particularly, and to all the Volces 
Great hurt and Milchicle : thereto witneile may 
My Surname ( 9r39/ ans. The painctull Service, 
The extreame Dangers, and the droppes of Bl 
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lood 

Shed for thy than- lefle Country are rcquitted : 

| But with that Surname, a good memoric 

| And witneſle of the Malice and Difpleaſure 

Which thou could tt beare me,only that name remaines, 
The Crucity and Envy of the people. 

Permitted by our daltard Nobles, who 

Have ail foriooke mc, hath devour'd the reſt : 

And [uffer'd me by th* voyce of Slaves tobe 

Hoop'd oat of Rome, Now this extremity, 

Hatn drought meto thy Harth, not our of hope 
(Miſtake me not) to fave my life : for if 

| had fear'd death, of all the Men i'th' World 

I would have voidedthee. Butin mcere ſpight 

To be tull quit of thole my baniſhers, 

Stand 1 before thee heere : Then if thon haſt 

A heart of wreak in thee,that wilt revenge 

Thine owne particular wrongs, and ſtop thoſe maimes 
Of ſhame feene through thy Country, ſpeed thee ſtraight 
And make my} miſery ſerve thy turne: Soulc it, 

That my revengefull Serviſes may prove 

As beneti:$to thee= For I will fight 

Againit my Cankred Conntry, with the ſplecne 


Ot all the under Fiends. But if ſo be, 
| Thou dar ſt not this and thar to prove more Fortunes 


—— 


Corio. Follow your Function, go, and batten on colde 


Corve, Prepare thy brow to frowne:knowit y me yet? | 
| From twelue,to feventic : and powring Warre 


T he Trazeay of (oriolanus, 


mo 


3 Whatyou will not ? Prythee tell my Maſter whata | 


——— 


| Tart tyr'd, then in a word, 1 alſoam 


—— 
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Longer to live molt wearie : and preſent 
My throat tothee, and to thy Ancient Malice : 
Which not to cut, would ſhew thee but a Foodle, 
Since I have evertolloived thee with hate, 
Drawne Tunnes of Blood out of thyCouncr ies breſt, 
And cannot live but to thy ſhame, unicile 
It de rodoe thee ſervice. 

Anf. Oh Aarne, Martins; 
Ech word thou halt (poke, hath weeded from my heart 
Aroote of Ancient Envy. If Iupiter 
Should trom yond clowd ſpeake divine things, 
And ſay 'tistrue; I'denot beleevethem more 
Then thee all-Noble Martine, Let me twine 
Miac armes about that body, where againtt 
My grained Aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And tcarr'd the Moone with fplinters : heere Icleep 
The Anvile of ay Sw ord, and do contelt 
As hotly, and as Nobly with thy Love, 
As everin Ambitious tren2th, 1 did 
Contend againit thy Valour. Know thou firſt, 
[ lov'd the Maid I marricd : never man 
Stgtz'd trucc breath. Butthar [ce thee heere 
Thou Novle thing, more dances my rapt heart, 
Then when | firſt my wedded Miltris ſaw 
Beſtrid my Threſhold. Why , thou Mars I cell thee, 
We have a Power on foote : and I had purpoſe 
Once more to he w thy Target trom thy Brawne, 
Or loofe mine Arme tor'c : Thou haſt beare me out 
Twelve teverall times, and I have nightly fince 
Dreamt of encounters *twixt thy ſelteand me ; 
We have beene downe together in my fleepe, 
Vnbuckling Helmes, fiſting cach others Throat, 
And wak'd halfe dead with nothing. Worthy CMarcins 
Had we no other quarrcll clic to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence Baniſh'd, we would muſter a!l 


Into the bowels of ungratctull Rome, 
Like a bold Flood of're-beate. Oh come, goin, 
And take our Fricnd!y Senators by 'th' hands 
W ho now ate heere, taking their leaves of me, 
Whoam prepar'd againlt your Territerics, 
Though not tor Rome it icite. 
Corio. You blutle me Gods. 
Auf, Therefore mott ab{olute Sir, it thou wilt have 
The leading of thine owne Revenges, take 
Th' one kaltc of wy Commitlioa, and tet downe 
As bet thouart experiznc'd, fince thou know'lt | 
Thy Countries ſtrength and weakneſle, thine own wates 
Whether to knocke againft the Gates of Rome, 
Or rudely viſit them in parts remote, 
To fright them, cre de{troy. Burcome in, 
Let inecomment thee firſt, tortho{e that ſhall 
Say yea to thy defires. Athouland welcomes, 
And more a Friendthen ere an Enemic, 
Yet Martins that was much. Your hand: molt welcome. | 
E xennt. 
Futer two of the Servingmen. 
1 Heere's a ſtrange alteration? | 
2 By my hand, had thought to have (troken him with 
a Cudgell,and yet my minde gave me, his cloathesmade | 
a faile report of him. 
1 Whatan Arme he has, he turn'd me about with Is 
finger and his thumbe, as one would fer upa Top. _ 
2 Nay, 1 knew by his face thatthere was ſome-thing 


in him. He had ſir, a kinde of tace me thonghe. 1cannor 
ce 2 rell * 
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tellhow to terme it. 

1 He had fo, looking as it were, would I were hang'd 

but I thought there was more in him,then I could think. 
2. Sodid 1, Ilc be fworne : He 1s fimply the rareſt man 
1'th' world. 

I Ithinkc hc is : but a greater ſoldier then he, 

You wor one. 

2 Who my Maſter ? 

1 Nay, it's no matter for that. 

2 Worth {1x on him. 

1 Nay not ſoneither : but I take him to be the greater 
Souldiour. 

2 Faithlooke you, one cannot tell how to ſay thar : for 
the detenceot a Towne, our Gencrall is exccllent- 

1 I, and for anaſſault ton. 

Exter the third Servingman. : 
» OhSlaves,I can tell you Newes, News you Raſcals 
Zoth, What, what, what? Let's partake. 

3 I would not bea Roman of all Nations; I had as 
live bea cond:ma'd man. 

Both. Wherctorc ? Wherefore ? 

3 Why here's he that was wont tothwacke our Ge- 
ncrall, Carne _|lartiu, 

1 Why do you ſay, thwacke our Generall ? 

3 Ido not lay thwacke our Generall, but he was al- 
wayes good enough for him | 

2 Come we are fellowes and friends : he was ever too 
hard for him, I have heard him ſay fo himfelte. 

1 He was t00 bard for him direly, to fay the Troth 
on't before Corrine; he ſcotcht him,and notcht him ike a 
Carbinado. 

2 And hee |2d bin Cannibally given, hee might have 
boyld and caten him too. 

r But more of thy Newes. 

$3 Why he is ſo male on heere within, as it he were 
Son and Heire to Mars, ſet at upper end o'th' Table : No 
queſtion askt him by any of th2 Senators, but they ſtand 


T he Tragedy of C: riolenns. 


| Friends : the Common wealth doth ſtand, and to would 
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bald before him. Our Generall himſclfe makes a Miltris | 
of hin, San titics himſeltc with's hand and turnes up the | 


white o'th'eyc to his diſcourſe. But the bottome of the 
Newes is,our Gcnera!l is cut i'th' middle,& butone halfe 
of what he was veſterday. For the other ha's halte , by 
the intreaty and grant of the whole Table. Hee'l go hee 
{ayes, ad tole the Porter of Rome Gates by th*cares. He 
will mowe all downe beforc him , and leave his paſlage 
poul'd. 6 

2 Artihe's as like to dt a« any man I can imagine. 

3 Doo't? he will Coo't : for look you fir, he has as ma- 
ny Fricnes as Enemics:which Friends fir as it were,durſt 
not (looke you fir) ſhew themſelves (as wererme nt) his 
Friends, whilelt he's in Diretitude, 

I Dizectitude ? \V hats that? 

3 But when they ſhall ſee fir, his Creſt up againe, and 
the man 1n blood,they will out of their Burroughes (like 
Coniesaftcr Raine) and reve!lall with him. 

1 But when goes this forward? 

To morroiv, to day, preſently”, you ſhall have the 
Drum ftrooke np thisafternoone ;*T1s as it were a parcel 
of their Fcalt,and to be executed ere they wipe their lips. 

2 Why then we ſhall havea ſtirring World againe ; 
This peace is nothing, butto rait Iron, encreaſe Taylors, 
and orecd Baliad-makers. 

1 Letmc have Warre ſay I, it exceeds peace as farre 
as day do's night : It {prighely walking audible,and full 
of Vent. Peace, 152 very Apoplexy, Lethargie, mull'd, 
deafe, {leepe, infenfible, a gerrer of more baſtard Chil- 


— 


cren, then warresadeſtroyer of men. 

2 *Tisſo,and 25 warres in ſome fort may bee ſaideto 
be a Raviſher, ſo it cannor be denied, but peace isa great 
maker of Cuckolds. 

1 I, andit makes men hate one another. 

3 Reaſon, becauſe they then IcNenecde one another: 
The Warres for my money. 1 hope toſce Romanes as 
cheape as Volcians. They are riſing, they are riſing. 

Both. In, 1n, in, in. E xemnt, 

Enter the two Tribunes, Sicinius, and Frnutus, 


S118. We hearc not ef him, reither need we feare him, 


H1s remedies arctame, the preſent peace, 
And quietnefle of the people, which before 
Were in wilde hurry. Heere do we make his Friends 
Bluſh, that the wortd goes well : who rather lad, 
Though they themſelves did ſufter by't, behold 
Diflentious numbers peſtring ſtreers, then fee 
Our Trade{men fingirg inthcir ſhops, and going 
About their Functions triendly. 
Enter Menersi's 
Bru, We ſtood too't in good time. Is this Aſeveniu? 
Sic, Tis he,'tis he : O be is grown molt kind of late; 
Haile Sir, Mene. Haile to you both, 
Siem. Your Corie/anus 15n0t much miſt, but with his 


do, were he more angry at it. 
_ Mere, All's well, and might have beene much better, 
it he could have temporiz'd. 
Sicmm, Where is he, hcare you ? 
AMene. Nay 1 heare nothing : 
His Mother and his witc, heare nothing from him, 
Emter three or foure Citin.ent. 
eAFl. The Gods preſerve you both. 
Siem. Gooden our Neighbours, 
Bru. Gooden to youll, goodenro you all, 
I Our ſelvcs, eur wives, and children, on or knees, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 
Siem, Live, and thrive, 
Bren, Farewell kinde Netghbours : 
\Ve wiſht Cornmlanu had lov'd you as Wc did. 
All, Now the Gods keere you, 
Roth Tri. Farewcll, ta: ewell. F xennt Citizen 
Stem. This 15 a happicr'and more comely rime, 
Then when thele Fellowes ran about the ſtreets, 
Crying Contulton. 
Bru. Cant Mar tins W125 
A worthy Othcer i'th* Warre, butInfolent, 
O're come with pride, Ambitious, paſt all thinking 
Sclte-loving. [ 
Sewn. And affeting one {ole Throne, without aſſiltice 
Mene. 1 thinke nor 10. 
Sicin, We ſhould by thistoall our Lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Counſell, tound it ſo. 
Bry. 1 he Gods have well prevented ut, and Rome 
Sics ſafeand fill, without bum. 
Enter an «A aile. 
eAdile, Worthy Tribunes, 
There isa Slave whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports the Volces with two ſevcrall Powers 
Areentred in the Roman Territories, 
And with thedeepeſt malice of the Warre, 
Deltroy, what hiesdcfore *em. 
Alene. "Tis Anfſidine, 
Who hearing of our Harte Baniſhment, 


Thrults forth h1s hornes againe into the world 


W hich were In-ſhcli'd, when Iarrixe ſtood tor Ron | 
And | 
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And durſt not once peepe out, _ | 
Sicin. Come, what talke you of arm, 
Brs. Go ſee this Rumorer whipr, it cannot be, 
The Volces dare breake with us. 
Mene. Cannot be? 
We have record, that very well it can, 
And three examples of the like, hath beene 
Within my Age. But rcafon with the fellow 
Before you puniſh him, where he heard this - 
Leaſt you ſhall chance to whip your Intormation, 
And beate the Meſſenger, who bids beware 
Of what is eo be dreaded. 
Scar, Teilnor me ; I know this cannot des 
Bru. Not poſſible. 
| Emer 4 Meſſenger. 
MWeſ, The Nobles ingreat earneſtnefle are going 
All rothe Senate-houſe : ſome newes 15 comming 
hatturnes their Countenances. 
Siem. Tis this Slave : 
Go «hip him tore the peoples eyes : His raiſing, 
Nothing vut his report, 
Af. Yes worthy Sir, 
TheSlaves report 15 feconded, and more 
More fearfull 1s deliver'd. 
Sicin. W hat more fearcfull? 
ef. Its ſpoke freely out of many mouths, 
How probable I do not know, that Marne 
loyn'd with Auffiaes, leads a power *gainit Rome, 
And vowes Revengeas ſpacious, as betweene 
The yong't and oldeſtthirg, 
Sewv. This 1s molt likely, 
rs. Ra'is'd onely, that the weaker ſort may wiſh 
Good Aarti home againe. 
Sicm, The very thricke on't, 
Mee, T his 1s unlikely, 
He, and Auffiara can no moreattone 
| Then violearlt Contratctys 
Emer Meſſenger, 
| eNtef. You arelcntfor tothe Senate : 
A fraretuli Army, led by Caius Harte, 
Afociated with eAuffidine Rages 
Vpon vur Tcrritories, and have already 
O're-vorne their way, conſum'sd with tirc,aad zooke 
| What hay before them. 
Enter Commune. 
Com. Oh you have mace good worke. 
ene, \V hat newes? What newes? 
Com, You have holp to raviſh your owne daughters,0 
| Tomeltthe City Leades upon your pates, 
| Toſee your Waves diſhonour'd to your Nolcs. 
Mene. What's the newes ? What's the newes? | 
Cem, Your Icwp'es burned 1n their Ciment,and 
Your Franchiſes, whereon you Rtood, contin'd 
Into 21 Augors boare. 
(Mene. Pray now the newes: 
You have made faire worke I feare mc: pray your newes, 
It Marte ſhould be joyn'd with Volccans. 
Com, It ? Hestheir God, he leads them like athing 
Made by ſome other Deiry then Nature, 
That Chapes aan Better : and they to.low him 
| Againſt us Brats, with no lefle Confidence, 
| Then Boyes perſuing Sumner Burter-fiics, 
| Or Butchers killing tyes. 
 Mene. You have made good worke, 
; Youand your Apron men : you, that ſtood ſo much 
| Vponthe voyce of occupation, and 
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Com. Hee'l ſhake your Rome about your cares. 
' Mene. As Hereu/ma did ſhake downe Mellow Fruite : 
| You have made faire worke. 
Bru, But is this true fir ? 

| Com, I, and youl looke paic 
| Before you finde ir other. All the Regions 
Do t{milingly Revolt, and who reiſts 
Are mock'd tor valiant lonorance, 
And periſh conſtant Foo!es : who is't can blame him? 
Your Enemies and his, ftinde ſomerhing in him. 

Mere. We aicall undone, unlefſe 
The Noble man have mercy. 

Com, Who ſhall aske it ? 
The Tribunes cannot doo't for ſhame ; the people 
Delerve ſuch pitty of him, as the Wolte 
Doc's of the Shepheards : For his beſt Friends, it they 
Should ſay be good to Rome, they charg'd him, evcu 
As thoſe ſhoald do that had deſerv'd his hate, 
And therein ſhew'd like Enemies. 

Ate. Tis trueit he were put.ing to my houſe,the brand 
That ſhou!d confume ir, 1 have not the face 
Tofay, beleech you ccaſe. You have made faire hands, 
You and your Cratts, you have crafted faire, 

Com, You have brought 
A Trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never 
y'incapeable of keipe: 

Trs. Say not, we brought it. 

Meve. How? Wast we? Welov'd him, 
Burtlike Beaits,and Cowardly Nobles, 
Gave way unto your Clufters, whodid hoote 


| The breath of Garlike<caters. 
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Him our o'th Citty. 

{ om. Bvtl fearc 
They'lroare him in againe. Tullus Anffidins, 
The fecond name of men, obeyes his points 
As if he were his Othicer : Deſperation, 
Is all the policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Rome can make againlt them. 

Emer a Trome of Cutizens. 

AMene, Heere come the Clulters. 
And is Auffidwes with him? You are they 
That made the Ayre uawho!ſome, when you caſt 
Your {tinking, greafie Caps, in hooting 
Art Coriolann Fxile. How he's comming , 
And nota haire upon a Souldiers head 
Which will not pgpvea whip: As many Coxcombes 
As youthrew Caps up, will he rumble downe, 
And pay you for your voyces. Ts m autter, 
If he could burne us all into ore coale, 
We have deſerv'd it. 

Omnes. Faith, we heare feartull Newes, 

1 Cit. For mine owne part, 

When I ſaid baniſh him, [ faid 'rwas pity. 

2 Andſodid I. 

2 And ſodidI : andtofay the truth , fo did very ma- 
ny of us, that we did wedid for the bet, and though we 
willingly conſented to his Baniſhmenr, yet 1; was againſt 
| our will, | 
| Com, Y'are goodly things, you V oyces. 

Mene.Y ou have made you good worke 
| You and your cry. Shal'sto the Capitoll ? 
Com, Oh I, what cl(c ? E xeunt both 

Sicin. Go Maſters get you home, be not diſmaid, 
Thelſcare a Side, that would be glad to have 
This true, whichthey ſo tcemeto feare, Go home, 
| And ſhew no ligne of Feare. 


_ 
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1 {*t. The Gods bee good to us: Come Maſters Ict's 
home, I ever {aid we were i'th wrong, when we. baniſh d 
him. | 

2 Cit. SoGid weall, But come, let's home. Exit.Cu. 

'Erw, I do not like this Newes. 

Sx3n, Norl. 

Gre. Let'sto the Capitoll : would halfe my wealth 
Would by this for alye. 

Stern. Paay It 5 90. Exeun T ribunes. 

Emer Auſfidings with his Liewrerart. 
Awf. Do they ſtillfiye ro*ch Roman? 
Liew. Idonot know what Witchcraft's if him: but 
Your Soldicrs uſe tam as the grace *fore mcate, 

Their talke at Table, and their Thankes at end, 
And you are darkned in thrs ation Sir, 
Fven by your owne. 

Auf. 1 cannot helpe it now, 
Vulcile by ufing meancs1 lame the foote 
Ot our deſigne. He beares himicltc more proudly, 
Evento my perſon, then 1 thought he would 
When firſt i did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
In that's no Changeling, and 1 mutt cxcule 
W hat cannot be amended. 

Liew. Yet 1 with: Sir, 
(Im eane for your perticular ) you had not 
Ioynd in Commiſſion with him : but either he borne 
The ation of your {elfe, orelfe to hum , had lett it foly. 

Auf. I uanderitand thee well, and be chou ſure 
W hen he ſhall come to his account, he knowes not 
What I can urge againſt him, although it {ecmes 
And ſo he thinkes, and 1s nolcile apparant 
Toth' vulgar eye, that be,bcars2ll things fairely : 

And ſhewes good Husbandry for the Volcean State, 
Fights Dragon-like, a1d docs atcheeve as ſoone 
Asdraiy his Sword : yct he hath left undone 

That which ſhall breake his necke, or hazard mine. 
VWhenere we come to cur account. 

Lei. Nic, I tefeech you, think you hel carry Rome? 

Auf. All places yeeidto hit ere he fits downe, 
And the Nobility of Rome are his ; 

The Scnator and patr;cianslove him too : 

The tribunes are no Soldiers : and their people 
Will be as raſh inthe repealc , as haſty 

Toexpell him thence. I thinke hee'l be roRome 
As1s the A\pray to the Fiſh, who takes it 

By Sovcratgnty of Nature, Firſt, hc was 

A Noble {crvant to them, but he could nor 

Carry his Honors even: whether was Pride 
Which out of dayly Fortune ever taints 
The happy man; whether defeR of judgement, 
To faile in the diſpoling of cthole chances 

Which he was Lord of : or whethcr Nature, 
Not to be other then one thing, not mooving 
From th' Caske to th' Cuihion : but commanding peace 
Eveca with the ſame 2uſternty and garbe, 

As kc controll'd the warrc, Burt one of theſe 

(As he hath ſpices of themali) not all, 

For I darc ſo tarre tree him, made him fear'd, 

So hatcd, and fo bamiſh'd ; but he ha's a Merit 
Tochoake 1t 1n the utr*rance : So cur Vertucs, 
Licin th' imterpretation of the time, 

And power unto itſelte moſt commendable, 
Hath nota Tombe fo cvident as a Chaire 

T' extoll what it hath done. 

One fire drives out one fire; one Naile,one Naile ; 
Rights by rights touler, {trengrths by ſtrengths do faile. 
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eat 


Come Ict's away : when Cam Rowe is thine, 
Thouart poor'it of al;then ſhortly art thou mine. E:xexx, 


DIES 


CE 


eA tus Quintus. 
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Enter Menemus, Commins, Siconins, Brutus, 
the two T ribunes, with other. 

Aenen. No, lic not go : you heare what he hath aid 
W hich was ſometune his Generall : wholoved him 
Ina molt gcere particular. He call'd me Father : 
Bur what o*that ? Go you that baniſh'd him 
A mile before his Tent, tall downe and kneele 
The way into his meicy : Nay, it he coy'd 
To heare Commun 1peakCc, lic keepe at home. 

{om. He wou!dnor ſeemeto know me» 

Menen. Dv you heare ? 

Com. Yct one time he did call me by my name : 

I urg'd our old acquaintance, ard the drops 
Thar vc have bled together. ( driolanus 
He would nocanſwer ro; Furbad ali Names, 


| Hewas a kinde of Nothing, Titiclefle, 


Till be ha& forg'd himſcite a name a'th' fire 
Ot buriang Rome. 
Menen, Why fo: you have made good worke: 

A paire of Tribunes, that hare wrack'd tor Rome, 
To mai. c Coales clizape ; A Noble mc mory. 

Com. i minded him, how Roy all 'rwas to pardon 
W hen it was ifleexpected. He replyed 
It wasS2 bare nerition of a State 
To vic v. bom they had puniſh'd. 

CMenen, Very well, could he fay lefſc ? 

{ 9m. 1 offercd to awaken his regard 
For*'s private Friends. His anſwere ro me was 
He could nor {tay to picke them, ina pile 
Of noylome muſty Chafte, He ſaid, was folly 
For one pcore graine or two, to leaye unburne 


| And {till ro noleth' offence. 


: 


Alenen. For one poore graine or tio ? 
I amone of thoſe : bis Mother, Wife, his Childe, 
And th:s brave Icllow ro0 ; weare the Graines, 
You arc the muity Chafte, and you are {melt 
Above the Muone. Weſt be burnt for you. 
Sicin, Nay, pray be patient : !f you retuſe your ayde 
In this fonever-nceded hclpe, yet do not 
Vpbraic's with ow diſt: efle. But furc if 3 ou 
Would be your Countrics Pleader, your good rongue 
More then che inſtant Armie we can make 
M:ght ſtop our Countryman. 
Menen. No: lle not meddlc. 
Sir, Pray you goto him. 
AMenen. WW hat ſhould I do? 
Erw. Oucly make triall what your Love cando, 
For Rome, towards Martins, 
HMene. Weli,and (ay that Afartwa returne me, 
As Comms 1s 1eturn'd, unheard : whar then? 
Bur as a Citcontented Friend, griete-ſhot 
Wi h his unkindvcfle* Say*tbe ſo? 
Srem, Yet your good will 
Maſt have thatthank<s from Rome, after the meaſure 
As you intended well. 
Aene, Ie undertak't : 
I thinke heel heare me. Yettobite his lip, 


And humme at good Commune, much unhcarts me. 
ec 
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He was not taken well, he had not din'd, 

The Vcines unfill'd, our blood 1s cold, and then 

We powt upon the Morning, are unapt 

To Sn or oy forgive; but when we have tuft 

Thele Pipes, and thele hays” of our blood 

With Wine and Feeding, we have ſup»lcr Soules 

Then in our Pric(t-like Falts: therctore Ile watch him 
Till he be dicted romy requeſt, 

And then Ile {et upon hun. : 

Bru. You know the very rode into his kindneſſe, 
And cannot loſe your way» 

Mee. Good faith Iie prove him, 

Speed how it will, 1 ſhall ere long, have knowledge 
Of my fuccefle. 

{om. Hee'lnever heare him. 

Sin, Not. 

Com. I tell you, he doe's fit in Gold, his eye 
Red as 'twould burne Rome : and his Injury 
The Gaoler to his pirty. I kneel'd before hun, 
'T was very faint'y he faid Riſe: dilmilt me 
Thus with his {pcechl.ſc hand. WW hat he would do 
He ſent in writing after me : what he would not, 

Bound with an Oathto yeeid to his conditions : 

$0 that all hope js vaine, unkfſe his Noble Mother, 

And his Wite ,who (as I heare) meane to ſolicire him 

For mercy to his Country : therefore let's hence, 

And with our faire tntreatics haſt chem on. =£Exeunt, 
Emer IMeneninu to the Watch or Guard. 

1 Wat, Stay : whence are y0u- 

$.Wat, Stand, and gn backe. 

UMo. You guard like men,'ris well. But by your leave, 
[am an Othcer of Stare, & come to ſpeake with { ariolanne. 

1 From whence ? Mene. From Rome. 

I You may not paſſe, you mult returne : our Geuerall 
will no morc heare from thence. 

2 You'l ſee your Rome cmbrac'd with fire, before 
| You ſpeake with Corrolanm. 
| Mee, Goodiny Friends, . 
| If you have heard your Grnerall talke of Rome, 

And of his Fricads there, it is Lots to Blankes, 
My name hath touch't your cares : it is Menenzres, 

t Bc it fo, go back: the verture of your name, 
[snot heere paſſable? 

Alene, | tell thee Fellory, 

Thy Generall is my Lover : I have beene 

Thebooke of his g00d As, whence men have read 
His Fame unparalell'd, happely amplified: 

For I have ever ucrified wy Friends, 

(Of whom hce's cheete ) with all the ſize that verity 
\Would without lapſing ſutfer : Nay, fomerimes, 

Like ro a Bowle upon a ſubtle ground 

| ave tumbled pait the throw : and in his praiſe 
Have (almoit)ſtampt the Leaſing. Therefore Fellouw, 
[ mult havelcave to paſſe. 

t Faith Sir,1f you had toldas many lies in his behalfe, 
as you have uttered words in your owne,you ſhould not 
paſſe heere : no, though it were as vertuous tolye, as to 
live chaltly. Therefore go backe., 

Men? ri thc fellow, remember my name 1s Aſenenirw, 
alwayes factionary on. the party of your Generall. 

2 Howloever you have din his Lier , as you ſay you 
have, lam one that telling true under him , muſt ſay yon 

cannet paſſe. Therefore go backe. 
| Afeze., Ha's he din'd can't thou tell? For I would nor 
{peake with hi, till after dinner. 

1 Youare a Roinan, are you ? 
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Ilene. I am as thy Generallis, 

I Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he do's. Can you, 
when you have puſhe out your gares, the very Detcnaer 
of them, and ina uioicent populer ignoraice, given your 
enemy your ſhield, thinke to front hisreveng:s withthe 
calie groanes of old v omen, the Virginail P-lms of z our 
daugitcrs , or with the paltied interceſlion of ſuch a de- 
Cay d Dotamt as you tecme to be? Can youthink to blow 
out the tatended fire, your City is ready to flame in, with 
tluch weake breath as chis?No,you arc decerv*d,rtherctore 
dacke to Rome, and prepare tor your execurion : you are 


; Condemn'd, our Generall has fworne you vir of reprecve 
; andpardon. 
Ex. | 


Mens. Sirra, if the Captaine knew I were heere, 
He would ule me with eltimation. 

1 Come, my Camraine knowes y ou not. 

CAene, 1 meanc thy General. 

1 My Generall cares not for you. Backel fay,po: leaſt 
let forth your haite pinte of blucd. Backe, that's the ut- 
moſt of your having, backe* 

AMene, Nay but Fcllow, Fellow. 

Emer Coriolanus wth Auſidue. 

Coro, What's the macter # 

ene, Now you Companion: The fay an arrant for you : 
you thall know now thatI am in cltimarion ; you ſhall 
perceive, that a Iacke gardan! cannot ofhce me from my 
Son Corwlans, guelie but my entertainment with him:if 
thou ſtand'ſt nor 1'th ſtate ot hargirg , or of ſome death 
mor« long in Spetatorſhip, and crucller in tuffering, ve- 
hold now pretently,and twoond for what'sto comeupon 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourely Synod about thy 
part\Cular profperity,and love thee no worſe then thy old 
Father Anemia do's, O my Son, my Son } thou art pre- 
pari'g bre for us: looke rhce here's water roquench it, 
| was hardly moved tocome cothee : but being aflured 
10% burmy fclfe could moue thce, 1 have beene blowne 
wut of your Gares with I:ghes : and conyure thee to par- 
don Rome, ard thy petitionary Countriumen. The good 
Gods aſſwage thy wrath,and turae the dregs of it, upon 
this Varlet hecre : This, who like a blocke hath denyed 
my acceflc to thee» 

Corw. Away. 

Mene, How ? Away? 

Corio. Wite, Mother, Child, l know not. My affaures 
Are Servan'ed coothers: Thovgh | owe 
My reverge properly, my reauſhon lies 
In Volcean breſt;. That we have beene familiar, 
Ingrate forgetiulneſle ſhall potion rather = 
Then pity : Note how much, therefore be gone. 
Mine cares again(t your ſuites, arc [tronger then 
Your gates againſt my force. Yet tor 1 loved thee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy take, 
And would have ſent it. Another word Meneniae, 
[ will not heare thee {peake. This man Anfftazs 
Was m; belov'd in Rome : yet thou behold'it, 
Auf. You keep? a conltanc cempcr- 
tl anent the Guard and Moneuu, 
1 Now ſir, is your name Alevenne? 
2 'Tisaſpell you ſee of much power ? 
You know the way home againe: 
1 Do you heare how we are ſhcnt for keeping your 
greatneſle backe ? 
2 What cauſe do you thinke I have toſwoond ? 
© Mene. I neither care for th' world, nor your Generall: 
ſor ſuch things as you,! can ſcarſethinke ther's any,y'are 
ſo light. Hethat hacha will todye by humſelte, teares tt 
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not from another : Let your Gencrall do his worſt. For | 
you, bee thatyou are, long; and your miſery encreale 
with your age. 1 ſay to you, as I was ſaid to, Away-Ex#. 
1- A Noble kcliow I warrant him, 
2 The worthy Fellow is our General. He's the Rocke, 
The Oake not to be windc-ſhaken. Exit F arch. 
Enter ( miolaxis and Auffidins. 
Corio, We will betore the walls of Rome to morrow 
Ser downe our Hoaſt. My partner mm this Action, 
You mult reporttoth' Volcian Lords, how plainly 
I hzve borne this Buſineſle, 
Auf. Oncly their ends you have reſpeRted. 
Stopt your cares againſt the generall ſuire of Rome: 
Never admitted a privat whifper,no not with ſuch trends | 
That thought them ſure of you. 
Corio. This laſt old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart I have ſent ro Rome, 
Lov'd me, above the mcaſure of a Fa: her, 
Nay gqdded me indecd. Their lateit rctuge 
Was to ſend him : for whole old love Ltave 
(Though 1 ſhew'd ſowrely to him) offfe more offer'd 
The ficl; Conditions which they did refuge, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him onely, 
That thought he couid do more : A very lutle 
I have yeclded to. Friſh Em aſles, and Suitcs, 
Nor from the State, nor private friends heereafter 
WillI lend care to. Ha'? what ſhout 15 this? Showt withsu 
Shall I be ecmpted to infringe my vow 
Inthe fame time*ris made ?1 wi'l ngr. 
Enter I'rgilia, Volumnia, V altr1a Jong CMartins; 
with Attendants 
My wite comes formoſt, then the honour'd mould 
W herein this trunke was fram'd, ayd in her hand 
The Grandchilde to her blood.” Bur out affection, 
All boad and priviledgeof nature breake; 
Let it be Vertuous to be Obſtinare., 
Whar is that Curt'tie worth ? Or thoſe Doves eyes, 
W hich can make Gods forlworee ? 1 melt and am not 
Of ſtronger cartth thenothers : my Mother bowes, 
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| The Moone of Rome : Chaſte as the liicle 
| That's curdied by the Froſt, trom purelt Snow, 


As if Olympus toa Molc-hul ſhould 
In ſfupplication Nee: and my young Boy 
Hath an aſpz& of intcrccflion, which 
Great Nature cries, Dcny not. Let the Volces 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy, Ne never 
Be ſuch a Goſling to obey inſtiaR: but Nand 
As ifa man were Author of himſc!lf, & knew no other kin | 
Ig. My Lord and Husband. | 
Corio, Theſe eyes arenot the ſame I wore in Rome. 
"ro. The ſorrow thatdclivers us thus chang'd, 
Makes you thinke fo. 

Corie. Like a dnll Aftornow, I have forgot my part, 
And1I am out, cventoa full Diſgrace. Beſt of my Fleſh, 
Forgive my Tyranny : but do not ay , 

For that forgive oor Romans. O a kiſſe 

Longas my Exile, ſweet as my Revenge ! ; 

Now by the jealous Queene of Heaven, that kiſle 

I carricd from thee dearcy and my true Lippe 

Hath Virgin'd it ere ſince, You Gods, I pray, 

Andthe moſt Noble Mother of the world 

Leave unfaluted : Sinke my knee i'th' earth; 

Of thy deepe duty, more impreſhon ſhew 

Thenthat of common Sonncs, - 
Volum. Oh ſtand up bleſt! 

Whil'ſ with no ſofter Cuſhion then the Hint 

I kneele before thee, and unproperly 

Shew duty as miſtaken, all this while, | 


— 
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K neeles 


Berweene the Childe,and Parent. 

Corio. What's this ? your knees to me ? 
To your Corrected Sonne? 
Then let the Pibbles on the bungry beach 
Filiop the Starres: Then, ktthe mutinous windes 
S:rike the proud Cedars 'gainſt the fiery Sun; 
Mard'ring [mpoitibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight worke. 

UVolwn. Thou art my Warriour, I hope totrame thee 
Do you know this Lady ? 

{ 9710, The Noble Siſter of Pablicela; 


And hangs on Dians 1 emple : Deere Valeria, 
JF olnw. This 1s a poorc Epitome of yours, 
WLich by th interpretation of tull time, 
May ſhew like all your {clte. 
Cor8.. The God of Souldiers : 
With the conſent of tupreame love, informe 
Thy thoughts with Noblenetlc, that thou mayſt prove 
To {ſhame unvulncrable, and {irike 1'th Warres 
Like a great Sca-marke Randing every flaw, 
And taving thule that cve thee, 
C olerm. \ our knce, Sirrah. 
Cors. That's my brave Boy. 
Vo'um. Excn he, your witc, this Ladie, and my lelte, 
Arc Sutors to you. 
Corw. Ibeltech youprace : 
Or it yould aske remember this before ;; 
The thing | rave fortworne to graunt, may never 
Be held by you denials, Donot bid me 
Difaiſſe my Soldiers, or capitulate 
Againe, wi.hRomcs Mechanickes. Tell me not 
W herein i {ceme unnatural] : Delire notrallay 
My Rags ind Kevenges, with your coider reatons. 
Folum,. (Ch no orc, nomore : 
You have {ata you will nutgrant us any thing : 
For v & nave nothing clic to 25kc, but that 
Which youdcny already : yet we willaske, 
That it yoa faile in our requelt, the blame 
May hang upon your harducſle, therefore heare us. 
Carrio. Aufiaue, and you Voices marke, for wee'l 
Heare noughttrom Rome 1n private. Your requelt ? 
Uelum. Should we be hlent & not ſpeak, our Raiment 
And {tate of Bodies would bewray what life 
We have lcd ſince thy Exile. Thinke withthy {clfe, 
how more unfortunate then living women 
Are we come hither ; ſince that thy ſizhr, which ſhould 
Make our cics flow with joy, bcartzdance with comtorts, 
Conſtraines them weepe, and (1 a! e with feare & focow, | 
Making the Mother, witc, and Chiide to fee, 
The Sonne, the Hustand, ard the Father rearing 
His Countries Bow els out ; and to poore we [ 
1 hine enmities molt capuail : | hou barr'ſt us 
Our prayersto the Gods, which is a comfort 
That 3ll but wecrjoy. For how cin we? 
Alas ! how can we, to; our Country pray ? 
Whereto weare bound, together with thy vicory : 
W hereto we are bound : Alacke, or we mult looic 
The Countric our deere Nurſe, or clſe thy perion 
Our comfort inthe Country. We muſt finde 
An evident Calamity , though we had 
Our wiſh, which fide ſhould win. For cither thou 
Muſt a$a Forraine Recreant be led 


With Manacles through our ſtreets, or clſc | 
Triumphantly treadc on thy Countries ruine, 
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And beare the Palme, for having bravely ſhed 
Thy Wite and Childrens blood: For my felte,Sonne, 
| purpoſe not to waite on Fortune,till 
Theſc warres determine : if I cannot perfwade thee, 
Rather to ſhew a Noble grace toboth parts, 
Then ſceke the end of one ; thou (halt no Looner 
March to affault thy Country,then to treade 
(Truſt too't, thou ſhalt not) on thy Mothers wombe 
That brought thee to this world. | | 

Ve. land mine, that brought you forth this boy, 
To keepe your name [tvingtotime- 

Boy. A ſhall not tread on me: Ile run away 
Till l am bigoer, bur then Ile fight. 


— —_ —— 


Corio. Not of a womans tenderneſle to be, 
Requires nor Childe, nor womans taceto cc: 
I have fate too long. 

Uolum. Nay, gonot from us thus : 
If it were fo, that our requeſt did trend 
Tofave the Romanes, thereby to deſtroy 
The V olces whom you ſerve, you might ccndemne vs 
Aspoyſonous of your Honour. No, our fuitc 
[5 that you reconcile them : While the Volces 
May ſay, this mercy we have ſhew'd : rhe Romancs, 
This we recciv*d, and cach in either fide 
Give the All-haile tothee, and cry be Bleſt 
For making up this peace. Thon know'lt (great Sonne) 
The end of W arres uncertaine : but this certainc, 
Thatif thou conquer Rome, the benetit 
Wluch thou ſhalt thereby reape, 1s ſuch a name 
Whole repetition will be dogg'd with Curſes ? 
Whoſe Chronicle thus writ, The man was Noble, 
But with kis laſt Atrempr, he wip'd 1t our : 
Deſtroy'd his Country, and his name remaines 
To tt' inſfuing Age, abhorr'd. Speake to me Son :; 
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| Thou haſt affected the five ſtraines of Honer, 


To imitate the graces of the Gods, 


| To teare with Thunderthe wide Checkes a'th' Ayre, 


And yet to change thy Sulphure with a Bouir. 
Thzt ſhouid bur rive an Oake, Why do'tt not ſpeake? 


| Think'{t thou 1t honourable for a Noble man 
 Stillto remember wrovgs ? Daughter, ſpeake you : 


Os ol een = 


He cares wot tor your weeping. Speake thou Boy, 
Perhaps thy childiiiinefle will move him more 
Then can oor Reafons. There 15no man in the world 
More bound to's Mother, yet here he let's me prate 
Like one th' Stock es. Thou haſt never in thy lite, 
Shew'd thy deere Mother any curtelic, 

When ſhe (poore Hen) fond of no ſecond brood, 
Ha's cluck'd thee tothe Warres , and lafely home 
Loden with Honour. Say my Requeſt's unjuſt, 
And ſpurne me backe: But, if it be not ſo 

Thou art net honeſt, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou reſtrair{t trom me the Duty, which 
Toa Mothers part belongs. He turnes away : 

Down Ladics : let us ſhame him with our knees 
To his fur-name Corjelans longs more pride 

Then putty ro our Prayers. Downe : anend, 

This isthe laſt. So, we will home to Rome, 
Anddyeamong our Neighbours : Nay, behold's, 
This Boy that cannot tell what he wonid kave, 

But kneeles, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, 
Doc's reaſon our Peritiou with more ſtrength 

The» thou halt ro deny't. Come, let us go : 

This Fellow had a Volcean to his Mother ; 

His \Witets in Corzetis ,and his Childe 

Like hun by chance : yet give us our diſpatch : 


| 
| 
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[ am huſhe untiilour City beafire,& then lletpeak alittle 
Holds he” by the band ſilent. 
Corio. O Mother, Mother ! 

WC hat have you done ? Behold, the Heavens do ope, 
The Gods looke downe, and this unnaturall Scene 
They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother :Oh ! 
You have wornne a happy Victory to Rome: 
Bur for your Sonne, beiceve it ; Oh belceve it, 
Moſt dongeroully you have with hun prevail'd, 
It not molt mortall to him. Bur lt it come : 
*Anſſidug, thouzh 1 cannot make truc Warres, 
Ile fraine conventent peace. Now good 4nffidiue, 
Were you in my tteed, would you have heard 
A mother lcfle ? or graured iefle Anfodans ? 

Auf. I was mou'd withall. 

Cores, I darc be {worne you were ; 
And tir, it 15 no little thing to make 
Minceyes toſweat compailion. But (good fir ) 
What peacc you'l make,advite me : For my part, 
Ile not to Rome, Ile backe with you, anc! pray you 
Stand to me in this cauſe. O Mother ! Waite ! 

Auf. 1 am glad thou haſt tet thy mercy, & thy Honor 


| Ar difference 1n thee ; Out of that Ile worke 


' 


| My ſeltc a tormer Fortune. ] 
Core. I by and by ; But we will drinke together : 
And you thall beare 
A better wizncflc backe then words,which we 
On like conditions, will hauc counter-{cal d. 
Come enter with us ; Ladies you deſerve 
| To havea Temple built you : All rhe Swords 


' 
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Enter Menimuu and Sic. 


In Italy, and her Confederate Armes 
Could not have madethys peace. E vewnt. 

( ſtone ? 
CMene., See you yon'd Coina'th Capital, yon'd corner 
Sicv. Why what of that? 

Mene. It it be poſlivie for you to diſplace it with your 
little finger, there 1s forme hope the Ladies of Rome,cipe- 
cially his Mother,may prevaile with him. Buc I fay there 
15n0 hope int, our throats arc tentenc'd, and [tay upon 
EXCCUtION, 

Srcim. 1s't poſſible, that fo Nurt atime can alter the 
condition of a man. 

Mene. There is difference between a Grub & a But- 
terſly, yet your Butterfiy was a Grul : this IH ans , 15 
growne trom Man to Dragon ; He has wings, hee's more 
then a creeping thing, 

Siem, He lov'd Ins Mother deerely. 

Mene. So did he me : and he no cn ore remembers 
Mother now, then ancight yeare old horſe, The cat!iclic 
of his face, ſowres ripe Grapes. W hen he wa-k+,h: moves 
like an Engine, andthe ground ſhrink es before his Tria- 
ding. He1s able to pierce a Corf)ct with his ec: | atkes 
like a knell, and his hum is 4 Battery. Hehics 1 his State 
asa thing made for Al-xander, W hat he bids be done, 1s 
finiſhe with his bidding, He wants nothing of 2 God but 


hc 
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Eternitic, anda Hcaven to Throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, it you report hu truly. 

AMene. I paint him 1a the Charater, Mark what mer- 
cy his Mother ſhall briog from him : There is no more 
mercy in him, then there is milke ina male-Tyger , that 
ſhall our poore City finde ; and all this ts loag of you. 

Sicin. The Godsbe good unto us. 

Mene. No, miucha caſe the Gods will not be good 
unto us. W hen we bani{i'd um, we reſpeted notthem: 
and he returning to breake our necks,they reſpect notus. 

Emer a Meſſenger. 
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Meſ. Sir, if you'ld fave your life fiye to your Houle, 
The Plebeians have got your Fellow T ribunce, 
And hale him up and downe; all ſwearing, if 
The Romane Ladies bring not comftort.-home, 


'They'l give him death by Inches. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 
S$irim, W hat'sthe Newes ? (prevayl'd, 
ef, Good Newes, good newes, the Ladies have 
The Volcians are diſlodg'd, and Marty gone : 
A merricr day did never yct greet Rome, 
No, not th' expulſion of the Tarqums. 
Sicen, Friend, art thou certainc thus 1s true ? 
Ist molt certainc. 
CMef, As ceitaineas 1 know the Sun is fire *: 
Where have you lurk'd that you make doubt of it; 
Ne*rethronghan Archo hurried the blowne Tide 
As tlic recomforted throughth” gates. Why harke you? 
Trump:tr, Hobojes, Drums beate, altogether, 
The Trumpets , Sack-buts, Plaltcries- and Fifes, 
Tabors, and Symboles, and the ſhowting Romans, 
Make the Sunne dance. Hearke yon, 
Mene. T his is good Newcs ; 
I wilfgo mecte the Ladies. This Volamna, 
Is worth of Conſuls, Scnators, Patricians, 
A City full : «Ot Tribuncs ſuchas you, 
A Seca and Land full : you have pray'd well today : 
This Morning, for ten thouſand of your throates, 
I'de not have givena doit. Harke, how they j0y+ 
Sound it wwh the Shouts. 
Siciw, Firſt, the Gods biciſe you for your tydings: 
Next, accept my thankefulneſlc. 
Meſe Sir,we have all great cauſe togive great thanks. 
Sx1n, They are neerethe City, 
Meſ. Almoſtat point toenter. 
gicin. Wee'l meet them, and helpe the joy. Exemrr. 
Enter two Senators, with L, «dies, paſſing over 
the Stage, with other Loras, 


-Senz.Bebold our Patronneſle, the life of Rome ; 

Call ali your Tri bes toge:bcr, prailc the Gods, 

And make triumphant tires, (trov Flowers before them: 

Vnſhootthe noilc that banith'd Aarti ; 

Repcatc him, with the welcome of his Mother : 

Cry welcome Ladics, welcome. 

All. Wceicome Ladies, weiccoic. Exeunt, 

A F leurih wth Drammes > T rampets. 


Enter Tullus » Antidins, with Attendants. 
Azf. Gotell the Lords a'th' City, I am heere : 
Dciiverthem this Paper: having read it, 
Bid them r<paircto th* Market place, where I 
Even in theirs, and in the Commons cares 
Wil vouch thetruthof it. Him I accuſe; 
The City Ports by this hath enter'd, and 
Intends t'appcare betore the People, hoping 
To purge humlcife with words. Diſpatch. 
Enter 3 or 4 Corſhwators of Auffidnmu Fallon. 
Moſt Welcome. 
1.{*. How is it with our Generall? 
Avf. Evenſo, as with aminby his owne Almesim- 
poyſon'd, and with his Charity ſaine. 
2.(0n. Moſt Noble Sir, If you do hold the ſame intent 
Wherein you wiſht us parties ; Wee'l deliver you 
Of your great danger. 
Auf. Sir, I cannor tell, 
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We mult procced as we do finde the People. 

3-Con. The people will remaine uncertaine, whil'ſt 
'Twixt you there's difference: bur the fall of cither 
Makes the Survivor heyre of all. 

Anf. I know it; 
And my pretext to ſtrike at him, admits 
A good conſtruction, I rais'd him, and I pawn'd 
Mine Honor tor his truth :who being ſo heigtten'd, 
He v.aicred hisncw Plants with dewes of Flatterie, 
Scducing fo my Friends : and tothis end, 
He bowd his Nature, never knowne betore, 


| But tobe rough, unſwayable, and tree. 


$. Conſp, Sir, his ſtoutneſle 


When he did (tand for Conſull, which he loſt 


- 


By lacke of {tooping, | 

ef. T hat | would have ſpoke of : 
Ecing baniſh'd for't,he came unto niy Harth, 
Preſcuted to my knite his Throat : I tooke Eitn, 
Made him joynt-ſervant with me g Gave him way 


| Inail his owne defires : Nay, let him chooſe 


eA ſhout within | 


Our of my Files, his projects, roaccompliſh 


| My belt and freſhelt men, ſervd his dt;gnements 
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In eine owne perſon : hope to reape the Fame 
Which he did cnd all his ; and tooke ſome pride 
Todo my lelte this wrong ; Till at the laſt 

| icem'd his Follower, nor Partner; and 


; He wadg'd me with his Countenance, as if 


— 
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I had bin Mercenary. 

I.Con. So he 1d my Lord : 
The Army warveyled at it, and inthe laſt, 
When he had carried Rome, andthat welook'd 
For no lefſc Spoile, then Glory. 

eArf, There wasit : 
I or which my (inewes (hall be ſtretchtupon him, 
At a tew drops of Womens rhewme, whichare 
As cheape as Lies ; he fold the Blood and Labour 
Ot our great Attion ; therefore ſhali he dye, 
And Le ienew me in his tall. Bur hearke, 

Drummes and Trumpets ſonnar, with great 
ſhowt x of the people. 

7.Con. Your Native Towne you enter'd like aPoite, 
Anc had no welcome3 home, bur he returnes 
Splitting the Ayre with noyte, 

2-{ 91. And patient Fooles, 
\W hoſe chiidren he hath Maine, their baſc throats teare 


| With giving himgloric. 
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3-Con. Theretorcar your vantage, 
Erc he expreſic himſclte, or move the people 
With what he would ſay, let bim feele your Sword : 
Which he will ſecond, when he liesalong 
Atter your way, His Tile pronounc'd, ſhall bary 
His Reatons, with his Bedy. 

» Auf. Say no more. Heer? come the Lords, 

Emtes the Lovds of the ( ity. 
All Lords, Yonare molt welcome home. 
eAnf. | have not deſery'd it, 


' But worthy Lords, have you with heede peruſed 
| What I have writento you ? 


— —_ _ 


_— "” —  - 0 —— - - 


: 
: 


— — — 


All. We havc. 
1.Lerd. And e to heare't : 

W hat faults he made before the laſt, Ithinke 
Might have found caſie Fines ; But there toend 
W here he was to begin, and give away 
The bencfit of our Levies, anſwering us 
With our owne charge : making then here 
There was a yeelding ; this admits no excuſe. 


Art. 


—_———— 
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eAvf, He approaches, you ſhalikeare him. 
Enter Coriolanns marching with Drumme. and Colors. The 
({ ommoners being with bins. 

Corio. Haile Lords, IamrTeturn'd,your Souldier : 
No morc infeted wich my countries love 
Then when parted hence : but ſtill ſubliſting 
Vnder your great Command. You areto know, 
That proſperoully I have attempre, and 
With bloody paſlage led your Warres, even to 
| Thegates of Rome: Our ſpoiles we have brought home 
| Doth more then counterpoize a fuil thicd part 
| Thee charges of the ARtion. We have made peace 
| With no lefle Honour to the Antiates 
| Then ſhametoth' Romaines. And we heare deliver 
| Subſcrib'd by*rh"Confuls, and Patricians, 
| Together with the Scale a'th Senat, whar 


| We have compounded on. 


Auf. Read it not Nu ble Lords, 
| But tell the Traitor inthe higheſt degree 
He bath abus'd your Powers, 

Corio. Icaitor £ How now ? 

Avwf. I Traitor, Marte. 

{orin, Marti? 

Auſ, 1 Martins, Cains Martixs : Dot thou thinke 
Ile grace thee with that Robbery, thy ſtolne name 
Corrolanng in Corwns? 

You Lords and Heads a'th' State, perfidiouſly 
Heha's betray'd your buſineſlc, and given up 
For certaine drops of Salt, your City Rome ; 
I fay your City to his Wite aad Mother, 
Breaking his Oath ard Reſolution, like 
Atwilt of rotten Silke, never admitting 
Counſaile a'th' warre : But at his Nurſes teares 
He whin'd a1d roar'd away your Viftorie, 
That Pages bluſh'd at him, and wen of hea;t 
Look'd won?'ring cach at others, 

Corio. Hear'it thou Mars e 

Auf. Name nut the God, thou boy of Teares, 

Corte. Ha? 

Aufid. No more. 

Corio. Mcaſurcleſſe Lyar thou halt made my heart 
Toogreat for what containes it. Poy? Ob Slave, 
| Pardon we Lords, *tis the firſt time that ever 
I was forc'd to ſcou!'d. Y our judgements my grave Lords 
Muſt give this Curre the Lye ; and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my ſtripes impreſt upon him, that 
Mult beare my beating to his Grave, (hall joyne 
Tothruſt the Lye unto him» 

1 Lord, Peace both,and hearc me {pcake. 

Corio, Cur me too peeces Voices men and Lads, 
Staine all your edges on me. Boy, falſe Hound : 

It you have writ your Annales truc, 'tis there, 
That like an Eagle in a Dove-coar, ! 
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 Harrer'd your Volcians iti Cortolus, 


| And mourne you for him. Let him be regarded 


| Helpe three a'th' chicfett Soaidiers; Ile be one. 


———— — * = _ _ — ——_—_— 


Alone I did it, Boy ! 

Anf. Why Noble Lords, 

Will you be pur m mide of his blinde Fortune, 
Which was your ſhawe, by this unholy Eraggart ? 
'Fore your owneeyes, and carcs ? 

eAJ Conſp. Let hin dye tort. 

AR People. Teare im to peeces, doit preſently: 
Fellld my Sonne, my daughter, he kill'd my Cotine 
Mares, be kil.*d my Father. 

2 Lord. Peacc hoc : no outrage, pcace : 

The man 1s Novle, and his Fame folds in 

This Orbe &h' earth: Has latt offences to us 
Shall have ludicious hearing. Srand Arffidewe, 
And trouble not the peace. 

Corio. Othat 1 had him, wich fix Auſt 45nſes,or more: 

His Tribe to ufe my lawtull Sword. 
Auf. Intolene Villaine. 
A8Conſþ. Kill, kill, k1/0, kill, Kill him. 
Draw both the ( onfprrator;, and (uls Tartinga, who 
fakes, Auffidsies Ht and; on him. 
Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hol.l. 
eAuf. My Noble Malters, hezre me ſpeake, 
I.Lord. O Tullw. : 
2.Lord. Thou haſt done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weepe. 

3.Lord. Tread notupon him Maſters, alt be quiet, 
Put up your Swords. 

Auf, My Lords. ; 

W hen you ſhall know (as in this Rage 
Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 
\ hich this mans bte did owe you, you'l rezoyce 
Thar he is thus cut off. Pleaſe it your Honours 
Tocallme to your Scna'e, Ie deliver 
My iclt: your loyall Servant, or endure 
Your hzavicit Cenſure. 
1. Lord. Beare from hence his body, 


As the :nolt Noble Coarſe, that ever Herald 
Did tollow to hus V rne. 

2-Lord. His owne imparticr cc, 
Takes from Auſfidiw 2 gieat part of blame : 
Let's make the Belt of it, 

Anf My Rage 1sgone , 
And Lam ttrucke wihtorrow. Take him vp : 


Beate thou the Drumume that it ſpeaks moarntully : 
Traile your [tcele Pikes. Thovgh i: this City hee 
Hath widdowed and unchi!ded many a one, 
W hich tothis houre bewaile the Injury. 
Yet hee ſhall have a Noble memory. Aflilt, | 
Exeunt bearing the Body of Martins. A deed Ioareb | 
Somnded. 
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The Lamentable 


Traged of 


Titus Andronicus. 
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Enter the T ribunes a«d Sevator i aloft. e And then enter 
Satwrninus and bis Followers at one doore, and 
Baſſianus and his Followers at the other, 
with Dr um © Colours. 


Saturnms. 
Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 
Defend the juſtice of my Cauſe with Armcs 
And Country-men, my loving Followers, 
Pleade my Succeſſive Title with your Swords. 
I was the firſt berne Sonne, that was the laſt 
That wore the Imperiall Diadem of Rome : 
Then let gy Fathcrs Honours live in mc, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this indignitic, 
Baſſtanns. Romaines, Fricnds, Followers, 
Favovrers of my Right ; 
If ever Baſſianrs, (eſars Sonne, 
Were gractous in the eyes of Royall Rome, 
Keepe then this paſlage to the Capitoall : 
And ſufter not Diſhonour to approach 
Th' Imperiall Scate to Vertue : coalecrate 
To Iuſtice, Continence, and Novility ; 
Bur let Deſert 1n pure Election ſhine ; 
And Romancs,fight for Freedome in yourChoice. 


Enter Alarcns Andror icus alefr with the Crowne. 


Princes, that ſtrive by Faftions, and my Friends, 
Ambiriouſly for Rule and Emperic : 

know, that the people of Rome for whom wc ſtand 
Arſpeciali Party, have by Common voyce 

In Eiedion for the Romance Emperic, 

Choſcn Andromens, Sur-named Pins, 

For many good and greatde{crts to Rome, 

A Nobler man, a braver Warriour, 

Lives notthis day within the Cit, Walles, 

He by the Senate 1s accited home 

From weary Warresagrinſt che barbarous Gothes, 
That with Its Sonnes (a terror to our Foes) 

Hath yoak'd a Nation ſtrong, train'd upimm Armes. 
Ten yeaces are ſpent, ſince firſt he undertooke 
This Canſe of Rome, ad chalticed with armes 
Our Encmics pride. Five times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes 

Iu Corhns trom the Field. 

And now at lalt, iaden with Honours Spoyles, 
Returnes the good Andronens to Rome, 
Renowned Tix, flouriſhing in Armes. 


A lus Primus. Scena Prima. 


——- = 
OO _ —_ ——_ 


; Let us intreat, by Honour of his Name 
| Whom( worthily) yon would have now {ucceede, 
And in the Capitol; and Senates right, 
W hom you pretend to honor and adore, 
That you witheraw you, and abate your Strength, 
Diimſſe your Followers, and as Suiters ſhould; 
Pleade your Deſerts in Peace and Humbleneſſe. 

_ Satwrnme, How fayre the T ribune ſpcakes, 
Tocaime my thoughts. 

Baſſia. Marcus Andronicus,ſo I do aific 

In thy uprightneſſe and Integrity : 
And ſe 1 Love and honor thee, and thine, 
Thy Noble Brother Tau, and his Sonnes, 
And Her (ro whom my thoughts arc humbled all ) 


| Gracious Lavmia,Romes rich Ornament, 


— — 


OO 


That | will heere diſmiſſe my loving Friends : 
And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Favour, 


; Commit my Cauſe in ba!lanceto be weigh'd, 


— — 


Ex. Souldiers. 
Satxynize. Friends, that have beene 
Thus forward in my Right, 


| Ithanke youall, and heere Diſmiſſe you all, 


——_— 


And tothe Love and Favour of my Countrey, 


; Commit my Seite, my Perſon, and the Cauſc; 
Rome, be as juſt and gracious nnto mc, 


—  —— 


As Iam confident and kinde to thee. 
Open the Gares, and let me ia. 
Baſia. Tribuncs, and me, a poore Competitor. 
They go wp into the Senat houſe, 


Enter a C aptaine. 
Cap. Romanes make way: : the good Andronicas, 
Patron of Vertue, Remes beit Champion, 
Succeſſcfull in the Battailesthat he fights, 


| With Honour and with Fortune is return'd, 


From whence he circumſcribed with his Sword, 


| And brougheto yokethe Enemics of Rome, 


Sound Drummer and Trumpets. And then enter two of Tel 
Souner ; After them , two men bearing a Coffin covered 
with blacke then two other Somnes. » After them , Titm 
Andr onieua , and then T amora the © urene of Gather , & 
ber 10 Sores ( tiron and Demetrios, with Aaron the 
Mocove, and others, as many as can bet; They ſt done 
the Coffin, and Titus fFeakes, | 


Angronicus, Haile Rome : 


' ViRtoriousin thy Mourning Weedes : 


Loe, | 


er none” LD ————_—_— 
— 


——_  — ——__—_—  ——_ 


_— —— —— —-— 


—__— 


” _—— 


; T he Tragedy of Titus Gate. 61 


Loe as the Barke that hath diſcharg'd his traughr, 
Returnes with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whencc at firſt ſhe weigh'd her Anchorage: 
Commeth eAndrovicw bound with Lawrell bowes, 
Torcfalute his Country with his tcares, 

Teares of true joy tor hisretarne to Rome, 

Thou great detender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious tothe Rites that we intend, 
Romaines,of tive and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 
Halfe of the vumber that King Prim had, 

Bchold the poore remaines alive and dead! 

Theſe that Surviuc,let Rome reward with Love: 
Theſe that I bring unto their latelt home, 

With burtiall among(t their Aunceſtors. 


Titus unkinde,and carclefle of thine owne, 
Why ſuffer*{tthou thy Sonnes unburied yer, 
To hover onthe dreadfull ſhore of Stix? 
Make way to lay them by their Bretheicn, 


9 —————— 


| They open the Tombe. 
There greetein ſilence as the dead are wont, 
And ſleepe in peace,flaine in your Countries warres: 
Olacre: receptacle of my joycs, 
Sweet Cell of vertue and Nobility, 
How many Sonnes of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render rome more? 
Lac. Give us the proudeſt pritoner of the Gothes, 
That we may bew his limbes,and ona plc 
rAd mani fratrumn ſacrifice his ficthz 
Before this earthly priſon of their bones, 
That ſo the ſhadowes be not unappeas'd, 
Kor we diſturb'd with prodigies on carth. 
Tit. I give him you,the Nobleſt that Surviues, 
The eldeſt Son of this diſtreſſed Queene. 
Tam. Stay Romaine Brethcren,gracious Conqueror, 
| ViRorivus Txz,truc the teares | thed, 
A Mothers teares in paſlion for her fonne: 
And if thy Sonnes were ever deere to thee, 
Oh thinke my ſonnes to beas deere to mee. 
Swhceth not,that we arc brought ro Rome 
To beaurihie thy Triuwphs,and returne 
Captive to thee,and to thy Romaine yoake, 
But muſt my Sonnes be ſlaughtered 1n the (treetes, 
For Valiant doings in their Countrics cauſe? 
O ! 1t ro fight for King and Common-weale, 
| Were piety in thinegt 15 10 theſe: 
; «Andronicas,ſtaine notthy Tombe with blood. 
| Wilt thou draw neercthe nature of the Gods? 
| Draw necrethem then in being mercitull, 
| Sweet mercy is Nobilitiestrue badge, 
| Thrice Noble Tu#s,ſpare my firſt borne fonne, 
| Ti. Patient your iclte Madan, and pardon me. 
| Thzſe are the Brethren, whom you Gethes behold 
| Alive and dead,and for their Bretheren (laine, 
; Religiouſly they aske atacritice; 
| Tothis your ſonue is mark taud dic he mult, 
Tappeaſctheir groaning ſhadowes that are gone. 
Luc. Away with him,and make a fire ſtraight, 
And with our Swords a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbes till they be cleane conſum'd. 


—  —_ ——— 


—— 


ENS 


> 


| E xit Sonnes with Alarbus. 
Tam, O cruell irreligious picty- 
Chi. Was ever Scythia halte fo barbarous? 
Dem. Oppoſe me Scythua to ambitions Rome, 


Heere Gotheshave given me leave to ſheath my Sword: 


! Alarbnr goe to reſt and we ſurvive, 
Torremble under Titns threatning looke*s, 
| Then Madam ſtand refoly*d,but hope withall, 
The fclte ſame Gods thatarm'd the Queene of Troy 
With opportunity of ſharpe revenge 
Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, 
| May favour 7amoresthe Queene of Gothecs, 
(When Gothes were Gothes,and Tamora was Queence) 
| Fo quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes: 


| Enter the Sounes of Andyonicus ag ame. 
| 
Luc. Sec Lord and Father, how we bave pertorm'd 
Our Romaine rites, A/arbus limbs are lopt, 
And intrals feede the facritizing hre, 
Whoſe ſmoke luc incente doth perfume the skie, 
Remaimcerthnought butrto interre our Brethren, 
And with low'd Larums welcome them ro Rome. 
Tu.T cit beſo,and let Andrenicus 


Make this his lateſt farewell to therr ſoules. 


Then Sound Trumpets and lay the Coffs in the Tombe, 
In peace and Honour reſt you heere my Sonnes, 
Romes reedieſt Champions, repoſe you heere in reſt, 
Secure from worldly chances and miſhaps: 
Heere lurk $10 Treaton,heere noenvicfſiwels, 
Heere grow no damned grudges, beere no ſtormes, 
No noiſe, but ſilence and Erernall ſleepe, 
Ir peace and Honour reſt you heere my Sonnes. 


— — 


Enter Lavima. 


Lav. In peace and Honour,live Lerd Titns long, 
My Noble Lord and Father,live in Fame: 
Loe at this T omb2 my tributary teares, 
I render tor my Bretherens Obſequies: 
And at thy teete I kneele,with teares of joy 
| Shed on the carth for thy returne to Rome. 
O blefſe me heere withthy viorions hand, 
; Whote Fortune Romes beſt Citizens applau'd, 
Tit. Kind Rome, 

That hatt chus lovingly reterv'd 
The Cordiati of mine age to glad my hart, 
Lavinia live,out-live thy Fathers dayes: 
And Fames cternall date tor verracs prailc. 

Mer. Long live Lord Tuws,my beloved brother, 
Gracious Trrumpher in the eyes of Romc. 

Tit, Thankes Gentle Tribune, 
Noble brother Marcns. 

Mar. And welcome. Nephews trom ſuccesfull wars, 
You that ſurvive and you that fleepe in Fame: 
Faire Lords your Fortunes are allalike in all, 
That in your Countries fervice drew your Swords. 
But fater Triumph 1s this Funerall Pompe, 
That hath af{pir'd 10 Se/ons Happines, 
And Triumphs over chaunce in honours bed. 
T itnr + Androniens the people of Rome, 


— — 


Whoſe friend in julticethou haſt ever bene, 
| Sendthce by me their Tribune and their truſt, 
This Palliamene of white and efſe Hue, 
And name thee in Election for the Empire, 
| Withtheſe our late deceafed Emperours Sonnes: 
Be Candidatars then,and pur it on, 
And helpeto fet a head on headlefſe Rome. 
Ti, A better head her Glorious body hits, 
Then his that ſhakes for age and feeblenefſe: 


| + ff 
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The Tragedy of Titus eAnd aicas.. 


What ſhould I d'on this Robe and trouble you, 


Be cholen with proclamationsto day, | 


Tomorrow yecld up rule, refigne my lite, 
And ſet abroad new bulineſſc for you all. 
Romel have bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 
And led my Countries ſtrength ſucceſlctully, 
And buried one,and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 
Knightcd in Field,{laine manfully in Armes, 
In right and Service of their Noble Country: 
Give me a ſtaffe of Honour for mine age, 
But not a Scepter to controule the world, 
Vpright he held it Lords,that held it laſt. 
A ar. Turns, thou ſhalt obtaine and aske the Empury» 
Sat. Proud ard ambitious Tribune can'ſt thoutell? 
Titus.Patience Prince Satwrainws. 
Sat. Romaincs do me right. 
Patricians draw your Swords,and ſheath them not 
Till Saz»rnmus be Romes Emperour: 
Andronicut would thou wert ſhipt to hell, 
Rather then rob me cfthe peoples hearts. 
Luc. Proud Sarwrnine,interrupter of the good 
That Noble minded Tirrs meancs t0 thee. 
Tit. Content thee Prince,l will reſtore to thee 
The peoples hearts,and weane them trom themtclves. 
Baſs. Anaronicus, | do not flatter thee 
Bur Honour thee,and will doe till I die: 
My FaRtion it thou ſtrengthen with thy Friend? 
I will moſt thankefull be, and thankes to men 
Of Noble mindes,is Honourable Meede. 
Tit. People of Rome,and Noble Tribunes heere, 
Iaske your voices and your Suftrages, 
Will you beſtew them friendly on Andronicns? 
Tribnu.To gratific the good Androniess, 
And Gratulate his ſafe returne to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 
7 ir. Iribunes I thanke you,andthis ſure 1 make, 
That you Create your Empcrours eldeſt fonne, 
Lord Satwrnine,whole Vertues willI hope, 
RefleRt on Rome as Tytans Rayes on carth, 
And ripen Juſtice in this Common-weale: 
Then if you will cle by my adviſc, 
Crowne him,and fſay:Long live our Emperour. 
Mar. «An. With Voices and applaule of every lort, 
Patricians and Plebicans we Create 
Lord Sarxrnmus Romes Great Emperour, 
And lay, Long {ve our Emperonr Saturnine. 
eA long F lowrsſb till they come downe. 
Sat.T uns »Andronicns,tor thy Favours done, 
To us in our Election this day, 
I give thee thankesin part of thy Deſerts, 
And will with Decds requitethy gentleneſle: 
And for an Onſet T s#s to advance 
Thy Name,and Honourable Family, 
Lavinia will T make my Empreſle, 
Romes Royall Miſtris, Miſtris of my beart 
And inthe Sacred Pantheon her c{poulc: 
Tell me Andronicur doth this motion pleaſethee? 
Tit, It doth my worthy Lord,and in this match, 
I hold me Highly Honoured of your Grace, 
And hecre iu ſight of Rome,to Saturnne, 
King and Commander of our Common-weale, 
The Wide-worlds Emperour,do I Confecrate, 
My Sword,my Chariot,and my Priſoners, 
Preſents well Worthy Romes Imperiall Lord: 
Receive them then,the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honours Enſignes humbled at my feete. 


| Lavmiayou arenot diſplcas'd with this? 


— 


| One, fit to bandy with thy lawleſſe Sonnes, | 


Sar. T hankes Noble Tit#s,Father of my lite, 
How proud I am of thee,and of thy gitts 
Rome ſhall record,and when I do forget 
The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable Delerts, 
Romans forget your Eealty to me. 

Tit. Now Madame are you priſoner toan Emperour, 
To him that for your Honour and your State, 
Will uſe you Nobly and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly Lady,truſt me of the Hue 
Thar I would chooſe, were 1 to chuoſea new- 
Cleere up Faire Queene that cloudy countenance, 
Though chance of warre 
Hath wrought this change of cheere, 
Thou com'it not to be made a ſcorne in Rome: 
Princely ſhall be thy uſage every way- 
Reſt on my word,and let not diſcontent 
Daunt all your hopes:Madam he comforts you, 
Can you make you Greater thenthe Queene of Gethes? 


Lan, Not I my Lord,ſfitherue Nobility, | 
Warrants thcle words in Princely curtefic. | 
Sar. Thankes {weete Lavmias,Romans let us goe: 
Ranſomlcſſe heere we ſet our Priſoners free, 
Proclaime our Honors Lords with Trumpe and Drum. | 
Baſs. Lord Tins by your leave,this Maid is mine. 
Ti. How ſi? Are you in carneſt then my Lord? 
Baſs. I Noble Tirns,and refolu'd withall, 
Todoe my ſeltc this reaſon,and this righr. 
Mare. Sunn enique, is our Romance Iuſtice, 
This Prince in Tuſtice ceazeth but his owne. 
Luc. And that he will and ſhall,if Laciss live. 
Tit, Traytors avant, where is the Emperours Guarde? 
Treaſon my Lord, Lavwiais ſurpris'd, 
Sat. Sarpris'd, by whom? 
Baſs. By himthart juſtly may 


| Beare his Betroth'd,trom all the world away. 


Hut, Brothers helpe to convey her hence away, | 

And with my Sword Ile keepe this doore fate. | 
Tit. Follow my Lord,and Ile ſoone bring her backe. | 
Ant. My Lord you paſie nat heere, | 
Tit. W hat villaine Boy,bar'lt me my way in Rome? 
Aut, Helpe Lucins helpe. He hils bum, 
Lnc. My Lord you are unjuſt,and more then ſo, 

In wrongfull quarrell,you have Nlaine your {on. 
Tie. Nor thou,nor he are any ſonnes of mine. 

My ſonnes would never ſo diſhonour me. 

Traitor reſtore Lava tothe Emperour. | 

Lac.Dcad if you will,but not to be his wife, | 
That is anothers lawtull promis'd Love. 


Enter aloft the Emperour with T amora and her rwo 
ſounes and Aaron the © Moore. 
Emp. No Titzs,no,the Emperour needs her not, 

Nor her,nor thee,nor any of thy ſtocke: 
Ie truſt by Leiſure him that mocks me once. 
Thee never:nor thy Trayterous haughty ſonnes, 
Confederates all,thus todiſhonour me. 
Was there nove 6ls in Rome to make a ſtaleof 
But Satarnine? Full well Andronicas | 
Agree theſe Deeds,with thatproud bragge of thine, | 
That faid'ſt,I beg'd the Empire at thy hands, | 

Tit, O monſtrous, what reproachfull words are theſc? | 

Sat. But goe thy wayes,goe give that changing pccce, 
To him that flouriſht tor her with his Sword: | 
A Valiant ſonne in-law thou ſhalt enjoy: 


To 
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Toruffic in the Common-wealth of Rome. 
] u. Theſe words are Razors to my wounded heart. 
s&. And therefore lovely Tamers Queene of Gothes, 
That like the ſtately Phebe mong'it ber Nimphs 
Doſt over-ſhine the Gallant'ſt Dames of Rome, 
If hou be pleas'd withthis my fodaine choile, 
Bchold I chooſe thee Tamora for my Bride, 
And will Create thee Empreſle of Rome. | 
Speake Queene of Goths doſt thou applaud my choiſc? 
And heere 1 ſweare by a\l the Romaine Gods, 
Sith Pricſt and Holy-watcr are fo neere, 
And Tapers burne to bright,and every thing 
[nreadineſle for Hywmenes: [tand, 
[ will not rcfalute the ſtreets otRome, 
Or climbe my Pallace,till trom forth this place, 
Teade efpous'd my Bridcalong with me, 
Tam. And heere in ſight of h:avento Romel {iveare, 
If Satwruzne advance the Queene of Gothes, 
She will a Hand-maid be to his defires, 
A loving Nurſe,a Mother to his youth. 
Sat. Aſcend Faire Queene, 
Panthean Lords, accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and his lovely Bride, 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturume, 
Whoſe wiſedome hath her Fortune Conquered, 
There ſhall we Conſummate our Spoulall rites. 
Exemnnt omnes, 
Tit. I am not bid to waite upon this Bride: 
Tins when wer't thou wont to walke alone, 
Diſhonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs? 


Enter Marcus and Titxs Sonnes. 


May. O Tins fee ! O fee what thou haſt done! 
Ina bad quarrell,flaine a Vertuous ſounc. 

Tv. No fooliſh Tribune,no: No ſonne of mine, 
Nor thou,nor th*{(c Confederates in the deed, 
| That hath diſhonoured all our Family, 
| Vaworthy brocher,and unworthy Sonnes. 

Lac, But let us give himburiall as becomes: 
Give Afnrizr burial with our Bretheren. 

Tie. Traitors away, he relt's not in this Tombe: 
This Monument five hunreth yeares hath ſtood, 
Which I have Sucptuouſly re-edified: 

Heere aone but Souldicrs,and Romes Servitors, 
Repote in Fam<:None baſely laine in braules, 
| Bury him where you can,bc comes not hcere. 
| CMar, My Lord thisis 1npicty in you, 
| My Nephew Afurens deeds do picad tor hum, 
| He mult be buried with his brecherens 
Tus two Sonnes ſpeaks. 
And ſhall,or him we will accompany- 
| Ti. And ſhallt What villains was it ſpake that word? 
Titx: fonne ſpeakes. 
Hethat would vouch'd itin any place but heere. 

Tit, What would you bury him in my dcipight? 
| CMar. No Noble Tix but intreat of thee, 
| Topardon Mmrins,and to bury him. 
| Tut, Marcus,Even thou bait ſtroke upon my Creſt, 
| And with theſe Boyes mine Honour thou haſt wounded, 
| My foes I doe repute you every one. 

$0 trouble me no more, but get you gone. 
| 1, S#n. He 15 not himſclfe.let us withdraw. 
2. Son. Not [| tell Aſuts#s bones be buried. 
T he Brother and the ſonnes kneele. 
' Aer. Brother,for inthat name doth nature plea'd. 


| 


Nor with no leffe,and to [ take my leave. 


| By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

| This Noble Gentleman Lord Twas hecre, 

; Isin opinionandin bonour wrong'd, 

| Thatin thereſcue of Lavmns, 

| Wirh his owne baud id flay his youngeſt Son, 


| To be controul'd in that he frankly gave: 
| Receive him then to favour Satwrume, | 
| That hathexpre'ſt himſelfe in a'l his deeds, | 
| A Father and a friend to thee,and Rome. 


| Tis thou,and thoſe,that have diſhonoured me, 
| Rome 2nd the righteous heavens be my judge, 
How I have lov'd and Honour'd Satxrnme. 


2.59. Father,and in that name doth nature (peake, 
Tu. Speakethou no more if all the reſt will (peede, | 
CAar. Renowned Tims more then holfe my toule. 
Lac. Deare Father,ſoule and ſubſtance of us all. 

Aw. Sutter thy brother Marcerto interre 

His Noble Nepheiy heere in vertucsneſt, 

That died in Honour and Levmia's cauſe, 

Thouart a Romaine, be not barbarous: 

The Greekes upon adviſe did bury Aiex 

That ſlew himſclfe: And Laertes ſonne, [ 

Did graciouſly plead for his Funerals: 

Let not young 44#r5vschen that was thy joy, 

Be bar'd his entrance heere. 

T i. Rite Mecss,rilc, 

The difanallft day is this that ere I ſaw, 

Tobediſhonored by my Sonnes in Rome: 

Well,bury him,and bury me the next. | 

They put him in the Tombe, 
Zu. There lie thy bones ſweet Aſutizs with thy 
Till we with Trophcesdo adorne thy Tombe. (friends } 
T hey all kneek and (ap. 
No man ſhed teares for Noble Aur, 
He lives in Fame.that di'd invertucs cauſe. Exit. 
Mar. My Lord to itep our of thee ſudden dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtiie Queene of Gothes, 
Is of a fodaine thus advarc'd in Rome? 
Ti. I know not Mares : but I know it is, | 

(Whether by deviſe or note heavens can tell, - | 

-- _ _ beholding tothe man, Wy | 

1 hat brought her tor this high eurne 10 farre? 

Yes,and will Nobly him —_— 


Flowriſh. | 
Enter the Emperor, T amora,aud ber two ſont with the Moore 
at ane doors, Exter at the other doore Baſntanns and 
Lavmna wih others. 
Sat,So Baſtanar,y ou have plaid your prize, 
God give you joy fir of your Gailant Bride. 
af. And you of yours my Lore:i ſay nomore, 


Sat. Traitor,it Rome have law,or vw e have power, 
Thou and thy Factiou ſhall repent this Rape. 
Baſ. Rape call you it my Lord,to {cite my owne, 
My true betrothed Love,and now ary wite? 
Butler the lawes of Rome d.rermine all, | 
Meane while 1 am pofleit of that is mine. 
Sat. Tis good fir:youare very ſhort with us, 
Bur it we live,wcele be as ſharpe with you. 
Baſ. My Lord,what I have done as belt I may, 
Anſwere | muſt, and ſhalldo with my lite, 
Onely thus much 1 give your Grace to know, 


In zcale to you and highly mov'd co wrath, 


Tit. Prince Beſrianws \cave to plead my Deeds, 


Tam. My worthy Lord if = T amora, 
f 2 
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Were gratious in thoſe Princely cyecs of thine, 
Then heare me ſpcake indifterently tor all: 
And at my ſute(tweet )pardon what a you 

Sar, W hat Madam,be d!{honoured openly, 
| And baſcly put it up without revenge? 
| Tam. Notlo my Lord, 
The Gods of Rome ftor-tend, 
I ſhould be Authour te diſhonour you, 
But on mine honour dare, undertake 
For good Lord Titzs innocence in all: 
Whole tury not diſſembled ſpeakes his griefes: 
Then at my futc looke graciouſly on him, 
Looſe not ſo noble a friend on vane ſuppole, 
Nor with ſowrelookesaffiR his gentle heart. 
My Lord,be rul'd by me,be wonne at laſt, 
Diſſemble all your griefes anddiſconrents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne, 
Lealt then the people,and Patricians to0, 
Vpon a juſt ſurvey take Tt#s,part, 
And ſo ſupplant us for ingratitude, 
W bich Rome reputesto be a hainous finne- 
Yeeidatintreats,and then let me alone: 
Ile finde a day to maſlacre them all, 
And race their facionand their familic, 
The cruell Father,and his erayt'rous tonnes, 
Towhom I ſucd for my deare ſoones lite. 
And make them know what tis to lcta Queene 
Kne-le in the {treetes,and beg for grace 1n vaine. 
Come,come,{weet Emperour,(come Andrenes: ) 
-Takeup this good old man,and checre the heart, 
That d:es in tempeſt of thy angry trowne. 
| Sat. Riſe Tuwss,rile, 
| My Empreſſe hath prevail'd. 
i Tv. 1 thanke your Majeſty, 
And her my Lord. 
Theſe words,rtheſec lookes, 
Infuſe new life 1n me. 

Tam. Titzs,l am incorporatc in Rome, 
ARoman noi adopted happily: 
And muſt 2dviſe the Emperour tor his good, 
This day all quarrels dic Andronicws. 
And let it be mine honour good my Lord, 
That 1 have reconcil'd your friends and you, 
For you Prince Ba'rianws , I have paſt 
My word and promiſe ro the Emperour, 
That you will be more anlde and tratable, 
And feare not Lords: 
And you Leavwa, 
| By my advifcall humbled on your knees, 
Yeu ſhall aske pardon of his Majclty. 

For, We doe, 

And vow to heaven,and to his Highnes, 


—_——_—_— 


Tendring our filters honour ard our owne. 
Afar. That on mine honour heere I doproteſt. 
Sat. Away and talke not,trouble us no more- 
T am. Nay nay, ZI | 

Sweet Emperour, we mult all be friends, 

The Tribune and his Nephews kneele for grace, 

I wil not be denicd ſweet heart looke back, 
Sat. Iiarens, 

For thy fake and thy brothers heere, 

And at my lovely Tamera s mtreats, 

I doe remit theſe young mens haynous faults. 

Stand up: Levwe,though you left melikeachwle, 

| I found a fricnd,and ſure as death I iware, 


{ ——ET 


——_— 
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That what we did, was mildly,as we might, _ 


I would not part a Batchellour from the Pricſt. 
Come,if the Emperours Court can feaſt rwoBrides, 
You are my gueſt Lavinia,and your friends: 
This day ſhall be a Love-day Tamers. | 

#, To morrow and it pleafe your Majeſty, 
To hunt the Panther and the Heart with me, 
With horne and Hound, 
Weele give your Grace Fow jour, 

$4r. Be it lo Tirwrand Gramercy t00» 


| ee 


Aﬀus Secundus. 


Emer «Aron alove. 


Aron Noiy climbeth T amera Olympus toppe, 
Safc out of Fortunes ſhot,and ſitsalott, 
Secure of Thuncers cracke orlightning flaſh, 
Advanc'd above palcenvies threatning reach: | 
As when che golden Sunne ſalures tbe morne, 
And having gilt the Ocean with his beames, 
Gallops the Zodiacke in his gliſtering Coach, 
And over-lookes the higheſt picring hills: 
So T amora, 
Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
And venue ſtoopecs andtrembles at ber frowne. 
Then Ares arwe the heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Miftris, 
And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Halt priſoner held,tettred in amorous chaines, 
And talter bound :0 Arens charming eyes, 
Then 1s Promethens ti'deto Cancaſns, 
Away with ſlaviſh weedes,and idle thoughts, 
I wiil be bright and ſhine in Pearle and Gold, 
To waite upon this new made Ewpreſle, 
To waite fa:d I ? To wanton with this Queene, 
This Goddeſle, this Samwomnsthis Queene, 
This Syren,that will charme Rumes Sarwrnine, * 
Ard ſee his (hipwracke,und his Common weales.! 
Ho!la,what ſtorme is this? 


Enter (hiron and Demetrius braving. 
Dem Chiron thy yeeres want wit,thy wit wants edge 
And manners to intru'd where I am grac'd, 
And may for ought thou know'ſt affected be. 
Cbs. Demerrins,thou dco'ſt over-weene in all, 
And ſo in this,to beare me downe with braves, 
Tis not the difference of a yeere or two 


Makes me lefſe gracious,or thee moore fortunate: 
I am asable,and as fir,as thou, | 
Toſerve,and to deſerve my Miſtris grace, | 
And that my ſword upon thee ſhall approve, | 
And plead my paſſions for Lavinis's love, | 
eAv. Clubs,clubs,theſc lovers will not keep the peac*- | 
Dem. Why Boy alchough our mother(unadviſed) | 
Gaye you a daunſing Rapicr by your ſide, | 
Are you ſodeſperate growne to threat your friends? 
Goc to: have your Lath glued within your ſheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it, 
Chs. Meane while fir, with the lirtle $kill I have, | 


| Full well ſhalt thou perceive bow much I dare. 


| 
Dem, 1 Boy ,grow ye ſo brave? T hey drawe- 
e4v. Why now Lords? 


| So nere the Emperours Pallace Gare you draw," | 
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And maintaine ſuch a quarrell openly? 
Full well I wote,the ground of all this grudge. 
| would not for a million of Gold, 
The cauſe were knowue to them it moſt concernes. 
| Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be ſo diſhonored inthe Court of Rome. 
For ſhame put up. 
Dems. Not I, till I have ſheath'd 
My rapier in his boſome,and withall 
Thruſt theſe reprochtull ſpeeches downe his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour heere. 
Chs. For that I am prepar'd,and full rc{oly'd, 
Foule ſpoken Coward, 
T hat thundrelt with thy rongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing car'ſt pertorme. 
Ar. A way I lay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Gothes adore, 
This pretty brable will undoo us all: 
Why Lords,and thinke you not hog dangerous 
[tis to ſet upona Princes right? 
What is Lavinia then become {0 looie, 
Or Faſſianss (o degenerate, 
That for her love tuch quarrels may be broacht, 
Without controulement, Tuſtice,or revenge? 
Young Lords beware,and ſhould the Empreflc know, 
This diſcord ground,the muſicke would no pleaſe. 
C+4.1 care not I, knew ſhe andall the world, 
[love Levenia more then all the world, 
Dem. Y oungling, 
Learne thou to make ſome meaner choile, 
Lavinia is thine elder brothers hope. . 
Ar. Why are ye mad?Or know ye not in Rome, 
How furious and 1mpatient they be, 
And cannot brooke Comperitors 1n love? 
I tell you Lords, you doe but plot your deaths, 
By this devile. | 
| Chs, Aran thouſand Ceaths wou'd I propoſe, 
Toat chie-c her whom | do love. 
Ar.Toatchieve her, how? 
Dem. W h:y,mak'{t thou it ſo ſtrange? 
Shes is a woman: here fore may be w 00'd 
| Shee is a woman,theretore may be wonr.e, 
Sh-e is Lawvsnia therefore mult be lov d. 
What man, mere water giderh by the Mill 
Then worts the Miller ot,,nd calic it 1s 
Of a cut loafe toſteale a thive we know: 
| Though Baſſhanns be the Emperours brother, 
| Better then he have yet worne Fulcans badge. 
| * Y-4r. 1, and as good as Seturxinms may. 
| Dem, Then why ſhould hediſpaire that knowes to 
| With words, faire lookes,and hiberality: (court it 
What ha{t not thou fall often ſtrucke a Doe, 
| And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nolc? 
| Ar, Why thenit ſeemes ſome certaine ſnatch or fo 
| Would ſerve your turnes. 
Chi, 1 ſo theturne were ſerved; 
Dem, Aron thon haſt bit it, 
' Ar. Wouldyou had hitit too, 
Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this adoo: 
| Why harke yte,harke yee, andare youtuch fools, 
| Toſquare for this? Would it offend you then? 
| Chi, Faith tot me. 
Dem. Nor me, ſol were one. 
?Ar For ſhame be friends,and joyne for that you iar: 
Tis pollicy,and ſ{tratageme muſt doe 
That you affet, and ſo mult you refſolue, 


] That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may: 
Take this of me, Lacrece was not morecl alt 
Then this Lavinia, Baſiianns love, 
Alpeedier courſe this liugring languiſhment 
Mutt we purfuc,and I have found the path: 
My Lords, a folemne hunting is in hand. 
There willthe lovely Roman Ladies troope: 
The Forreſt walkes are wide and ſpacious, 
And many untrequCur*d plots there are, 
Fitted by kinde for rape and villainy: 
Single you thither then this dainty Doe. 
| And ſtrike her home by force,if not by words: 
This way or not at all,{tand you in hope. 
Come,come,our Emprefle with ber tfacred wit 
To villainy and vengeance confecrate, 
Will we acquaint with allthat we intend, 
; Ard ſhe (hall file our engines with adviſe, 
| That wil not ſuffer you toſquare your ſelves, 
| Burro your wiſhes height advance you both. 
| The Emperours Court 1s like the houſe of Fame, 
| Thepallace tuli of:ongues,of eyes,of cares: 
| The Woodsareruthleſſe , dreadfuli.deafe,and dull: 
There fpeake,and ſtrike brave Boyes,& take your turnes. 
There ferve your luſts,ſhadow'd from heavenseye, 
And revell in Lavinta's Treaſury. 
C's, Thy counſell Lad ſmells of no cowardice. 
Dem. Sifas ant ref, till 1 tinde the ſtreames; 
To coole this heat,a Charme to calme their fits, 
Per Stiqia,per manes Vehor, 


Exteunt. 


Enter Titus Andronicus and his three ſannes, making 4 noi/e 
with hownds and bornes, and Marc, OY 


T ie. The hunt isup,the morne is bright and gray, 
The tieldsare ſragrant,and the Woods are greene, 
Vncouple heere,and let us make a bay, 
| And wake the Emperour,and his lovely Bride, 
| And rouzethe Prince,and ring a hunters peale, 
| That all the Court may eccho withthe noiſe. 
| Sonnes kt it be your charge,as it 1sours, 

' Toatrtend the Emperours perſon carefully: 
I have bene troubled in my leepe this night, 
But dawning day new comfort bath infpu'd. 


Winde Horner. 
Heere « cry of bounds and winde hornes in a peale, then 
Emer Saturninns,T amora, Baſrianus , Lavima, Chiron, De- 
metrius,aud their Att endans, 


Ti, Many good morrowes to your Majelty, 
Madam to you as many and as good. 
[ promiſed your Grace,a Hunters peale. 

Sat. And you have rung it luſtily cy Lords, 
Some what too earely for new marricd Ladies, 

Baſ. Lavinia, bow lay you? 

Las. | {ay no: 
I have bene awake two houres 3nd more. 

Sat. Come onthen,horſe and Chariots let us have, 
And to our ſport: Madam, now ſhall ye ſee, 
Our Romaine hunting. 

Mer. I have dogges my Lord, 
Wil rouze the proudeſt Panther in the Chaſe, | 
And clime the highelt Promiontory top. 

Tit. And I baye horſe will follow wherethe game 
Makes away,and runne like Swallowes ore the phine 


_—4 
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T he Tragedy of T itus Ai bubicns, 


Dem. Chiron we hunt not we, with Horſe nor Hound, 

But hope to plucke a dainty Do to ground. E xennt, 
Enter Aron alone. 

eAr. He that had wit,would thinke that I had none, 
{ To bury ſo auch Gold under a Tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him that thinks of me {oabjealy, 
Know that this Gold mult coine a itratageme, 
Which cunningly eftcRted, will beger 
A very exccllent pecce of villany- 
And fo repoſt ſweet Gold for their unreſt, 
That have their Alme3 out ofthe Empreſſe Chelt. 

Enter T amora to the Moore, 

Tam. My lovely Aron, 
Wherctore look'ſt thou ſad, 
When every thing doth make a Glectullboaſt? 
The Birds chaunt melody on every buſh, 
The Snake lics rolled in the chearctull Sunn, 
The greene leaves quiver.with the cooling winde, 
And wake a chcker'd ſhadow on the ground: 
Voder their ſweet ſhade, Aron ict us tt, 
And whi!'ſt the bebling Eccho mock's the Hounds, 
Rep'ying ſhrilly ro rhe well tun'd-Hornes, 
As adouble hunt wcre heard at once, 
Letus fit downe,and marke their yelping notte: 
And aficr conflia,fuch as was ttippos'd, 
The wandring Prince and Dsdo once enjoy'd, 
\W hen witha happy {torme they were {urpris'd, 
And Curtain'd with a Counſaile-keeping Cave, 
We may cach wreathed in the others armes, 
(Our paitimes done) pollcfic a Golden flumber, 
Whiles Hounds and Hornes,and {weet Mclodious Birds 
Be unto 15,as 15a Nurſes Song 
Of Lullaby,to bring her Bade aſlecpe. 

Ar. Madame, 

Though Ferns governe your delires, 
Saturne is Dominator over mine; 
What ſignifies ny deadly ſtanding eye, 
My filence,and my Cloudy Melancholy, 
My flccce of Woolly haire,tbat now uncurles, 
Even as an Addcr whcn (he doth unrowle 
To do ſome fatall execution? 
No Madam, theſc are no Veneriall ſignes, 
Vengeance 15 in my heart,death in my band, 
Blood,and revenge, are Hammering in my head, 
Harke Tamora,th: Emprefic of my Soule, 
Whichnever hopes more heaven,then reſts in thee, 
This is the day of Doome tor Baſrianss; 
His Phi/omel malt looſe her rongue to day, 
Thy Sonnes make Pillage of her Chaſtity, 
And waſh their hands in Z«4/ranxs blood. 
Socft thou this Letter,take it up I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatail piotted Scrowle, 
Now oucttion me nomore,we arceſpied, 
Heerc comes a pareell of our hopcfull Booty, 
W hich dreads not yet their lives deſtruction, 


— _ —— cc er 


| Enter E 4(r1anus and Lavwinid, 


| 

| Tun. Ah my ſweet Clfoore: 

| Swecter to me then life” 

er. No more great Empreſic, Baſrianns comes, 

| Be croffe with him,and Ile goe fetch thy Sonnes 

*T Tobacke thy cuarrell whar ſo ere they bd, 

| Baſ. Whom havee heere? 

| Romes Royall Empreſle, 


_— - —— 
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| Why doth your Highneslooke fo pale and wan? 


Vnturniſht of our well beſceming troop? 
Or is it Dias habired like her, 
Who hath abandoned ber holy Groves, 
To ſee the generall Hunting in this Forreſt? 

T am. Sawcy controller of our private ſteps: 
Had I the power,that ſome ſay Dian had, 
Thy Temples ſhould be planted preſently. 
With Hornes,as was +4 &tems,and the Hounds | 
Shoulddrive upon hisnew transformed limbes, 
V nmanner!y Intruder as thou art. 

Las. V nder your patience gentle Empreſle, | 
Tis rhovghr you have agoodly gift in Horning, | 
And tobe doubted,that your Core and you | 

| 
| 
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are {ingled forth to try experiments: 
Hove thelld your husband trom his Hounds to Gay, 
Tis pitty they ſhould take him for a Stag 

Ba. Beleeve me Queene, your ſwarth Cymmerian, | 
Doth make your Hcnour of his bodies Hue, | 
Spotted, detelted,and abhominable. 
Why are you ſequeſtred from all your traine? | 
Diſmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 
And wandred hither to an ob{cure plor, 
Accompanied witha barbarous Clſooere, 
If foule delire had not conducted you? 

Las. And being intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my Noble Lord,be rated 
For Saucineſle,] pray you let us hence, 
And let her joy her Raven coloured love, 
This valley fitsthe purpoſe paſſing well. 

Baſ. The King my brother ſhall have notice of this. 

Las. 1, tor theſc ſlips have made him noted love, 
Good King,to be lo mightily abuſed, 

Tam, \W hy have I paticnceto endure all this? 
Enter ( hwon and Demetrins, 

Dem, How now deere Soveraignec 

And ovr gracious Mother, 


— — 


Tam. Have 1 not reaton thinke youto looke pale? 
Theſe two havertic'd me hitherto this place, | 
A barren.detclted vale you ſceit is- | 
The Trees (though SOMMCT Jycr torlorne andlcane, | 
Ore-come with Moſſe,at.d baletull MiſkIto. 

Heere never ſhines the Srnrehecre nothing breeds, 
Vnleſle the nghtly Owle,or fatall Ravens 
And whenthey ſhew'd merhis abhorred pir, 
They told me,hcere at dead time of the night, 
Athou'a"d Fiends,a thouſand hiſſing Snakes, 
Ten thouland {welling T oades,as many Vrchins, 
Would make ſuch fearctull and confutcd crics, 
As any mortall body hearing it, 
Should ſtraice fall mad,or cl{e die ſuddenly. 
Noſooner had they roid this helliſh rale, 
But ſtrait they told me they would binde me heere, 
Vntothe body of adiſmall yew, 
Andleave me tothis miſcrable death. 
And then they call'd me foule Adultereſfle, 
Laſcivious Goth,and all the bittereſt rearmes 
That ever cafedid heare touch cffet. 
And had you not by wondrous fortune come, | 
This vengeance on me had they executed: 
Revengeit,as you love your Mothers life, 
Or be ye not henceforthcal'd my Children, 
Dew. This is a witneſſe that I am thy Sonne. Sb 6- | 
Chs. And this tor me, 
Strook home to ſhew my ſtrengrh. 
Lan. I come Semirams nay Barbarous Tamers, 


For , 


. ——  _ oO O— 
+ 


II 


15. 


Ce —_— 


The Tragedy of Titus Andronicus. 


For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. 
Tam. Give me thy poygnard: you ſhal know my boyes 
Your Mothers ſhall right your Mothers wrong. 
Dem, Stay Madam heere is more belongs to ber, 
Firſt thraſh the Corne,then after burne the {traw: 
This Minton ſtood upon her chaſtity, 
Vpon her Nuptiall vor, her loyalty. 


And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? 
Chi. And if ſhe doe, 
Ll would I werean Eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to ſome ſecret hole, 
And make his dead Trunke-Pillow to our luſt, 
Tam. But when ye have the hony yedefire, 
Let not this Waſpe out-live us both to iting, 
Chi. I warrant you Madam we will make that ſure: 
Come Miftris,now perforce we wall enzoy, 
Thar nice-preſecued lonefty of yours. = 
Lav. Oh Tamora,thcu beai'lt a woman tace. 
Tam. 1 will not heate her tpeake, away with her. 
Lav. Sweet Lords intrear her heare me but a word. 
Dem. Liſten faire Madam,let it be your glory 
Toſe her teares,bur be your heart tothem, 
As unrelenting flint to drops of raine. 
Lav. \W hen did the Tigers young-ones teach the dam? 
Odoe not learne her wrath, ſhe taught it thee, 
The milkc thou ſuck'fi trom ber did turne to Marbic, 
Even atthy Tcat thou had'it thy Tyranny, 
Yet every Muther breedsnot Sonnes alike, 
Dothou imtreat her ſhew a woman pitfy. 
(bi. W hat, 
Would'ſt thou have ne prove my ſelfe a baſtard? 
Las, Tistrucy 
The Raven doth not hatch a Larke, 
Yet have I keard,Oh could I tinde it now, 
The Lion mov'd with pitty did indure 
To have his Princely pawes par'd all away. 
Some (ay,that Rauens tolter torlorne children, 
| The whil*: their owne birds famiſh in cheir neſts: 
Oh Lcto me though thy hard heart (ay no, 
Nothing ſo kind but lowerhung pittitull. 
Tam, | know not what it meancs,z way with her. 
Lav, Ob let me teach thee for my Fathers ſabe, 
Thar ewr« thee life when well he w ighc bave ſlaine thee; 
| Penct ob durate,open thy deate cares. 
Tam. Had*ſt thou in perſon nere offended me, 
| Even for bis ſake am I now pitrileſſe; 
| Remember Boyes I pow:*d torth teares in vaine, 
| Tofave vour brother from the (acritice, 
| Burt fierce Andronecns would not relent, 
| Therefore away with her,and uſe her as you will, 
The worſe to her,the better lov'd of me. 
| ZCZan, Oh Tamora, 
| Be call'd a gentle Queene, 
| And with thine owne hands kill me inthis place, 
| For tis not life that I have beg'd ſo lon 
| Poore | was ſlaine, when Baſrianws dy'd, 
| \W hat beg'{t thou then? fond woman,ler me go? 
Lav, Tispreſentdeath I beg,and onething more, 
| That woman hood denics my tongue fotell: 
| Oh keexe me from their worſe then killingluſt, 
| Ard tumble me imo ſome loathſome pit, 
| Where never mans eye may behold my body, 
| Doe this,and be a charitable murderer, 
| Tam. So ſhould Lrob my tweet Sonnes of their fee, 
| Noylet them fatisfie their luſt on thee, 


— 
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And with that painted hope ſhe braves your Mightineſic, | 


Dem. Away, 

For thou halt ſtaid us heere too long, 
Lax. Nograce. 

No woman hood ? Ah beaſtly creature, 

The blotand enemy ro our generall name, 

Confuſion all 
c hi. Nay then 1c top your mouth; 

Bring thou her husband, 

This 1sthe Hole where Arox bid us hide him. Exeunt, 
Tam.Farewell iny Sonnes,{ce that you make her ſure, 

Nere let my heart know merry cheere indeed, 

Till all the Androncs be made aways 

Now will I hence to ſeeke my lovely Coore, 

And let my fpleenctull Sonnesthis Trull defloure, Ex. 


Enter Aron wuhtwo of Titus Sornes, 
Aren, Come on my Lords,the better footre before, 
Straighe will I bring you tothe lothſome pit, 
Where eſpicd the Panther faſt aſleepe. _ 
win, My light is very dull what cre it bodes. 
Mar. And qune 1 ppromite you, were it not tor ſhame, 
Welicould | leave our ſporttofleepe a while. 
2 win. What artthou fallen? 
VW hart (ubtile Hole is this, | 
Whoſe mouth is covered with Rude growing Briers, 
Vpon whole leaves are drops of uew=thed-blood, 
As freſh as mornings dew diſtil'd on flowers, 
A very farallplace it ſeemesto me: 
Speake Brother haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Mar. Oh Brother, 
With the diſmal" it obje& 
| Thatevercye with fight made heart lament. 
Ar. Now will I tetch the King to finde them heere, 
| That he thereby may have alikely gheflc, 
| How theſe were they that made away hisbrother. 
Exit Aron. 
| Car. Why dolt not comfort me and helpe me out, 
' From this unhallow'd and blood-ftained Hole? 
nin. [ am turprifed with an uncouch feare, 
A chilling \weat ore-runs my trembling joynts, 
My heart ſuſpe&ts morethen minecye car (ce. 
Mar. To prove thou haſt a truedivining heart, 
| Armandthou looke downe into this den, 
| And ſcea fearetu!l ſight of blood and death. 


min. Arenis 5 
And my compaſtionate heart 


Will not permit mine eyes,once to behold 

' The thing where at ittrembles by ſurmiſc: 

; Ohrell me how it 1s,for nere till now 

| Was [a child,to teare I know not whar. 

| cCAMar. Lord Baſtianns lies embrewed heere, 
All on a heape like to the langhered Lambe, 

Inthis deceſted,darke,blood-drinking pit. 
min. If it be darke, how dooſt thou know'tis he? 
Mw. V pon his blody finger he doth weare 

A precious Ring,that lightens all the Hole: 

W hichlike a Taper in fome Monument, 

Doth ſhine upon the dead mans earthly cheekes, 

| And ſhewesthe ragged intrailes of the pit: 


When he by night lay bath'd m Maiden blood: 
O Brother helpe me with thy tainting hand, 
If feare hath made the faint.as mee it hath, 
Our of this fell devouring receptacle, | 
As hatefull as Cocxtws miltic mowb. 
L2=in. Reach me thy hand,cbat I may helpe thee our, 


So pale did ſhine the Moone on Pirames, | 


| 
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Or wanting ſtrength rodoe thee ſo much good, 

I may bepluckt into the ſwallowing wombe, 

Of this deepe pit,poore Baſcianns grave: = 

I have no ſtrength to plucke thee to the brinke. 
© Afav. Nor I no ſtrengrh to clime withour thy helpe. 
© min. Thy hand once more,l will not looſe againe, 

T1!l thou art heere alott,or 1 below, 

Thou can'ft not come to me, 1come to thee. Botbs fall in. 


Enter the Emperour, Aron the Moore. 


$4. Along with me,llefce what he 1s heere, 
And what he 1s that now 1s leapt intO 1 » 
Say,who art thou that lately did'ſt deſcend, 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth? 

Mar. The unhappy ſonne of old Androvicas, 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky houre, 
To finde thy brother Baſſiaxas dead. 

Sat. My brother dead I know thou doſt bur jet, 
He and his Lady bothareat the Lodge, 
Vpon the North-ſide of thispleaſant Chaſe, 
Tis not an houre fince 1 left him there. 

Afar, We know not where you lett himall alive, 
But out alas, hcere have we found him dead. 


Enter T amora,» Andronicus,and Lucius. 


Tam. Where is my Lord the King? 
Sat. Heere Tamera,though griev'd with killing griete. 
Tam. \W here 15 thy brother Baſuanun 
Sat. Now tothe bottome dofſt thou ſearch my wound, 
Poore Baſtrams heere lies murthercd. 
Tam. Then all too late 1 bring this tatall writ, 
The complot of this rimeleſſle Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that mans face can fold. 
In pleafing ſmiles ſuch murderous Tyranny. 


She gvverh Saturmne a Leiter 


Satwrninus reads the Letter, 
And if we miſſe to meete ym hanſomety, 
Sweet hunt /man.Baſjtarns tis we meane, 


| Toe thaw [0 much as dig the Prave for ham. 


Thou know" ſf eur meaning looke for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder tree: 

Which over-ſhades the meuth of that ſame pit 
Where we decrzed to bury Faſſianus, 

Doe this and purchaſe ns thy laſting friends. 


Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever hexrdthe like? 
This 1s the pit,and this the Elder tree, 
Looke firs,af you can finde the huntſman our, 
That ſhould have murthercd Fafſianns heere, 
»>Ar. Ny gracious Lord heere ts the bag of Gold. 
$az. Two ot thy whelpes,fell Curs of bloody kind 
Have hecre berete mv brother of has life: 
Sirs.Jrag them from the picuntothe priſon, 
There letthem bide untill we havedevis'd 
C0me never beard-of tortering paine for them. 
Tam. W hatare they in this pir, 
Oh wondrous thing! 
How cafily murder 1s diſcovered? 
Tir. High Emperour,npon my feeble knee, 
I keg this boone, with teares,notlightly ſhed, 
That this teli facilt of aty accurſed Sonnes, 
Accurſcd if the faults be prou'd in them, 
Sat. If it be prov'd?you {ce it 1s apparant, 


— 
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| Other to branches,thole ſweet Ornaments 
| Whoſe circkling ſhadows, Kings have ſought to ſleep in 


EE CN 


Who found this Letter,7 amora was it you? 
Tam. Andronicus himſclte did take it up. 
Ti, | did my Lord, 
Yer ler me be their baile. 
For by my Fathers reverent Tombe I vow 
They ſhall be ready at your Highnes will, | 
To anfwere their fuſpition with their lives. 

Sat. Thou ſhalt not baile them,ſce rhen follow me: 
Some bring the murthered body, ſome the murtherers, 
I etthem notſpeake a wordthe guiltis plaine, 

For by my foulc,werte there wortc end thendeath, 
Thatend upon them ſhould beexecuted. 
Tam. Androzicw 1 will entreat the King, 
Fcare notthy Sonnes, they ſhalt do well encuch. 
Ti. Come Lacins come, 
Say not totalke with them. 


E xennt, 


Enter the Empreſſe Sonnes,with Lavinia,ber hands cut off and 
hey tongue cut ont,andravilhe. | 


Dem. Sonow goe tell and if thy tongue can ſpeake, þ 
Who t'wasthat cut thy tongue and raviſhe thee, 
Chs. Write downe thy mind,bewray thy meaning fo, 
And it thy ſtumpes will let thee play the Scribe. 
Lem.Scc how with ſignes and tokens ſhe can (chwle, 
Cks. Goe home, 
Call for ſweet water, waſh thy hands. 
Dem. She hath no tongue to call,nor hands to waſh» 
And {olct's leave her to her lilent walkes. 
( #1. And t'were my cauſe,I ſhould goe bang my ſelte. 
Dem. 1: thou haC'it hands to helpethce knit the cord, 
E xennt. 
Wiwinde Horne, 
E ntey Marcus from bunting to Lavins* | 
\Wno1s this,my Neece that flies away fo fait? 
Colcn a word, where is your husband? 
It Ido drcame, would all my wealth would wake me, 
If I do wake,fome Planet ſtrike me downe, | 
That I may ſlumber in cternall ſleepe. 
Spcake gentle Neece,whar {terne ungentle hands 
Hath lopr,and hew'd,and madethy body bare 


And might nor gaine ſo greata happines 
As halte thy Love: Why dozit not tpcake ro me? | 
Alas,a Crimſonriver of warme blood, 

Like toa bubling tountaine ſtir'd wich winde, 


| Dothrile and fall betweene thy Roſedlips, | 
; Commungand going withthy hony breath, | 


; Bur ſureſome Terews hath detioured thee, 


—O* — 


| Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the beaſt 
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Andlcaſt thou ſhould'{t detet rhem,cur thy tongue, 
Ah,now thou turn'ſt away thy face for ſhame: 

And notwith ſtanding allthis lofle of blood, 

As froma Conduit with their iffuing Spovts, 

Yet doethy cheekes looke red as Trans face, 
Bluſhing to be encountred witha Cloud, 

Shall I ſpeake for thee?ſhall I ſay tis ſo? 
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That I might raile at him to calc my mind. 
Sorrow concealed, like an Oven ſtopt, 

Doth burnethe heart to Cinders ws + It 18, 
Faire Philomela ſhe but lolt her tongue, | 
And in atedious Satmpler ſowed her minde. | 
But lovely Necce,that meane 1s cut from thee, 
A craftier Tere haſt thou met withall, 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off, 
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That could have better ſowed then P bidonved. 
Oh had the moalter ſeene thoſe Lilly hands, 
Tremble like Aſpen leaves upon a Lute," 


Or had he heard the heavenly Harmony, 
Which that (\weet tongue hath made: 


———— 


As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete. 
Come,let us goe,and make thy father blinde, 
For ſuch a ſight will blinde a fathers eye. 


Oh could our morning caſe thy miſery. 


eA tus T ertius, 


_ 


And makethe filken (trings delight to kiſſe them, 
He would not then have toucht them for his life» 


He would have dropt his knitc and fell aſlcepe, 


Oric houres tlorme will drowne the fragrant meades, 
What, will whole months of teares thy Fathers eyes? 
Doe not draw backe,tor we will mourne with thee: 


E xcunt, 


— 
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going before pleading. 


For pitty of mine age, whoſe youth was ſpenc 


For all my blood in Romes great quarrell ſhed 
For all the, frolty nights that 1 have watch, 


| Filling che aged wrinkles in my cheekes, 
| Be pirrifull ro my condemned Sonnes, 


Ti. Heare me grave fathers,noble Tribunes ſtay, 


[n dangerous warrcs,whillt you ſecurely flept: 


b 


And for theſe bitter teares, which now you ſee, 


| Whole ſoules are not corrupted as tis thought: 


| For twoandewenty ſonnes I never weept, 
Becauſe they died in honours lotry bed. 


| Andronens leth downe and the Indges paſſe by ham. 


| Fortheſe,theſe Trivunes,in the dult I write 
| Let my tearcs ſtench the carths dry appetite. 

| My ſonnes{weet blood, will make it f 

| Ocarth 11 willbe tricnd thee more with rame 


My harts deepe layguor,and my foules fad teares:; 


1ame and Bluſh: 


Emer the Indges and Senatowr 1with Tung rwo ſores Lound, 
paſſing on the Stage to the place of txecunm,and Titus 


E xewnt. 


| That ſhall diſtiii from tHtle two ancient ruines, 
| Then youthfull Aprill ſhall with all bis ſhowres 


In ſummers rought: Ile drop upon thee (hill, 


| bo . 
| In Winter with warme tearcs lie aicle the fnow 


And keepe eternal! (pring-time onthy face, 


Emer Lncings, with bit weapon drawne. 


| Oh reverent Tribunes,oh gentleaged men, 


Sothou refuſe todrinke my deare ſonnes blood. 


| Vnbinde my ſonnes,reveric the doome of death, 


| Andlerme ſay(that never wept before) 
My tearcsare now prevaling Oratours. 
Ls. Oh novlc father, you lament in vaine, 
The Tribunes heare you not,no man is by, 
' Ard you recount your ſorrowes toa itone. 


| Tit. Ah Lacins for thy brothers lerme plead, 


| Grave Tribunes,once more 1 fntreat of you. 


| 
| 
| 


not marke me: oh it chey did heare 


| They would not pitty mr. 


| Therefore Irell my forrowes bootles tothe ſtones. 


| 


Ln. My gracious Lord , no Tribune heares youſpeake, 
| Tit, Why tis no matter man,if they did heare 
' They wankd 


{ That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing cloquence, 


| Sweet varied notes inchanting every care, 


ry 


Who though they cannot anſwere my diſtreſſe, 
Yet in ſome ſort they are better then the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale; 
| When I doe weepe,they humbly at my tcete 
Receive my teares,and ſceme to weepe with me, 
And were they bur attired in grave weedes, 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thetes 
Aſtone is as loft waxe, 
Tribunes more hard then ſtones: 
A ſtone is filent,and offcndeth not, 
And Tribunes with their tongues doome men todeath. 
But wheretore ſtand*{t thou with thy weapon drawne? 
| LZs.Toreſcuc my two brothers trom their death, 
For which attempt the Iadges have pronounc'lt 
My everlaſting doome of banithment. 

Ts. O happy man,they have befriended thee. 
\W hy fooliſh Zxews,dott thou not perceive 
That Rome is but a wildernes of Tigers? 
Tigers muſt prey,and Rome affords no prey 
Bur mc aud aine:how happy art thuu then, 
From thefc devourcrs t-» be baniſhed? 
But whocomes with our brother CYarces heere? 


—— 


ad Emer Marcus and Levine. 
a. T its, prepare thy nuble eyes to weepe, 
Or if not fo,thy dls han to beaches - 
I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. 
Ti. Willit contume mc?Ler me fee it then, - 
Car. This was thy daughter, 
Ti. Why Marc: 4 ſhe1s. 
Ls. Aye me this objeR kils me, 
Ti. Faint-harted boy,ariſe and looke upon her, 
Speake my Levinie,what accuricd hand 
Hath nt thee handlefle in thy Fathers ſight? 
What toolc hath added water tothe Sea? 
Or broughta taggor ro bright burning Trey? 
My griete was at the light before thoucam'{t, 
And now like Ny4z4it di(daineth bounds: 
Give meaſ{word, lie chop of my hands too, 
For they have fought tor Rome,and all in vaine: 
And they have nur'ſt this woe, 
In feeding life: 
In booteleſle prayer have they bene held up, 
And they have {erv'd mc to cfteAleſle uſe. 
Now all the tervice I require of them, 
Is rhat the one will helpe co cutthe other: 
Tis well Lavinia, that thou haſt no hands, 
For hands to do Rome ſervice,is but vaine. 
La. Speake gentle fiſter,who hath martyr'd thee? 
AH. O that delighttull engine of her thoughts, 


— —_— — « 
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[storne from torth that pretty hollow cage, 
W here like a ſweet mellodious bird it ſung, 


Lac. Oh ſay thou for her, 
Who hath done this deed? 

Mar. Oh thus I found her ſtraying inthe Parke, 
Seeking to hide herſcife asdorhthe Deare | 
That hath recev'd ſome unrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my Deare, | 
And he that woundcd her, 
Hath hurt me more,then had he kild me dead: 


—-- 


For now | ſtand as one a Rocke, 
Inviron'd with a wi of Seca. 
Who makes the waxing tide, 

Grow wave by wave, 


——_ Expeting | 
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Expectingever when ſome envious ſurge, 
Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 
This way to,death my wretched ſonnes are gone: 
Heere ſtands my other ſonne,a baniſht man, 
And heere my brother weeping at my wors. 
But that which gives my ſoule the greateſt ſpurne, 
Is deere Lavema,deerer then my ſoulc. 
Had TI but ſecne thy piture 1a this plight, 
It would have madded me. W hat hall I doe? 
Now I behold thy lively body ſo? 
Thou haſt no handsto wipe away thy teares, 
Nor tongue to tell me who bath martyr'd thee; 
Thy husband he is dead,and for 13 death 
Thy brothers are condemn'd,and dead by this. 
Looke Aarcrs,ah fonne Luci looke on her: 
When I did name her brothers,then freſh tearcs 
Stood on her checkes,as doth the heny dew, 
Vpon a gathred Lillie almoſt withered, 
Mar. Perchance ſhe weepes becauſe they kil'd her 
husband, 
Percharce becauſe (ſhe knowes him innocent. 
Tit. If they did Kill thy husband then be joyfull, 
Becauſe the law hath tanc reverge on them. 
No,no,they would not doc fo foule a deede, 
Witnes the ſorrow thart the1a filter tnakes. 
Gentle Lavinialet me kiſle thy lips, 
Or make ſome ſignes how 1 may do thee c: ſc: 
Shall thy good V ncle,andthy brother Laciw, 
And thou and I fit round about ſome Fountaine, 
Looking all downe wards to beho1d our checkes 
How they are ſtain'd in meadows,yet notdry 
With micry {limeleft on them by a flood: 
And inthe Fountaine ſhall we gaze fo long, 
Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clecrenes, 
And made a brine pit with our bitter tcares? 
Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine? 
Or ſhall we bire our tongucs,and m dumbe ſhewes 
Paſle the remainder of our hatcfull dayes? 
What ſhall we doc?Let us that have our torgues 
Plot ſome deviſe of further miſerics 
To make us wondied at in time to come. 
Lu.Sweet Father ccaſe your teares,for at your griefe 
See how my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weeps. 
Ma. Patier.c: deere Neece,'good Titas drie thine 
EYES. 
Tit. Ah MarensAIlarcns, Brother well I wot, 
Thy napkin cannot drink ea teare of mine, 
For thou poore man haſt drown'd it with thine owne. 
Lu. Ah my Lavima I will wipe thy checkes. 
Tit, Marke Marrs marke,l underſtand her ſignes, 
Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeake,now would ſhe fay 
That to hcr brother which I (aid to thee. 
His Napkin with her true tcarcs all bewer, 
Can do no ſervice on her ſorrowfull cheekes. 
Oh whata ſimpathy of woe 1s this! 
As f:rre from helpe as Limbois from bliſſe, 


Enter Aron the Moore alone. 


Moeve, Tulns Andronicus,my Lord the Empercur, 
Sends thee this v'ord,*har it thou love thy ſonnes, 
Let IMarons Lucius, or thy (clic ond 7 wwy, 

Or an; one of you,chop off your hand, 

And {end itto the King:he for the ſame, 
{iilYend ther hither both thy ſonnes alive, 
And that ſhall be the ranſome for their fault. 


”— —_ —_—— ——_ 


| For fearethey dic 
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Ti. Oh gracious Emperour,oh gentle Aon. 
Did ever Ravea ſing {0 like a Larke, 
Thar gives {weet tydings of the Sunnes uprile? 
With all my heart, Ile ſend the Emperour my hand, 
Good Aron wilt thou help to chop it off? 

La, Stay Fathergfor that noble hand of thine, 

Thar hath throwne downe lo many enemies, 
Shall not be ſent:wy hand will ſerve the turne, 
My youth can better ſpare my blood then you, 
And therefore mine ſhall ſave my brothers lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 


| Andrear'd aloft the bloody Battlcaxe, 
Wriing deſtruRtion on the enemics Caſtle? 


Oh none of both bur are of highdeſert: 
My hand hath bin bur idle,let it ſerve 
Toranſome my two nephewes from their death, 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

CAoo. Nay war's 66. rx hand ſhall goe along, 

ore their pardon come. 

AMe.My hand ſhall goc. 

Lu#.By heavenit ſhall not goc. 

Ti.Sirs ſtrive no more, {uch withered hearbs as theſe 
Are mecte for plucking up,and therefore mine. 

Lu. Sweet Father,it I thall be thoughe thy ſonne, 

Let meredceme my brothers both trom death. 

Mar. And tor our fathers ſake,and mothers care, 
Now let me ſhew a brothers love to thee. 

Ti. Agree betweene you,l will ſpare my hand, 

Zu. Then llegoe fetch an Axe. 

Har. But T will uſe the Axe. E xennt, 

Ts, Come hither Aaron, lle deceive them both, 
Lend me thy hand,and I will givethee mine, 

Coe. It that be cai'd deccit,I will be honeſt, 
And never whiPt | live deceive men fo: 
But Ile deceive you in another ſort, 
And that you'l ſay ere hal{c an houre paſſc. 


He cntoff Titus herd. 


Emer Inucins and Marcus againes 


Ti. Now ſtay your rife, what ſhall be,isdiſpatcht; 
Good 14ron give his Majeity my hand , 
Tell him,it was a hand that warded bim 
From thouſand dangers:b:d him bury it: 
More hath it merited;That let it have. 
As for my ſonneg,fay I account of them, 
As 1ewels purchait at an calie price, 
And yet deere toogbecaulc I bought mine owne. 
Aaron. 1 goe Androniens,and for thy hand, 
Looke by and by to have thy ſonnes wich thee: 
Their heads I meane: Oh how this villany 
Doth ſat me with the very thought of it. 
Let fooles doe good, and faire mencall for grace, 
eAven will have his foule blackehke his face. | 
Ti. O heere I lift this one hand up to heaven, | 
And bow this feeble ruine ro the ea: th, | 
| 
| 
[ 


Ifany power pittics wretched tcares, 
To that I call:w hat wilt thou kneele with me? 
Doe then deare heart, for heaven ſhall hcarc our prayers, 
Or wich our ſighs weele breath the welkindimme, | 
And ſtaine the Sun with fogge as ſometime cloudes, 
W hen they dohbug him in their melting boſomes, | 
CAtar. Oh brother ſpeake with poſſibilities, | 
And do not breake into theſe deepe extreames. 
Ti. Is not my {orrow dceepe, having nobermane? | 
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Then be my paſſions botromleſſe with them. 
Mer. Burt yet kt reaſon governe thy lament, 
Tit. It there were reaſon tor theſe miſeries, 

Then into limits could I binde my woes: 

When heaven doth weepe, doth not the carth ore flow? 

If the windes rage,dothnot the Sea wax mad, 

Threatning the welkin with his big-ſwolne tace? 

And wilt thou have a reaſon tor this coile? 

Iam the Sea. Harke how her ſighes doe blow 

Shce is the weeping welkin,I the earth: 

Then muſt my Sca be moved with her (ighes, 

Then muſt my carth with her continuall ceares, 

Become a deluge:overfiow'd and drown'd : 

For why,my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

But like a drunkard muſt I vomit them: 

Thea give me leave, for looſers will have leave, 

To cate their ſtomackes with their bitter rongues, 


Enter a meſſenger with rwo heads and a hand. 


Meſ. Worthy Andronicss,ill art thou repaid, 
For that good hand thou fent'ſt rhe Emperour: 
Herre are the headsof thy two noble fonnes- 
And heeres thy hand in {corne to thee ſent backe: 
Thy griefes,their ſports: Thy reſolution mockt, 
That woe is me to thinke upon thy woes, 
More then remembrance of my fathers death. Exit. 
Mar. Now let hot &tna coole in Cicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell: 
Theſe miſcries are more then may be borne, 
To weepe withthem that weepe,doth eaſe ſome deale, 
But ſorrow floutcd at, is double death. 
Lac. Ah that this ſight ſhould make ſo deepa wound, 


| And yetdeteſted life not ſhrinke thereat: 


| That ever dcath Gould let life beare his name, 


bu 
' 
: 


W herc life hath no more intereſt but to breath. 
Har. Alas poore hart that kifſe is comtorrtleſſe, 


| Asfrozen warer to a (tarved ſnake. 


— 


| 
| 
| 
| 
' 


Tir. When will this tearefuli lamber have an end? 
Mar. Now farewell ſlattery,dic Andronicws, 
Thou dſt not ſlumber,fce thy rwo tons heads, 
Thy warlike hands,thy mangled daughter here: 
Thy other baniſhre ſonnes with this deere fight 
Yrucke pale and bloodlefſe.and thy brother 1, 
Even like a ſtony |Image,cold and numme. 
Ah now no more will I controule my grictes, 
Rent off thy (ilver haire,thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy recth,and be this difmall ſight 
The cloſing up of cur moſt wretched eyes: 
Now is atime to ſtorme,why art thou (till? 
Tit. Ha,ha,ha. 
Mar.\W hy doſt thou laugh?it fits not with this houres 
Ti. Why | have not another teare to ſhed: 
Beſides, this ſorrow 15an enemy, 


| And would uſurpe upon my watry eyes, 


| 


And make them blinde with tributary teares, 
Then which way ſhall I finde Revenges Cave? 


| Fortheſe two heads doe ſeeme to ſpeak to me, 


: 


| 
| 


And threat me,1I ſhall never come to blifle, 
Till all theſe miſchiefes be returned againe, 


' Evenintheir throats that have commutted them, 


| 
| 


: 
1 


Come let me ſee what taske I have to doe, 

You heavy people,circle meabour, 

That I mayturne me to each one of you, 

And {weare unto my ſoule to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made,come Brother take a head, 


——_— 
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And in this hand the other will I beare. 

Lavinia thou ſhalt be employd in theſe things: 

Beare thou my hand ſweet wench berweene thy teeth: 
As for thee boy ,goe get thee from my ſight, 
Thouart an Exile,and thou muſt not ſtay, 

Hie tothe Gothes,and raiſe an army there, 

And if you love meas I thinke you doe, 

Let's kitle and part,for we have muchto doe. Exewnt. 


CManet Luicrns, 


Lac. Farewell eAndrovicws my noble Father. 
The wotul'lt man that everliv'd in Rome: 
Farewell proud Rome,till Z«cius come againe, 
Hel-ves hispledges dearer then bis lite: 
Farewell Laviwemy noble filter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore halt beene, 
But now,nor Lxcwms nor Lavmis lives 

But in oblivion and hatefall griefes: 

It Zacins live, he will requit your wrongs, 

And make proud Satwramss and his Empreſſe | 
Beg arthe gazeslike Targuiz and his Queene. 

Now will I to the Gothes and raiſe a power, 

To be reveng'd on Rome and Sararnine. Exit Lucins, 


eA Banquet. 
Enter Andronicus, Marens, Lavinia,and the Boy. 


An. So,fo, now ſit,and looke you cate ne more | 
Then will preſerve juit ſoauchitrengrth in us | 
As will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. 
Afarexs unknmet that ſorrow -wreathen knot: 

Thy Neece an I(poore Creatures) want our hands 
And cannot pallionate our tenfeld griefe, | 
With toulded Armes. This poore right hand of mine, 
Is left to tirranize upon my breaſt 
W ho when my heartall mad with miſery, 
Bears in this hollow priton of my fle(h, 
Then thus I thumpe it dowre. 
Thou Map of woe,thatthus doſt calke in lignes, 
W hen thy poore l:cart beates with outragious beating, 
Thou canlt nor ſtrike ic thus to make ir ſul? 
Wound ir with {ighiag girle,kil it with grones: 
Or ger ſome little knife betweenethy teeth, 
And juſt againſt thy heart makc thou a bole, 
Thar all the teares chat thy poore eyes let fall 
May run into that finke,and ſoaking in, 
Drowne the lamenting toole,in Sea-{alt teares, 
Mar, Fy brother ty,teach ber not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

An. How now ! Has ſorrow madethee doate already? | 
Why CMece,no man ſhould be mad bur 1: 
What violent hands can ſhe lay on her life: 
Ah,wheretore doit rhouurge the name of hands, 
To bid «£zearrelltherale rwice ore 
How Troy was burnt,and he made miſerable? 

O handle not rhe theame, to talke of hands, 

Leaſt we remember ſtill that we have none, 

Fie,fie,how Frantiquely I ſquare my talke 

Asif we ſhould forget we bad no hands: 

If HMarcordid not namethe word of hands. 

Come, lets fall roo,and gentle girle care this, 

Heereis n0 drinke? Hatke Aarcar what the fayes, 

T can interpret ali her martir'd ſignes, | 

She faies,fhe drinkes no other drinke bur teares | 

Brew'd with her ſorrows:meſh'd upon ber cheekes, 
Speech- | 


— 


ht... 
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Speechleſſe complaint,O I will learve thy thought: 
Inthy dumb ation,will I be as pertect 
As begging Hemirs 1n their holy prayers- 
Thou {},alt not ſighe nor hold thy ſtumps to heaven, 
Nor winke,nor nod,nor kneeie,nor make a ſigne, 
Bur I (of theſe) will wreſt an Alphader, | 
And by itil! practice, lcarne ro know thy meaning. 
Boy. Good gratdfire lcave thelc bitter deepe laments, 
Make my Aunt mery, with ſome pleafingrale. 
av. Alasthe tgrder boy in pailion mov'd, 
Doth weepe to {ce Ris granefires heavineſſe, 
An. Peace tender Sapling thou art made of reares, 
And tcares will quickly meit thy lite aw ay. 
CMarens firikes the dub wit h a kmfe. 
W hat docſt thou ſtrike at (Aforews with thy knite. 
Mar. At that that 1 have kill'd my Lord,a Hye 
An, Out 0n the murdcrour:thou kil'ſt my heart. 
Mine cycsare clo1'd with view of Tirrany: 
A deed of death done onthe Innocent 
Becoms not T ws brother:get thee gone, 
I ſee thou art not tor my company: 
Mar. Alas(my Lord)l have but kild a flic. 
An. But?How:if that Flic had a father and mot her? 
How would hc hang his lender gilded wings 
And buz lamenting doings 1n the aycr, 
Poore harmeleſic Fly, 
That with his pretty bu-zing melody, 
Came heere tv make us merry, 
And thou haſt kil'd him. 
Car. Pardon me fir, 
It wasa blacke illfavour'd Hy, 
Like tothe Emprefie Mooregtherefore I kild him» 
An.Q,o,0, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou haſt done a Charitable deed: 
Give me thy knifc,l wil! inſult on him, 
Flattering my ſelfe, as if it were the Moore, 
Come hither purpoſcly to poiſon me. 
There's for thy ſelte,andrhats for Tamers: Ah lir7a, 
Yet Ithinke we are not brought ſolow, 
Butthat betweene vs,uwe oan kill a Fly, 
That comcs ia likencMle of a Cole-blacke Moore. 
CIar. Alas poore man,griete ha's fo wrought on Nm, 
He takes falſe ſhadowes, for true ſub{tances. 
And:Come,take away: 1 avinis,goc with mc, 
Heto thy clofſct,and goe read with thee 
Sad (tories,chanccd in the times of old. 
Come boy,and goc with me,thy fight is young, 


| See Lucins ſee how much ſhe makes of thee: 
| Somme whicher would ſhe havethee go with her. 


_ _—  — — 


| Sweet Poetry,and Tullies Oratour: 


_ 


| Ran mad through ſorrow, that mademeto frare, 


| Whichisit girle of theſe? Open them boy, 
' But thou arr deeper rcad and better $kild, 


| What booke? 


— D—_— 


' My mother gave it me, | 


| Andrapel feare was roote of thineannoy. 


—  —— _ —_ 


And thou thalt read,w hen mine beginto dazell. Exenrt, | 


= - 
_ 
— — 


— 
— 


eA ns Quartus, 
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Enter young Lncuns and Lavinia runnumg after him, and the 
Loy flues from ber wth his bookes under his arme. 
Enter Titus and Marcss. 


Boy. Helpe Grandfier belpe,my Aunt Lavinia, 
Followes meevery where I know not why. 
Good Vncle Marcasſec how ſwift ſhe comes, 
Alas ſweet Aunt, I know not what you meane. 
Iar. Stand by me Lucins,doe not teare thy Aunt, 
Tit. She loves thee boy roo weilto doe thee harms 
Boy. | when my father wasin Rome ſhedid, 


= = © ———> y 


—_ 


Ma.W hat mcancs my Neece Lavima by theſe (igney 
Ti. Fearenot Lacs, tome what doth ſhe meanc; 


Ah boy, Corneha never with more care 
Read to her ſonnes.then ſhe hath read tothee, 


Canſt thou not geſſe wheretore ſhe plies thee thus? 
Boy. My Lord I know not I,nor can 1 geſlc, 

V nlefle fone fit or fiericy do poſleſlle her. 

For I have heard my Grandher {ay full oft, 

Extremity of grietes would make men mad. | 

And I haveread that Heeaba of Troy, 


Although my Lordyl know my noble Aunt, 
Loucs mcas dearc as cre my mother did, 


; And would not but in fury fright my youth, 


| 
| 
Which made me downe to throw my bookes,and flies | 
Cauſlles perhaps,but pardon me {weer Aunt, | 
And Madamyt my Vncle Afarcwnr goe, 
| will moſt illngly attend your Ladyſhip, 
Afar. Lxeerus 1 will 
Ti. How row Lavinta,Alarows what mcanes this? 
Some booke there isthat ſhe deſires to ſee, 


Come and take choyſe of all my Library, 
And fo beguile thy forrow,till the heavens 
Revecale the damn'd contriver of this deed; 


Why lifts ſhe up her armes in ſequence thus? 
CAfar.1 think ſhe meanes that ther was more then one 
Contederate in the tat, I more there was: 
Or clic to heaven ſhe hcaves them to revenec. 
Tit. Lucixs what booke is that ſhe tofleth ſo? 
Boy.Grandfier tis Ovids Metamorphoſis, 


Afar. For love of her that's gone, 

Perhaps ſhe culd it trom among the reſt, | 
Tt. Soft.1o buſily ſhe turnesthe leaves. | 

Helpe her , what would the finde ? Lavexia ſhall I read? 

This is the tragicke tale of Phulomel? 

And treates of Terexs treaſonand his rape, 


' Afar. Sce brother ſee, note how (he quotes the leaves 
Tu. Loma, wertthcu thus furpriz'd tweertgirle, 
Raviſht ard wrong'd as Philemela \vs ;" 
Forc'dinthe ruthleſſe, vaſt,and glouniy woods? 
See,ſce,] ſuch a place there is where wedid hunt, 
(O had we never,never hunted there) 
Patern'd by that the Poet heere deſcribes, | 
By nature madefor murthers and for rapes. 
Mar, O Why ſhould natrre build fo foule a den, 
Vnleſſe the Gods delight intragedies? 

Ti.Give ſignes{weet girle, for heere are none brt fricds | 
W hat Romaine Lord it was durſt do the deed? | 
Or flunke not Satwraine,as Tarquen crit, 
That lefcthe Campe to finne in Lucrece bed. 

Mar. Sit downe ſweet Neece, brother fit downe by me, | 
Apollo, Pallas love,or Ierenry, | 

| 


_ 


Inſpire me that I may this treaſon finde. 
My Lord looke heere,looke heere Lavinis, 


He writes bis N ame with his ftaffe and guide Tx 
# with feete avd feſt | 
This {andy plot is plaine,guide if thou canſt nh | 
ws | 


— Inn nn rae, 
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1 ONE 


Thisafter me, when I have writ my name, 
Without the helipe of any hand ar all. 

Curt be that beart that forc' ſt us rp this ſhite x 
Write thou good Neece, and beere ditplay & laſt, 
What God will havediſcovercd tor revenge, 
Heaven guide thy pen toprint thy ſorrowes place, 
That we may know the Traytors aad the truth, 


She takes the flafſe in her month, and qnide:ut with ber 
Stump: 4d writes. 

| Tu. Ohdoeve read my Lord what (he hath writ? 
Stupgam, ( bwron, Demetrius. 

Mar. \W hat, what, the iulttull ſonnes of 7 amera, 
Performers of this hainous bloody deed r 

Tu, Magn Dominator pots. 

| Tamlentus andis ſcelera ) tam lentins vides! 

Mar. Ohcalme thee gentle Lord : Alchough 1 know 
There is enough written upon this carth, 
To ſtirre amutiny in the mildett thoughts, 


" 1 Andarmethe mindes of infants to exclrimes. 


| My Lord kneele downe with me : Lavinia kneele, 
| And knecle ſweet boy, the Romaine He@ors hope, 
| And ſweare with me, as with the wotull Feere 
And father of that chalt diſhonoured Dame, 
Lord Inns Brutus tweare tor Lacrece rape, 
That we will proſecute (by good adviſe) 
Mortall revenge upon theſetraytorous Gothes, 
And {ce their blood, or dye withthis reproach. 
| Ti. Tis ſure cnough, and you knew how. 
| Butif you huntthele Beare-whelpes, then beware 
| The Dam will wake, and if ſhe winds you once, 
| Shes with the Lyon deepely (till in leagues 
And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her backe, 
And when be ſIcepes will ſhe doe what ſhe lift. 
You area young huncſman Afarcxs, let it alone : | 
And come, I will goe geta leate of braile, 
And with a Gad of ſtecle will write theſe words, 
And lay it by ; the angry Northerr.e winde 
Will blow theſe ſands like Sabels leaves abroad, 
And wheres your lflon then. Boy whar ſay you ? 
Boy. 1 ſay my Lord, thar if I were a man, 
Their mothers bed chamber fhould not be lafe, 
Forthele bad bond-men to the yoake of Rome. 
Mar. 1 that's my boy, thy father hath tull oft, 
For lis ungratcfull country done the like, 
Bey. And Vncle fo will I, and if 1ive. 
Tit. Come goe with me into mine Armory, 
Lzcinrlle firthee, and withall, my boy 
Shall carry from me tothe Empreſle tonnes, 
Preſents that | 1necnd to (end them both, 

Come, come, thou'lt doe thy meſlage, wilt thou not ? 
| Boy. 1 with my dagger in their butome, Grandure : 
Tu, Noboy not fo, Ile tefchthee another courle, 

| Lavin:a come, Ilan; looke to my houſe, 
| Lucuesand lle goe brave it at the Court, 
| I marry will we fir, and weele be waited on. Erxenn, 
| Mar. O heavens ! Can you hearea $ood man groac 
| And not relent, or not compalſhon him ? 
' Marcrs attend him in hisextaſie, 
| That hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his heart, 
Then foe-mens markes upon his batter'd ſhicld, 
' But yet fo juſt, that he will notrevenge, 
| Revcnge the heavens for old «Audronicis, FE xx. 
Enter Aron, ('biron and Demetrius at one dove + and at 
another dere young Lucie and another, with a bug- 
ale of weapons, and ver/es writ upon them, 


OY 
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| ('bi. Demerrins heres the ſonne of Lacus, 

He hath ſome meſflage :todcliver us. | 

Avon. I {ome mad mcſlage trom his mad Grandfathcr. | 
Boy. My Lords, with all the humbleneſle 1 may, 

I greete your honours trum Angronicis, 

And pray the Romane gods coafound you both. 

Deme, Gramercy love'y Lacs, what's the newes? 

Boy. For villaines markt with rape:May it plcate you, 
| My Grandfire well advit'd bath {cur by the, 
| The goadlieſt weapons of his Armory, 
| Togratthe your honourtdle youth, 

The hope of Rome, for {+ he bad me fay:; 

And fol doeand with his gitts preſent 
| Your Lordſhips, when ever you have need, 

Y ou may be armed and appointed well, 

And 10 1 leave you both zlike bloody villataes. Exit. 
| Dem. What's heerc ? a fcro!e,and written round abour? | 
Lets («xc 
| Integer wite ſcelers/quue purics, non egit manrs jactlis nec ar- 
cu 


Cher. O tisa verſein Horace, I know it well, 
I read it inthe Grammer long agoe. 
Ao. 1 jult, a veric in horece : right, you have it, 
Now what a thing it 1s to be an Aﬀle ? 
Heeresno found jelt, th'old man hath found their guilt, 
And ſens the weapons wrapt about with lines, 
That wound (beyond their feeling tothe quicks ; | 
But were our witty Emprefle well a toor, 
She would applaud A«dronicws conceit ; 
Bur let her reit, in her unrcett awhile. | 
; And now young Lords, was't nota happy ſtarre 
| Ledusro Rome ttrangers, and more then fo ; 
| Captives, tobeadvanced to this height ? 
| It did me g90d before the Pallace gate, 
| Tobravethe Tribune 11 hrs brothers hearing. 
| Derze, But mc more good, to fee fo greata Lord 
| Baſely infinuate, and fend us gifts, 
Moore. Had he not realon Lord Demerrigs ? 
Did you nor uſe his daughter very friendly ? 
Deme. 1 would we h:d a thouland Romane Dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turne to {trve our luſt. 
Chir. A charitable with, and full of love. 
Moore. ficere lack's but you mother forfay, Amen. | 
Chir. And that would the tor twenty thouſand more. 
'Deme, Come, lct us goe, and pray toali the gods 
For our beloved mather in her patnes, 
Moore. Pray to the cevils,the gods have given us over. | 
Floursſh. 
Dem, Why doethe Emperors trumpets flouriſh thus? 
Cher. Belike tor joythe Emperour hath a-ſonne. 
Dem. Sott, who comes beere ? 
Enter N mrſe with a blacks  Aﬀoore child. 
N wſe. Good morrow Lords : 
O tel! me, did you ſce Aaronthe Moore ? 
Aaron, Well, more or lefle, orne rea whit at all, 
Heere Aaron 1s, and what with Aaron now ? | 
Nwſe. Oh gentle Aaron, we arc all andor:e. | 
Now holpe, or woe betide rhee evermore. | 
Aaron. Why, what 2 catterwalling dulit thou keepe ? 
\Whart doſt thou wrap and tamble in thine armes ? 
Nurſe. O that which I would hide trom heavens eye, 
Our Empreſſe ſhame, and ſtately Romes difgrace, 
She is delivered Lords, ſhcis delivered. 
Aaron. To whom ? 
N #vſe. I meane ſhe 1s broughta bed ? 
eAaron, Well God give her good relt. 
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| Fyerrecherous hue, that wall betray with bluſhing 
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What hath he ſent her ? 


—— 


Nurſe, Adevill. ; 

Aaron. W hy then the isthe devils Damza joyfull iflue. 

Nwr. A joyleſſe, diſmall,blacke and, forrowtullifluc, 
Heere is the babe as loathſome as a toad, 
Among'lſt the faircft breeders of our clune, 

The Empreſle ſends itthee, thy ſtainpe, thy ſcale, 

And bids thee chriſten it with thy daggers point. 
Aaron. Out you whorezis blacke 1o baſe a hue ? 

Sweet blowſe, you are a beautious bloſſome {urc. 

Deme, Villaine what haſt thou done? 

eAwom. That which thou canſt not undoe. 

{'bs. Thou haſt undone our morher. 

Deme. Ard therein halliſh dog, thou haſt undone, 
Woc to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choyce, 
Accur'tt the off-ſpring of to toulca ticnd, 

Cbrr, It ſhallnotlive, 

Aaron, It ſhall not dyc. : 

NiTfe. Aaronit mult, the mother wilsit 10. 

Aaron, What, muſt ir X.»w/e ? Then let no man but 
Doe exccation on my ficth and blood. | 

Deme. Ile broach the Tadpolc on my Rapicrs point ; 
Nwſegive it me, my ſword thall foone dilpatch it. 

Aaron. Sgoucr this {wore ſhall plough thy bowels up. | 
Stay muctherous villaines, will you kill your brother? 
Noi by the burning Tapers of the skye, 

That ſh'one ſo brighly when this Boy was got, 
Hedies upon my Semutars tharpc point, | 
That touches this my firſt borne lonne and heire. 
T rell you young-lings, not Enceladia 
With all his threatning band of Typhons broode, 
Nor great A/csdes, nor the god of Warrc, 
Shall ceazc thisprey out of his tathers hands : 
What, what, ye {ſanguine ſhallow hearted Boyes, 
Ye white-limb'd walls, ye Alc-houlc paunted tignes, 
Cole-blacke is better then another huc : 
Inthat it ſcornesto beare another hue + | 
For all the water in the Occan, | 
Can never turne the Swansblacke legs to writz, 
Although ſhe lave them hourcly in the flood : 
Tell the Empreſle from me, Iam of age 
To keepe mine owne, Cxculc it how ſhe can. 
Deme, Wil: thou betray tt:y noble miſtris thus ? 
Aaron. My miſtris is wy mltris ; this my icltc, | 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 
This, bcfore all the world coe I preterre, | 
Thus mauger all the world will I keepe fate, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoake for it in Rome. 

Dew. By this our mother is for cver ſham'd. 

(**. Rome will defpiſc her for this toule clcape. 

Nur.The Empcrour in lus rege will doome her death 

Cher. 1bluth tothinke upon rhis 1gnominy. 

Aaron, \W hy ther's the priviledge your beauty beares: 


_— — 


— 


Thecloſe enats and counſells ot the heart: 
Heres a young Lad tram'd ot another lcere, 
Lookc how the blacke flave 1miles upoa the father ; 
As who ſhould ſay, oid Lad I am thine owne. 
He is your brother Lords, ſcnſibly ted 
Of thar ſelfe blood that firit gave life to you, 
And from that wombe where you unpriloned were 
He1s infranchiſed and come to light ; 
Nay he 1s your brother by the ſurer fide, 
Although my ſcale be ſtanpcd in his face. 
N wrſe. Aaron what ſhail 1 ſay unto the Emprefle ? 
Dem. Adviſc thee efron, what isto be done, 


| Weeke, weeke, fo cries a Pigge prepared to thiſpir, 


| Goepacke with him, and give the mother gold, 
| Andtell them both the circumſtance of all, 


{ The Midwife and the Nurſe well made away, 


And we will all ſubſcribe to thy adviſe : 
Save thou the child, ſo we may all be (afe. 

Aaron, Then ſit we downe and let usall confnlt. 
My tonne and 1 will have the winde of you : 
Keepe there, now talke at pleaſure of your lafety. | 

Dem. How many women ſaw this child of his ? 

Aaron, Why ſo brave Lords, when we all joyncin | 
I am a Lambe ; but if you brave the CMoore, ( (cague 
The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyoneſle, | 
The Occan {wells not foat eAwon ſtormes : 
But ſay againe, how many ſaw the child ? 

Nurſe. Cornelia,the midwite, and my {elte, 
And noneelſe butthe delivered Empretle. 

eAaron, The Empreſſe, the Midwife, and your felfe, 
Two may keepe counſell, when the third's away : 

Goe to the Empreſle, tcll her this I faid, He kulr her, 


| 
Dem. What mcan'li thou Aaron ? 
W hercfore did'ſt thou this ? 

Aaron. O Lord fir, *tis adecd of pollicy ? 
Shall ſhe live to betray this guilt of ours : | 
Along tongu'd babling Goſlip ? No Locds no : | 
And now be it knwne to you my tull intent | 
Not farre, one Amhtens my Country-man 


His wife but yeſternight was brought to bed, | 
His child is like to her, faire as you are : | 


And how by thts their Child ſhall be advanc'd, 
Andbe received for the Emperours heyre, | 
And ſubftitutedin theplace of minc, 
To calme thistempeſt whirling in the Court, | 
And let the Emperour dandlc him for his owne. 

Harke ye Lords, yeſce I have given her phyſicke, | 
And you muft needs beſtow her tunerall, | 
The heldsarc necre, and youare gallant Groomes; 
This done, ſee that you take no longer dayes | 
But ſend the Midwife preſently to me. 


Then let the Ladies tattle what they plealc- 
(bir. Aaron] (ee thou wilt not trult the ayre with fe- | 
Dem. For this carc of Tamera, (crets, 

Her feltc, and hersare highly bound to thee, Exex. 
Aaron. Now to the Gothes, as ſwift as Swallow flies, 

Thereto diſpole this treaſure in mine armes, 

And ſecretly ro greete the Empreſle friends : 

Come on you thick-lipr-flave, Ike beare you hence, 

For it is youthat puts us to our ſhits: 

le make you fred, on berries, and on rootes,' 

And feed on curds and whay, and ſucke the Goate, 

And cabbin ina Cave, and bring you up 

To be awarriour, and command a Campe« 


Exu. 


Emer Tun, ohd Marc, young Lucius, avd other gentlemen 
with bowes, and T itn beares the arrowes wit 
Letters on the end of them. 


Tit. Come Adarews, come, kinſmenthis is the way» 
Sir Boy now let me ſec your Archery, 
Looke yeedraw home enough, and 'tis there ſtraight : 
Terras Aftraarehquit, be you remembred Marcw., 
She"s gone, ſhe's fed firs take you to your tools, 
You Colens ſhall goc ſound the Occan: 

And caſt your nets, haply you may find her inthe Sea, 
Yet theres as little juſtice as at Land : 
No Publins and Semproninw, you mult doc it, 
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Tis you mult dig with Mattocke, and with Spade, 
And pie:ce the inmolt Ceater of the carth : * 

} hca when you come to Platoes Region, 

I pray you deliver him this petition, 

Icll bao? it 1s for juſtice, and tor aide, 

And that uc comes from oid Angroment, 

Shaken with forrowes in ungratetull Rome. 

Ah Rome ! Weil, well, Lanade thee miſerable, 

W hat tune I threw the peoples luttsages 

On kia tht thus doth tyranmize ore we» 


Gee get you gune, and pray be carctull all, 
And icave you aot a mail of warte untearcht, 
| bis wicked Emperour may have iipr her hence, 
And kintmen then we may goe pipe for jultice. 
Marc. O Publius is notthisa heavy calc 
Toice thy Noble Vancle thus diitract ? 
Pab. 1 herefore my Lord it highly us concemes, 
By day aad 1nghtatiend him caretully ; 
And teeue his humour kind:y aS WC may, 
[ ;þ: cunc beget tozac caretull remedy. 
Alc. kintwen, his forrowesate palt remedy. 
| I6-ne withine Gothes, and with revengefull warre, 
' Jake wieake 0n Rome torthis ingratitude, 
' And vergeaice 00 the Iraytor Satwnme, 
Ti. Puvlis how now ? how now my icalters ? 
W h:c have you met with her? J 
| Publ. No my good Lord, but Plaolends you wore, 
| If you will has e ievenge trom heil you ſhall, 
| Marry [or jaitice ſhe is foimploy'd, 
| He thinkes with /ove in heaven, or ſome where clic; 
| Sothat pertorce you mul? necds fhay atime. 
| Tu. He doth mc wrong to teed me with delayes, 
llc dive intothe burning Lake below, 
| And pull her out of Ackeron by the heeles, 
| Marcus we are but ſhrubs, no Cedars we, 
No b1g-borr'd-men. tram'd of the Cyclops fize, 
| But acirall Alan, ſtecle tothe very backe, 
| Yer wrung with wrongs morethen our backe can bears: 
| And (ich ther;'s no jaltice in carthnor hell, 
We wilb{ollicite heaven, and move the gods 
| Toe downe Tuſtice tor to wreake Our wrongs : 
| Come to this geare, youare a good Archer Mar cu. . 
He gruvs them the Avrewer, 
Ad lovers, thats for you ; here 44 Apnilonem, 
Ad Martem, thats for my ſclfe, 
Here Boy to Pallas, heere to Mer erry, 
To Saturwxe, tO ( aur, not to Saturnne, 
You wereas good to ſhuote againſt the winge, 
Toit Boy, Aarcw loote when I bid : 
Of my word, I have writter: ro cficct, 
Theresnot a god left un{uliicited. 
Mare. Kinimen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the Court, 
| We will fflit che Empcrour in his pride. 
| Ti. Nov mailters draw, Oh well taid Eucs : 
Good boy 19 Virgoes lap, give it Palas, 
CMarc. My Lord, [ avazca Milc be) ond the Moone, 
Your letter is with [wpit#y by this. 
| Tux. Ha, ha, Pablins, Publ, what hait thou done ? 
| See (ce, thou haſt hor off one of Taww hornes. | 
Mar. This was the {port wy Lord, hen Pub/:xs ſhot, 
The Bull being gal'd, gave Ares fach a knocke, 
That downe fell both che Rams hornes in the Court, 
Ard who ſhould finde them but the Empreile villaine ; 
She laught, and ro!d the Moore ae ſhoald not chooſe 
Bur give them to his Mailter fora preſent. 
Tu, Why therc it goes, God give your Lordihup joy. 
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| And now he writes to heaven for his redreſſe, 


| Marcus the poalt 1s Come. 


 EmertheClywne with 4 buik t and (0 Pigeonse 
Tu. Newes, newes, from heaven. { 


Sirtah, what rydings ? have you any letters ? 
Shall 1 have luſticc, what ſayes /wpiter ? 

(ow. Hothe libbermaker, he fayes that he hath ta- 
ken them downe againe, forthe man mult nor be hang'd | 
till thenext week e. 

Tit. But what ſayes Jupiter T aske thee ? 

Ciow, Alas lic I know not Jupiter ; 

I never dranke with him inallmy life. 

{u. Why villaine axtnot thou the Carrier? 

Clow. I of my #1g100s fir, nothing elle. 

Ti. Why, didit ebounot come from heaven ? 

Clow. From beaven? Alas fir, 1 never came there, 
God forbid 1 ſhould beſo bold, ro prefie to heavervin my 
young dayes. Why Tam going with my pigeonsro the 
Tribunall Plebs, torake opa marter of brawhle, berwixt 
my Vricle, and one et the Emperialls men. 


Mar. Why (ir, thatis as fr as can beto ferve for your | 


Oration,and let 11m deliver the Pigionsro the Emperour 
trom yuu. 


Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an Orationto the Em- | 


perour with a Grace ? | 
T. {ow, Nay truely fir, I could never iay grace in all my | 

Ee, 

T.t. Sirrah come hither, wakenomore adoe, 

Burt give your Pigeons tothe Emperour, 
By me thou thalt have juſtice at t.is hands. \ 
Hold, hold, meane whulc hers money for thy charges. | 
Give mea pen and inke. | 
vi:rah, can you with a Grace deliver a Supplication? 

( low. | tir, 

T ie. Then here is a Supplication tor you, and when 
you come to him, at the tirit approach you muſt kneele, 
then kiſle his foote, then deliver up your Pigeons, and | 
then looke tor yeur reward. Ile be at hand fir,ſee you do 
it braycly., 

(ow. 1 warrant you fir , let me alone, 

Ti. Sircha haſt tho1a knite ? Come let me fee it. 
Heere Carew told it in the Oration, | 
For thou haſt made it !:ke an humble Suppliant, 
And when thou haſt given :t the Emperovur, 
Knocke at my dore,, andtcilme whit he fayes. | 

Clow. God be with you tir, I will. 

Tit. Come CAareus let us goes Publius follow me. 

Exeunt, 
Evter Emperour and E mpreſſe, «nd her two ſouves, the 
Emperour brargs the Arrowes im his hand 
that 7 12149 (b00t at bim. 


Satur. Why Lords, | 
W hat wrongs are thele ? was ever frene 
Am Emperour 1 Rome chusoverborne, 
Troubled, Confronted thus, and forthe extent 
Ofecquall juſtice, ut'd in ſuch cont-mpr ? 
My Lords, you know the mighrfull Geds 
(How ever thele diiturbers of our peace 
Buz inthe peoples cares) there nought hath paſt, 
But even withlaw againit the willful! Sonnes 
Of old Andronews, And what and if 
His forrowes have {0 overwhelm'd his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflited m his wreakes, 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitrernefle ? | 


"I 


Sce, heres to Zove, and this to Aercury, 
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This to eMpolbs, this to the god of warre : 

Sweet {crowles to fiye about the {treets of Rome : 

W hat'sthis bur Libelling againit che Senate, 

Andblazoning our injuſtice every where? 

A goodly humour is it not my Lords? 

As who would ſay, in Rome no Luſtice were, 

Bur if T live, his fained extalics 

Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : 

Burt he and his ſhall know, thar Iuſtice lives 

In Satwrrinus bealth , whom if beſleepe, 

He'll fo awake, as he in tury ſhall 

Cut off the proudlt Contpirator that lives« 

Tamo. My gracious Lord, my lovely Satzrnine, 

Lord of my lite, Commander of my thoughts, 

Calme thee, and bcare the faults of 7#w age, 

Th'etfetsof ſorrow for his valiant Sonnes, 

Whole loſſe hath picr'{t him deepe, and (car'd his heart; 

And rather comfort his diſticfled plight, 

Then proſecute the meaneſt or the be 

For theſe contempts. Why thus it ſhall become 

High wirted Tamera to gloſe with all : 

But Tits, I have touch'd thee to the quicke, 

Thy life blood ont : if Aarewnow be wilc, 

Then is all ſafe, the Anchor's in the Port. 

Enter Clowne. 

How now good fellow, would'ſt thou ſpeake with us ? 
Clow. Yea torfooth, and your Miſterſhip be Empertia/l. 
Tam. Empreile I am, but yonder fits the Emperour. 
(low. Tis be;God and Saint Stephen groupe good den; 

I have brought you a Lerter,anda couple of Pigions here. 

He reader the Leiter. 
Satu. Goctake him away, and hang him preſcntiy. 
Claw, How much money mult I have ? 

Tam. Come (irrah you mult be hang'd. 

(ow, Hang'd? bir Lady, then I have brought up a 
necke to a faire cnd, Exit. 

Satwr. Dcipighttull and intollerable wrongs, 

Shall Tendure this monſtrous villany ? 

I know from whence this ſame deyite proceedes : 

May this be borne ? Asif his traytrous Sonnes, 

That dy'd by law for murther of our brother, 

Have by my mcancs becne butcher'd wrongfully ? 

Goe dragge the villaine hither by the haire, 

Nor Age, nor Honor, ſhall ſhape priviledge : 

For this proud mocke, Ile be thy {laughter man : 

Sly tranticke wretch, that holp'ſt ro make me great, 

In hope thy iclte ſhould governe Rome and me, 

Emer Nuntis Emilia. 
Satur, W hat newes with thee Ennulliwe. 
Emil, Arme iy Lords, Rome never had more cautc, 

The Gothes have gathcr'd head, and witha power 

Ot high retolved men, bent to the ſpoyle 

They hither march amaine, under the condat 

Of Lacixe, Sonne to old Andronicws : + 

Who threats in courſe of this revenge to doc 

| As much as ever Corwlanw did, 

Sarwr, Is warlike Zucins Generall of the Gothes ? 

Theſe tydings nip me, and 1 hang the head | 

| As flowers with frolt,or graſle beat downe with ſtormes 

Inow brgin our ſorrowes to approach, 
Tis he the. common people love fo much, 
My ſelfe hath often hcard them tay, 

| (WhenT have walked like a priuate man ) 

| That Lucius baniſhment was wropgtully, 

| 

. 


—— 


And they have witht that Lacine were their Emperour. 
Tam. Why ſhould you teare? Is norour Ciry ſtrong? 


| 


CCCEY 


| 


Setxr, 1, but the Cittizens favour Lucius, 

_ will on me, toſuccour him. * | 
«am. K mp, be thy t hrs imperious like thy name. \ 

Is the San ary wayoes Seve in ut ? | 
The Eagle ſuffers little Birdsto ſing, 
And isnot carefull what they meane thereby, | 
Knowing that with the ſhadow of his wings, - ' 
He can ar pleaſure ſtint their melody, | 
Evenſo mayeſt thou, the giddy men of Rome, | 
Then chearc thy ſpirit, for know thou Emperour, | 
I will enchaunt the od Androntcus, 
With words moretweet, and yet more dangerous 
Then baitcs to fiſh, or hony ſtalkes to ſheepe, 
W hen as the one is wounded withthe baite, 
The other rotted with delicious foode. 

K wg. But he will not cntreat his ſonne for us. 

Tam. It T amora cntreat him, then he will, 
For I can ſmooth and fill his aged carc, 
*- ith golden promiſes, that were his heart 
Almolt 1impregnable, his cld cares deate, 
Yet ſhould both care and heart obey my tongue, 
Goe thou betore toour Embaſlador, 
Say, that the Emperour requeſts a parly 
Ot watlike Lacaw, and appoint the meeting. 

Kung. 'Emullixes due this meſſage Honourably. 
And if he (tand in Hoſtage for his ſafety, 
Bid hun demand whar pledge will pleaſe him beſt. 

Emall, Your bidding ſþall I doceffeAtually, 

Tam. Now will I to that old Androneeres, 
And temper him withall the ArtI have, 
an mp proud Luci trom the warlike Gothes. 
Andnow ſweet Empcrour be blithe againe, 
And bury all thy tearc in my deviſes. 

Sats, Then goeſucceſſantly and plcad for him. Ex. 


Ex, 
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Emer Lecuns with an eArmy of Gothes. 
with Drum and Sowulders. 


Luci. Approved warriours, and my faithfull Friends, 
[ have received Letters from great Rome, 

Which liguitics what harc they beare their Emperour, 
And how defirous of our ſightthey arc. | 
Therefore great Lords, be as your Titles witncfle, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 

And whercin Rome hath done you any icathe, 

Let him make treble ſatisfaction. 

Goth. Brave flip, ſprung trem the Great Andromeis, 
W hoſe name was once Our terrour, now our comtort, 
Whoſe high exploits, and honourable Deeds, 
Ingratefull Rome requſtes with foule contempt : 
Beholdin us, weele follow where thou lead it, 

Like ſtinging Bees in hotteſt Sommers day, 

Led by their Maſter to the lowred ficlds, | 

And be aveng'd on curled Tamora : | 
| 


Omn, And as hefaith, ſofay we all with him. 
Laci. 1 humbly thanke hin, and Ithanke you all. 
But who comes heere, led by a luſty Goth ? 
Enter a Goth leading Aaron with bus child 
” bu armes. | 
Goth. Renowned Laciw, from our troups 1 {traic, | 
To gaze upon a ruinous Monaſtery, ; 


And 
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And as I carneſily did fixe mine eye 

V pon the waſted building, ſuddainely 

| heard achild cry underneath a wall : 

| caade unto the noiſe, when ſoone I heard, 

The crying babe control'd with this diſcourie : 
Peace Tawny flave, halfe me, and halte thy Dam, 
Did not thy Hue bewray whoſe brat thou art ? 

Had nature lent the:, but thy Mothers look. 
Villaine thou migheſt have beene an Empcrour. | 
But where the Bull and Cow are both milk-whitc, 
They never doe beget a cole-blacke-Calfe : 

Peace, villaine peace, even thus he rates the babe, 
For 1 muſt beare thee to a truſty Goth, 

Who when be knowesthou art the Empreſle babe, 
Will hold thee dearcly tor thy Mothers ſake. 
Yichthis, my weapon drawne [ rutht upon him, 
Surpriz'd him fuddaincly, and brought hin hither 
To ule, as youthunke needtull of the man. | 
' Luci, Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate devill, 
| That rob'd eAfndronicus of his good hand; 

| This is the Pearle that pleat'd your Empreſle cyc, 

| And heres the Baſe Fruit 07 bus burning luſt. 

| Say wall-ey'd flave, whether woulditchou convay 

| Thisgrowing Image of thy tiend-like face? 

| Why doſt notſpeake ? whar deafe ? no! Not a word ? 
| A halter Souldiers, hang him on this Tree, 

' And by his fide his Fruite of Baſtardy. 

| Aaron, Touch not the Boy, he is of Royall blood, 
| Laci. Toolike the Syre for ever being good. 

| Firſt hang the Child that he may ſee it {prall, 

| Aſizhtro vexe the Fathers foulc withall. 

| Aaron. Gct me a Ladder Lacuwe, favethe Child, 

| And beare it from me to the Emprefle : . 

; If thou doethis, llc ſhew thee wondrous things, 

| That highly may advantage thee to hearc ; 

' If thou wilt nor, betall what may befall, 

Ile ſpeakeno more : but vengeance rot you all, 


Thy child ſhall ive, and I will ſee it Novrihe, 


Twill vexethy foule to heare what I ſhall ſpeake ; 
For I mutt talke of Murthers, Rapes, and Maſlacres, 
Acts of Blacke-night, abhominable Deeds, 
Complots of Milchiete, Treaton, Villaines 
Ruthtull co heare, yet pictiouſly pertorm'd, 
And tlits ſhallall be buried by my death, 
Vnlefle thou Cwearc to me my Child ſhall live, 
Lac. Tell on thy aunde, 
ay thy Child ſhall live. 
eAaros. Sweare that he (hall, and then I will begins 
Laci, Who [ſhould Itweare by; 
Thou beleeveſt no Cod, 
That graunted, how can'ſt thou beleeve an oath ? 
Aavren, \Vhat if T doc nor, as indeed 1 doenor, 
| Yet tor I know thou art Religious, 
' Ard haſt a thing within thee, called Conſcience, 
| Withrwenty Popith trickesand Ceremomes, 
' Which 1 have ſeene thee carctull to obſerve : 
Therefore 1 urge thy oath, for that I know 
; An Ideot holds his Bauble for a god, = 
| And keepes the oath which by = god he {weares, 
| To that Ile urge him : therefore thou ſhalt vow 
| By that ſame god , what god ſo ere it be 
| That thou adoreſt, and halt in reverence, 
 Tofave my Boy, to nouriſh and bring him up, 
: Orc elfe I will diſcover nought tothee. 


—— 


Luci. Say on, and if it pleaſe me which thou ſpeak'ſt, 


| Aaron, Ardif it picaſe thee? why aſlure thee Lucie. 


DDD on nm — — —  O GO — 


Enci. Even by my god 1 ſweare tothee I will, 
Aaron, Firit know thou, » 
| Ibegor hin on thy Empretie. 

| 4x6. Ohmoſtinſariate luxurious woman | | 

| eAeron. Tur Lucian, this was but a deed of Charity, 

| Tothat which thou ſhalt heare of me agon, 

| Twas her two Sonnes that murdered Baſſiove, 

| They cut thy Siſters tongue, and raviſht her, 

; And cut her hands oft, and trim'd her as thoutawſt, 

; L£xc. Ohdeteſtable villaine | 

| Callſt thou thar Trimming ? 

' Aaron, W hy ſhe was waſht, and cut , and trimi'd, 

| Andrwas trim ſport for them that had the doing of it. 

Luci, Ohbarbarous beaſtly villaines like thy teife ! 

' Aaron. Indeed, I wastheir Tutor to inſtruct them, 

That Codding ſpirit had they from their Mother, 

| As furea Card as ever wonne the Set ; 

| Thatbloody mind 1 rhinke they lcaru'd of me, 

' Astruea Dogas ever fought art head. 

Well, tet my Deeds be witnefle of my worth : 

I rrayn'dthy Bretheren to that guilefull Hole, 

; Wherethe Gcad Corps of Beſſians lay ; 

' 1 wrotethe Letter, thatthy Fath&t found, 

And hid the Gold within the Letter mention'd. 

' Confederate with the Queene, and her two Sonnes, 
And whatnotdone, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 
Wherein I had noſtroke of Miſcheife in it. 

I plaid the Cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

And whenT hadit, drew my ſclfe apart, 

And almoſt broke my heart with extreame laughter, 

I pried me through the Crevice of a Wall, 

When for his hand, he had his two Sonnes heads, 
Bcheld his tcares, and laught ſo heartily, 

Thar both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 

And when 1 told the Empreſlc of this ſport, 

She foundedalmolt at my pleaſing tale, 

And for my tydings, ve me twenty kiſſes. 

Goth. What ou fay all this, and never blyſh? 
Aeon. 1, like a blacke Dogge, as the laying is. 

Las. Art thou not forry for theſe hainous deeds ? 
Aaron, I,that I bad not donea thouſand more. 

Even now 1 curſe the day, and yet Ithinke 
Few come within the compeſle of my curſe, 

Wherein 1 did not ſome Notorious ull, 


—— - —_— 


W—— - 


| As killa man, or elſe deviſe his death, 


Raniſh a Maid, or plot the way to doe it, 
Accuſe ſome innocent, and fortweare my ſelfe, 
Setdeadly Enmity berweene ewo Friends, 
Make poore mens Cattell breake their neckes, 
Ser fire on Barnes and Hayſtackes inthe night, 
And bid the Owners quench them with their teares : 
Oft have I dig'd up dead men from their graves, 
And ſet them up right at their deere Friends doores, 
Even whentheir ſorrow almoſt was forgot, 
And on their skinnes, as on the Barke ot Trees, 
Have with my knife carved in Romaine Letters, 
Let not your {orrow dye, though I am dead. 
Tut, I have done athouland dreadfull things 
As willingly, as one would kill a flye, 
And nothing greives me beartily indeed, 
But that 1 cannoedoe ten thouſand more, 

Lxci. Bring downe the divell, for he muft nor dye 
So ſweet a death as hanging preſently. 

Aaran. If there be divels, would Twere a devill, 
To live and burne in everlaſting fire, 
| So I might have your company in hell, 
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Bur to torment you with my bitter tong! 
Luc. Sirs ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeake no more» 
Enter Emallins, 
Goth. My Lord, th rc is a Mcflenger from Rome 
Deſires to be adinitred ro your preſence. 
Le. Let bim come necrc. 


Welcome Emillas, whats the newes from Rome ? 


Emi. Lord Lucins, and you Princes of the Gothes, 
The Romaine Emperour greets you a!l by me, 

And for he underitands you arc 1n Armes, 
He craves a parly at your Fathers houſc 
Willing you to demand your Hoſtages, 
And they thall be immediately delivered, 

Geth. \W hat ſaves our Generall ? 

Luc, Exlins, letthe Ewperovr give his pledges 
Vnto my Father, and my Vncie Marge, | 
And we will come : march au ay. E xennt. 
Enter T amova, and ber two Sonxes deſqwiſed. 


Tam. Thus in this {trange, and (ad Havillaments, 
I will cacountcr with Androniews, 
And ſay, Iam Revenge ſent trom below, 
To joyne with him and right bis hainous wrongs : 
Knocke at his ſtudy where they lay he keepes, 
Toruminate ſtrange plors of dire Revenge, 
Tell him Revenge 1s come to joync with hun, 
And wor kc confuſicn on his Enemies. 
T bey knocke and Titus epens his ſtudy ares 
Tit. Whodoth molelt my Comemplation ? 
Is1t your t:1cketo make me opethe dore, 
That fo iy fad decrees may Hye away, 
And all my ſtudy be ro no cttect.? 
You arc deceiy*d, tor what [ micane to doe, 


; Sec here in bloody lines I have ter downe : 


_ _ 
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And whatis written ſhall be executed. 

Tam. T «, 1 am cometo talke with thee. 

Tit. No nota word ; how can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to gtve ut achon, 
Thou halt the ods ot me, theretore no inore- 

Tam. It thou did'it know me, 
Thou woold:t talke with me. 

Tit. 1 am not maid, 1 know thee well enough, 
Witnclſle this wretched ftumnp, 
Witneile theſe crimtonlines, 
Witnellc theſe Trenches made by gricfc and care, 
Witneflethe tyring day, ana heavy night, 
\V itneficall ſorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud Emprcile, Mighty T amore : 
[s not thy comming tor my other hand ? 

ſam. Know thou tad man, | am nct Tamora, 
Sheis thy Enemy,and I thy tricnd, 
[am Revenge ſent from th,interaail Kindome, 


©; 
. 


' Tocale the gnawing Vulture of thy mind, 


By working wreaketull vengeance on thy Foes : 
Come downe and welcome inc tothis worlds light, 


Confterre with me of Murder and of Death, 


G_ 


There's not a hotlow Cave or lurking place, 
No Vaſlt obſcurity, or Milty vale, 
\W here bloody Murther or detelted Rape, 


; Cancouch for teare, but I will tnd them out, 
; Andin their cares rellthem my dreadfull name, 


| 


| 


Revenge, which makes the fouic offenders quake. 

Tit. Artthou Revenge ? andart thou ſcnt to me, 
To be arorment to mine Enemies ? 

Tam. 1 am, therctore coine downe and welcome me. 


- + On - * WG ———_ —_ _ — > —— 


| Tu. Doe me ſome ſerviceere I come tothee : 
| Loe by thy ſide where Rape and Murder ſtands, 
Now give lome {urance that thou art Revenge, 
| Stab them, or teare them on thy Chariot wheeles, 
| Andthen Ile come and bethy __—_ | 
| And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 
Provide the two proper Palfries, blacke as let, 
To hale thy vengcefull Waggon ſwift away, 
And find out Murder in tlictr guilry Caves. 
And when thy Car is leaden with their heads, 
L will diflmount, and by the Waggon wheeke, 
Trot l:kea Servile fooremanall day lrg, 
Even trow Fizaperzens 1ifing in the Ealt, 
Vnrill his very downefall in the Sea. 
Ard day by day Iledoe this heavy raske, 
Sothou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. 
Tam. TI hele are my Miniſters, and come with me. 
Tit- Arctheythy Miniſters, war arc they call'd ? 
Tam. Rapineand Murder, therefore called fo, 
Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kind of men. 
Tit. Good Lord how like the Empreſle Sons they ae, 
And you the Emprefle : But we worldly met, 
Have miſcrable mad miſtaking eyes : 
Oh ſwcet Revenge, nuw doe I come tothee, 
Andifone armes irybracement will contentthee, 
I will imbrace thec in it by and by. 

Tam, Thiscliofing with him, fits his Lunacy, 
What ere 1forge to feede his braine-ſicke firs, 
Doe you uphold, and maincaine in'your ſpeeches, 
For now he firmely takes me for Revenge, 

And being Credulous in this mad thought, 

Ile make him ſend tor Lacs his Sonne, 

And whil(t Lat a Banquet hold him lure, 

Ile ing fome cunning praftife out of hand 

Tolicatter and diſperte the giddy Gothes, 

Or at the lez!t make rhcm his Enemics : 

vce heere he comes, and I muſt play my rheame. 
Tu, Long have 1 beene fortorne, and all tor thee, 

Welcome drezd Fury to my wortull houſe, 

Rapine and Murther, you are welcome too, 

How like the Empreſlc and her Sonncs you arc 

Wellare you ktred, had you but a Moore, 

| Could not all hcl Ford you fuch a devill ? 

| For well I wote the Emwprefle never wags ; 

Bur in her company therc is a Moore, 

And would you repretent our Queene aright 

It were converiiciut you had fech adevill : 

But welcome as you are, what ſhall we doe ? 
Tam. What would! thou hayeus doc Andronen? 
Dem. Shew me a Murtherer,Ilc deaewith him- 
Chir. Shew mc a Villaine that hath done a Rape- 

| AndIamfſcnt to be reveng'd on him, 

| Tam, Shcw me a thouſand that huve done thee wrong, 

Ard I will be revenged onthem all, ; 
Tit, Looke round about the wicked ſtreets of Rome, 

And when thou findelt a man that's like thy ſclte, 

Good Murder {t2b him, he's a Murtherer. 

Gocthou with him, and when ir is thy hap 

To hnd another thatis like to thee, 

Good Rapine ſtab him, he is a Raviſher. 

Goe thou with them, and inthe Emperours Court, 

| Thereis a Queene attended by a Moore, 

Well maiſt thou know her by thy o wne proportion, 

For up and downe ſhe doth reſemble thee, 

I pray thee doe on them ſome violent death, 


| They have beene violent ro mc and mine. 
| T amor 


| 
| 
| 
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Tam. Well haſt thou leſſon'd us, this ſhall we doc. 
But would it pleaſe the goud Andronem, 

To ſend for Luce thy thrice Valiant Sonnc, 

Who leads towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and Banquet atthy houlc. 

When he is here, even atthy Solemae Feaſt, 

I will bring in the Empreſle and her Sonnes, 

The Emperour himſelts, and ail thy Foes, 

And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoope, and kneele, 

And on ther ſhair choucate, thy angry heart 

\W hat ſayes Androners to this Gevite ? 


—_—_— 


Enter Marci. 


Tit. Mac wy brother, tis fad Tits calls, 

Goc gencle Cares to thy Nephew Luci, 

Thou ſhalt enquire hia out among the Gothes, 

Bid him repaire to me, and bring W ith hum 

Some of the chicfeſt Princes of the Gorthes, 

Bid him encampe his Souldiers where they arc, 

Tell him the Emperour, and the Empretle too, 

Fealts ar my houſe, and he ſhall Feaſt withrhem, 

T his due thou for my love, andſolet hum, 

As heregards hisaged Fathers lite. | 
Aar. This will 1 doc, and foone returne againe + Exs 
Tam. Now will 1 hence about thy bulinclie, 

| And take my Miniſters = with mc. | 

| Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me, 

| Orelle Ile call wy Brother backe againe, 

| And cleave to no revenge but Luci, : 

| Tam, What fay you Boyes, will you bide with hun, 

| Whiles I goc tell my Lord the Emperour. 

How I have govern'd our determined jelt®z— _ 
 Yeeldto his humour, ſmooth and (peake him fare, 

' Andrarry with him ci;1 1 rurne agame. 

| Tit. Tknow them alithoughthey ſuppoſe me med, 

| And will orc-reach them in their owne deviſes, 

| A payre of curſed hel!-hounds and their Dam. 

Dem. Madam dapart at pleaſure, lcave vs here. 

Tam. Farcwell «Audromcia, revenge now goes 

| Tolay acomplo: to betray thy Foes. 
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| Then hands or tongue, her ſpotiefſe Chaſtity, 


| Villaines for ſhame you could not beg tor grace. 


i—_——— 


Tit. I know thoudo'lt, and ſweet revenge farewell. | 

| Chi. Telius old man, how ſhail we be imploy d ? 
| Tit. Tut, | have worke enough for you to doe, 
Publurs conc hither, Caine, and Valentine. 

Pub. W hat 1s your will ? 

Tit. Know youtheſe rwo? 

Pub. The Empreſle Sonnes 
[take them, Chiros, Demerrect. | 

Tr. Fye Publ, fic, thou art too much deceau'd, 
The one 15 Murder, Rape is ghe others name, 
And therefore bind then gearle Pub ww, 
Carr, and Valemine, lay hands on them, 
| Oit have you hcard me wiſh ter {uch an houre, 
| And now I find it, theretore bind, them ture. 
| Cls. Villaines forbeare, we are the Empreiſe Sonnes. | 
| Pub. And theretorc doe we,what we are commanded. 
| Stop cloſe their mourhes, Ictthem not ſpeake a word, 


[s lic ſure bound, !ooke that you binde them faſt. Exenur. 


| 


Enter Tits Andronicu with a knife, and Lavinia 
| with a Baſon. 
[ 


| Ti, Come, come Levinia, looke, thy Foes ace bound, 
| virs ſtop their mouthes, letthem nor ſpeake to me, 
| But 1ctthem heare what fearefull words I utter. 


Oh Villaines, Chires, and Demetrize, 

Here ſtands the {pring whom you have ſtain'd with mud 
This goodly Sommer with your W inter mixt, 

Yoa kild her husband, and for that vil'd fault, 

Two ct her brothers were condemn'd to dcath, 

My band cut off, and made a merry jelt, 

Both her (iweet hands, her Tongue, and that inorc deere 


Inhumane Traytors, you couſtrain'd and tor'lt. 
What would you fay, if Ihould let you ſpeake: 


Hearke Wretches, how 1 meane to marrtyr you, 

This one tland yer ic left, tour you throats, 

VW hilt that Lavezis tiyeene her (tumps doth hold : 

T he Bafon that receives your guilty bloud. 

You know you Mother mcancs to feaſt with me, 

And calls herſeife Revenge, andthinkes me mad. 

Hearke Villaines, 1 will grin'd your bones :oduſt, 

An'\ with your blood and it, Ile make Pate, 

And of the Paſte a Cotfen I will reare, 

And wake two Paſtics of your ſhameful heads, 

And bid that ſtrumper your unballowed Dam, 

Like tothe carthſivallow her owne inc:cale- 

This is the Fealt, that I Have bid her to, 

And this the Banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfer on, 

For worle then Philomel you ul'd my Daughter, 

And worſethen Progue, I will be reveng'd, 

Anc now prepare your throats : Lavima come, 

Receivethe blood, and whenthat they are dead 

Let me goe grin'd their Bones to powder ſmali, 

And with this hatefu!l Liquor temper it, 

And in thar Paſte ler their vild'd Heads be bakte, 

Come, cowe, be ever one ouhicious, 

To make this Banker, which 1 with migheprove, 

More (terneand bloody then the Centaures Feaſt. 
He ents their throats. 

50 now bring them in, for Ile playthe Cooke, 

And ee them ready, gainſt the Mother comes. E£xemnt 


Futer Lucuu, Marcy, and the Gothes, 


Luce. Vnckle Mac, lince 'tis my Fathers minde 
That repairerv Rome, I am content. 
Goth. Andours with thine betall, what fortane will. 
Lace, Good Vnckletake you in this barbarous Moore, 
This Ravenous Tiger , this accurt:d devill, 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, terter bic, 
Till he be brought unto the Einp-rour: face, 
Forteſtimony of his tou:c proceed: ng+, 
And fee the Aunbuth of our Frieuds be ſtrong, 
It ere the Emperour meanes no goed to us. 
Aaron. Some devill whiſper curtes 1+ my eare, 
And prompt me that my tovg':c mig) 2th forth, 
The Venemous Malice of iy tiveliing heart. 
Lac. Away inhamane Dogge, Vohoitiowed Slave, | 
Sirs helpe our Vnckle, to convey him: in, Flourilh, 
The Trumpets ſhew the Emperour is at hand. 


Sound T rumpets. Enter Emperonr, and Empreſſe, with 
T ribanes and others, 


Sat. What, hath the Firmamene more Suns then one? | 
Luc. What bootes ic the to call thy (elfe a Sunne ? | 
Mar. Romes Emperourand Nephew brezke the par!y | 
Theſe quarrels mult be quietly debated, | 
Th: Fealt 1s ready which the carcfull Tim, 
h 
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Satwr. Marevs we will. Hovoyes. 
A Table brought in. 
Enter T i146 like 4 (woke, placing the meat on the 
T able, and Lavena with a vale | 
| b 
over her face. 
Tirw, Welcome my gracious Lord, 
Welcome Dread Quecne, | 
Welcome ye Warlike Gothes, welcome Luci, 
| And welcome all : alchough the chcere be poore, 
Twill hil your {tomackec £8 pl calc you car ot It, 
Sat. Why art thou thusattit'd Andromncn ? 
' Tu. Becauſe I would be fure to haveall well, 
| Toentertame your Highneſle, and your Empreſſe. 
| | Tam, We arc bcholdingto you good Andromcw. 


—_ 
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Tit. And if your highneſſc knew my heart, you were : | 
My Lord the Emperour reſolve me this, 
| Was it well done of raſh Forgime, 
To lay his daughter with his owne right hand, 
Becaute ſhe was enfor'ſt, tain'd, and deflowr d ? 
Satwy. It was Androner:, 
Tit. Your reaſon, Mighty Lord? 
Sat. Becauſe the Girle, ſhould not ſurvive her (ſhame, 
And by her preſence ſtill renew his forrowes. 
Ti. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effeRuall, 
A patterne, preſident, and lively warrant, 
For me (moſt wretched ) to performe the like 
Dye, dye, Lavinia, 0d thy ſhame with thee, 
And with thy ſhame, thy Fathers forrow dye. | 
He hols her. 


— — 
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Sat. hat haſt thou done, unnaturall and mankind ? | 
7#.Kild her tor whom my teares have made we bling. | 

I am as wotull as genes Was, 

And have a'thouland times mor © cauſe then he. 

Sat. \What was ſhe raviſht ? tc whodid the decd, 
Tu, Wilt pleaſe you cat, 

Wiit pleaſe your lughneſle feed ? 
Tem.Why haſt thou flame thine onely Daugiter tus? 
Tix. Notl1, twas { bwon, and Demerrives 

| They ravitht her, and cut away her rongue, 

| And they, twas they, that did he: all:bis wrong 
Satwr. Goc tetch thein hither to us pretemtly 
Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that P) *, 

Whereof thr Mother Cantily hath ted, 

Eating the fleſh that ſhe hericitc hath bred. 

Tis trac, tistrue, witnelſe my Knives ſharpe point. 

He ſtabs the Fmepreſſe. | 
Sats. Pye franticke wretch, tor this accurſed deed. | 
Luc. Can the Sonncs eve, behold his Father bleed ? 

Theres mcede for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

| CAfar. Youlad tx'd men,people and Sonnes of Rome, 

| By uproreeſever'dlike a flight of Fowwle, 

| Scattred by windes and high tempeſtuous guelts : 

| Ohlet me texch you how, to knit againe | 

| Thisſcattred Corne, into one mutuall ſheafe, 

* Theſe broken limbs againg into oe body, 

| Goth, Let Rome herſcite be banc unto berlclte, 

| And ſhe whom mighty kingdomes curlic to, 
Like a forlorne and detperate caſtaway, 
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Hath ordained to an honourable end, When with his ſolemnet he did diſcourſe 
For Peace, for Love, for League, and good ro Rome : | To love-licke Didees ſad attending eare; 
| Pleaſe you therefore draw nyc and take your places. The ſtory of thar balefull burning night, 


When ſaubtill Greekes 
Tell us what Sex hath bewicht our cares, 

Or who hath brought the farall engine in, 

That gives our Troy, our Rome the civill wound. 
My heart isnot compa of flint nor tecle, 

Nor can | utter all our bitter gricte, 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratory, 
And breake wy very vttrance, even in the time | 
W hen it ſhould move you toattend me moſt, 
Lending your kind hand Commiſeration, 


; Your hearts will throb and weepe to heare him ſpeake. 
' Andthey it were that raviſhed our Siſter, 


' Ot that true hand that fought Roimes quarrell our, 


| Now judge what courſe had Tiras to revenge | 
; Thele wrongs, unipeakeable paſt patience, 
; Or morc then any living man could beare. 


| Andfrom the place where you beho!d us nov, 


| Doc ſhametvi! cxecution vn her i<lt: 


' Grave witneſles 
; Cannot induce you roattend my words, 
| Speake Romes deere tricnd, as *crit our Anccltcr, | 


( 
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iz'd King Priems Troy : 
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Heere isa Capraine, let him tell the talc. 


| x 
Lac. This Noble Auditory, be it knowne to you, | 
T hat curſed Chiron and Demerrine | 
Werethey thit murdred our Emperours Brother, | 
For their fell faults our Brothers were behcaded,} | 
Our fathers rearesdefpif*d, and baſely coulcu'd, 


And lent her enemies untothe grave. 

Laſtly, my ielfe unkindly banithed, 

The gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weepingorr, 
To veg rehiete among Romes Enemies, 

\W ho drown'd their enmity in my true teares, | 
And op'd their armes to imbrace me as a Friend : 
And 1 am turned forth, be it knowneto you, 

T hat have preſcrv'd her well farc in my blood, 

Ang trom her botome tooke the Enemies point, 


| Sheathivg the ſtcele in my adventrous body. 
' Alas you know, l amno Vaunter I, | 


M1 1cars can witneſle, dumbe although they are, 


 Thar;ay report is juſt and full of truth : 


; © (oft, inethinkes I doe digrefſe coomuch, 
Cv11»g my worthleſle praiſe z Oh pardon me, 
tw whenno friendsare by, men praiſe themſelves. 

Afare. Now is my turne to ſpeake ; Behold this Child, 
Ot this was T amore delivered, 


The iflve of an Irreligious Afoore, 


' Chucte Archie and plotter of theſe woes, | 
; The Vilaine isalrve in Tow houſe, 


And as.he is, to witneſle this is true. | 


Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you Romanesy? 
Have wedone oughtamifſe? ſhew us whercin, 


The poore remainder of Andronicws, 

Will hand in hand all hcadlong caſt us downe, 

And on the ragged ſtones beat forth our braines, 

And make a mutuall cloſure of our houſe ; 

Speaake Romanes ſpeakg, and if you ſay we ſhail, 
Loe hand in amd, Laeciw and I will fall. 

Emulli. Come come, thou reverent man of Rome, | 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, | 
Lucixs our Þmperour : for well I know, | 
The common voycedoe cry it ſhall be ſo. 

Mar. Lncias, all haile Romes Royall Emperou:, 


p | | Goe, goc intu old Tirw forrowfull houſe, 
| Bur if my froſty fignes ard chaps of age, | 
true experience, | 


And hither bale that misbelieving Afoore, | 
To be adjudg'd ſome diretull ſlaughtering death, 


| As pumſheentfor his moſt wickedlite. 


Lycaw all hatle ro Romes gracions Governour, | 
I mew 
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Lac. Thankes gentle Romans, may I governe io, | 
To heale Rome's harmes, and wipe away her wee. 
 Burgentle people, give me aymea-while, 

' For Nature puts me to a heavy taske ; 

| Srand ali aloote, but Vnckle draw you neerc, 

To hed ob{cquious teares uponthis Trunk : 
Ohrakethis warme kiſle on they pale cold lips, 
Theſe forrowfull drops upon thy bloud-laine face, 
The laſt true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 

Mw. A teare for tare, and Toving kiſle for kiſle, 
Thy brether CAtearens tenders onthy Lips : 

O were the ſumme of thele char 1 hould pay 
Countlciic, andinfinit yet would [ pay them. 

Luc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and lcarne of us 
To melt in ſhowres : thy Grandlire lov'd thee weil :; 

{ Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee : 

Sung thee afleepe, his Loving Breſt, thy Pillow : 
Many a matter hath he told tothee, 

| Meere, and agrecing with thine Infancy : 

| Inthat relpeR then, like a loving Childe, 

| Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender Spring. 

| Becauſe kinde Nature doth requircitſo : 

Friends ſhould aſſociate Friends, in Griefe and Woe 
Bid him far well, commit him tothe Grave, 

Doe him that kindnefle, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O Grand(ire, Grandfire : even with all my heart 
Would I weare Dead, ſo you did Live againe. 
OLord, I cannot ſpeake to him for weeping, 
My tcares will choke me. 1f I ope my mouth. 


—Y 


—— 


Komanes. You lad «Andromes, have done with woes, 
Give ſentence 0n this execrable Wretch, 
That hath beene breeder of theſe Gire events, 
Luc. Set him breit deepe in carth, and tamith him : 
There let him (tand, and rave,and cry for {oode 
It any one relceves, or pitrics him, | 
For the offence, he dycs. This is our doome : 
Some {tay, to {ce him faſtned in the carth. 
A@on.O why ſhould wrath be ave, and tury dumbe? 
L am no Baby I, that with baſe Praycrs 
L thould repent the Evils1 have done. 
Ten thoutand worte, thenever yet 1 did, 
Would I pertorme if | might have my will : 
If one good Decdin all wy life I did, 
| doe repcar it from my very Soule. 
Lucs. Some loving Friends convey the Emperor hence, 
And give him buriall in his fathers grave, 
My Father, aud Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our Houſholds Monument : 
As for rhat heynous Tyger Tamora, 
No tunerall Rite, nor man in mournfuil Weeds; 
No moarnfull Bell ſhall ring ber Buriall : 
But thro.y her forth to Bealt and Birds of prey : 
Her life was Bcalt-like, and devoid of picty, 


Andbeing fo, ſhall have like want of patty. 


See Iuſtice done on «Aaron that damn'd Moore, 

For whom, our heavy happee had their beginning ; 
Then afterwards, to Order well the State, 

That like Events, may ne're it Ruinate. Exennt omne!- 
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Enter Sampſon and Gregory, with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the Homſe of Capulet. 


Sampſon, 
HT) Regory: Amy word we'll not carry coales. 
7G S) Greg. No, for then we ſhould be Colliars. 
AS Samp.1 mmeanc, if we be in choller, we'll draw. 
, == Greg. I, w bile you live, draw your necke out 
0 "yy Collar. 
Samp. I itrike quickly, being mov 'd. 
reg. But thou art not quickly mov dro ſtrike. 
mp. A dog ot the houſe of Mountague, MOVES ME. 
rreg. To move, 1s tO (tir. and t9 be valiant, 1S to ſtand; 


) Therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou runſt away. 


Sam. Ado 22c of that houlc ſhall move me to ſtand, 

[ will take the wallof any Man or Maid of Monntagnes. 

Greg. That ſhewes thee weake fave, for the weakelt 
goes tothe wall, 

Sem. True, and therefore women being the weaker 
Veſlells.are ever thruſt t: "oChe wall: therefore 1 will puth 
Alowntagues men trom the wall, 3nd thruſt his Maides to 
the wal!. (their men. 

Greg. The Quarrell is bctwe:ne our Maſters, and us 

Semp. Tis all one, will l hew my lelfe atyrant: when 
[ have fought with the men, I will be civill with the 


| Maids, and cut off their heads. 


Greg. The heads of the Maids ? 

Samp. 1,the heads of the maids,or their maiden-heads, 
Take 1c in what fevce thou wilt. 

Greg. They maſttake it in ſence, that feele it, 

Samp. Mcthey ſhall tecle while | am able to ſtand : 
And tis knowne I am a pretty peece of ſiclh., 

Greg. Teis iwell thou art aor | Ih : :1{ thou had” ſt, thou 
bad'it beene pooze Iohn.Draiww thy Toole, here comes of 
the Houſe of the CMonntarmes, 

Enter two other Servinomen, 
Sam My naked weapon 15 out: qu arrcl,l wil backe thee 
Gre, How ? Turnethy backe; and run, 

Sam. Fearc me not. 

Greg. No marry :I fearethce. 

Samp. Let us take the Lay of our ſides:let thm begin 

Gr.I wil frown as T paſlc by,& lct the rake it as they lit 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. will bite my Thumbe at them 
which 1s a diſgrace to them, if they beare it. 

Abra. Doe you bitc vour Thumbe ar vs fir ? 

Sam. 1 doc bite my Thumbe, fir. 

Abra. Doe you brte your Thambe at us ſir ? 
Sw. Is the Lai of our fide, if I (ay I? Gre. No 


Attus Primus. Scena Prima, 
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Samp.No ir, I doe not bite my Thumbe at you fir : but 
I bice my Thumbe fir, 


Greg. Doe you quarrell ſir ? 


Apra, Quarrell fir? no fir. (as you | 


S4m.lf you doe fir, I am for you,l ſerve,as good aman 
Abra. Nobetter ? Sam. \Welllir, 
Enter Benvolio,' 

Gre.Say better;hcre comes one of my maſters kinſmen 

Sam. Yes,better, 

Abra. You Lye. 

Sawp, Draw if yon be men, Gregory, remember thy 
waſhing blow. They fight, 


| 


| 


— 


Ben. Part Fooigs put np your Swords, you know not | 


what you doc. 
Enter Trba't. 

Tyba. Whatart thou drawre, among theſe heartleſſc 

Hinges ? Turne thee Bemnvobo, looke upon thy death. 
Fen. I doe but kerpe the peace, put up thy Sword, 

Or manage 1t to part thele men with me. 

Tyb. What dra'y, and talke of peace ? I hate the word 
As | hate hcIl, all Afowntagnes, aud thee 
Have at the Toward. Fiolt. 

Enter three or fowre Citizens with Clubs, 

Off. Clabs, Bils, and Partiſons, ſtrike, beat them down 
Downe withthe Copalcrs, Lowne with the Conntaguer. 
Enter old Capulet 1 bis Gowne, an bus W4fe, 

( ap. Whatnoiſc is this? Give me my long Sword ho. 
Wife. Acruch, a crutch : why call vou for a Sword ? 
Cap. My Sr. ord 1 ſay : Old Aonwmague is come, 
And gouriſhes his Blade in ſpight of ic. 
Emer 614 Mountagae, and bu wie. 

Mon. Thou villains Caper. Hold me nor,let me got. 
2. Wife. Thou ſhaltnot (tirre a foote to fcek ea Foe. 
Ent:y Pronce F ihales, with bu Trame. 

Prin Revellious Subjets, Encmics to peace, 
Prophaners of this Ne:1ghbor-ſtaincd Steele, 
Will they not hzare? Whathoe, you Men, you Bcalts, 
That quench the fire of your permitious Rage, 
With purple Fountaines ifftmg from your Vceines: 
On paine of Torture, from theſe bloody hands 
Throw your miſtemper'd Weapons tothe ground, 
And heare the Sentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civill Broyles, byed of an Aycry word, 
By thee 0!d Capuler ard 11 (euntague, 
Have thrice Ciſturb'd the quict of our ſtreets, 
And make Verona; ancicat Citizens 
Calt Dy their Grave beſeeming Ornament, 
To wicld old Partizans, in hands as old, 
Cankred 
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Cankred with ,to part your Cankred hate, 

{f cver you diſturbe our ſtreers againe, 

Your lives ſhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

For this time all the reſt depart away : 

You Capwler ſhall goc along with me, 

And ©Alountague come you this atrernoone, 

To knew our Fathers plcalure in this cale : 

Toold Free-rowne, our com non io_—_ place : 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart» £Exewnt. 

Moxn. Who ſet this ancient quarrellnew abroach ? 
Speake Nephew, were you by, when it began ? 

Ben, Hceere weretne {crvants of your adverlary, 
And yours clolc fighting ere I did approach, 

Idrew topartthem, in the inſtant came 

The fiery Tibatt, with his ſword prepar'd, 

Which as he breath'd defiance to my ces, 

He ſwong about his head, and cut the windes, 
Whonothing hurt u ithall, hiſt him in {corne. 
While we were cutercbanging thruſts and blowes, 
| Came more and more, and tought on parr and part, 
| Tillthe Prince came, who parted cither part. 

| Wife, O where is Komes, (aw you hum to day ? 

| Right gladam 1, be wasnotat this tray. 

Ben. Madam, an houre betore the worſhipe Sun 
Peer'd forth che golden window of the Ealt, 

A troubled mind drave me to walke abroad, 

Where underneath the grove of Sycamour, 

| That Weſt-wardrooteth trom this City (ide ; 

| Socarely waiking did I ſee your Sonne; _ 

| Tomes him I made, but he was ware of me, 

| And ſtole into the covert of the wood, 

' Imeaſuring his affeRions by my owne, 

| Whichthen molt ſought, here molt mightnor be foand 

Being one t00 many by my weary ſeite, 
Per,ed my honour, not perſuing his 

| And gladly ſhunr'd, who gladly fied from me. 

Aowr. Many a morning hath he there beene ſcene, 
With tearcs augmencing the treſh mornings deaw, 
Adding to cloudes, more cloudes with his deepe fighes, 
But all fo ſoone as the all-cheering Sunne, 

Shoutd in the fartheit Eaſt begin to draw 

The ſhady Curtatnes trom eAwrores bed, 

Away from light itcales home my heavy Sonne, 

And private 11 his Chamber pennes hunl{eite, 

Shurs up his windowes, iockes taire day-light out, 

And makes himfclfe an artificiall night ; 

Blacke and portentous mult this humour prove, 

Vnlefſe good countcll may the cauſe removes 
Zen. My Noble Vncle doe you know the caulc ? 
Mons. 1 neither know it, nor carr learne of him. 
Ben. Have you importun'd him by any mcanes ? 
Mow. Both by my ſelfe and many other Fricnds, 

But he his owne affections counſeller, 

Is:0 himſclte (I will notfay how true) 

But ro himiclteſo ſecret and ſo clote, 

| So tarre trom ſounding and ditcovery, 

| As is the bud bit with an envious worme, 

Ere he can (pread hus ſweet leaves tothe ayre, 

Or dedicate his beauty tothe ſame 

Could we but learne from whence his ſorrowes grow, 

We would as willingly give cure, as know, 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. See where he comes, ſo pleaſe you ſtep aſide, 

lle know his greevance ,or be much denide, 

Mon. 1 would thou wert fo happy by thy ſtay, 
| To heare true ſhrift. Come Madam let's away, Exrunt. 
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; Miſhapen Chaos of welſceming tormes, 
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Griefes of mine owne lyec heavy in my breaſt, 


| Bing vexr, a Sea nouriſht with loving teares, 


4 


Cuts beauty off from all poſterity. 


Ben. Gocd morrow Couſin: 
Kom, Is the day fo young ? 
Ben. Bur new {trooke nine, 

Kom, Aye me, fad houres ſeeme long : 
Was that my Father that went hence fofaſt ? | 
Ben. It was: what ſadnefle lengthens Komeos houres ? 

Ko. Not having that,which having,makes them ſhort 
Ben. Inloyc. | 
Rom. Our, | 
Ben. Ot love. | 
Kom, Out of her favour where amin love. | 
Ben. Alasthac love ſo gentle in his view, | 
Should be fo tyrannous and roagh in proote. | 
Rom. Alas that love, whole view 13 muffled (till, | 
Should « ithout eyes, ice path-waycs to his will : 
Where ſhall we dine ? O me z what fray was heere ? 
Yet ecll me not; tor 1 have heard ic all : | 
Heres much to doc with hate, but more with love; 
=Vhy then, O brawhing love, O loving hate, 
O any thing, ot nothung firſt create: 
O heavy lightnefle, ferrous vanity, 


Feather of lead, bright ſinoake, cold fire, ficke health, 
Still-waking (lcepe, rhat is not what itis: 
This love ftecle I, that feclenolove in this. 
Doeit thounot laugh? 
Ben. NoCoze, I rather weepe. 
Rom. Good hcart, at what ? | 
Ben, Atthy good hearts oppreſſion. | 
Rom. Why (uch 1s lovestranſgreſſion. | 


W hich thou wilr propagate to have it preaſt 

With more of thine, thistove that thou halt howne, 
Doth adde more gricte, roto0 much of mine owne. 
Love, isa {moake mate with the fume of ſighes, 
Being purg'd, a fire tparkling in Loverscyes, 


W har is it cI{c ? a madacfle, molt ditcreer, 
A choking gall, and a preterving feet ; 
Farewell my Coze, 
Sen. Soft I will gocalong, 
And if you leave mc fo, you doc me wrong. 
Kom. Tur I have lo(t my tcife, I am not here, 
Thrs is not Remes, hc's fomc other wheres 
Ben. Tell me in fadnciſe, whoisthat you love? 
Rom. What ſhall I grone and tcli thee e 
Ben. Grone, why no : but {adlyrecil we who. 
Rem, A ſicke man in good fadnefle wakes his will ; 
O, word ill urg'dto one that is foil ; 
In ſadacſſc Cozip, I doe love a woman. 
Ben. I aym'd fo nearc, when I fuppos'd you lov'd. 
Kom. Aright marke man, and ſhes faire I love, 
Ben, A right faire mark, faire Coze, is foonet hit, 
Rem. Weil in that bir you mille, ſhcell not Le lut 
With Cupids arrow, ſhe hath Diazz wit - 
And in ttrong proofe of chaſtity weil arm's ; 
From loves weake childiſh Bow, the lives uncharm'd. 
She will not tay the ficge of loving tearme's 
Nor bid th'incounter of aflailiug cyes. 
Nor ope her lap to Saint-ſcucing Gold : 
O ſhe 1s rich in beauty, onely poore, 
That when ſhe dyes, with beauty dyes her ſtore, 
Ben.Then ſhe hath ſworne, that ſhe wili ſtill live chaſt> | 
Roms. She hath, and in that ſparing rtiakes huge wall ? | 
For beauty ſterv'd with her ſeverity, | 
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| She is too faire, too wiſe wiſcly too faire, 
Tomerit bliſle by making me ; Far : 
| She hath for{worne to love, and inthat vow 
Doe 1 live dead, that live to tell it now. _ 
Ben. Be ruld by me, forget to thinke of her» 
Rom. O teach mc how I ſhould forget rorthinke. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thune cyes, 
Examine other beauties. | 
Rom, Tis the way rocall hers (exquiſit) in queſtion 
Theſe happy iaskes that kille taire Ladies browes, 
Being blacke,puts us in mind they hide the faire ; 
He that is ſtrooken blind, cannot torgct 
The precious treaſure of his eye-light loſt ; 
Shew me a Miltrele that is paiting tairc: 
\W har doth her beauty {erve but as a note, 
| Where may rcade who paltthat paſling faire, 
| Farewell thou caſt notteach me to forget. 


Enter Capul:t, (ounty Pays, and the Clowne. 

Caps. Mountague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike, and tis not hard I thinke, 
For men ſo old as we, to keepe the peace. 

Par. Of honovrable reckmng are you both, 
And pitty tis youliv'd at odsſolong : _ 
But now my Lord, what ſay you to my lute ? 

Caps. But ſaying ore what I haye {aid before, 
My Child is yet a {tranger in the world, 
Shee hath not ſcene the change of tuurteene yeeres, 
Let twomore Summers wither in therr pride, 
Ere we may think: herripe to be a Bride, 

Far. Younger then ſhearc happy mothers made. 


Ea:thup hath {allowed ali my hopes but ſhe, 
She is the hopetuli Lady of my carth : 

But woos her gentle Para, gct her heart, 
My will to hcr conſent, 1s but a part, 

And ſhe agree, withia her {cope ot chotte, 
Lyes my conſent, and faire according voyce 2 
This night | ho14an old accuſtom'd teait, 
Whereto 1 hare invited many a Gueſt, 

Such as 1 love, and you among the {tore, = | 
One more, moit welcome makes my number more : 
At my poore houſe, laoke to behold this night, 
Earth-treading ftarres, that make darke hcaven light, 
Snch comfort asdoeiuſty young men feels, 
When well apparrel'd Aprill oa the heele 

Of limping Winter —_ eacn ſuch delight 
Among treſh Female buds f1:all you this might 
Inhberitat my houtlc : hearcall, ail ſce ; 

And lik.c ker molt, whole mecit molt ſhall be : 
W hich one more view, of many, mine being one, 
My ſtand in numver, though in reckning none. 
Cone, goe with me : goe ſirrah trudge about, 
Throngh faire Verona, tind tholc pertons out, 

| Whoſcnamcs are written there, and tothem ſay, 
; My houlc and welcome, onth:ir pleaſure ſtay, 


tault ro the learned) in good tinic. 
Fmter Benvolio, and Romeo. 
Ben. Tut man, one fireburnes out anothers butaing, 
One paine 15 lclned by ahothers anguiſh : 


—— oo cow cy — <-—”— 
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Zen, lle pay that dotrine,or elfc dye 1m debt, Exennt. 


Capu. And too ſ5one mar'd are thoſe fo carly made : 


E #it. 
Ser, Findth-m out whole names are written. Hcerrt it 

| is written, that the Shoo=maker ſhould meddlc with his 
Yard, and the Taylcr with his Laſt, the Fiſher with his 
Pen(ill, and the Painter with his Nets. ButI am ſent to 
fiad choſe pertons w hoſe nmesare writ, and can 'ne-er 
hnd what names the writting perſon hath here wrie (1 


(more, | 


E 


Turne giddy, and be holpeby backward turning : 

ne de{parate gricte, cures with anothers languiſh : 
Take thou ſome new infeRtion to the eye, 

And theranke poylon of the old will dye. 


Rom. Your Plantanleafe is excellent for that; 
Ben. For what I pray thee ? 
Rom. For your broken ſhin. 
Ben, Why Rome» art thou mad ? 
| Kom, Not mad, but bound more then a mad mar 1s; 
| Shutup in priſon, kept without my toode, 
\W kipt and tormented : and Godden good fellow. 

Ser. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you read ? 

Rom. 1 minc owne fortune in my milcry. 

Ser, Perhaps you bavelecarn'd it without booke ; 
Burt I pray can you read any thing you ſce ? 

Rom. 1, 1t 1 know the Letters and the Language. 

Ser. Ye1ay honeſtly, reit you merry. 

Kom. Stay tcllow, I can read. 

- Hereades the Letrer. I 
1 AMartine, and his wife and daughter : Co 
P ny g _y 


| bis brother Valentine, mine nncle C 


his Cofen Tybalt: Luce and thelrvely Helena. 
A taire aſſembly, whuther ſhoa'd chey come ? 
Ser. Vp. 
Rom. Whither ? toſupper ? 
Ser. To our houſe. 
Keom, W hoſc houſe? 
Ser. My Maiſters, 
Rem, Indecd 1 ſhould have askt you that before, 


—— 


YOu INCrTV« 
| Ben. Atthis ſamcancient Feaſt of Cupaters, 
| Sups the faire Koſaizne, whom thou lo lovelt : 
' Withall the admired Beauties of Verona, 
| Goe thither and with unattainted eye, 
Compare her face with-ſome that I (hall ſhow, 
And I will makethce thinke thy Swana Crow. 
| Kom. Whenthe devoutreligion of mine eye 
Maintaines ſuch falſhood, then turne teares to fire ; 
And thele who often drown'd could never dye, 
Tranſparent Hereriques be burnt tor liers. 
One tairer then my love !theall-ſceing Sun 
Nere ſaw her match, fince firſt the world begun. 
Zen. Tur Tur, you ſaw her taire, none clic being by, 
Herlelfepoyt d with hcrſelte incither eye : 
But inthat Chriſtall ſcales, letthere be waid, 
YourLadies love againit ſome other Maid 
Thar will ſhow you, ſhining at this Feaſt, 
And ſhele ſhew ſcant, well, that now ſhewes beſt. 
Rome. Lic goe along, no (uch {ight ro be ſhowne, 
Bur to rejoycein {plendor of mine owne. 
Emer Carulets Wife ond N m/e. 


——_— 


—  —O— 
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Wherc's this Girle ? what [wlvet ? 
Emer [nlter. 
Inter. Aow now, who calls? 
N wr. Your Mother. 


Juliet. Madam Iam heere, what is your will ? 


— —— ——  — —  — UI <— — 


An- 

d bu beantions ſifters : the Lady widdow of Virw- 
v10, Sergnexr Placentio,and bu lovely Necces : Mercutio and 
apulet hu wife and daugh- 


| ters : my faire Neece Roſaline, Livia, Sergnenr Valentio, and 


Ser. Now lletell you without asking. My waſter 1s 
the great rich Capwler, andif you be not of the houſe of 
CMonnt:gurrT pray come aud cruſh a cup of wine. Reſt 
Exn, 


wife. Nurſe wher's my daughrer? call her forth to me, 
N w/e. Now by my Maidenhea4, at twelve yeare old 
I bad her come, what Lamb: what Ladi-bird ,God forbid, 


Wyfe,This isthe marcer : Nurle give leave a Hoy 
m 


—_— 
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muſt ralke in ſecret.Nurſe come backe againe,l have re- 
membred me, thou'ſc hcare our councell. Thou kngwelt 
m daughter's of a 

pom 4 Faith yy 5 unto an houre. 

Wife, Shees not fourteene. 

N »-/e. Ile lay foureteene of my teeth, 

And yet tomy teeth be it ſpoken, 

I have but fourc, (hees not fourteenc, 

How long is itnow to Lammas tide? 
Wife. A tortnightand odde dayes, | 

Nurſe. Eucn or .odde, of all daics inthe yeare come 
Lawmas Eve at night ſhall ſhe be tourtrenc. S»/a» and ſhe, 
God reſt all Chriltian ſoules, were of an age. Well Suſav 
is with God, ſhe was too good for me. Bur as 1 taid on 
Lammas Euc at night ſhall ſhe be tourteene, that ſhall ſhe 
maric,[ remember it well. Tis fince the Earth-quake now 
cl:ven yeares, and ſhe was wean'd [ uever ſhall forget it, 
of all the daics of the ycare, upon that day : for I bad then 
laid Wormc-wood to my Dug ſitting inthe Sunne under 
the Dove- houſe wall, my Lord and you were then at 
Mantue, nay 1 doe bearc a braine. Butas I faid, when it 
didtaftthe Worme-wood on the niple of my Dugge, 
and felt it bitter, pretty foole, to (ce it reachic, and fail out 
with the Dugge, Shake quoch the Dove-houle, 't was no 
ncede I trow to bid mee trudge : and (incethat time 1t 18 
eleven yeares, for then the could ſtand alone, nay b1'th 
roode he could have runne,and wadled all abourztur even 
the day before ſhe broke her brow, and then my tiusband 
God be with his ſoule, a was a merric man, tooke up the 
Child, yea quoth hce,doeſt thou fall uponthy face Þ thou 
wilt fall backeward when thou halt more wit, wilt thou 
not {wler? And by my holy-daw, the pretty wretchlctic 
crying,and ſaid 1: to ice now how a Teft (hall come about. 
I warrant,& 1 (hall live a thoufand yeares, I never ſhould 
forget1t : wilt thou not /x/e: quoth hetand pretty toole it 
| inred,and faid I. * 

; OA La. Inough of this I pray the hold thy peace. 

| Nwſe. Yes Madam, yet I cannot chuſe bur laugt, to 
| thinke it ſhould leave crying, & lay I : and yet I warrant 
| it hadupon it brow, a bumpe as big as a young Cockrels 
ſtone? A perilous knock,and it cryed bitterly. Yea quoth 
my husband, fall'ſt vpon thy tacc, thou wilt fall back» 
ward when thou commelt to age : wilt thou not /w/et It 
ſtinted:and ſaid I. 

In/e. And (tintthoatoo 1 pray the Narſe,lay I. 

N wr. Peace I have done ;:God market thee to bis grace 
thou was the pretieſt Babe that cre marſt, and I might 
live to {ce thee maried once,IT have my, wiſh» 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very theagic 
| cane rotalke of tell me daughter /=ler, 

How ſtands your difpolition to be Married? 
luh. It is an houre that I dre2me nor of. 


lay thou hadſt ſuckt yiſedome from thy teat. 
[ Old Li. Well thinke of marriagenow, younger then you 
Heere in Varena, Ladics of cſtecme, 
Are made already Mothers. By my count, 
I was your Mother,wuch upen theſe yeares 
you are no\w a maide,thus then in brietc : 
The valiant Paris feckes you for his love. 
Nurſe. A man young Lady, Lady, {uch a man as all 
the world. VVhy hee's a manof waxe. 
014 La. Veronas Summer hathnot (acha flower. 
Nurſe. Nay hee's a flower,in faith a very flower. 
' Old Ly; What ſay you. can you love the Gentleman ? 
This night you ſhall behold him at our Feaſt, 


_—__ 


| 


— 


| Readore the volume of young 


| 


Para face, 

And find delight, writthere with Beauties pen: 
Examine every ſeveral liniament, 

And ſee how one another lends content: 

And what obſcur'd in this faire volumelies, 

Find written in the Margent of hiseyes, 

This precious Booke of Love, this unbound Lover, 
To Beavrtitie him;onely lacks a Cover. 

The fiſh lives im the Sca, and'tis much pride 

For faire withour, the faire withinto hide: 

That Booke in manies eyes doth ſhare the glory, 
That 1n Gold claſpes, Lockes in the Golden ſtorie : 
So ſhall you ſhare all that he doth poſſe, 

By having him, making your ſelfe no leſſe. 

Nwmſe. Noleſſe,nay bigger : women grow by men. 

Old Le. Speake briefly,can you like of Pars love - 

Inti. lc looke to likeit looking liking move. 

But no moredeepe will 1 endart mine cye, 
Then your couſcnt gives ſtrength to make it fiye, 
Enter a Serving man. 

Ser. Madam, the gueſts are come ſcru'd ap, you 
cal'd, my young Lady askt for,the Nurle curſt inthe Pan- 
tery,and every thing in extremitic:I muſt hence ro wait, 
belcech you follow (traight. Exit, 

Mo. We follow thee, [ulier, the Countie ftaies. 

Narſe. Goe Girle,fer ke happic nightsto happic daies. 

Exeunt, 
Enter Romeo, Mereutio Dennc'io with five or fixe 
other Markers, T orch-bear ers, 
Rom. What (\all this ſpeech be ſpoke for our excuſe? 
Or ſhall we on withour ie ? 
Ben. Thedate is out of ſuchprolixitie, 
Weele have no Cupid, hood winkt with a skarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of lath, 


Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 


Bur letthem meaſure us by what they will, 
Weele meafurerthem a meaſure, and be gone. 
Rem. Give me a Torch, 1 amnot for this ambling. 
Being but heavy 1 will beare the light, 
Mer, Nay gentle Romeo, we muſt have you dance. 
Rom. Not I beleeve me,you have dancing ſhooes 
With nimble ſoles, Thave a ſole of Lead 
So ſtakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 
Mev. Youarea Lover,borrow Cupid: wings, 
And ſoare withthem above a comimnoa bound. 
Kom. 1 amtoo fore impearced with his ſhaft, 
To ſoare with his light feathers,aad to bond : 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe, 
V nder loves heavy burthen doe 1 (inke. 
Hera. And to finke in it ſhould you burthen love, 


| Too great opprefion for a tender thing. 


Rom. Is loveatenderthing? itis too rough, 


Nur. An houre,were not I thine onely Narſe, I would | Too rude,too boylterou+,and it pricks li e thorne. 
| » Meer. Itlove be rough with you, be rough with love, 


Pricke love for pricking,and you beats love done, 
Give me a Caſe to put my vilage in, 
A Viſor fora Vilor,what care [ 
What carious eye doth quote deformities : 
Here are the Beetle-browes ſhall bluſh for me. 

Ben. Comeknocke and enter,and no ſooner in, 
But every man betake him to hislegs. 

Rom. A Torch for me,let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the ſenceiefle ruſhes with their heeles ; 
For I am proverb'd with a Grandfter Phraſe, 


lie be a Candle-ho{der and looke on, 


The game was nere fo faire,and tam done. 
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Aer. Tut,dunsthe Moule,the Conſtables owne word, 
If thou art dun,weele draw thee from the mire. 
Or fave your reverence love, whercia thou ſtickeſt 
Vp tothe eares, come we burne day-iight ho. 
Rom. Nay that's not 1o. 
Aer. 1 mcane fir I, delay, 
We walt our lights 1n vaine, lights,lighrs,by day ; 
Take our good meaning,tor Our [udgement fits 
Five t1ncs In that cre once in our tine wits, 
Rom. And we meanc well in going t9 this Maske, 
But 'tis no wit to Yo. 
Aer. \V hy may one askc? 
Rom. | drcampt a dreame to night, 
Aer. And fo did I, 
Rom. Well what was yours? 
Mer. That dreamers often lic. 
Rom, In beda ſleepe while they do dreame things true, 
er. O then I fee Qieene Mabhath beene with you : 
She is theFairics Midwite,and (he comes 1n ſhape no big- 


| 


ger then Agat-ſtone, on the fore-tinger of an Alderman, | 


drawne with arceme of little Atomics, over mens noſcs 


I as they hic aſlcepe : her Waggon Spokes made of long 


Spinners kgs : the Cover ofthe wings of Graſhoppers, 
her Trace of the {malleſt Spiders web, her collars of the 
Moone ſhines watry Beames,ber W hip of Creckets bone, 
the Laſh of filme , her Waggoner, alwall gray coatce 
Gnat, not haltc ſo bigge asa round little Worme, prick: 
from the Lazy- finger of a woman. Her Chartor isan Epty 
Haſclnut, madc by the loyner Squirre!l or old Grub, tune 
outa mind,the Farics Choach-makers:and in this late ſhe 
gallops night by night,through Loucrs braincs :and then 
they dreame of Love. OnCountrics knees,that dreame on 
Curſies ſtrait: ore Lawicrs fingers, who ſtrait dreame on 
Fees , ore Ladicslips, who ſtrait on kifles dreame, which 
oft the angry Mab wich bliſters plagues, becaule their 
breath with Sweet meats tainted are. Sometime (he gal- 
lops ore a Courticrs noſe,and then dreames he of {inelling 


| 
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out a ſuite;and {ometune comes ſhe with a Tith pigs talc, | 


tickling aParſons noſe as he lies aſlecpe,then he dreams of 
another Bencetice. Sometime ſhe driveth orea Souldicrs 
nccke,and then dreams he of cutting Forraine throats,of 
Breaches, Ambuſcados, Spaniſh Blades : Of Healths five 
Fadome decpe,and then anon drums in his carcs,at which 
he ſtarts and wakes, and being thus trighted, {weares a 
prayer or two & ſleeps againe: this is that very Mab that 
plats the manesof Horſcs inthe night:and baks the E.t- 
locks 1n foule flutriſh bates, which once untanglcd,much 
misfortune bodes. 
This isthe hag, when Maides lic on their backs, 
T hat preſſes them,and kearnes them firſt to beare, 
Making them women of good carriage: 
This 1s the 
Rom. Peace,peace, Aercutio peace, 
Thou talk'!t of nothing. 
Mer. Truc I talkc of d1cames: 
Which are the children of an idle braine, 
Begot of nothing, but vaine phantatie, 
Which 1s as thin of ſubſtance as the ayre, 
And more inconltant thenthe wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen boſome of the North: 
And being anger'd, puftes away trom thence, 
Turning his {1de to the dew dropping South, 
Ben. This wind youtalke of blow s vs trom our ſelves, 
Supper is done 2nd we ſhallcome too late, 
Rom. 1 teare too early, for my mind miſgivcs, 
Some conſequence yet hanging um theſlarres, 


———— 


_ 


. 
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Shall bitterly begin his fearefull datc 

With this _ revels,andexpirethetearme 
Of adeſpiſed life clot'd in my breſt: 

By ſome vile fortcir of untimely death, 

But he that haththe ſtirrage of my courſe. 
Direct my lute : on luſty Gentlemen, 

Ben. Strike Drum. 

They march about the Stage, and Serningmen come forth 
with ther naphen. 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. Where's Potper, that he hclps notto take away? 
He thate a Trencher? he f{crapea Trencher. 

I. When good manners,ſhall lye in one or two mens 
hands, and they unwaſhe too, tis a foule thing, 

Ser, Away with the Joynitooles, remove the Court. 
cubbord, looke to the plate: good thou, ſave me a peice 
of Marchpane,andas thoulove!t mc, let the Porter let in 
Suſan Grmndſtore, and N ell, Amthenie and Potpan. 

2. I Boy ready. 
_ Ser. Youare lookt tor,and cal'd for,askt for,and ſought 
tor, in the great Chamber. 

1. Wecannot be here and there too,chearly Boys, 
Bc briske a w hule, andthe longer liver take all. 


E Xeunt. 
Enter all the Gre:/Þs and Gentlewomen to the 
Makers. 
I. Caps, Welcome Gentlemen, 
Ladies thet bave their tocs 


Vnplagu'd with Cornes,will walke about with you: 
Ah me Miltreſics, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 
She Ile 1weare hath Cornes: am I come neare ye now ? 
Welcome Genticmen , I have {eenc the day 
That I have v cinc a Vitor, and could tell 
A whiſpering talc ina faire Ladics care; 
Such as would plicalc: *ris gone, tis gone, "tis gone, 
Youare welcome Gentiemen, come Mutitiars play: 
Amuſicke plares: and the dance, 

A Hall,lall, give roome, and toote it Girles, 
More hgh ye knaves, and turne the Tables up: 
And quench the fre, the Roome 15 growne too ht. 
Ah firrah,this uniooke tor ſport comes well : 
Nay fat,nay (it, good Cozin Capulet, 
For you avd [ are palt our dauncing dayes : 
How lorg it now fince laſt your tcltc and [ 
Were m a Maske 

2, Caps, Bcriady thirty yeares. 

1, Caps. What man: 'tis not {o much,'tis not (o much, 
'Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lacencio, 
Come Penticolt as quickly asit will, 
yoine ive and twenty ycares,and then we Maske. 

2* Cap. '1 15 more, 'tis more, his Sonne is elder fir ; 
His Sonne 15 thirty» 

1» Cap. Will youtcll me that? 
His Sonne was burta Ward two yeares agoe. 

Kom. \What Lady isthart which doth wn rich the hand 


| Of yonder Knight? 


Ser. I konw not ſir» 
Rom, O ſhedoth teach the Torches to burne bright: 
Her Beauty hangs upon the cheeke of night, 
Like a rich lewelin an Xthiops care : 
Beauty too rich for uſe, for carth too deate: 
So ſhewes a Snowy Dove trooping with Crowes, 
As yonder Lady ore her fellowes (howes? 
The meaſure done. lic watch her place of ſtand, 
And touching hers, make bleſſed my rude hand. 
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Did my heart love till now, forſweare it ſight, 
For I never ſaw crue Beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voyce,ſhould be a CMonntagee. 

Fetch me my Rapier, Boy,what dares the ſlave 
Come hither coverd with an antique face, 
To ficere and ſcorue at our Solemnity? 
Now by the (tocke and Honour of my kin« 
To lirike him dead I held innorta fin, 

Cap. Why how now kinſman, 
Wherctore ſtorme you lo? ; 

Tib. Vacie this is a Aſowntagne, our toe: 
A Villaine that is hither come 1n ſpight, 
To icorne at our Solemnity this night. 
Cap. Young Romeo 18? 
Ti 'Tis hc,that Villian Romeo. 
{ap. Content thee gentle Cox, ler him alone, 
Abeares him like a portly Gentteman: 
And to ay truth, Verona bragsof him, 
To be a vertuous and well govern'd youth: 
I would not for the wealth of all the rowne, 
Here in my houſe doe him diſparagement: 
Therefore be poticnt,take no note of him, 
[t is ny will, the which if thou reſpect, © 
Shew a faire preſence,and put off theſe frownes, 
An ill beſeeming ſemblance fora Feaſt . 
T4. It fits whenſuch a Villaine isa gueſt, 
lle not endure him. 
Cap, He (hall be endur'd. 
What goodmanboy,1 ſay he ſhall, goto, 
Am | the Maiiter here or you? goto, 
Youlcnot endure him,God ſhall mend my ſoul?, 
Youle makea Mutiny among the Guelts : 
You will ſet cocke a hoope,youle be the man? 
Tib. Why Vaclc 'tisa ſhame. 
Cap. Groto, go to, 
You are a ſawcy Boy,'tis ſo indeed? 
This tricke may chance to ſcath you,l know what, 
| You wuft contrary me,marry tis time. 
| Wellfaid my hearts, you area princox,goe, 
| Bequiet or more light, for ſhame, 
| Ile make youpuict. W hat,chearely my hearts. 
| T4. Patience pertorce,with wiltull colet making, 
; Makes my fleſhrremble in their different greeting: 
[ will withdraw, but this intrution ſhall 
Now {ceming ſweet, conuert to bitter gall. 
Rom, If | prophane with my vnworthieſt hand, 
This holy (hrine, the gentle ſin 15 this, 
My lips rwo bluſning Pilgrims ready ſtand, 
Toimooth that rough rouch,with a tender kiſſe. 
Ink. Good Pilgrime, 
You do wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhewes in this, 
For Saints have hands,that Pilgrimes hand doe touch, 
And palmeto palme, is holy Palmers kiſle. 
_ Have not _ — Palmers too? 
«6. 1 Pilgrim,lipsthat t ule in prayer. 
Kom. O r Se Saint ler lips do ned doe, 
They pray (graunt thouleaſt faith turne to difpaire. 
{uls. Saints doe not move, 
Though graune for prayersfake. 


—— 


Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg'd. 
Ini, Then have my lips the fin that they have tooke, 
Rom, Sin from my lips!O treſpaſſe ſweetly vrg'd: 
Give me my (in againe, 
Ini1. You kifſe by'th'booke. 


LO OT 


| Pom. Then move not while my prayers effec doe take: 
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Nur. Madam your Mother craves a word with you. 
Kom. What is her Mother, | 
Nurſe, Marry Batcheler, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the houſe, 
And a good Lady,and a wiſe,and Vertuous, 
I Nur'ſt her Daughter that you talke withall; 
I tell you,hethat canlay holdof her, 
Shall have the chincke. 
Rom, Is ſhea (apwler? 
O deare account! My life is my foes debt. 
Ben. Away, be gone,the {port isaxtthe belt. 
fow. 1 fol teare,themore is my unreſt. 
Cap, Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone, . 
We have atrifling foowiſh Banquet rowards: 
Isit e'ne 10? why then | thanke you all. 
I thanke you hone!t Gentlemen,good night: 
More Torches here come on,then let's to bed. 
. Abſirra,by my faic it waxeslate, 
lle to my reſt. 
Iuli. Come hither Nurſc, 
What is yond Gentleman: 
Ner. The Sonne and Heire of old Tyberio. 
Juli, What's he that now is going out of doore? 
Nw. that | thinke be young Perrwchso, 
Indi. '\W hat's he that follows here thatwould not dance? 
Nur. I know nor. 
Init. Goaske his natne;if he be maried, 
My grave islike to be my wedding bed. 
Nur. His nawe 1s Roneo,and a Mowntague, 
The onely Sonne of our great Enemy, 
1«b. My onely Loveſprung from my onely hate, 
Too early {cene,unknow,and knowne, too late, 
Prodigious birth of Love ic is to me, 
That 1 mult lovea loathed Enemy. 
Nur, What's thi?what's this? 
Ini. Arime, I learnd even now 
Of one I'dan'ft withall, 
< One call; within, luliet. 
Nr. Anon,anon: 
Come let's away, the ſtraungers all are gone. 


F xennt. 
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{ horns; 
Now old deſire doth in his death-bed lys, 
And young afteion gapes to be his ticire, 
T har faire,for which Love grou'd for and would dye, 
With tender /«lier matcht, 1s now not faire. 
Now Komeois beloved, and Loucs againe, 
Alike bewitched by the charme of lookes: 
Burt to his foe ſuppos'd he mult complaine, 
And ſhe ſteale Loves ſweet bait from tearetull hookes- 
Being beld a foe,he may not have acceſſe 
To breath ſuch vowes, as Lovers uſe to (weare; 
And ſhe as much in Love,her qeanes much lefſe, 
To meete her new Beloved any where: 
But paſſion lends them Power, time,meanes to meete, 
Temp'ring extremities with extreame {weete, 
Enter Romeo alme. 

Row. Can I goe forward when my heart is here? 

Turne backe dull earth,and find my Centour our. 
. . Enter Benmolio, with Meventio, 

Ben. Romes,my Cozen Romo, Romeo, 

Mere. He 1s wile, 
And on my life hath ſtolne him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way,and leapt this Orchard wall. 
Call good Alerentio : 


| Nay,lle coniure too. 
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Mer, Romeo, Humoars, Madman,Paſhon,Lover, 
Appeare thon in the l1kencfle of a fight, 
Speake but one ume, and 1 am fatishied: 
Cry me but ayme,Couply but Love and day, 
Speakc to my golhip Yenw one faire wor, 
One Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her, 
Young Abrham Cupid he that thot lo true, 
W heu Kiug Copberna lov'd the begger Maid, 
He hearcth aothe ſtirreth not,he moverh not, 
The Ape isdead,and I muſt comure him, 
I conture thee by Keſalnes bright cyes, 
By wer high forchecad, 2nd her Scarlet lip, _ 
By her fine foote, Straight leg,aud Quivering thigh, 
And the Demeaues, that there Adiacent lie, 
T hat in thy likencfle thou appeare to us. : 
Ben. And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 
Mer. This cannot aoger him, t'would anger him 
To raiſe a {piric in his Mittreſle circle, 
Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting itthere (tand 
Till ſhe had laid it, and conjur'd it downe, 
Tat were ſome {pight. _ 
My invocation is fatre and honeſt, and in his Miſtris name 
I conjure onely but to raite up him. 
Fey. Come, he hath hid himſcife among theſe Trees 
To be contorted with the Hamerous night z 
Blind is his Love, and beſt befits the darke. 
Aer. It Love beblind, Love cannot bit the marke, 
Now will he {it under a Medler tree, : 
| And wiſh his Miltrefſe were that kind of Fruite, 
As Maides call Mcdlers when they laugh alone, 
O Romeo that ſhe were, O that the were 
An open, or thou a Poprin Pearce, 
Romeo goodnight,Ilc ro my Truckle bed, 
{ This Ficid-bed is roo cold for meto licepe, 
Come (hall we ge? ; 
Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vaine to ſecke him here——— 
That mcanes not to be tound. 
Rom. Hc icaſts at Scarrcs that never felt a wound, 
But ſoft, what light through yonder window breaks? 
It is the Eaſt,and [ler is the Sunne, 
Ariſe faire Sun and kill the envious Moone, 
Who is alrcady {ickeand pale withgreite, 
That thou her Maid art tar more tairethen ſhe: 
Be not her Maid tince ſhe is envious, 
Her Veſtall livery is but ſicke 4nd greene, 
And none but tooles do weare it,calt it off: 
Itis my Lady,O it 1smy Lovc,O chat ſhe knew ſhe were, 
She ſpcakes, yet ſhe ſaics nothing; what of that? 
Her cye di{courſcs, I willanfwere 1t; 
I amtoo bold 'tis not to me ſhe ſpeakes: 
Twoot the faircit ſtarres 1n all the heaver, 
Hauing ſome buſineſſe doentreat her eyes, 
To twinckle in their Spheres till they returne. 
{ What it ber cycs were thcre,they in her head, 
The brightneſle of ber cheeke would ſhame thoſe ſtarres, 
As day-light doth a Lampe, her cyc1n heaven , 
Would through the ayric Region {treame fo bright, 
That.Birds would ſing and thinke it were not might; 
See how ſhe leanes her checke upen her hand. 
O that I werea Glove upon that hand. 
That I might rouchthat checke. 
Ink. Ay me, © 
Rom. She ſpcakes. 
| Ohſpeake agaive bright Angell, for thou art 
| Asg.>rioustothis night being ore my head, 
As 154 winged meſſenger of heaven 
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Vnto the white upturned wondering eyes 
Of morrallsthat fall backe to gaze on hum, 
When he beſtrids the lazy puging Clouds, 


And lailes upon the boſome of the ayre. 

[uls. O Romeo, Romes,wheretore art thou Romes? 
Deny thy Father and refuſe thy name: 
Or ifthou wiltnot,be but {worne my Love, 
And lie no longer be-a Capwler. 

Rom. Shall 1 here mote, or ſhall I ſpeake atthi? 

In, Tis but thy name that is my Enemy : 
Thou art thy felfe, though not a Aſonnrague, 
W hat's CMonntaguei it 1s nor band nor toote, 
Nor arme, nor facc,O be ſome other name 
Belonging toa man. | 
W hats in a namc? that which we call a Roſe, 
By any other word w ould {meil as twcere, 
50 Xomeo would,were he hot Remeo cal'd, 
Retaine that deare perte&tion w hich be owes, 
Withoutthat title Remes,doffe thy rame, 
And for thy name which is no part of thee, 
Take all my lclfe, 

Rom, I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but Love, and Ile be new baptiz'd, 

Hence toorth I never will be Rowee. 

{uls. W hat mon art theu, that thus beſcreen'd in nigh 

So ſtumlcit on my counccli? 

Rom. By a name, 

I know not how to tell thee who I am: 

My name dcare Saint, 15 hatctull ro wy ſclte, 

Becauſe 1t is an Encwy to thee, 

Had I it written, I v ould ccarethe word, 

Inh. My cares have yet not drunke a huvdred words 

Of thy tongues utrering, yet | know the ſound. 

Art thou not Romer, and at Mowuntague? 
Rom, Neither tare Maid, it either thee diſlike, 
Inli. How cam'ſt thou hither. 

Tell me , and whe: cforc? 

The Orchard walls arc high, and hard to climbe, 

And the placc death,confidering whothou art, 

Ifany of my k.inſmen find thee here, 

Rom. With Loves light wings 

Did I ore-perch thelc Walls, 

For ſtony limits cannot hoid Love out, 

And what Love can do, thatdars Love attempt; 

Therefore thy kin{1u1c1 #:c no (ttopto me- 

Iu's. |tchey doe ice theegthey wall murther thee» 
Rem. Alacke there lizs m ore peril: in thine eye, 
Then twenty ot their Swords, looke thou but ſweete, 

And I am proote agatn(t their enmity. 

Iuts. 1 would not forthe world they ſaw thee here. 
Rom. 1 tave nights cloake to hide ame from their cyes 

Ahd but thou love me,let them tinde me here, 

My lite werebetter ended by their hate, 

T hendeath proroged wanting of thy Love. | 
Inls. By whole direction tound'ſt thou out this place? 
Rom. By Love that firlt did prompt me to enqnure, 

He lent me countcll,and I lent him eyes, 

Tam no Pylot,yer wert thou as far 

Asthat vaſt-ſhore:waſhd with the fartheſt Sea, 

I ſhould aduenture for ſuch Marchandile, 


Iub. Thou knowelt the maske of night is on my face, | 


Elſe would a Maiden bluſh bepaiot my cheeke, 
Forthat which thon haſt heard me ſpeake ronight, 
Faine would I dwell on forme,faine,taine,deny 
What have ſpoke but farewell Complements 


Doeſt thou Love ?O I know thou wilt ſay 1, ang 
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And1 will take thy word,yet if thou ſwear (t, 
Thou maicit prove falſe at Louers peryvries 
They tay /one laughes,ob gentle Romes, 
Ifrhou doſt Love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or it thou thinkeſt I am too quickly wonne, 
le frowne and be peruerſe, and ſay thee nay, 
So thou wilt wooe: Bur «l{c not for the world. 
Intruth faire Aowntagye | amtoo fond: | 
And theretore thou mayeſt thinke my haviour light, 
Bur trult me Gentleman, lle prove more true, 
Then thole that have more coyning to be itrange, 
I ſhould have becne more ſtrange 1 mult contelic, 
But that thou over heard'it ere I was ware 
My true Loves pation, therefore pardon me, 
And not 1mputethis yeelding to light Love 
Which the darke night hath ſoditcovercd, 
Rom. Lady,by yonder Moone I vow: 
That tips with tilver all theſe Fruite-tree tops- 
lult. © {wearenot by the Moone, th'inconltant Moone, 
That monethly changesin her circled Ort e, 
Lealt that thy Love prove likewile variadlIc. 
Rom. W bat ſhall I tweare by? 
In's ., Donor ſweare at all: : 
Or it thou wilt ſweare by thy gratious ſelte, 
Which 15 the God of my Idolatry, 
And lie belceve thee. 
Kom. It my hicarts deare loveo—_ 
/ni. Well do not fweare although 1 ioy inthce, 
I have no 10y ofthis contratt tonight, 
Itist00 raſh,too unadvif'd,roo ſodden, 
Too like the lightning which doth ceaſe to be 
Ere, one can fay,it lightens,Swerte good night: 
This bud of Love by Summers ripzmng breath. 
May prove a beavrcous Flower when next we meete; 
Goodnight: goodnight, as ſweete repole and ret, 
Cometo thy heart, as that within my brelt. 
Kew, O wilt thou leave me ſountatished? 
Ink, What fatistaRtion can't thou have to night? _ 
Rom. T h'exchange of thy Loves faithfull vow of oune, 
Inli. 1 gave thee mince before thou did'ſt requeſt 1t; 
| Andyct 1 would it were togive agame, 
Rom. W ould'it thou withdraw it, 
| For what purpoſe Love? 
Ink. Bu to be franke and give it thee againe, 
And yer | with bur for the thing I have, 
My bounty 1s as boundleſle as the Sea, 
My Love as deepe, the more I givero thee 
The more I have,for both are Iohnite. 
I heare ſome noyſe within deare Love adue. 
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(als within, 
Anon good Nurſe, tweet Countagne be true: 
Stay but alittle, I will come againe. 
ſow. O biciled bleſſed nighrt,l amatfcar'd 
Being in night, allthis is but adreame, 
Too flattering ſweet to be ſubſtanciall. 
[ub. Three words deare Romeo, 
And goodnight indeed, 
[that thy bent of Love be Honcurable, 
| Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to morroww, 
By one that Ile procure ro come tothee, 
| Where and what time thou wilt performe the right, 
| Andall my Fortunes at thy foote lle lay, 
| And follow thee ray Lord throughout the world. 
UWithm þ4 Madam. 
| come,anon: bur if thou meaneſt nor well, 
[do beſcech thee. 


Fate. 


W3chin : Miadam 
( By and byI come) 
Toccate thy ſtrife,and leave me to my gricte, 
Tomorrow will I ſend, 


| Rom, Sothrive my foule. 

| 4ub. Athoularndtimes goodnight. 
Exu, 
| Rom, A thouſand tumes the worteto want thy light, 
| Love goes toward Love as (choole-boys tromtheir books 
| But Love from Love,towards{choole with heavy lookes, 


Enter Lulvwet againe, 


Iuli. Hiſt Remes hilt: O for a Falkners voice, 
Tolure this Taſfell gentle backe againe, 
Bondage is hoarle, and may nor ipeake aloud, 
| Elſe would I tcare the Cave where Eccho lies, 
; And make her ayry tongue more hoarſe,then with 
| Therepetition of my Romeo, 
Rom. It 1s my foule that calls upon my name- 
; How filver ſweete, ſound Lovers tongues by night, 
| Like foftelt Muſicketoattending cares. 
[uls. Romeo. 
Kom. My tweete. 
Inis. Whata clocke to morrow 
Shall 1 ſend tothee? 
Rem, By the houre of nine. 
Ini. 1 will not faile, *tistewenty yeares till then, 
[ have torgot why I did call thee backe, 
Rem. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 
Inli, I ſhall torger,to have the ſtill ſtand there, 
Remembring how | Love thy company. 
| ſom. And lle till ſtay, to have thee {till forger, 
| Forgetting any other name but this. 
Ints. "Tis almoſt morning, | would have thee gone, 
; Andyetno further then a wantons Bird, 
| Thatletr's it hop a little from his hand, 
Like a poore priſoner in his twiſted Gyves, 
| And with a (ilken thred plucks it againe, 
| Soloving lealous of his thaw. 
Rom. I would I were thy bird. 
Yet I ſhould kill thee wich much cheriſhing: 
| Goodnight,goodnighr. | 
Rom. Parting 1s fuch (weete ſorrow, 
| That I ſhall fay g—_—_— it be morrow. | 
Ini, Slecpe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy _— | 
Xxit, 
Rom. Would I were fleepe and peaceſo fweettoreſt, | 
The gray ey'd morne {miles on the trowning night, 
Checkring the Eaſterne Clouds with ſtreaks ot lighr, 
Andearkeneſle fleckel'd like a drunkard recles, 
| From forthdayes pathway,tnade by Tiranz wheeles, 
| Hence wil I to myghoſtly Frierscloſe Cell, 
His helpeto crave,and my deare hap to tell. 


— 


Exu, 
Emer Frier alone with a batket, 


Fri. Now cre the Sun advance his burning eye, 
The day to cheere, and nights danke dew te dry, 
I maſt uphill th is Oker Cage of ours , 
With balefull weedes, and precious Luiced frowers, 
The carth that's Natures mother,is her Tombe, 
Whar is her burying grave that is her wombe: 
And from her wombe children of divers kind 
hh 3 We 
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We lacking on her naturall bolome tind: 

Many tor many vertues excellent: 

None but for tome, and yer ail different. 

Oanckle is the powertal| grace that hes *_ 

In Plants, Hearbs,ſtones,and their trae qualities: 

For nought lo vile, that on the carth doth lives 

But to theear®, ſome ſpecial! good doth give. | 

Nor ough: ſo good, bur {tzain'd from thar faire vie, 

Reyolts from true birth, {tumbling on abuſe. 

| Vertue it ſclfe turncs vice being milapplicd. 

And vice fomctime ty action dignttcd. 

E mter Komeo, 

Within the infant rin'd of this weake flower, 

Poyion hath refidence, and medicine power: 

For this being ſmelt, wich thar part cheares cach part, 

x Being tattcd{}ayes all ſences with rhe heart. 

Two fuch oppolcd Kings encampe them Itill, 

In man as we'll as Hearbs grace and rude will: 

And where the worlcr 15 predominant, 

Full ſoone che Canker deatheates up that Planty 
Rom.Good morrowy Father. 

Frs. Bencdicitce 

W hat early tongue ſo ſweet ſalutethem? 

Young Sonnet arguesa dittempercd bead, 

So ſoonero bid good morroiv to thy bed; 

Care keeps his watch 1n every old mans cyey 

And where Carc lodgeth, ſIcepe will never lye: 

"T But where upbruſed youth with unſtutt bratne = 

Doth couch his lms, there, golden fleepe doch raigne ; 

Thercfore thy carlineſſe doth me atlure, 

Thou art uprovz'd with ſome diltemprature g 

Or it not ſo,then here I hit ir right. 

Our Romeo. hath not brene in bed ro night. 

Rem, Tharlaſt is true, the ſweeter rett was mine, 
Frs. God pardon {in:waſt thou with Rejalme? 
Rom, With Reſalne, my ghoſtly Father? No, 

I have forgot that name, and that names woe. 
Frs.That's my good Son,but where haſt thou bin then? 
Rom. Ile tel! thee ere thou aske 1t me agen: 

| have becne tcaiting with mine enemy, 

Whereon a ſudden one bath wounded me, 

That's by me wounded : both our remedics 

W ithin thy hclpe and boly phiſicke lies; 

I bcare no hatred. blefied man: tor loc 

My interceſionlikewile ſteads my toe. 

Fri. Be plaine good Son, reſt homely inthy dritt, 

Ridlingconfeſlion, finds but ridling ſhritr. 

Rem. Then plaincly know my hearts dearc Love 1s (ct, 

On the taire daunger of rich Capsler : 

As mine on hers. {© hers 1s {ct on mine; 

And all combin'd, fave whatrhou awit combine 

By holy marriage: whea and where,and how, 

We met,we wooed,and made exchange of vow: 

Hetell the as we paſle, butthis I pray, 

That thou conlent romarry us to days 
Fri. Holy S, Francis, what a change is here? 

Is Roſalmethat thou did{t Love ſodcare 

Soſoone forſaken? young mens Love then hes 

Nottruely in their hearts, but in theit eyes. 

Icſu Maria, what a dealc of brine 

Hath waſhttby fallow cheeckes tor Koſaline ? 

How much ſalt water throwne away in walt, 

To ſeaſon Love that of itdoth nottalt. 

The Sun not yet thy ſighes,from heaven cleares, 

Thy old grones yet ring in my auncient cares: 

Lo here upon thy cheecke the ſtaine doth fr, 
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Of anold teare that is riot waſhe off yet. 
It ere thou waſt thy ſelfe ,ar:d theſe woes thine. 
Thou and theſe woes, were all for Roſalane, 
And art thou chang'd?pronounce this ſentence then 
Women may fall, when there's no ſtrength in men, 
Row. Thou chid'{t me oft for loving Roſaline, 
Fri. For doting not for loving pupill mine, 
Fom. And bad'tt me bury Love. 
Fri. Not in a grave, 
Tolay one in another out to have, 
Kom. I pray thee chide me not, her TLove now 
Doth grace for grace, and Love for Love :llow; 
The other did not 16. 
Fri. O lhe knew well, 
Tay Love did read by rote, that could not ſpell : 
Burt come young waverer, come goe with me, 
In one relpett. llethy afiſtanr be; 
For this alliance may ſo happy prove, 
To turne your houthold rancord to pure Love, 
Kom. O ict us hence,I ſtand on ſudden haſt. 
Fri, Wiſely and flow, thicy ſtumble that run faſt, 
Exmm, 
Emer Venmolio and Ilerentso, 
Atfcr. Where the devile ſhoul.i this Komeobe? came he 
nct home to night ? 
Zen, Not to Ins Fathers,I ſpoke with his man, 
Aer. Why ttat ſeme palc hard-harted wench, that Re 


| ſaline torments hin fo, that he will ſure run mad. 
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Fen. Tebalt, the kiniman to old Capwiet, bath ſent a Let- 
ter to Has Fathers houſe. 
Aer. A challenge on my life. 
Een. Romeo will ant were 1t. 
Mer. Any man that can write, may anſwere a Letter. 
Ben. Nay he wi.l an{wcre the Letters Maiſter how he 
darcs, being cared. 
Mer. Alas poore Romeo, he 1s alrcady dead,ftab'd with 
a white wenches blacke eye, runne through the care with 
a Love ſong, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with the 
blind Bowe-boyes-vur-thatt, and is ke a manto encounter 
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Pen, Why what is 7 ybal:? 

Aer. More then Prince of Cats. Oh hee's the Couragi- 
ous Captame of Complements : he fights as you fing 
prick{ong, keeps time. diſtance, and proportion, he reſts 
his minum, one,two,and the third in your boſome: the ve- 
ry butcher of a ſilke burton, a Dualiſt, a Dualilt-a Gentle- 
man of the very firſt houſe of the firſt and lecond cauſe:ah 
the immortall Pafſado, the punto reverto,the Hay. 

Ben. The what? 

Mer. The Pox of ſuch antique liſping _— phan 
tacies,theſe new tuners of accent: Iefu a very goo blade, 
a very tall man, a very good whore. Why 1s not this ala- 
mentable thing Grand(:re,that we ſhould be thus aftiAcd 
with theſe {trainge flies: theſe faſhion Mongers,gthee par 
don-mer's, who ftand ſo much on the new tormgtharthe 
cannor fir at ca{c on the old bench. O their bones, their 
bones. 

Enter Romeo. 
Zew Here comes Remeo, hcre comes Romeo. 


Aer, Without his Roe, like a dried Hering.O fieſh, 


fleſh, bow art thou fiſhified? Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrarchfowed in: Lawato his Lady was a kitchen 
wench,marry ſhe had a better Loveto berime her 3 Dido 
adowdy, Cleopatra a Gipſic, Hellen and Hero, hildings 
and harlots:Thuby a gray cic or ſo,but not to the purpole 
Signior Romeo , Bomomrtheres a French ſalucation _ 
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French flop: you gaveus the counterfeit fairely laſt night. Nav. Out upon you:what a aan are you ? 
Reweo. Good morrow to you both, what counterteit | Row. One Gentlewoman, 


[ 


did I give you ? | That God hath made, himſclfe to, mar. 
Mer. The (lip fir, the flip,can you not conceive? Nov. By myctroth it isfaid, for himfeite to, mar quo- 
Rem, Pardon Mercurio, my bulineſſe was great,and in | tha Gentleman , can any of you tcll me w here 1 aay tind 
{ucha caſe as mine, a man may ſtraine courlic. | the young Romeo? 


Romeo. | can tell you : bu%young Remes will be older 
when you have found him, then he was when you fought 
| him; lam the youngelt of char name, for tault of a worte. 


Mer. That's as much as to fay,fuch a cafe as yours con» 
{rainsa man to bow in the hams. 
Kom, Meaning to courtetie. 


UMer, Thou baſt molt kindly hir it. | MXNavr. Youlay well. 
Rom. A molt courtcous expolitions | CAMer, Yeats the worlt well, 
Mer, Nay. 1 amthe very pinck ot courteſic. Very well tooke: Ifaith, witcly, willy, 
Rom, Pinke for flower. Nar. It you be he lir, 
Mer. Right. I defire ſome confrdence with you? 
Rem, W hy then is my Pump well flowr'd Sew. She will envite him to lame Supper, 
Mer. Sure wit,tollow me this icaſt, now till thou haſt Aer. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 
worne out thy Pump, that when the ſingle {ole of 1t 15 Rom,'W hat hali thou tound? 
worne, the icalt may remaine after the wear!ng, {olc- Mer. No Hare fir, unlefſe a Hare fir ina Lenten Pic, 
lingular. that is ſomething (tale artd hoareerc it be ſpent, 
Kom. O ſingleſoldicalt, An old Hare hoarc, and an old Hare hoare is very good 
Soly ſingular tor the fingleneſie. _ mearin Lent. 2D 
Mer. Come betweene us good Bexwelio, my wit faints | Buta Hare that is hoare is too much for a ſcore, when it 
Row. Swits and ſpurs, hoares ereit be ſpent, 
E£witsand ſpurs,or Ile crica match. Romeo will you come to your Fathers? Weele todianer 
Mer. Nay, if our wits run the Wild-Gooſe chalc, Fam | thither, 


done ; For thou haſt more of the Waid-Gooſe in one 0! | KRom,. 1 willfollow you. 
thy wits, then 1 am ſure I have in my whole five. Was 1 Aﬀer. Farewell 2uncicnt Lady : 


—_—  — —  ——_—__—_— 


with you there for the Gooſe? ; | Farewell Lady, Lady, Lady, 
Row, Thou was never with me for any thing, when Exit. Mercntio, Denuo/in. 
thou walt not there tor the Goole. | Nur. I pray you fir, what fawcic Merchant was this 


eAMer. I will bite thce by the care for that tclt, that was 10 full of his ropery? 
Rom: Nay,goo0d Goole bite not. Rom. A Gentleman Nurſe, that loves to here himſelfe 
OMer, Thy wit is a very bitter-{ weeting, talke,and will fpeake more 11 a minute, then he will ſtand 
It is a moſt ſharpe ſawce. co ina Moneth. 
Kem. And is it not well ſcrv'd intoa {weet-Goole? Nur, Anda ipeake any thing againſt me, Iletake him 
Mer. Oh here's a wit of Chevercll, that ſtretches trom | downe,and a were luſticr then he is, andewentyſuch lacks: 
an ynch narrow,toan elibroad. and if I cannot, Tie find thoſe that ſhall : ſcuruic knave,, 1 


Rom.1 ſtretch it out for that word, broad, which added | am none of his fiurt-gils, 1 am none of his skaines mates 


' tothe Gooſe, proves the farxe and wide, abroad Goole, | and thou mult ſtand by too and luffer every knaveto uſe 
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Mer. Why is not this betrer now, then groning for | mc at his pleaſure. 
Love, now art thou ſociable, now art thou Remes: now art Fee. 1iaw no man uſe you at his pleaſure: it l Imd, my 
thou what thou art, by Art as well as by Nature, tor this | weapon ſhould quickly tave beene out, I warrant you, I 
driveling Love is like a g:car Naturall, that runs lolling | dare draw affoone- as another may, it I (ce occaſion ina 
upand downe to hide his bavlc ina hole, | good quarrell, and the law on my fide” 

Ben, Stop there, ſtop there. | Nar.Now atore God, lam fo vext,that every part about 

Aer. Thou defir'lt me to ſtop in my tale againſt the ! mz quivers, skurvy knave: pray you lir a word: and as1 

Ben, Thou would'lt elſc have male thy tale large, (haire, | told you my young Lady bid me enquire you our, what 

Cler.O thou artdecciv'd,l would have made it Mort, | the bid me fay I will L.cepero my icite ; bat friſt let me 
or I was come tothe whole depth of my tate, and mcant | tell ye, if ye ſhould lead ber ina foois paradiſe, as they 
indeed to occtpy the argument no longer. ſay, it werea very grofle kind of behaviour, as they fay : 
tor the Gentlewomen is yong:and therefore,it you ſhould 
Enter Nurſe and hir man, deale double with her, trucly it were an ill thing tobe of- 
fercd to any Gentlewomaan, and very weake dealing, 

Rom, Nurſe commend me tothy Lay ard Miſtreſſe,T, 


Rom. Here's goodly geare. 


A tayle, a ſayic. proteſt onto thee —=— 
Mer. Two, two:a Shirt and a Smocke: Nwur.Good heart, and Itaich I will tell her as much: 
Nur, Pacer? Lord, Lord ſhe wiltbe a ioyfull woman. 
Peter, Anon. Row. What wilt thou tell her Nurſe 2 thou doeſt not 
Nur, My Fan Peter? marke me? 


Aer, Good Peterto hide her face? Nor. | willtelt her fir , that you doproteſt, which as 1 


For her Fans che fairer face? take it, is a Gentleman-like oftcr. (afrernoone, 
Nur. God ye good morrow Gentlemen. Rom. Bid her deviſe foare meanes to come to (hritt this 


_-. God ye gooden faire Gentlewomen, And _ _ ſhall _ _ Cell 

Nar, It is goodcn ? | Beſhriv* married- here is tor thy paines. 
Mer." Tis no lefle 1 teil you: for the bawdy hand of the N wr. Notruly fir nota penny. 

Dyall is now upon the pricke of Noone. | Rem, Goto I fay you ſhall. 
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X «r. This afternoone fir? well ſhe ſhall be there. 

Re. And ſtay thou good Nurſe behind the Abbey wall, 
Within this houre my man {hall be with thee, 

And bring the Cords madelike a tackled ftaire, 

Whichtothe high top gallant of my roy. 

Muſt be my conuoy 1n the {ecret night. 

Farcwell,be truity and Ile quite thy paines: 

Farewell,commend me to thy Mitltreſle. k 
Nr. Now God in heaven bleſle thee: harke you tir, 

Rem. What faift thou my deare Nurſe? ; 

Nurſe, Is your man ſecret, did you nere hearc lay two 
may keepe councell putting one away. 

Rom. I warrant thee my man as true as ſtcele. 

Nur. Wellfir,my Miltreſſeis the ſweeteſt Lady, Lord, 
Lord,when 'twas alittic prating thing, O there 1s a No- 
ble man in Towne one Fars, that wou'd taine lay knite a» 
board: but ſhe good ſoule had as lceve ice a Toade, a very 
Toade as ſee him: I anger her ſomctimes,and tell her that 
Paris 1sthe properer wan but Ile warrant you,when I lay 
ſo ſhee, lookes as palc as any clout inthe verfall world, 
Doth not Roſemary and Romeo begin both witha lerter? 

Roms, 1 Nurſe, what of that? Both withan & 

- Nur, A mocker that's the dogs name. KR. 1s forthe no, 
I know it begins with ſome other letter, and ſhe haththe 
pretticſt ſententious of it, of you and Roſemary, that it 
would do you good to heare it, 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. 

N wr. I athouſand times. Peter ? 

Fet. Anon. 

N wr. Bcetorc and apacc. Exit Nurſe and Peter, 

Enter [ulvt. 

Tui. The clocke {trooke nine when I did ſend the Nurle, 

In haltc an hoare ſhe promiſcd to returne, 

Perchance ſhe cannot meete him:that's not fo: 

Oh ſhe is lame, Loves Herauid ſhould be thoughts, 
Whichten times talter glides then the Sunnes beames, 


Driving backe ſhadowes over lowring huls. 


T herctore do n:mble Pinton'd Doves draw Love, 
And therefore hath the wind-{witt Cupid wings: 
Now is the Sun uponthe highmo# hill 
Of this daics 10urney, and from nine tiil twelve, 
kthree long houres, yet the 15 not come: 
Had ſhe afteAtions and warme youthfull blood, 
She'ld be as {witt in motion as a ball, 
My words would bandy her to my ſweete Love, 
*And his to me, but old tolkers, 
Many faiac as they were dead, 
Vnwicldy, flow,heavy,and pale as lcad. 
Enter Nurſe. 
O God the comes, O hony Nurſe what uewes? 
Haſt thou met with him?fſend thy man aways 
Nur. Peter (tay atthe gate, 
Inli. Now good {weet,Nurle : 
O Lord why lookes thou ſad? 
Though newecs, be {ad,yct tell them merrily. 
It good thou ſham'ſt the muſicke of {weere newes, 
By playing itto me, with ſoſowcr a face. 
N wr. 1 am a weary, give me lcavea while, 
Fic how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had? 
[uls. 1 would thou had'ſt my bones and I thy newes: 
Nay come 1 pray the ſpeake, good Nurſe ſpeake. 
Ner. lc\u what haſt?can you not ſtay a while? 


| Do you not ſee I am out of breath? 


| 


| 


Isls. How rt thou out of breath,when thou haſt breath 
Tofay to me, that thou art out of breath? 
The excuſe thatthou dolt make in this delay, 


| Is Jonger then the tale thou doſt excuſe. 

| Is thy newes good or bad?anfwere to that, 
| day either and lle ſtay the circumſtance: 

| Ler me be latisfied,iſt goed or bad? 

Nor. Well, you have made a fimple choice, you know 
not how tochulca man: Komee,no not he though his face 
be better then any mans, yet his legs excels all mens, and 
| fora hand,anda foote,and a bawdy, thoughthey be nor to 
oc talk t on, yer they are palt compare:he1s not the flower 
of Courtelic, but | warrant him as gentle a Lambe : go thy 
waics wench,ferve God, what have you din'd at home; ' 

{ul. No no:but all this did I know before 
What {ates he of our marriage? what of that? 

Nur. Lord how myhcad akes,what a head have 1: 

It beates as it would fall in twenty pecces. | 
My backe atother 1de:O my backe,my backe: 
Beihrew your heart for ſending me about 

To catch my dcath with iaunting up and downe. 

ins. Itaith | am forry thatthou art ſo ill, 

Sweere { weete,{weate Nurſe,tell me what faics my Love? 

XN wr. Your Love ſayeslike an honeſt Gentleman, 
And a courtcous,and a kind,and a handſome, 

And I warrant a vertuous: where is your Mother? 

Ink, Where is my Mother? 
Why ſhe is within where ſhould ſhe be? 
How odly thou repli'(t : 
Your Love fſaics like an honeſt Gentleman. 
Where is my Mother? 

Nw. O Gods Lady deare, 
Arc you {ohot?marry come vp I trow, 
Is this the Poulcts for my aking bones 2 
Hence forward do your meſlages your felfc. 

[uli. Heere'sſuch a coile,come what ſaics Komed? 
Nwr. Have you got leave to go toſhrift to day? 
| JU. 1 have. 
Nw. Then high you hence to Fricr Lawrexce Ccll, 

There (taiesa Husband to make youa wite: 
| Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeckes, 
| Th&iebe in Scarlotitraight at any newes: 
| Hic youto Church, I muſt another way, 
To fetch a Ladder by the which your Love: 
Muſt climbe a birds neft Soone when it 1s darke: 
| am the drndye, and toile in your delight: 
But you ſhall bearethe burthen ſo.ne at night, 
Go ile to dinner, hie you tothe Cell. 

Int. Hieto high Fortune, honeſt Nurſe, farewell. 

Exeunt 
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Emer Frier and Romeo 

Fri. So {mile the heavens vpon this holy at, 
That after houres,with ſorrow chide us not. 

Rom. Amen,amen,but come what ſorrow can, 
It cannot counteruaile the exchange of ioy 
That one ſhort minute gives me 1n her ſight: 
Do thou bur cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then Love devouring deathdo what he dare, 
It is enough.I my but callher minc. 

Fri. Theie violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph dic like fire and powder; 
W hich as they kiſle conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Is loachlome in his owne delicioufneſle, 
And in the taſte confounds the appetite. 
Therefore Love moderately, long Love doth fo, 
Too {wift arrtvesastardy as too flow, 
| Emer [uliet. 
| Herecomes the Lady.Oh ſolighc a foot 
Wall nere weare our the everlaſting flint; 
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A Lover may beltride the Gofſamoars, 
That ydles in the wanton Summer ayre, 
And yet not fall,folight is vanity. 

luli. Good evento my goſtly Confeſſor. 

Fri. Romeo ſhall thanke thee Daughter for us both. 

luls. As much to him, el{e in histhanks too much» 

Kom, Ah /ubet, if the meaſure of thy toy 
Be hcapt like mince, and that thy skillbe more 
To blaton it,then ſweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre,and let rich mulickes rongue, 

Vntold the imagin'd happinetle that both 
Receive in either,by this deere encounter, 

Ih, Concert more rich in matter then in words, 
Bra2s of his ſubſtance, not of Ornament: 
They arebut beggers that can count their worth, 
But my true Love 15 growne toluch exceſle, 
I cannot ſum up ſome of halfe my wealth. 

Fri.Come,come with me,& we will make ſhortworke, 
For by your lcaues,you ſhall not (tay alone, 
Til holy Church incorporate two1n ones Exeunts 

Emer Ierentio. Benwolio and men. 

Ben. 1 pray thee good Aeremnolets retire, 
Toe day 1s hot.the Capwlcrs abroad: 
And if we mcet, ue ſhall not ſcape a brawle, for now theſe 
hotdayes,ische mad blood itirring 

Mer. Thou art like one of theſe tellowes, that when he 
enters the confines ot a Taucrne,claps me his Sword v 
the Table,and fayes,God fend me no need of thee: and by 
the oncration ot the ſecond cup,draws him on the Draw- 
er, when indeed there is no need. 

Zen, Am Tlike ſucha Fellow? 

Me#.Come,come,thou art as hot a Tacke 1n thy mood, 
a$a:,y 1n {tay : and afloone moved to be moody, and af- 
loone muod)y to be mov d, 

Ben. And what too? 

Mer+ Nay, and there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly, tor one would kill the other:thou,why thou 
wilt quarrell with a man that hath a haire more,or a haire 
lefſe in his beard,then thou haſt: thou wilt quarrell with a 
man for cracking Nuts, having no other reaſon, but be» 
caulc thon haſt haſell eyes 5 what eye, but ſuch an eye, 
would {py out ſuch a quarell ? thy head is as tull of quar- 
rels, as an egge 15 $ull of mear, and yet thy head hath bin 


| beaten asado]cas an cgge for quarreling: thou haft quar- 


rel d with a man for caſhing the [treet, becauſe he hath 
wasened thy Dog that hath laine aticepe in the Sun. Did'ſt 
thou not tall out with a Tailor for wearing his rew Doub» 
(ct betore Eaſter? with another, tor tying his new ſhooes 
with ol Riband, and yet thou wilt Turor me from quar- 
reiling? 
bes, And 1 were ſoaptrtoquarrell as thou art, any man 
ſhould buy the Fee-fimple of wy life, for an houre and a 
QUarter. 
Mer. The Fce-fimple ? O imple. 
Enter Tyba/t, Petruchio, end others. 
Ben, By my head here come the Capwictez, 
Aer. By my hede I care nor, 
Tw, Follow me cloſe,for I will ſpeake rothem, 
Gentlemen, Good den,a word with one of you. 
Mer And bur one word with one of us? couple it with 
ſomething, make it a word and a blow. 
T6. You ſhall find me aptenough to that fir, and you 
Will gfve me occalion. | 
| Ateres. Could yuunottake ſome occafion without 
eiving? 


Tib. Merentio thou conſort'it with Romeo, 
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| Mer. Conlort?what doſtthou make us Minſrels?and 

thou make Minſtrels of us, looke to beare nothing bur dil- 
cords : here's my tiddleſticke,here's that ſhail make you 
dance.Come conſort. 

Ben. We talke here in thepublike haunt of men: 
Either withdraw unto ſome privare place, 
Or realon coldly of your greevances: : 
Orclte depart, here all eyes gaze on us- 
FCA, Mens cycs were madeto looke and ict them gaze* 
I will not budge tor no manspleaſure 1. 

Futer Romeo. | 

Tib, Well peace be with you ſir, here comes my man. | 

Aer. But Ile be hang'd fir if he weare your Livery: 
Marry goe before to ticld, heele be your tollower, 
Your worthip in that ſenſe,taay call him man. 

Tb, Roweo.che Love I beare thee,can affoord 
No better rerme then this. Thou art a Villaine. 

Rom. T halt, the reaton that 1 haveta love thee, 
Doth much excule the appertaining rage 
To fucha greeting ; 

Therefore tarewell, | ſce thou know'ſt me not. 

Tib. Boy,this (hall notexcule the injures 
Thar thou haſt done me, therefore turne and draw, 

Kom. I do proteit I never iniur'd thee, 

But lov'd thee better then thoacan'(t deviſe; 
Tillthou ſhalt know the reaſon of my love, 
And fo good Capulet,which name I tender 
As dearcly as my owne, be ſatisfied. 

Mer. O calme, diſhunourable,vile tubauſſion 
Allaitucatho carries is away. 

T ubalt.you Rat-catcher, will you walke? 

Tx, What woulds thou have with me? 

Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing bur one of your nine | 
lives, that I meane ro make bold withall,andas you ſhall 
uſe me hereafter dry beate the reſt of the eight. Will you 
plucke your Sword out of his Pilcher by the cares? Make 

haſt. [aſt mine be about your cares cre it be out. 

Tib* I ain for you. 

Rom. Gentle fercunio,put thy Rapicr up, 

Aer. Come lir, your Paſlado. 

Rom, Dravy Bennolio'beat downe their weapons: 
Gentlemen,for ſhame forbeare this outrage, 

T vhalt, Merentio,the Prince exprefly bath 
Forbidden bandying 1n Verena {treetes. 
Hold 7 ybalt, good Merentio, 
Exi4Tybalt' 
Mer. I am hurt, 
A plague of boththe houſes, I am ſped : 
Is he goneand hath nothing? 
Bav. What art thou hurt? 

Ater. 1,1 a ſcrath,a ſcratch,marry "tis inough, 
Where 1s my Page?go Villaine fttch a Surgon, 

Row, Courage man,the hurt cannor be much, 

Mer, No:*tis not fo deepe as a well, nor ſo wide asa 
Church doore, but 'tis inough, twill ferue: aske for me to þ 
morrow, and.you ſhall find mea graue man. 1 am pepper'd 
[ warrant for this world: a plague of both your houtes. 
W hat, a Dog, a Rat, a Mouſe, a Cat toſcratcha gan to 
death: a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villaine : that tighrs by the 
booke of Arichmeticke, why the deu'le came you be» 
rweene vs? | was hurtunder your arme. 

Rows. I thought all for che beſt. 

Mer. Helpe me into ſome houſe Benwolio, 
Or ſhall faint:a plague a both your houles. 
They have made wormes meate of me, 
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I haveit,and ſoundly too your Houſes. Ex. 
Rom. This Gentleman the Princes neere Allie, 
My very Fricnd hath got his mortall hurt 


In my behalfc, my r-putation ſtain'd 
With Tibates {launder,7 ybals that an houre 
Hath beene my Cozin:O Sweet [uhet, 
Thy Beauty hath made me Effeminate, 
And inmy temper ſoftned Valours ſtecle. 
Emer Benuol:o. 
Ben. ORomeo, Romeo brave Mercutw's dead, 
That Gallant ſpirit hath aſpit'd the Cloudes, 
Which too untimely here did {corne the carth- 
Rom. This daics blacke Fate, on mo daics doe depend, 
This but begins,the woeothers malt cnd, 
Enter Tybalt. ; 
Ben, Here comes the Furious Tybait backe againe- 
Rom, Hegon in truumph,and Aercnrro flaing? 
Away to heaven reſpective Lenity, 
And fire and Fury, be my condut now. 
Now Tybal: take the Villaine backe againe 
That lace thou gav'ſt me,for Mercxrio 1 foule, 
Is bur alittle way aboue our heads, 
Staying for thine to keepe him company: 
Either thou or I, or both, muſt goc with hum. = 
Tib. Thou wretched Boy that did{t conſort him here, 
Shalt with htta hence . 
Rom. This ſhall determine that. 
They fight. 
Ben. Romeo,away be gone: 
The Citizens are up,and Tybalr {laine, 
Stand not amaz'd,the Prince will Doome thee death 
If thou art taken: hence,be gone, away. 
Roms. O ! I am Fortunes toole, 
Ben. W iy doſt thou ſtay? 


T ybal: fatter, 


Exit Rameo. 
Enter Cil18ens, 

Cits, Which way ran he that kild Ierontio? 
Tybatk that Murtherer,which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lics that Tybalt. 

Cits. Vplir go with me: 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey, 
Enter Prince , old CMonntague, (apulet thir 
Wroves and al. 

Prin. Where are the vild beginners 6f this Fray? 

Fen, © Noble Prince, 1 candiſcover all 
The unluckic Mannage of this farall brall: 
Therclics the man Naine by young Remes, 

That flew thy kinſman brave Mer cuts, 

Cap. W4.T ybalt my Cozin? O my Brothers Child, 
O Prince, O Cozin,Husband, © the blood is ſpiid, 
Of my deare kin{man, Prince as thou art true, 

For blood of ours, ſhed blood of Montague. 
O Cozin,Coztn, 

Prin, Benwolw,who began this Fray? 

Ben. Tybalt here Nlayne, whom Romes's hand did ſlay, 
Kemeeo that ſpoke him tairc, bid hia bethinke 
How nice the Quarrell was, and urg'd withall 
Your high diſpicaſure:all this uttered, 

With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bow'd 
Could not take truce with the unruly ſplecne 

Of 7 ybalt deafe to peace, but that he Tilts 

With Peircing {tecleat bold Mercnrio*s breaſt, 

Who all as hot turnes deadiy point to point, 

And with a Martiall ſcorne,with one hand beates 

Cold death afide,and with the other icnds 

It backe to Tybalr,whole dexterity 
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Retorts it: Romeo he crics aloud, 

Hold Friends, Friends paxt,and ſwifter then his tongug 
His able arme, beats downe fatall points, 
And twixt them ruſhes, underneath whole arme, 

An cnuious thruſt from Tybalt, hitthe life 

Of ſtout Meretio, and then Tybalt fied. 

But by and by comes backe to Kemee, 

Who had but newly cnterrained Revenge, 

Andtoo't they goc like lightning, for ere 1 

Could draw to part them, was ſtout T ybals laine: 

And as he fell,did Romeo turne and fiy: 

This 15 thetruth,or let Beawobo dic, 

Cap.W4. He is a kinſman tothe Mountagne , 
Aﬀection makes him talte, he 1peakes not true. 
Some twenty of them fought in thus blacke {trite, 
And all thote twenty couid but kill one lite. 

I begfor luſtice, which thou Prince mult give: 
Romeo [lew Tyba/t, Romeo mult notlive. 

Prin. Romeo\lew him, he flew Adercutio, 
Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe. 

wn Not Romeo Prince, he was Aercmrrer Friend, 
His fault concludes but, what the law ſhould cnd, 
The life of Tybate. 

Pra. And tor that offence, 
Immediately we doe exile him hence: 
I have an intereſt in your hearts proceeding: 
My bloud tor your rude braules doth ly a bleeding. 
But Ile Amerce you with 10 ttrovg a fine, 
That you ſhall ali repenc the loſle of mine. 
I will be deafe co pleading and excuſes. 
Nor tcares,nor prayers ſhalt purchaſe our abuſes, 
Theretore uſc done,let Kemes hence in haſt, 
Elſe when he 15 found, that houre is his lalt. 
Bcare hence this body,and attend our will: 
Mercy but dſurders,pardoning thoſe that kill. 

E xennt. 
ad Emter [ulvet alone, EO 
Gallop apace, you fiery footed ſteedes, 

Toward is ſuch a Wagoner 
As Phactes would whip you to the welt, 
And bring in Cloudy night immediazely, 
Spred thy cloſe Curraine Love-pertorming night, 
Thatrun-awaics eyes may wincke,and*Remeo 
Leapt to thele armes, untalkt of and unſeene, 
Lovers can ice todoe their Amorous rights, 
By their.owne Beauties:or it Love be blind, 
Ir belt agrees with night:come civill night, 
T hou ſober ſured Matronall in blacke, 
And lcarne me how to looſe a winnig match, 
Plaid for a paire of ſtainlefſe Maidenheads, 
Hood my unman'd blood bayting in my Checkes, 
With thy blacke mantle, till ſtrainge Love grow bold, 
Thanke true Lpve acted fimple modeſty: 
Come night,come Romeo,come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lic upon the wings of night, 
Whiter then new Snow on a Ravens backe : 
Come ger:tle night, come loving blacke brow'd night. 
Give me my Remeo,and when 1 ſhall dic, 
Take him and cut him cur in lictle ſtarres, 
And he will make theFace of heavenſo fine, 


+ That all the world will be in Love with night, 


And pay no worſhip tothe Gariſh Sun. 

OT have bought the Manſion of a Love, 

But not poſleſt it,and though I am ſold, 

Not yet enioy'd,{o tedious isthis day, 

As 15 the night before ſome Feftuall, y 
0 
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Toan impatient child that hath new robes 

And may not weare them, O here comes my Nurle: 
Enter I urſe with cords. 

And ſhe brings newes and every tongue that ſpeakes 
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Ah whcr's my man? give me ſome Aqua-vitz ? 
Thete grietes,thele woes,theſc forrowes make we old! 
Shame come to Kemeo, 

luls. Bliiter'd be thy tongue 


But Komeos, name, ſpeakes heavenly cloquer.ce: 
Now Nurſe, what newes? what haſt thou there? 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 

Nw. 1,I,the Cords, 

lus. Ayme, what newes? 
Why doſt thou wring thy hands. 

Nur. A welady hee's dead, hece's dead, 

Weare undone Lady,we are undone. 
Alacke the day, hee's goac,hee's kil'd, hee's deacs 

luli. Can heaven be fo cavious? 

Nur. Romeocan , | 
Though hcaven cannot. O Romes, Romeo, 
Whoever would have thought it Romeo. 

[uli. \V hat divell art thou, 
That doit torment me thus? 
This torture ſhould be roar'd in difmall hc}1, 
Hath Kemeo {laine himſelte? fay thou bur 3: 
And that bare vowell I ſhall poyſon more 
Then the death-darting cye of Cockatrice, 
Iam not I, if there be tuch anl- 
Or thoſe eyes ſhot, that makes the anſwere T, 
Ifhe be ſlaine (ay I,or it not,no. 
Breife, ſounds,determine of my weale cr wo. 

wr. I ſaw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes 

God tave the marke, here on his manly drelt, 
A pitzeous Coarſe, a bloody pittcous Coartc: 
Pale,pale as aſhes, all bedawd'd in blood 
Allin gore blood 1 founded at the (ight, 


| Poore Banckrout breake at once , 
| Toprifoneyes,nerc looke on liberty. 


lus. O breake nry heart, 


For ſuch a wiſh, he was not borne to (ſhame x 
Vpon his brow thame is aſhaw'd to ht; 
For *tisa throane where Honour may be Crown'd 
Sole Monarch of the univeriall carth : 
O whata beaſt was I tochide him ſo? 

Nar., Will youſpeake well of him, 
Thar kil'd your Cozen? 

{uls. ſhall I ſpeake ill of himthat is my husband? 
Ah poore my Lord, what tongue ſhall ſcooth thy name, 
When I thy three houres wite have mangled it. 

But wheretore V illaine did'{t thou kill my Cozin? 
Thar V{llaine Cozen would have kil'd my husband: 
Backe fooliſh teares, backe to your native ſpring, 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Wiuch your miſtaking offer up to ioy: 

My husband lives that Tyba/t would have laine, 
And Tybalt dead that would have kii'd my husband: 
All this is comfort, whercfore weepe I then? 
Some word there was worſer then Tyba/ts death 
That murdred me,l would forget it taine, 

Bur oh,it preſſes romy memory, 

Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds, 
Tybatt is dead and Xomeo baniſhed: 

Thar baniſhed, that one word bamithed, 

Hath flaine ten thouſand T bales: Tybairs death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 

Or it ſower woe delights in tellowſhip, 

And ncedly will be ranekt with other greites, 

W hy tollowed not when ſhe {aid Tybaltr dead, 


— 
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 Vilecarth to carth refigne,end motion here, 
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| Thatever I ſhould live to ice thee dead. 


| Is Romeo flaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 
| M y deareſt Cozen,and my dearer Lord : 


And thou and Romeo preſſc one heavy beere. 
Nw. O Tybalt,Tybalt,che beſt Friend 1 ha&? 
O curtcous T ybelr honelt Gentlemen, 


[ult. W hat ſtorme 1s this that bowes {o contrary? 


Then dreadtull Trumpet found the gencrall doome, 
For who is livivg, if thoſe twoare gone? 
Nar. T ybatt is gonc,and Romeo baniſhed, 
Romeo that Kil'd hia, be is banuſhed, 
Iuh. O God! 
Ner. Did Roneos hand ſhed Typales blood 
It did, it did, alas the day,itdid. 
Ink. OSecrpert heart, hid with a fowring tace. 
Did ever Dragon keepe 10 faire a Cavc? 
Beautifull Tyrant, ficnd Angelicall: 
Ravenous Dove, teather'd Raven, 
Woluiſh-ravening Lambe, 
Diſpited ſubſtance of Divineſt ſhow: 
lult opphte ro what thou iuſily ſeem'(?, 
A damned Saint, an Honourable Vallaine: 
O Nature ! what had'ſt thouto doe in hell, 


| 


| Whenthoudid'ſt bowerthe ſpiritot a fiend 


In mortall paradiſe of ſuch ſweer fleſh? 
Wasever booke containing ſuch vile matter 
0 tairely bound? O that deceit ſhould dwell 
Inſfucha gOrgcous Pallace. 
Nr, There's no truſt, no faith, no honeſtyin encn, 


All periur'd, all torſworne, allnaught,all diſſemblers, 


—— — — Bs —__—_——_— 


Thy Father or thy Mother, nay or both, 
W hich moderne lamentation might have mov'd. 
But with a rere-ward tollowing Tybe/es death, 
Romes is baniſhed to ſpeake that word, 
Is Father, Mother, T ybalr, Koneeo, Imlret, 
All Nlaine,all dead: Romeo is baniſhed, 
There 1sno end, no limit,mcature,bound, 
In that words death,no words can that woe ſound, 
Where 13 my Father and my Mother Nurſe? 
N wr. Weeping and wailing over T yba/ts Coarte. 
Will you goto them? 1 will bring you thither. 
In.Waſh they his wounds with tears: mine ſhal be ſpent 
When theirs are dry tor Remes's bamiſhment. 
Take up thoſe Cords, poore rops youare begul'd, 
Both you and I tor Romes is Exild: 
He made you tora high way to my bed, 
But | a Maide, dye Maiden widdowed. 
Come Cord, come Nurſe, Ile to my wedding bed, 
And death not Remeos,take azy Maiden head. 
Nur. Hy to your Chamber, Ile find Komzeo 
To comfort you, [ wot well where he ts: 
Harke ye your Romeo will be hcere at night, 
Ie to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 
Iuli. O hod him, give this Ringto my true Knight, 
And bid him come,totake his laſt farewell. 
Ex, 
Emer Frier, and Romeo. 


Fri. Remeo come forth, 
Come forth thou fearctull man, 
Afﬀicion is enamor'd of thy parts: 
And thou art weddedto calamity. 
Rom. Father what newes? 


ET 
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Whatis the Princes Doome? 
What ſorrow craves acquaintance at wy hand, 
That 1 yetknow naz? 
Frs, Too familiar 
Is my deare Sonne with ſuch ſowre Company: 
1 Dring thee yemngs of the Princes Doome- 
Rom. W hat leiſe then Doomelday, 
Isth: Princes Doome? Ws 

Fri. A gentler iudgetnent vaniſht from hislips, 

Not bodics death, but bodies baniſhuincnt- 
Rom. Ha,banithment? be mercifull, {ay death: 
1 Forexile hath more terror in his looke, 
Much more then death; do not ſay banzſhment- 
Fri. Here from Verena art thou baniſhed: 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Rom, There is no world without Verona walles, 
But Purgatory, Torture, hell it iclfe: 

Hence baniſhed, is baniſht from the world, 
And worlds exile is death. Then baniſhed, 

Is death, mgſtearm'd,calling death baniſhed, 
Thou cut'{tmy head oft witha golden Axe, 
And {avileſt upon the ſtroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin, O rude unthanketullneſic ! 
Thy fault our Law calles death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part hath ruſht alide the Law, 

And turn'd that blacke word death, to baniſhment. 
T his is dcare mercy, and thou ſect 1t note = 

Kom. 'Tis Torture and not mercy, heaven is here 
W here [uliet lives, and every Cataud Dog, 
and little Mouſe, every unwortby thing 
Live here in Heaven ang way looke on her, 

Bit Romeo may not, More Validity, - 

Morc Honourable ſtate, more Courtſhip lives 

In carrion Flies, then Romeo: they may {caze 

= On the white wonder of deare /u/rers hand, 

And (teale immorrall bleſſing from her lips, 

Who even inpurc and veftall modeſty 

Still bluſh, as thinking their owne kiſſes ſin. 

This may Flies doe, when I from this mult flic, 
And failt thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not;hee is baniſhed, : 
Had'it thou no poyſon mixt, no ſharpt ground knite, 
No ſudden mcane of death, though nere ſo meanc, 
But baniſhed to kill me? Baniſhed? 

O Frier, the damned uſe that word io hell: 
Howhlngs attend it, how haſt thou the heart 

Being a Divine,a Ghoſtly Conteſſor, 

A Sin-Abſolver,and my friend prot. |: 

To mangle me with hat word baniſhed ? 

Fri. Fond Mad man,heaze me {pcake. 

Kom. Orhou wilt ſpcake againe of baniſhment. 
Fri. [le give the Armour tokeepe off that word, 
Adverſities ſweet milke, Philoſophy, 
To comfort thee, though thou art baniſhed. 
Rom, ct baniſhed? bang up Philoſophy: 
Vnleſſe Philoſophic can make a [nber, 
Diſplant a Towne, reverſe a Princes Doowre, 
It helps not, itprevailesnot,talke no more: 
: Frs. O then Ice, that Madmen have no cares. 
: Rom. How ſhould they, 
When wiſcmen have no eyes? 
Fri. Let me diſpaire with thee of thy eſtate. 


—_— 


Wert thou as young as /nhet my Love: 
An hourc but married, Tybalt muxdred, 
Doting like me ans like me baniſhed, 


Rem. Thou can'ſt not ſpeake of that tho doſt not feele, | 
{ And ſlaythy Lad 


Then wighteſt thou ſpeake, 
Then mighteit thouteare thy hayre, 
And fall upon the ground as I doe now, 
Taking the meaſure of an unmade grave. 
Enter Nurſe, and kpockss, 
Freer. Ariſe one knockes, 
Good Romeo hide thy (clfe. 
Rem, NotT, 
Valetle the breath of Heartſicke groanes 
Miſt-like infold me from the ſearch ofeyes. 
Kneck, 
Fri. Harke how they knocke 
( Who'sthere) Komee arilc, 
Thou wilc be taken ſtay a while ſtand up: 
K noche, 
Run to my ſtudy:by and by, Gods will 
W hat {implencſle is this 1 come, I come, 
K noke. 
Who knockes ſo hard? 
W henc come you? what's your will ? 
E nter Nurſe, 
XN #r. Let me come ins 
And you ſhall kaow mycrrand: 
I come from Lady [lver. 
Fri. Welcome then» 
Nur, Q holy Fricr,O tell me holy Frier, 
Wher's my Ladies Lord? wher's Reweo? 
Fri, There onthe grouud, 
With his owne teares made druncke, 
Nor. O he is even in my Miltreſle cauſe, 
Tult in her cate, O wofull fimpathy: 
P ittious predicament, even 10 lites ſhe, 
Blubbring and weeping, weeping aud blubbring, 
Stand up,ſtand u ſtand and you be a man, 
For /nhets ſake, for her fake riſe and fiand; 
Why ſhould you fall into ſo deepean O, 
Rom. Nurſe. 
NX wr. Ah fir,ah fir,deathsthe end of all. 
T7 Spcak'ſt thou of /uherthow is it with hei? 
Doth not ſhe thinke me an old Murtherer, 
Now I have ſtain'd the Childhood of our ioy, 
With blood removed, but little from her owne? 
\W here 1s ſhe? and how doth ſhe? and wharſaics 
My canceal'd Lady to our conccal'd Love? 
: Npr. Oh ſhe faycs nathing fir, but wrepes and weepes, 
And now fals on her bed, and then ſtartsup, 
And Tybattcalls, and then on Komeocrics, 
And then downe falls againe» 
Ko.A>1t that name ſhot from the deadly levell of a Gun, 
Did mnecder her,as that names curſed band 
Murdred her kinſman. Oh tell me Frier,tell me, 
In what vile part ofthis Anotamy 
Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may ſacke 
The hatcfuil Manſion, | 
Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand: 
Art thou a man? thy forme cries ont thou art: 
Thy teares are womaniſh, thy wild ats doc note 
The unreaſonable Fury of a beaſt. 
Vnſcemely woman, ina ſeeming man, 
And ili beſceming beaſt in feemung both , 
Thou haſt amaz'd me. By my holy order, 
I thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd. 
Haſt thou ſlaine Tybel? wilethou ſlay thy ſelfc? 
that inthy lif clic s, 
By doing hate _ ſclfe? 
W hy rail't thou cn thy birth? the heavenand carth? 
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Since birth,and heaven and earth,all three do meete | 
In thee at vnce,which thou at once woull'it looſe 
Fie,fic,thouſhanr'lt thy ſhape,thy love,thy wir, 
Which like 2 V ſurer abound'ſt inall: 
Anduſeſt none fin that true uſe indeed, | 
\y hich ſhould bedecke thy ſhape,thy love,thy wit: 
Thy Noble ſhape,is but a forme of waxe, 
Digreſling from the Valour of a man, | 
Thy deare Love {worne bur hollow perjury, | 
Killing that Love whick thou haſt vow'd to cheriſh, 
Thy wit,that Ornament,to ſhape and Love, 
Mit-ſhapen in the condutt of them both: 
Like powder in a skilleſſe Souldiers flaske, 
lsſet a fire by thine owne ignorance, | 
And thou diſmembred with thine owne defence, | 
What,rowlſe thee man,thy /wher isalive, 
For whoſe deare ſake thou waſt bur lately dead. 
There artthou happy-Tyba/t would kill thee, 
But chou (lew'ſt 7 yba/r,there art thou happy to0 
The laiw that threatned death became thy Friend, 
And turn'dit to exile,there artthou happy. 
A packe of bleilings light upon thy backe, 
Happineſſe Courts thee in her belt array, 
Bur like a miſ- d andaſullen wench, 
Thou puttelt up thy Fortune and thy Love: 
Take heed, take heed, for ſuch die miſerable. 
Goe ger thee to thy Love as was decreed, 
Aſcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her: 
But looke thou ſtay not tillthe watch be ſer, 
For then thou canlt not paſſe to Alantas, 
Where thou ſhalt live «ll we can finde a time | 
To blaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, | 
Bey pardon of thy Prince,and call thee backe, 
With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy 
Thea thou went'lt forth in lamencation. 
Gor before Nurſe,commend me to thy Lady, 
' Andbid her haſten all the houte ro bed, 
\W hich heavy ſorrow makes them apt unto. 
Rome? iS COMMINg. 
Nur. O Lord,1 coald have ſtaid hereallnight, 
To heare good counſell:vh what learning 15! 
' My Lord lle tell my Lady you will come. | 
| "Kom. Do (o,and bid my Sweete prepare to chide, 
| Nw. Heere fir,a Ring ſhe bid me give you lir: 
| Hie you,make halt, for it growes very late. | 
Rom. How well my comfort isreuiv'd by this. 
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Frs, Go hence. 
Goodnighr,and here ſtands a/l your ſtare: 
| Either be gone before the watch be ler, 
| Or bythe breake of day diſguis'd trom hence, 
Sojorne in Mamma, lle find out your man, 
And he ſhall fignifie from tune to tune, 
| Every good hap to you that chaunces heere- 
| Give me thy hand,tis lare,facewell, goodnighe. 
/ Rom, Burt thata joy paſt joy,calls out on me, 
| It were a gricfe,ſo briefe topart with thee: 
| Farewell. 


Enter old ( apulet,his Wife and Paris. 


+ Excunt. 


Cap. Things have falne our fir ſo unluckily, 
That we have hadno time to move our Daughter: 
{ Looke you, ſhe Lov'd her kinſ{man Tybe/t dearcly, 
| And ſo did 1. Well, we were borne todic. 
| Tis very late,ſhe'lnor come downe tonight: 
| I promiſe you,bur for your company, | 


» 


' Of my Childes love : I thinke ſhe will be rul'd 


I would have bina bed an houre 

Par. 1 hele times of meg —ts, ao times td wore? 
Madam goodnighr,commend me to your Daug hter. 

Lad. | will,and know her mind early to morrow. 
To night,ſhe is mewed upto her hevineſlc. 

Cap. Sir Paris, will make a deſperate tender 


In all reſpects by me:nay more, I doubr it not, 
Wite,go youto her ere yougo to bed, 
Acquait her here,of my Scenne Pars Love, 
And bid her,marke you me, oa Wenſday next; 
But ſoft, whar day is this? 

Par. Monday my Lord. 

Cap, Monday,ba hazwell Wendiday is too ſoone, - 
A Thurſday let it be:a Thurſday tell ber, 


She ſhall be married to this Noble Earlc: | 
Will you be read; ?do you like this haſt? 


Weele keepe no great adoe,a Friend or two, 
For harke you, T y6att being flaine fo late, 
Ie may be thoughr we held him careleſly, 
Bcing our kinſman,if we revell much: 
Thceretore weele have ſome balfe a dozen Friends, 
And there an end. Bur what ſay you to Thurſday? 
Par. My Lord, goth 
[ would that Thurſday were to morrow. 
Cap. Well, ger you gone,a Thariday,be it then: 
Go youto [het ere you go tobed, 
Prepare her wifc,agaialt this wedding day. 
Farewell my Loc light tomy Chamber boa, 
Afore me,ic is ſolate, that we may call it carly by and by, 
Goodight. Exemunt. 


Enter Romeo avd [nlict aloft. 


Is. Wiltthou be gone? 
It was the Nighringalc,aud not the Larke, 
Thar pier'it the fearetyu!l hollow of thine care, 
Nighely ſhe ſings on yond Poingranct tree, 
Belceve me Love,it was the Nightingale, 
ſom. It was the Larke the Herauld of Morne: 
No Nightingale:Jooke Love what envious ſtreakes 
Do lace the tevering Cloudes in yonder Eaſt: | 
Nights Candies arc burnt out,and Iocond day 
Stands tipto on the miſtic Mountaine tops, 
I muſt be gone and live,or ſtay aad dic. 

[ul. Youd light isnot day light,l know it T: 
Iris ſome Meteor that the Sun exhales, | 
To be tothee this night a Torch-bearer, | 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua. | 
Therefore ſtay yer,thouncedſt not to be gone, 

Rom. Let me be tanc,let mc be put todeath, 
Iam content;1o thou wilt has e 1t fo. 
lle fay yon gray 1s not the mornings eye, 
Tis but the pale reflexe of Cantbias brow. 
Nor that 1s not the Larke whoſe notes do beate 
The vaulty heaven fo highabove our, heads, 
I have morecare to ſtay,then will rd go: 
Come death and welcome, /#lier wils it fo. 
How iſt my foule,letsralke,it is not day. | 

[ul. It is,it is, hic bence be gone away: 

[t1s the Larke that fings ſoour of tune, | 
Straining harſh Diſcords,and unpleaſing Sharpeg. 

Some ſay the Larke makes ſweete Diviſion; 
This doth not fozſor ſhedivideth us. | 
Some ſay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 


ins _— 


O now 1 would they had chang'd yoyces too: 
i1 


Since | | 
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Since arme from arme that voyce doth us aftray, 
Hunting thee hencc, with Hifnel-up to the day, 
O now be gone,more lightand it light growes. 
Rew. More light & light,more darke & darke our woes. 
Emer Madam and Nuv/c. 

N 'w. Madam. 
| Tal. Nurſe. 

N «. Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber, 
The day is broke,be wary,looke about, 

Inl. Then window let day in,and let life out. 

Rom, Farewell,farewell,one kifſe and lie deſcend. 

Tul. Art thou gone {o?Love, Lord,ah Husband, Fricnd, 
I mult hcare from thec every day inthe houre, 

For ina minuterhcre are many dayes, 

O by this count i ſhall be much in yeares, 

Ere Tagaine behold my Romee. 
Rom. tarewell: | 

I will onz1rno oportunity, d 

That may convey my ercctingsove,to thee. , 

[ul O thinkeſt thou we ſhzll ever meer againe? 

Rom. 1 donbt it nat,and all theie wogs ſhall lerve 
For {weerdiſcour'es in our time to come. 

[a/. O GodlI have anill Divintng foule, | 
Me thinkcs I ice thee now,thoeu artiolowe, | 
As one dead in the Bortome of a Tombe, 

Either my eye-ſight failes,or thou loo} 'lt pale. 

Rem. Andtru't me Love,in my cyelo do you: 
Dry ſorrow drinkes our blood. Adue,adue. 

[al. O Fortune, Fortune,all men call thee tickle, 
If thou art fick le,what dolt thou with him 
That is renown'd tor fauh?be fickle Fortune: 

For then 1 hope thou wilt not kcepe him long, 
But ſend him vacke. 


—— 


Ext. 
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Enter «other. | 
Zal. Ho Daughter,are you up? | 
Iu/. W hoiſt that calls?1s it my Lady Mother? | 

Is ſhe not downe {0 !arc,or up fo early? 

| What unaccuſtom's caule procures kcr hither? 

Lad. \W hy how now [uler? 
Izl. Madam I am not well. 
1 ad. Evermoxe weeping for your Cozins death? 

W haz wilt thou waſh him trom his grave with teares? 

And it thoc could'(t,thou could'{t not make himlive: 

Thercforc have done,fome griefe (hewes much of Love, | 

But much of gricte,ſhewes itil! fome want of wit. 
Int. Yet ler me weepe, for ſuch a tceling loſle. | 
Lad. So ſhail you fee!c the loflc,but notthe Friend 

\W hich you v ecpe for. 

Ial. Eceling lo the loſle, | 

I cannot chuſc but ever weepe the Fricnd. | 
La. Well Girie,thou weep it not ſo much for his death, | 

As that the Villaine hives which ſlaughter'd him. 

Inl. W hat Viilaine, Madam? 
Lad. That ſame Villaine Kemeo, 
Iu! Villsincand he,be many Miles aſſunder: 
God pa-dor: lum, i doe with all my heart, 
And veto man like he,dort: grieve my heart. 
Lad. That 15 becaiulc the T rattor lives. | 
[u/ 1 Madam from the rezch of theſe my hands: 
Wonid rone but I might ve! ge my Cozins death. 
La.\Ve will have vengeance for it, feare thou nor. 

The: weepe no more,lHe fend roone in Manna, 

\y hrs that fame baniſht Run-agate doth live, 

$h.*1 give him ſuch an uracceltom'sd dram, 

1 hat ke ſhall ſoone keepe Tybattr company: 

Andthen I hope thou wilt be fatished. 


— 
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; He (hail not make me there a joytull Bride. 


| I wili not marry yet,and when l doe, I {weare 


| Rather then Paris. Theic are newes indeed. 


' Ever more ſhowring 1n one little body? 
| Thou counterteits a Barke,a Sca,a Wind: 


| Sailing inthis ſalt floud,the windes thy fighes, 


Iul. Indeed 1 never ſhall be ſatisfied 
With Remeo,till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo fora kinſman vext: 
Madam if you could find out but a man 
To beare a poiſon, T would temper it; 
That Remeoſhould upon receitt A 
5o"ne {lcepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To hcarc him nam'd,and cannot come to him, 
To wreake the Love I bore my Cozin, Tybel: 
Vpon his body that hath Nlaughter'd him. 

Afo. Fird thou the mcanes,and Ile find ſuch a man, 
Burtnow llc tell thee joytull tidings Girle, : | 
Int. And joy comes well, in ſuch a ncedy time, 

What are they,I beſeech your Ladyſhip? 
Ato. Well,well, thou haſt a carcfull Fa her Child? 
One who to put thee from thy heavineſle, 
Hath ſorted out a ſudden day cf joy, 
T hat thou cxpeRs not,nor 1 looke not for. 
nl. Madam in happy time, what day is this? 
Xo. Marry my Child,carly next Thurſday morne, | 
Tke IR Noble Gentleman, 
The County Parssat Saint Peters Church, 
Shall happily make thee a joyfull Bride. 
Iu!, Now by Saint Peters Church,and Peter too, 


Gem nn, ee res 


I wonder atthis haſtzthatI mult wed 
Erc he that ſhould be Husband comes to woe. 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam 


It ſhall be Rowwes, whom you know I hate 


Mo Here comes your Father,tell him fo your ſelf, 
Andice how he will take it at you hands, 


Enter Capulet and Nw ſe, 


Cap. W hen the Sun ſets,the earth doth drizzle dew; | 
Bur for the Sunlet of my Brothers Sonne, | 
It raines downright. 

How now?A Conduit Girle,what till in tcares? 


For (till thy eyes,wbich I may cay the Sea, 
Do ebbe and flow with tcares,the Barkethy body 


_ — — _——_— — 


Who ragivg with cheteares and they with them, 


' Without a ludden calme will over ict 
| Thy tempeſt.tofled body. How now wife? | 


Have you delivered to hcr our decrce? 
Laa. 1 ſir; 
Butſhe will none, ſhe gives you thankes, 
I would the foole were married © her grave. 
Cap,Soft,rake me wi. I: you,take me with you wite, 
How,will ſhenone?doth the not give vs thayks? 
Is ſhe not proud?doth ſhe not count her blelt, 
Vaworthy as the is,that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gen:lemangto be her Bridegroome? 
al. Not proud you have, 
But thankful that you have: 
Proudcan I never be of what I have, 
But thankfulleven for hare,that is meant Love. 
(*p- How now? 
How now?Chopt Lagicke? what is this? 
Proud,and I thanke you:and I thanke you not. 
Thanke me no thankings,nor proud meno prouds, 
But ſertle your fine joints 'gainſt Thurſday next, 
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Togo with Pos to Saint Pacers Church: 
Or 1 will drag thee,on a Hurdle thicher. 
Our you greene ſicknefle carrion,out you baggage, 
You tallow face. 
Lad, Fie, fie, what are you mad? 
[ul. Good Father, I befeech _ on my knees 
Heare me wtth patience, butto ſpeake a word. 
Fa. Hang thee young baggage, diſobedient wretch, 
[tell thee whatyget the to Church a Tharſday, 
Or never after looke mein the face, 
Speake not, reply not,do not an{were me. 
My fingers itch,wife:we ſcarce thought us bleſt, 
That God had lent us but this onely Child, 
Butnow I ſee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a curſe in having her: 
Our on her Hilding- 
Nor. God in keaven blefſc her, 
You are too blame my Lord to rate her ſo. 
Fa. And why my Lady wiledome?hold your zongue, 
Good Prudence,ſmatter with your gollip,go. 
Nur. 1 ſpeake notreaſon, 
O Godigoden, 
lay not one ſpeake? 
Fa. Peace you nwumbling foole, 
Vetter your gravity orea Goſſips bowle, 
For here we need itnot. 
La. You are too hot. 
Fa. Gods bread,it makes me mad: 
Day, night,houre,tide,time,wor ke, play, 
Alone in company,(till my care hath bin 
To have her matcht,and having now provided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 
Of faire Demeanes. Youthfull and Nobly Allicd, 
Stuft as they ſay with Honourable parts, 
Proportion'd as ones thought would wiſh a man. 
And then to have a wretched puling toole, 
A whining mammet,in her Fortunes tender, 
Teanſwer,lle not wed,I cannot Love: 
I am too young, | pray you pardon me. 
But,and you will not wed, Ile pardon you. 
Graze where you will, you ſhall not bouſe with me: 
Looke too'c,thinke on't,l do not uſero jeſt. 
Thurſday is neerc,lay hand on heart,adviſe, 
And you be mine, Ile give you to my Friend: 
And you be not,harg,beg,ſtarve,dic in the ſtreets, 
For by my ſoule, Ile nere acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine ſhall never do thee good: 
| Truſt roo'r,be thinke you, le not be forſwornz, Fx, 
Isl. Is there no pitty fitting in the Cloudes, 
That ſees intothe batrome of my gricte? 
O ſweet my Mother caſt me not away, 
Delay this marriage,for a month, a weeke, 
Or it you do not,make the Bridall bed 
| Inthat dim Monument where Tybalt lies. 
| - Mo.Talke not to me,for Ile not {1 


—_—O— > > OR 9 


a word, 
| Doas thou wilt,for 1 have done with thee. Exit. 
| Isl.O God! 


| O Nurſe, how ſhall this be prevented? 
| My Husband is on earth,my faith in heaven, 
| How ſhall that faithreturne againeto earth, 
| Vnleſſe that Husband ſend it me from heaven, 
| By leaving earth? Comfort me,counſaile me: 
| Alacke,alacke,that heaven ſhould practiſe ſtratagems 
| Vponſo ſoft a ſubjetas my lelfe. 
What faiſt thou?haſt thou nota word of joy? 
| Some comfort Nurſe. 


Nas, Faith here it is, 

Komee is baniſhed,and all the world tonothing, 
| That he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 
Or it he do, itneeds maſt be by ſtealth. 

T hen fince the caſe ſo ſtandsas now it doth, 
I thinke it beſt you married with the Count, 
O hee's a Lovely Gentleman: 
Remeor adiſh-clout to him.an Eagle Madam 
Hath not {0 Joquicke,to faire an cyec 
| As Parichath,beſhrow my very heart, 
| Irhinke you are in this ſecond match, 
| Forit excels yoar tir{t:orif 13,did not, 
| Your firlt isdead,or 'twere as good he were, 
As living here and you no uſe of him, 

Il. Speakecit thou from thy heart? 

Nat And trom my ſoule too, 
Or clſe beſhrew them boths 
| 1#, Amen. 


Nav. What? 
| Jul. Well,thou haſt comforted me marv'lous much, 
| Go in,and tell my Lady 1] am gone, 
| Having diſpleas'd my Father,to Lawrence Cell, 
To make confeſſion,and to be abſolv'd. 
Nr. Marry I will,and this is wiſely done. Ex. 
Int. Auncient damnation, O moſt wicked fiend. 
Is it more {in to wiſh me thus forſworne, 
Orto —_— my Lord with that ſame toygue 
Which ſhe hath prais'd him with above compare, 
So many thouſand times?Go Counſellor, - 
Thou and my boſome herchtorth ſhall be twaine: 
Ile to the Frier to know his remedy, 


If all elſe taile,my feltc have power to die. Exe, 


Emer Frier and Connt Paris. 


Fri. On Thurſday ſir?the time is very ſhort, 
Par. My Father Capwier will have it fo, 
And I am nothing flow tolack his haſte. 
Fri. You ſay you donot know the Ladies mind? 
Vneven 1s the courſe, I like it not. 
Pa, Immoderately ſhe weepes tor Tybalte death, 
And therefore have l little ralke of Love, 
For Venus (miles not in a houſe of teares. 
Now fir,her Father counts it dangerous 
That ſhe doth give her forrow ſo murh ſway: 
And in his wifedome,haſts our marriage, 
To ſtop the inundation of her teares, 
W hich toomuch minded by her ſelfc alone, 
May be put from her by ſociety. 
Now doe you know the reaſon of this haſte? 
Frs. I would I knew not why it ſhould be low'd, 
Looke ir, here comesthe Lady towards my Cell. 
Enter Tulier. 
Par. Happily met,my Lady and my wife, 
Iul, That may \ fir,when I may be a wife. 
Pax. That may be,muſt be Loye,0n Thurſday next. 
Tel. What muſt be ſhall be. 
Fri. That's a certaine text, 
| Par. Come you to make confeſliontothis Father? 
Int. Toanſwere that, I ſhould confeſle to you, 
Par. Donot deny to him,that you Love me. 
Isl.1 will confeiſe to you that | Love hum. 
Par. So will ye,I am ſurethat you Love me. 
Is. 1f [doſo,it will be of more price, 
Being ſpoke behind your backe,thento your face. 
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| Par. Poore ſoule,thy face is much abuy'd with teares. i 
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Inl. The teares have got ſmall viRtorie by that: 
| For it was bad inough before their fpight, 
Pa.Thou wrong'lt it more then teares with that report 
Jul. That is noilaunder fir, which 1s truth, 
And \what I ſpakcyl fpake it ro my tace. 
Por. Thy tacc is mine,and thon hatt Nlaundred it. 
/»l. It raay be {o,for it is not mine owne. 
Are youat leiſure, Hely Father now, 
Or ſhall I cometo you at evening Maſle? 

Fri. My leiſure {crves me penlive daughter now. 
My Lord 1 muſt intrc at the time alone. 

Par. Godihcild:1 ſhould diſturbe Devotion, 
Inlet, on ] huriday early will I rowte yee, | 
Till then adue,and keepe this holy kiſle, Exit Pars. 

Jul. O ſhut the doore,and when thou haſt done fo, 
Come weepe with me,paſt hope,paſt care,palt bcipe, 

Frs. O Inbiet,1 already know thy gricte, 

It ſtrains me paſt the compaſle of my wits: 
I heare thou muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thur (day next be married to this Count, 

Isl. Tell me not Fricr that thou hcareſt of this, 
Vnleſſe thou tell me how I may prevent it: 

If in thy wiſcdome,thou canſt give no hclpe, 
Dothou but call my reſolution wilc, 

And with' this knife, le helpe it preſently. 
God joyn'd my hcartand Remeos, thou our hands, 
And cre this hand by thee to Kemeo (cal'd: 

Shall be the Labcll to another Deede, 

Or my true heart with trecherous revolt. 

Turne to another,this ſhall lay them both: 
Therefore our of thy long experien'lt time, 
Give me {ome preſcnt counſcll,or bchold 
Twixt my extreames and me, this bloody knitc 
Shall play the umpire arbirrating chat, 

Which the commiilion of thy yearesand art, 
Could to no iſſue of true honour bring: 

Be net io long to ſpeak, 1 longrto die, 

If what thou {peak'it {pcake not of remedy. 

Fri. Hold Daughter, I doc fpic a kind of hope, 
Which craves as defperate an executions 
Asthat is deſperate which we would prevent. 
If rather then to marry Countic Paris 
Thou haſt the ſtrength of will to lay thy ſelfe, 
Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this ſhame, 
That coap'it with death himſcte,ro ſcape fro it; 
And if thou dar'it,lle give thee remedy, 

Il. O bid me leape,rachcr then marry Pars, 
From of the Battlements of any Tower, 

Or walke in theevith waics,or bid me lurke 

Where Scrpents are:chainc me with roaring Beares 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell houſe, 

Orecovered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
With recky ſhankesacd yellow chapplele iculls; 

Or bid me go into anew made grave, 

And hide me with a dcad manin his grave, 

Things that to heare them told,bave made me tremble, 
And 1 will doe it without feare or doubr, 

To live an vnſtaind wife to my {ſweet Love. 

Fri, Hold then:goe home be merry give conſent, 

| Tomarry #@ris:wenſday is to morrow, 

To morrow night looke that thou lie alone, 

Let not thy Nurſelie with thee in thy Chamber: 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 
And this diſtilling liquor drinke thou off, 

| Whenpreſently through all thy veines ſhall run, 
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Shall keepe his native progreſſe,but ſurceaſe- 
No warmth,no breath ſhall teſtifie thou livelt, 
T heRoſes in thy lips and cheekes ſhall fade 
To mealy aſhcs,the eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he ſhuts up the day of life: 
Each =_ depriv'd of ſupple government, 
Shall ſtiffe and ſtarke,and cold appcare like death, 
And in this borrowed likeneſſe of ſhrunke death 
Thou ſhalt continue twoand forty houres, 
Ard then awake,as from a pleaſant ſlcepe. 
Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes, 
Torowſe the from thy bed,there art thou dead: 
Then as the manner of our country is, 
{ In thy beſt Robes uncover'd on the Beere, 
Be borne to buriall in thy kindredsgrave: 
Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame antient vault, 
W here allthe kindred of the (apwlers lic, 
In the mcane time againſt thou ſhalt awake, 
Shall Romeoby my Letters know our drift, 
And hither ſhall hc cowe,and thar very night 
| Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Alantus, 
| And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame, 
If noinconitam toy nor womaniſh feare, 
Abatethy valour inthc ating ut. 
[ul, Give me,give me,O tell not me of feare. 
Fri. Hold get you gonebe ſtrongand proſperous; 
In this retolve,lic ſend a Frier with ſpeed 
To Maniza with my Lertcrs to thy Lord, 
I«l. Love give me ſtrength, 
And ſtrength all belpe afford: 
Farewell dcare father. Exut, 


Enter Father Capulet Mother, N un ſe and 


ſervmg men, two or three, 


| A cold and drowſic humour:for no pulſe 
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Cap. So many gueſts invite as here are vyrit, 
| Sirrah,go hire we twenty cunning Cookes. 


{ Fer, You ſhall have none ill lic, for Te trie if they can | 


| licke their hngers. 
( #p. How canſt thou tric them ſo? 
Ser, Marry ir , tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers:theretore he that cannot licke his fingers 
goes not with mc. 


time : what is my Daughter gone to Fricr Lawrence? 
Nw 1 torſooth. 


| 
Cap. Well he may chance todo ſome good on her, | 


| Cap. Go be gone, we ſhall be @uch unfurniſhe for this 


A pcevilh ſelte-wild harlotry it is. 
Emer Iulwt. 
Nar. See where ſhe comes from ſhrift 
With merry looke 
{ ap. How now my headſtrong, | 
Where have you bin gadding? 
Inl. Where 1 have lcarnt me to repent the fin 
Of diſobedicnc oppoſition: 
To you and your veheſts,and am enjoyn'd 
By holy Lawrence,to fall proſtrate here, 

To beg your pardon:pardon I beſeech you, 
Henceterward I am everrul'd by you, 
(4p. Send'for the Count, goe tell him of this, 

Ile have this knot knir up tro morrow morning. 
Ind. I met the youthfall Lord at Lawrence Cell, | 
And gave him what becomed Lovel might, | 
Not (tepping ore the bounds of modeſtic. 
Cap. Why Iam glad on't,this is well, ſtand up, | 
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This is as't ſhould be,lct me fee the County: 
[ marry go 1 ſay, and tetch him hither. 
Now atorc God,this reverend holy Frier, 
All our whole Cuty is much bound to him, 
[a/. Nurie will you goe with me into my Clofer, 
To helpe me fort ſuch needfull ornaments, 
As you thinke fit ro furniſh me to morrow? 
Moe. No not tiil Thurſday,there is time inough, 
Fa, Go Nurſe,go with ber, 
| Weele to Church co morrow. 
E xexnt [ulict and N w/c. 
Mo. We ſhall be thort in our proviſion, 
Tis now neere night. 
Fa. Tuſh,f will itirre about, 
And ailchings ſhall be well, I warrant thee wife: 
Gothuto [uler,heipe rodeckeup bers 
[le not 73 ocd £0 11Zhe,let mc alone: 
| Veplay the hutwite for this once. What ho? 
| They ar* all forth, well L will walke my telfe 
| Io Country Pars, to prepare bum up 
k] 


' A-ainft co morrow,my heart is wondrous light, 
Since this 14me 1way-ward Gyrle is foreclam'd. 
E xeunt Father and Mother, 


Enter I mliet and Nurſe. 
Inl. I tholc attires are beit,bur gentle Nurſe 
[ pray thee leaue me to my teite ronight; 
For I have need of many 1 yions, 
To movethe heavens to {mile upon my tate, 
Which well thou know'it,iscrofl: and tull of fin. 
f nier Mother. 

Ao. What arc yor bufie ho?aced you my help? 
Inl. No Madam, we. have cull'd fuch neceſlaries 
As are bchCcovetull tos our tate to marrow: 

| YO plcatc YOu ,.at me now bc left alone; 
| And let the Nuric tlysmght fic up with you, 
| For I am fure,you bave your hatidstul: ally 
In this fo tudden butncile, 
| Cs. Goocvight, 
Get thee to bed and reft,for thou haſt need. 
Hut. Farewell: 
Gud knowes when w* ſhall axcere againe. 
| I avea faint cold Kare thrills through my veines, 
| That almoſt freezes up the heate of fire: 
| Lecalithem backe againeto C« ,mtort mic. 
Nuric, what ſhouid the £0 here? 
My diſmall Sceanc,! needs mult act alone; 
Come Viall, what it this aixture do not worke at all 
v!121] I be married chen ro morrow morning? 
| No,no,this ſhall torbid it. Lic thou there, 
What if irbe a poifon whichthe Frier 
Subrilly hath miniſtred to have me dead, 
+ Lift inthis marriage he (ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
Becaute he marricd ie betore to Kemes? 
{ teare it isand yet me thukes it ſhould not. 
For he hath (till veene tried a hy inane 
How,ift when 5 am la:d 1nto the Tome, 
| T wake before the times that Remes 
Com-ro redeeme me? There's a fearefull point: 
Shall I not then be tifed inthe Vault? 
To whoſe toulc gzouth 20 healrhſome ayre breaths in, 
And theredic ſtrangled cre ny Konwes Comes. 
Or if Hive, is ut not very like, 
| The horrible concrit of death and night, 
| Together with the terror of the place, 
| ASin a Vaulr,an ancient receptacie, 
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W here for theſe many hundred yeeres the bone 
Of all my buricd Aunceſtors are packr, 

W here bloody 7y6elt, yet but greene in cart]: 
Lies teltring in his ſhrow'd, where as they lay, 
At ſome houres inthe night, Spirits relort: 
Alackealack 15 it not hke that I 

So carly waking, what with loathſome ſme!s, 
And (hrikes like Mandrakes torne out of the carth, 
That hiving mortals hearing them,run mad. 
Or if I watke,ſhall | not be diſtraught, 
Invironed with all theſe hideous feares, 

And madly play with my forefathers joynts? 


ne 
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| And plucke the mangled Tibalt from his (hrow'd? 


And in this rage,with ſome great kinſmans bone, 
As( with a club )dath out my deſperate braines, 

O looke,me thinks I [ee my Cozins Ghoſt, 
Seeking Gur Homes that did (pit hus buds 

V pon his Rapicrs point:ltay 7ybalr, [tay; 

Kome Romeo, Romeo, horc's drinke:l drinke tothee. 


Enter Lady of the houſe,and VN urſe. 


L adj. Hald, 
Take cheie keics,aud fach more tpices Nurſe, 
Nur. I hey call for Dates and Quinces jn the Paſtric, 
Emer old Capulet, 
Cap.Come,ftir,ſtix ir, 
The ſecond Coct chath Crow'd, 
The Cur phew Bull hath rung,tis three a clucke: 
Looke to the bakte meates,g00d Angelica, 
S$parcnot for colt. 
Nar. Go you Cot-queane,go, 
Get you to bed, fauhyoulte be licke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 
Cap. Nonot a whit.what?I kave watchecre now 
All night for a leflc cauſe, and ncere beene ficke, 
La. I you have bin a Mouſc-hunt in your time, 
But 1 will watch you from ſuch wa'ching now. 
Exit Lady and Nur(c. 
Cap. A jcalous hood, jcalous heod, 
Now teilow, whats there? 
Enter three or foure with [piti,and (ors and bathets. 
Fel. Things tor the Cooke {iir, but I know not what. 
| Cap. Make haſt,muake haſt, fircha, terchdricr Logs, 
{ Call Peter he wil thev; thee where thcy arcs 
| Fel. havea head lir,thie will find out logs, 
| And never troubic Factor the maticr. 
| Cap. Maſleand welltuida nierry borton, ha, 
| Thou ſhalt be logger head, good Faith,tis day. 
| Play  Vnjcc tg 
| The County will be h=r- with Muſtcke firarght, 
For fo he jaud hc would, l! licare hun nc« ic, 
| Nurſe, wite, what ho? bat Narte 1 tay? 
Enter Nurſe. 
Go waken /uhet ,goaudtrun ker np, 
| He goandchat with Paru;hicymnalc halt, 
| Make haſt,the Bridegroomeghe is come already: 
| Make halt 1 tay. 
| Nwr. Miltris, what Miltris? /uber?Faſt I warcant her, 
Why Lambe, why Lady?he youſluggabed, 
| Why Love I ay? Madam,fiveet heartz by Bride? 
| Whatnota word? You cake your pentworths now. 
Sleepe for a weeke,for the next night I warrant 
The County Paris hath ſetup hisrelt, 
That you ſhall reſt but lirtle,Ged forgive me: 
| Marry avd Amen:how found is ſhe a {lcepc? 
| | 
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1 mult needs wake her: Madam, Madam, Madam, 
],let the County take you in your bed, 
Hcele fright yooup yfaith. Willit not be? _ 
W hat drcſt,and in your clothes,and downe againe? 
] maſt needs wake you: Lady, Lady, Lady? 
Alas alas,helpe,helpe,my Ladys dead, 
Oh weladay,that ever 1 was borne, 
Some Aqua-vitz ho.my Lord my Lady? 

Mo. Whatnoile is heere? 

Nwr. O lamcntable day. 

Alſo. W hat is the matter? 

Nwr. Looke looke,oh heavy Cay. 

2/6. O me ,O me,my Child, my onely life: 
Revive,looke up,or I will dic with thee: 
Hclpc,hclpe,call helne. 

PETE Enter Father. 

Fa For ſhame bring 1lwer torth,ber Lord is come- 

" Nur. Shee's dead: deceaſt,ſhre's dead-alacke theday- 
M.Alackethe day,ſhee's dead ſhee"s dead, ſhee's dcad. 
Fa. Ha?Let mc ſee her : out alas ſhee's cold, 

H-r blood is lcclcd ard her joynts are ſtifte: 
Life aad rheſe liz s havelong bene ſeparated: 
Death lics on her 11ke an uotimely tolt 
Vponthe ſwerelt tower of alithe keid. 
Nar. O Lamcrable day! 
Ao. O wotull time, | 
Fa. Death thai hah tane her hence to make me waile, 
Tics up my tongac,and will not let me {pcabe- 
7 En er Fryr ard tht Comnty. 
Frs, Comc,is tic Bride ready to goto Church? 
Fa. Ready to gogout never tO returne. 
O Sonne,the night before thy wedding day, = 
Hath death [aine with thy wife:{ee there ſhe lies, 
| Flower as ſhe was,dcfiowred now by him. 
Death is my Sonne in law,death is my Hcire, 
My Daughter he bath weddcd. 1 will die, 
And leave hima!l life living.all is deaths. 
Fa. Have I thought long to {ce this mornings face, 
And doth it give we {uch a ſight asthis? 
Mo. Accur'it,unbappy,wretched, hateful day, 
Moſt niſcrable —— ere tiaie law 
In laſting labour of his Pilgrimage. | 
But 219%. one,one poore and loving Child, 
Bur cne thing to rejoyce and ſolace in, 
And c:uell death hath catcht it from ay ſight. 
Nwsr. O wo, O wotull,wofull, wofull day, 
Moſt !amentable day,moſt wotull day, | 
That ever,ever,l did yet behold. 
O@ay,Oday,O day,O haretull day, 
Never was fecnc ſo blacke a dayas this: 
O wofull day,O «ofuli day. | 
Pa. Beguild divorced, wronged, ſpighted,ſlaine, 
Moſt detcitable death,by thee beguil'd, 
By cruell,cruc!l rhec quite overthrowne: 
O 104.0 i'mot iife, bat loue in death. 
F+, 7.14 diſt: cfled, hated, marti”d,kil'd, 
V-.comtorta'. mime, vhy cany'lt thou now 
To murcher £rurther our foiemnity? 
O Chitd,9 Child;my ſouir,and not my Child, 
Dead 2rt thou,alacke my Child is dead, 
And wiwb my, Child,my joves are buried, 
Fre, Pract ho for ſhan e conrtuſions: Care lives not 
Intheſe cont.ti--ns, heaven ard your ſelfe 
H-d part 15this faire Maid,now heaven hath all, 
And all the b-rrer 1s it for the Maid: 


| 

| 

| Y our pa: in her,you could notkeepe from death, 
G ememnetermces Gd 


Enter Mother. 


| For twas your heaven,that ſhe ſhould be advanc'r. 


Turne from their 61Hce to blacke Fanerall: 


—— 


| But heaven kepes his part in cternall life: 
The moſt you ſought was her promotion, 


And weepe ye now,iceing ſhe is advanc'e 
Amove the Cloudes,as high as Heaven t ſelfe? 
O in this love,you love your Child ſo ull, 
That you run mad,fecing that ſhe is well: 
Shee"> not well marricd,that lives marricd long, 
But (hee's beſt married, that dies married yong. 
Drie vp your tezres, and ſticke your Roſemarie 
On this taire Coarſe, ard as the cultome 1s 
And 1n her belt array beare her ro Church: 
For though ſome Nature bids all us lament, 
Yet Natures trates arc Reaſons merriment. 

Fa. Alithings that we ordained Feſtivall, A 


Our inſtruments to melancholy Bells | 

Our weeding cheare,toa fad buriall Feaſt: 

Our folemne Hy wnes,to ſullen Dyrges change; 

Our Bridall flowers ſerve for a buried Coarle: 

Andall tings charge chem tothe contrary. 

Fri. Sir go you 1n,aud Madam,go with him, 

And go fir P@ri.every one prepare 

To follow this foire Coaric unto her grave: 

The heavens do lowre upon you, for ſome ill: 

Move them no mo: e,by croiling their high will. Exean, 
CA's. Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone. 
Nur Honeit goodfellowes: Ah put up purup, 

For well you know,this is a pirtifull caſe. 

Aw. 1 by my troth,the caic may be amended. 

Emer Peeev. 

Pet, Muſitians,oh Muſitians, 

Hearts caſc,hearrs calc, 

O, and you will have me live,play hearts aſc. 

Mes. Why tarts caſe; 

Fer, O Mulitians, | 
Becauſe my heart it ſelfe plates,my heart is fu'ls | 

Mw, Not a dump we. t1» 00 time tO play Ow» 

Pet. You will not the: i? 

Hs. No. 

Pet. I will then give it you ſoundly. 

As. W hat will you give ue 

Per. No money on my faith,but the glecke. 

I will give you the Miniſtrell. 

CHMs. T hen will I give youthe Serving creature. 

Pet, Then will I lay the ſerving Creatures Dagger on 
your pate-l will cary no Crochets, lle Re you, lle Fa you, 
do you note me? 

ln, And you Re ns,avd Fa us,you Note us, 

2. 4. Pray you put up your Dagger, | 

And put out your wit. | 

Then have at you with my wit. | 

Per. 1 will dry-beate you withan yron wit, | 


And put up my yron Dagger. 

Anſwere me like menz 

W hen griping griefes the heart doth wounds, then Mu- | 

ſickewith her filver ſound. | 

Why filver ſound?why Mauſicke with her ſilver ſound? | 

what ſay you Samen Cathng? | 
Aſs, Mary fir becauſe filver hath a ſweet ſound. | 
Pee. Prateſt, what ſay you Hugh Rebicke? | 
2. .1 ſay {ilver ſound, becauſc Muſitions ſound for fil- 
Pet. Prateſt to, what ſay you Sawes Sound-Poſt ? (vol 
3+ 41s. Faith I know not whatco lay. 
Per. O 1 cry you mercy,vou are the Singer. 


| 


| I will fay for you;'t is Muſick e with her (ilver ſound, af 


— 
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Becauſe Mauſitians have no gold for ſounding: 
Then Mulicke with her falyer ſound, with ſpeedy helpe 


Emer Romes. 

Row, IF may truſt the flattering truth of ſleepe, 
My dreames prelage ſome joyfull newes at hand: 
My bolomes Lord fits lightly in his throne: 
Andall this winged vnaccuitom'd ſpirit, 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange dreaine that gives a dead man leave to thinke,) 
And breath'd ſuch life with kiſſes in my lips, 
That I reurv'd and was an Emperour. 
Ah mc, how ſweet is loveir felte poſleſt, 
W hen but loves ſhadowesare fo rich in joy. 

Enter Romeo 5 man. 

Newes from eros, how now Balthazar? 
Doſt thou not bring me Letters from the Fcier? 
How doth my Lady?Is my Father well? 
How doth iny Lady [ulzer?rhat I aske againe, 
For nothing cat! be 11, if ſhe be well. 

Ma, Then ſhe is well,and nothiog can be ll. 
Her body ſleepes in {pets Monument, 
And her 1camortall part with Angels lives 
[ {aw her laid low 19 her kindreds Vault, 
And preſently tooke Poſte to tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing theſe ull newes, 
Since you did lcave.it fur ay oihce Sir. 

kom, Is mreven io? 

Then 1 deny you Starres. 
Thou knowelt my lodging,get me inke and paper, 
Aad hve Poſt-Horſes, I will hence to night. 

Ma. I do beſcech you fir, have patience: 
Your lookcs are palcand wilde,and do import 
Some m1ladventure. 

Kom, Tuſh,thou art deceiv'd, 
Leave me,and do the thing [ bid thee doe: 
| Haſt thou no Letters to me from the Fries? 


Mas. No,my good Loid. 


_ ne Ee a nas pes ns 


Exit Man. 
Kom. No matter:Get thee gone, 

And byrethole Horſcs, lic be with thee ſtraight. 

Well /wher,L will lic with chee to night: 

| Lets ſee for meancs:O milchicte thou art ſwift, 

| Toenter in the thoughts of deſperate men: 

| I doremember an Appothecary, 

| And here abounts he dwels, which late I noted 

| Intarttred weeds, with over whelming browes, 

| Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 

| Sharpe quſerie had worne him to the bones: 
And in his nerdie ſhopa I ortoys hung, 
An Allegay'*r ſtuti,and other Skins 

| Of fil (ad fiſhes,and about his ſhelves, 

| Abeggurly account of capry boxes, 

| Greene carthen pots Bladders,and muſty ſcedes, 

| Remnants of p-ckrhred and old cakes of Roles 

| Were thinly {c-rrered ro make up a ſhew. 
Noring this peaurv,to my ſcife } ſaid, 

| Anita man did need a poiſon now, 

| Whole fale j+ preſent death in Alanine, 

| Herelivesa Cairiffe wretch would (ll it him. 

| Othis ame thought did but fore-run my need, 

| And this ſame necdy man muſt ſell it me. 


doth lend redreſſe. Exit. 
Mn, \V hat a pcitilent knave is this ſame? 
M.z Hang him Ilacke, come weele in here,tarry tor 
the Mourners,and itay dinner. Exit. 


— 4 


_ A ——_— _ be the houſe, 
og holy day, the ers (hop 1s ſhut. 
W hat ho? Appothecary? _ 
Emer A ary. 
App. Who call's ſo low a 


Rom, Come hither man, I ſce that thou art poore, 


Hold, there 15 torty Dukets,let me have 

Adram of poi{on,tuch toone (pecdiug geare, 

As will diiperſe it (cite through all the veives, 
That the lite-wear y-taker may falldead, 
Andthat the Trunke may be di\charg'd of breath, 
As violently,as halty powder ficr'd 

Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 


ep. Such mortall drugs I have,but CMantwas lavy 


Is death co any hegthat veiters them. 

Rom. Artthou fo bare and full of wretchedneſle, 
And fear'/ſtrodic? amine is in thy checkes, 
Need and oppreſſion itarverth in thy eyes, 
Conrempt and beggery hang on thy back: | 
The world 1s notthy friend, nor rhe worlds law: 
The world affords no law to make thee rich. 
Then be not poore,but breake it,and rake this: 

Ap. My poverty,but not my will conſents, 
Rom. | pray thy paverty and notthy will, 

«fp. Put this in any liquid thing you will 
And drinke it oft aud it you had the ſtrength 
Or rwenty men,ic would diſpatch you ſtraight, 

Row. | here”s thy Gold, 
Worle poiſon to mens loules, 

Ing mcre murther in this loathſome world, 
Then theſe poore compounds 
I ſell thee poiton,thou haſt (o!d me none, 
Farewell, buy tood aud get thy telfe in ficth, 
Come Cordiall,and not poiſon,go with me 
To [ubet: grave,tor there mult I ule thee. 


E xewnt. 


Emer Frier Iihn to Freer Lawrence, 
Tohe. Holy Franci/can Frier Brother, ho? 
Enter Frur Lawvence, 


Law. This fame ſhould be the voice of Frier Jobn. 


Welcome trom Aſantsa,what ſayes Romeo? 
Or if mind be writ, give me his Letter, 

1h, Going to find a bare-foote Brother out, 

One of our order to aſſociate me, 

Here in this City viſiting the ſick, 

And hading him,the Searchersof the Towne 
SuſpeRing that we both were 1n a houſe 
Where the infectious peltilence did raigne, 
Seal'd up the doores,and would not let us torth, 
So that my ſpeed to Manna there was ſtard, 

Law. Who bare my Lerter then to Rowen? 

Tob. 1 could not fend 1t, here it is againe, 
Nor get a meſſenger to bring it thee, 

So farefull were they of iatection. 

Low. Y nhappy Fortune:by my Brotherhood 
The Letter wasnut nice, but full of charge, 

Of deare 11 Aud the negleRing ir 
May do danger: Frier Jobs go hence, 
Get mean [roa Crow,and bring it ſtraight 
Vnto my Cell. 

Tob. Brother Ile go and bring ic thee. 

Law. Now mult I t@ the Monument alone, 
Within this three houres will faire [ater wake, 
Shee wiil beſh-ew ae much that Romeo 
Hath had nonotice of theſe accidents: 

But I will write againe to Meantza, 


thasthou mayclt not ſell. 


Exn, 


[] 
— 


——_—— 
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And keep? her at my Cell til! Romo come, 


Poore living Coarle,cios'd 11a dead mans Tombe, 
Exit. 


Enter Paris ana his Page, 


— —— RO 


——— 


| Rom, | muſt indeed,and thertore came | hither: 
| Good gentle youth,tempt nor a deſperate man, 
Fhlie hence and leave me,thinke upon thoſe gone, 
Let them affright thee. 1 beſeech thee Youth, 

Put not an other {11 upon my head, 


Par, Give me thy Torch Boy, hence and ſtand aloft, | By urging mcto tury. O be gone, 


wy it out. for 1 worid not bs fcene; 


. Vnder yond roung Trec: 12 y thee al; alone, 
1 


Holding thy care cio{e tothe hollow ground, 

So fhall no Fox upynche Charchyard tread, 

Being looſe, un hrmwe with 412ge up of Graves, 

But thou ſhalt hcare uc-whulſtic then to me, 

As ſignall tha: thou heareſt ſome thing approach, 

Give me thaic Lowers. Do as 1 bid thee,go. 
Pag. I amalmoſt afraid to ſtand along 

Here in the Churchyard,vet [ will adventure, 


Pa.Seca Flower with Powers thy Bridall bud I ftrew: | 
| CIerentins kinkman, Noble County Pars, 


O woe,thy Canopy 1s Cuſt and ſtones, 
Which with ſweet water nightly I will dewe, 
Or wanting that,with tcares diſtill'd by mones; 
The oblequies that T for thee will keepe, 
Nightly ſhall be,to ſtrew thy grave,and weepc. 
Whit l. Boy. 
The Boy gives warning, fometbing doth approach, 
What caricd foot wanders this way to nighr, 
Tocrofle my cb{cquics,ond true loves right? 
What with a Torch? Muffic me night a while. 


Erter Romeo and Peter, 


Rom. Give me that Mattocke,& the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter,carly iv che azorning 
See thou d-liver it tomy Lord and Father, 
Give @-the.ightzupon thy hit I charge thee, 
W hat ers :h5v0 hear” or fecli;ftand all aloote, 
And do not inte: rupt me 1n my courte. 
W hy 1 dutcend into this bed of 4:arn, 
[s partly 0 behold my Ladies tace; : 
But chicfty to take thence from her dead nongcr, 
A precious Ring:a Ring that | mult vic, 
Ia deare cmployment.theretorc hence bc gone: 
Zut if thou jcalous dolt returne to pric 
[1 what I further ſhall intend © do, 
By hcaven | wall ecarc thee joyntby joynt, 
And trew chis hungry Churchyard with thy limbs: 
Thetime and my iments are ſavage wilde: 
Morc hc: co and more Inexorablctarre, 
Then caapty Tygers, or the roaring Sca. 
Pet 1 will be gone firgand not troubic you 
Po. So (halt thou ſhew me friend{hip: take thou that, | 
Live 2nd be prolperous,and tarewell good fcllow:. | 
Pet. For all this fame, le bid: me here about, | 
His lookcs 1 teare,and his intents I doubr. E xit. | 
Rems. T 10u dcreitable maweghou wombve of dcath, | 
Gorg'd with the dearcſt morſell of the carth: | 
Thus I caforce thy rotten lawes to open, 
And in dc{pight,Ile cram thee with more food. 
P ar. This is that banitht haughty CMonmtague, 


_ 


By heaven I love thee better then my [clfr, 
| For I come hither arm'd againſt my \cltc: 
| Stay not, be goneglive,and hereafter tay, 


| A mad mans mercy bid thee run away. 


Par, I dodefie thy commileration, 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon hcre. 
Ke, Wilt thou provoke me?Then haveat thee Boy, 
Pet. O Lord they tight, | will go call the Watch, 
Pa. O | am laine,it thou be mercitull, 


Exu. | Open the Tombe,lay me with /ulter. 


Rom. In faith I will,lct me peruſe this face, 


What faid my man, when my berofled foulc 
Did not attend im as we rodc?I thinke 
He told me Peri: ſhould bave marricd [slicr. 


= — _ 


Said henot ſo? Or did 1 edrcame it 10? 


Or am I mad, hearing hun talke of /whet, 

To thinke un was 10*Q vive mc thy hand, 
One,vwrit with mc in fowre misfortuncs booke, 
lle bury thee jr a t1 10phant grave. 

A Grave, O no. Lavthorne;flaughtred Youth: 
For here lics /#(ret, and her beauty makes 

This Vavlt a teatting prefence tull of age. 
Death hc thou thereby a dead man inter 'd. 

| How oft when acn are at the point of death, 
Have they becne merry? Which ther Keepers call 
A lightning betore death?Oh huw way 1 

| Callrhisalightning?O my Love,my Wite, 
Death that hath (uek the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power vet upon thy Beauty: 

Thou are not conquer'd:Beautic's enſigne yet 

Is Crymſon in thy lips,and 13 chy cheekes, 

And Deaths pale flag is no? ac vanced there. 

T ybalt,|y*{t thou there in thy bloudy ſheer? 

O what more tavour can | dotothece, 

Then with that hand chat curtby youth in twaine, 
To funder his that was th. eacmy? 

Forgiv: me Cozct. Ah dcarc !»/ret; 

Why art thou yct 10 fairc?l will beleeve, 

Shall I delecve,tha! wntubſtantiall death is araorous? 
And that the lcene «vhorred Monfler keepes 
Thee h- 1c 114 dat ke 16 be his Paramowt 

For fears of that, l itil will hay withthce, 

And never from tis Palace of dyai night 

Depai t againc:come lic tou in my armes, 

Heere $ to thy heaith, where ere thou wwmbleit 10 
O truce Appothecary ! 

Thy drugs ate quicke. Thus witha kiffe 1 dic, 


Ou 


_ 


— — 


| Depart againe;here, here will 1 remairie, 


With Wormes that are thy Chambermaides:O here 
Will! {et up my everlaſting reſt: 
And ſhakethe yoke of inaufpicious [larres 


That :nurdred my Loves Cozin;with which grictc, | From this worlds wearied fleſh:Eyes looke your lalt: 


[r 1s ſu- poſed che faire Creature died, 
Ard vere 's :o do ſome villanous ſhame 
To the dcac 041624 will aporehend him. 


Stu by mha owed tovie.vile Mownrague: 
ac: ep ed further then death? 


1116.1 60 art chend rhee, 
th mc,for thou mult dic, 


CAR1VES 


, 
ſ "4 i ot; 
OE 


— 


Armes take your laſt embrace: And lips,O you 
The doorcs of breath,ſcale with a righteous kiſle 
A datelefic bargaine to ingroſſing death: 

Come bitter condut,come unfavoury guide, 
Thou deſperate Pilot,now at once run on 

The daſhing Rocks,thy Sea-ſicke weary Barke: 


”— $———e Ar een va 4. ti ce 


Heere's to my Love. O true Appothecary: Tho 


——— —J 
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Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kiſle I die. 
Emer Frier wah Lantborne,Craw,and Spade. 
Fri. St. Francis be my ſpeed, how oftto night 
Have my old feer ſtumbled at grave? Who's there? 
Man. Hcr's one a Friend,& one that knowes you well. 
Fri, Bliſſe be upon you. Tell me good my Friend 
W hat Torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
Togrubs,aud eyeleſſe Sculles? As diſcerne, 
It burneth in the (apels Monument. 
Afar. It doth fo holy fir, 
And there's my Maiſter,one that you love- 
Fre. Who 1s 1t? 
Man. Romeo. 
Fri. How long hath be bin there? 
Mar. Full haltean houre. 
Fri. Go with me to the Vault. 
Man, 1 care not Sir. 
My Maiiter knowes not but I am gone hence, 
And fearefully did menace me with death, 
lt | did tay tolooke on his entents. 
Fra. Stay then Ile goalone, frares come upon me. 
O much | feare ſome ill unluckie thing, 
Mor. As I cid flcepe under this young tree here, 
[ dreamt my maiſtcr 2yd another tought, 
And that my Mailter ſlew him- 
Fri. Romes. 
Alacke,alacke,what blood isthis which ſtaines 
The ſtony entrance of this Sepulcher? 
\What mcane theſe Maiſterletle,and goary Swords 
Tolie diſcolour's by this place of peace? 
Romeo,oh pale: who clſc? what Pav/s too? 
And ſtcept in blood? Ah what an unkn'd houre 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance? 
The Lady ſtirs. 
lat. O comfortable Frier,where's my Lord? 
1 do remember well where 1 ſhould bez 
And there I am, where 1s my Romeo? 
Fri. 1 heare ſome noiſe Lady,cowe from that nelt 
| Ofdeath,contagion,and unnatural ſleepe, 
| Agreater power then we can contradict 
' Hath thwarted our entents,come, come away, 
| Thy husband 1n thy bolome there liesdead: 
| Aid Paris too:come llediſpole of thee, 
| Among a Siſterhood of holy Nunnes: 
| Stay norto queſtion, for the watch 1s commung, 
Come,go good Infzer, 0 dareno longer [tay . 
Iul. Go get thee hence, for I will not away, 
| What's here? A cap clos'd in my tru2 loves hand? 
Poiſon I ſec hath bin his rimclefle end 
| Ochutle,drinke 21!?and left vo friendly drop, 
| To hlpe me after,l will kiſle thy lips, 
' Happly ſome poiſon yet doth hang oa them, 
| To make we dic with a reſtorative. 
Thy lips are warme. 
Enter Boy and Watch, 
Wa'ch,Lead Boy, which way? 
Is. Yea noile? 
| Then ile be briefe- O happy Dagger. 
| Tis inthy ſheath, there ruit and let me dic Kult herſelfe. 
Boy. This is the place, 
There where the Torch doth burne 
Watch, The ground is bloody, 
Search abourrhe Churchyard. 
Go ſome of you, whoere you find attach. 
Pitrifull fight, here lies the County Maine, 
And Izbier bleeding, warme andnewly dead 


Ez. 


l 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


A 


et... 


Who here hath laine theſe two dayes baricd. 
Go tell the Prince,runnc to the Capwiets, 
Ruſc up the Aountagues,ſome others (carch, 
We ſcerthe wherecon theſe woes do lies 
But the true ground of all theſe pircous woes, 
We cannot without circumſtance deſcry. 
E nter Romeo Sman. 
Was. Here's Romeo Sman, 
We tound him in the Churchyard. 
Con, Hold bim in (afety,rill the Prince comes hicher,) 
Enter Frury, and another Watchman. 
3-Wat.Here is a Frier that trembles, (ighes,and weepes 
We tooke this Mathocke and this Spade from him, 
As he was comming from this Church-yard fide. 
Con. A great ſuſpition,ſtay the Frier too. 
| Enter the Priace. 
Prin. What miſadventure isſocarcly up, 
That calls our perſon from our mornings reſt? 


Enter Capulet and his Wife. 
(*p.What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhrike abroad? 
Wye. O the people in the ſtreets cris Romeo. 
Some [ubergand foine Paris, and all runne 
Wrth open out cry toward our Monument. 
Prs. W hat feare is this which ſtartles in your cares? 
Wat. Soveraigne, here lies the Countic Paris laine, 


And Romeo dcad,and Inver dead before, L 
Warme and new kil'd. | 
Pri. Search, 


Seeke,and know how,this foule murder comes. 
War. Here is a Fricr,and Slaughter'd Romees ma n, 
With Inſtruments upon them tit to open 
Theſe dead mens Tombes, 
- (4+ O heaven! 
O wite looke how our Daughter bleedes! 
This Dagger hath miſtaine, for loc his houſe 
ls empty on the backe of Hountagve, 
And is anſheathed in my Daughters boſome, 
Wife, O me,this light of death, is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 
Emrer CAMorntione. 
Pri, Come Mowntague, tor thou art carly up | 
Tolſce thy Sonneand Herre,now early downe, | 
CMown. Alas mylicge,my wite is dead ro night, 
Gricte of my Soanes cxile hath ſtopt ber breath: 
W har further woe confpires againtt my age? | 
Prs. Looke:and thou ſhalt tee 
Mow. O thou untaught,what manners in is this, 
To preſſe before thy Father toa grave? 
Pri. Seale up the mouth of outrage tor a while, 
Till we cancleare theſe ambiguities, 
And know their ſpriag.th-ir head, their true deſcent, 
And then will I be generall of your woes, 
And lead you evento deat h?meane time forbeare, 
And let miſchance be ſlave to patience, 
Bring forth the partics of ſuſpition, 
Fri. I am the greatclt,able to doe lealt, 
Yet molt ſuſpected as the time and place 
Doth make againſt me of this dirctull murther; 
And heere I {tand both to impeach and purge 
My ſelfe condemned,and ay ſclfeexcus'd. 
Pri. Then fay at once,what thoudoit know in this? 
Fri. 1 will be briete, for my ſhortdate of breath | 
Isnot ſo long as is a tedious tale. 
Rowrothere dead, was husband to that Tele, 
And the there dead, that's Fomeor Faithfull witc; 
Ky 'Y 


OT —— 
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I married them;and their ſtolne marriage day 

Was Taybatrs Doomeſday:whoſe uncimely death | 
Baniſh'd the new-made Bridegroowe fromthis City: 
For whom(and not for Tybalr) iahier pinde. 

You, to remove that ſiege of Griefe from her, 
Betro! h'd,and would have married her perforce 
To Ceuntic Pr. Thencomes ſhe to mc, 
Ard(with wildc lookes)bid me deviſe ſome meanes 
To rid her from this ſecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would ſhe kill her (clte. 

Then gave I he:(fo Tuter'd by my Art) 

A ſleeping Potion, which ſorooke eftcct 

As1 intended,for it wrought on her 

The forme of death. Meane time,l writ to Romes, 
That he ſhould hither come,asthis dyre night, 

To heipetotake her from her borrou ed grave, 
Being the time the Potions torce ſhould ceaſe. 
But he which bore my Letter, Frier /obn, 

Was ſtay'd by accident;and yeiternight 

Return'd my Letter backe. I hen all alone, 

At the pre xcd houre of her waking, 

Came Ito take her from her Kiadreds vault, 
Meaning to kcepe her cloſely at my Cell, 

Till I conveniently could {end to Rows, 

But when 1 came(ſome Minute cre the time 
Ofher a waking)hcere untimcly lay 

The Noble Pars and truc Remes dead. 

Shee wakes, and 1 Intreated her come foorth, 
And beare this worke of Heaven,with patience: 


| But then, anoiſedid ſcarre me from the Tombe, 


And ſhe(too deſperate )wou!ld not go with me, 
But(as it ſcemes )did violenceon her {clfe. 
Allchis I know,andto the Marriage her Nurſe,is privy:” 
And if ought in this miſcarried by my fault, 
Let my old life be ſacrihc'd,lome houre beforethe time, 
Vnto the 1igour of ſevereſt Law. 
Prin. We ſtill have knowne thee for a Holy man, 
W here's Remeo's man? What can he ſay to this? 
Boy, Ibrought my Mailter newes of J«iers death, 


And then in poſte he came from Aſanins 
To this fame place to this ſame Monument. 
This Letter heearly bid me give his Father, 
And threatned me with de ing in the Vault, 
If I departed not,andleft him there. 
Pron. Give methe Letter,I will looke on it. 
W here is the Counties Page that rais'd the Watch? 
Sirra, what made your Maitter in this place? 
Pag.He came with flowres to ſtrew his Ladies grave, 
And bid me {tandaloofe,and {0 I did: 
Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
And by and by my Mailter drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the Watch. 
Prm, This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courſe of Love,the tydings of her death: 
And heere he writes,that he did buy a poyſon 
Ot a poore Pothecary,and thowbind 
Came to this Vaulttodye, ard lye with [wher, 
Where be thele Enemies? Capwlet AMountague, 
See what a ſcourge 1s laide upon your hate, 
That Heaven finds meanes to kill your joyes with Love; 
And I, for winkingat your diſcords too, 
Have leſt a brace cf Kinſarcn: All are puniſh'd, 
Cep. O Brother Mowntague,give wethy hand, 
This ismy Daughters joyucure, for nv more 


; CanI demand. 


Afonun, But I can givethee more: 

For I will raiſe her Statue in pure Gold, 
Thar whiles Verona by that nance is knowne, 
There ſhall no figure at that Rate be (cr, 
Asthat of True and Faitiitull Julet. 

Cap. As rich ſhail Roweo by his Lady lic, 
Poore ſacrifices of our enmity, 

Prin, A glooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The Sunne for ſorrow wil! ::6t ſhew tus had; 
Go hence,to have more talke ol theſe fad things, 
Some ſhall be pardon'd,aud 1cme puniſhed, 
Fornever wasa Story of more VV oc 


Then this of «her, and her Romeo, E xennt omne!, 


Po — —————— ——— 
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Enter Poet, Painter, [eweller, Merchant and Mercer, 
a! ſeverall doores. 


| Poet. 


Oodday Sir. 
Pam. | am glad y are well. 


the World? 
Paw. \t wearcs (ir,as it growes. 
Poet. | tlat's well Kknowne: 
But what particular Rarity? V hat ſtrange, 
Which manitold record not matches:ſ\ce 
Magicke of Bounty, all thele ſpiritsthy power 
| Hath conjur'd to attend. 
| I krow the Merchant. 
| Pai.I know them bath: th'orhers a Ieweller, 
 MAtr. Otis a worthy Lord. 
\ | tHew, Naythar's moſt fixt. 
'  Uiter, A moſt incomparable man , breath'd as it were, 
To an untyrable and continuace gooducfle ; 
| He paſſes. 
| Jew. | bave a Tewell heere, 
Mer. O pray let's tee't, For the Lord Timon,(ir? 
Jew. It he will touch the eſtimate, but tor that ——— 
Poe. \W hen we for recompence have prais'd the vild, 
It ſtaines the glory in that happy Verſc, 
Which aptly {ings the good, 
Ar. Tisa good toyme. 
lew. And rich:hcere 1s a Water looke ye. 
| Pas. You are rapt (ir , in tvine worke,fome Dedication 
| tothe great Lord. 
| Pee. Athiog Nlipt idly from mz. 
| Our Pocſic 15 as2 Govwne, which uſes 
| From whence tis nouritht:the fire 1ch'Flint 
Shewes rot, till it be ftrocke:;our gentle flame 
| Provokes it ſelte,and like the currant flyes 
{ Eachbound itchaſes. W hat have you there? 
| Pai. APicure (ir:when comes your Booke forth? 
Poe, Vpon the heeles of my preſentment ſir. 
Let's ſee your peece. 
Pai. Tis a good Peece. 
Foe. So tis,this comes off well,and excellent. 
Pain, Tndifferent: 
Pee. Admirable: How this grace 
| Soeakes his owne ſtanding: what a mentall power 
| This eye ſhoores forth?How bigge imagination 
| Moves in this Lip;to th'dumbneſſe of the geſture, 


! 


— ——— —— —_— 
—— — 


Ailus Primus. Scena Prima, 


| 


| 


- | 


Poet. | have not ſcene you long, how goes | 


| 
| 


——— 
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One might interpret. 
Pas. It 18a pretty mocking of the lite: 
Heere isatouch:ls't good? 
Poe. | will fay of it, 
[t Tutors Nature, Artifaciall ſtrife 
Lives in theſe touches, livclier then life. 


Enter certaine Senators, 


Pai. How this Lord is followed. 

Pee. The Senators of Athens, happy men, 

Pain. Looke moe. 

Po.You fee this confluece, this great flood of viſitors, 
I have in this rough worke ſhap'+ oura man 
Whomthi beneath world doth embrace and hugge 
With ampleſt entertainement:My free drife 
Halts not particularly but moves it ſetfe 
Ina wide Sea of vax,no leveil'd malice 
Infets one comma in the courſe 1 hole, 
Bur t!1cs an Eagle flight, bold ,and forth on, 
Leavingno Tract behinde. 

Par. low ſhall i underſtand you? 

Poe. I will unboult to you, 
You ice how all Conditions, how a'l Mindes, 
As well of gltb and ſhpp'ry Creatures,as 
Of Grave and auſtere quality,tender downe 
Their fervicesto Lord Tiamenthis lar7e Fortune, 
Vpon his goud and gracious Nature hanging, 
Subcues and propertiesto hislove ard rendance 
All ſorts of hearts;yca,from the glaſſe-fac'd Flarterer 
To «Apementrr,that few things loves better 
Then to abhorre himſelfe, ven hee drops downe 
The knee defore him, and returnes in peace 
Moſt rich in Timozs nod. 

Pai. 1 ſawthem ſpeake together. 

Poe. Sir, I have upon a hugh and pleaſant hit 
Feign'd Fortune tove thron'd. 
The Baſe 0'th' Mount 
Is rank'd with all deferts,all kinde of Natures 
Thar iabour on the boſome of this Sphere, 
To propagate their ſtare; among'ſ them all, 
Whoſe eyesarec on this Soveraigne Lady tixr, 
One do | perſonate of Lord Timons frame, 


Whom Fortune with her Ivory kan. wafts to her, | 


Whoſe preſent grace,topreſent Nlaves and ſ:rvants 
Trav lates his Rivals. 

Pas. Tis conceiv*d,to ſcope 
This Throne,this Fortune,and this Hill me thinkes 


—— 


| 
| 
: 
| 
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Timon of eAthens. 


I . 


With one man becken'd trom the ret below, 
Bowing his head againit the ſteepy Mount 
To climbe his happincſle, would be well exprei: 
In our Condition. 

Poe. Nay Sir,but heare me 02: 
All rboſe which wcre his Felluwes but of late, 
Some better then his valew;on the moment 
Follow his ſtrides, his Lobbics fill with tendance, 
Raine S3crificiall whiſperings in bis care, 
Make Sacred even his {tyrrop,and through him 
Drinke the free Ayre. 

Pai. | marry,what of theſe? 


Foe. When fortune in her thift and change of mood 


$purnesdowne her late beloved;all his Dependants 
Which labour'sd after him to the Mountaines top, 
Even ontheirt kaces and hands,let him fit downe, 
Not one accumpanying his declining foot. 

Pa. Tis common: 
A thouſand morall Paintings I can ſhew, 


That ſhall demonſtrate theſe quicke blowes of Fortune, 


More pregnantly then words. Yet you do well, 
To ſhew Lord Timor,that meanceycs have {cenc 
The foot above the head 


Trumpett ſound. 
Enter Lord Timon addre/nng himſelfe curtronſly 
ro every Sw or. 


7 mn. Imprifon'd 1s he,fay you? 

Me. I my good Lord, five Talents is hisdebr, 
His mcanes mott ſhort, his Creditors moſt ſtraire: 
Yeur Honourable Letter he defires 


| Tothoſe have ſhut him up, which failing to him, 


Periods his comfort. 
Tim, Noble Ventrdins well: 
I am not of that Fcather,to ſhake oft 
My Friend when he mult ncede me. | do know him 
A Gentleman,that well deſerves a helpe, 
Which he ſha'l bave.lle pay the debr,and free him. 

Mefſ. Y our Lorihip ever bindes him. 

Timm, Commend mc to him, 1 will fend his ranſome, 
And beiog cntianchized bid hum cometome; 
Tis not enovgh to helpe the teebic up, 

But to fupport him attcr. Fare you well. 

e Meſ., All happinellc tO your Honor. 


Enter an old Athenian, 
Olim. 1 ord Tiwmon,t care melpeake. 
Tem, Free v good Fathcr. 
O14 Tho haſt a Servant nam'd Laclivs, 
Tem. 1 have (0:What of him? 
Od, Moſt Noble Tewon,call the man before thee. 
Tim, Attends he heere,or no? Lacslins, 
Luc. Heere at your Lordthips ſervice. 
{d. This Fellow hcere,L. Twmen, thisthy Creature, 
By night frequents my houte. Tam a man 
That from my firſthase beene inclin'd to thrift, 
And my eſtate deſcrves an Heyre more rais'd, 
Then one which holds a Trencher. 
Tim. W cll:what turther? 
O14. One onely Daughter have I,no Kinclſ(c, 
On whom I may conferre what I have got: 
The Maid is faire,a'th'youngelt for a Bride, 
And I have bred her at my deereſt coſt 


' In Qualirics of the beſt. T his man of thine 


Attempts het love:I prythe:(Noble Lord) 


'' Toyne with me to forbid him her reſort, 
| My lelfe have ſpoke invaine. 
' 0/4. Therefore he will be Timer, 
| His honeſty rewards him in it ſelfe, 
| It muſt not beare my Daughter. 
| Tm. Does ſhclove him? 
; O4.She1s young andapr: 
Our owne precedent palh1ons do inſtruRt us 
| Wharlevincs in —_ 
| Tim, Love youthe Maid? 
| Luc. | my good Lord,and ſhe __—_ of it. 
C14. |f in her Marriage my content be miſting, 
| I call the Godsto witneſle,1 will chote 
| Mine heyre trom forth the Beggers of the world, 
Anddiſpoſlefic her all. 
| Twn. How ſhall the be endowed, 
| If ſhe be wared with an <quall Husband? | 
Ole. Three Talents on the preſenr;in tutureall. 
T ws. T his Gentleman of mine 
Hath fcrv'd me long: 
Tobuild his F ortune, Il wili ſtraine a little, 
| Fortisa Bond in men. Give him thy Daughter, 
| What you beltow,in hia Ie counterpoize, 
And make him weigh with her. 
Od. Moſt Noble Lord, 
Pawne me tothis your Honourzſhe 1s his, 
Tem. My hand to thee, 
; Mine Honour on my promiſe. 
Luc. Humbly I thanke your I ordſhip,never may 
; That (tate or Fortune fall into my keeping, 
; Which1snot owed to you. 
Poe. V ouchiate my Labour. 
And long live your Loreſhip. 
Tim, I thanke you, you ſhall keare from meanen: 
Go not away. V hat have you there, my Friend? 
Pai. Apeece of Painting, which I do beſeech 
Your Lordthip roaccept. 
Tm, Painting 1s welcome. 
T he Painting 15 almoft rhe Naturall man: 
For ſince Diſhonor Trathckes with mans Nature, 
He 1s but out-l1de:The Penfil'd F:gures arc 
Even ſuch asthey give our, I like your worke, 
And you ſhall finde I like 1t, Waate attendance 
Till you hcarc turther trom me, 
Pai, The Gods pretcerve yes 


We mult needs dine together:fir yoor Icwell 
Hath ſuffercd under praiſe, 

ew. \\ bat my Lord,diſpraiſc? 

T «m. A mcecrc {acicty of Commendations, 
It I ſhould pay you for't as tis cxtold, 
It would unclei me quite, 

lew. My Lord,tis rated 


Things of like valew differing in the Owners, 
Are prized by their Maiſters. Bcleev't deere Lord, 
You mend the lewell by the wearingit. 

Tww. Well mock'd. Enter Aper mantny. 


Which all men {peake with him. 
T um. Looke who comes hecre, will you be chi? 
lew, Wee'lI beare with your Lordſhip. 
Aer. Heel {pare none, 


Tw, Good morrow tethee, 


| Gentle Apermants 7. 


As thoſe which {cll would give:but you well knovw, 


Ext, 


Tm, Well tare you Gentieman:give me your hand- 


Mer.No my good Lord, he {peakes the common toong 
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| Ape- Till I be gentle, ſtay thou for thy good morrow. 

Whcnthou art T wwons dogge, and theſc Knaves honeſt, 

| Tim. Why doit thou call them Knaves , thou kaowſt 
them not e 

| Ape. Arethey not Athenians ? 

| Tow. YES. 

Ape. 1 hen I repent not. 

[ew. You know me, Apemantius * 

pee Thou knowlt I doe, I call'd thee oy thy name: 

7 mm. Thou artproud Apemantas ? 


Ti. W hethcrart going ? Y 

Ape. To knocke outan honeſt Athenians oraines, 

| Tim. That's a deed thou't dye tor. 

eApe. Right, if doing nothing be death by th'Law, 
| Tim, How lik'{: thouthis picture Apemantze e 

| Ape. The beſt, tor the innocence. —_ 

| Tom. Wrought he not well that painted it: 


5 


yet he's but a filthy pecceot worke. 
Pam. Y area Dogge- 
Ape. Thy Mothers of my generation : whats the, if 1 
| be a Dogge ? 
| - Tim. Wilt dine with me Apemantus ? 
| Ape. No: Ieatenort Lords, 
| Tas. Andthou ſhouldſt, thoud'ſt anger Ladies. 
| Ape. O they cace Lords; 
Sothey come by great bellies. 
Tim. That'sa laſcivious apprehenſion. 
Ape. So. thou apprehendit it. 


Take it for thy labour. | | 
| 2k How dolt thou like this Jewell, Apemanius, 


Ae. Notſo well as plain-dealing, which will not caſt 


| | mana Doir, 
| Tm. VV hat doſt thouthinke tis worth ? 
Ape. Not worth my Tanunge 
| How now Poet ? 
| Port. How now Philclopher ? 
| Ape. Thoulyctt, 
Poet. Artnot ont? 
He. Yes. 
| Poet. I hca 1 ive 10! 
ee, Art ncta Poct ? 
Poet. \ CS. 
Ape. Then thor ]velt : 
Looke in thy lat worke, where thou haſt teign'd him a 
worthy Fcliow- 

Poet. That's notfeign'd, heis fo. 

Ape. Yes he is worthy of thee,and topay thee for thy 
/aour. He that loves to be flattered, is wonthy o'th flat- 
| trer, Heavens, that I were a Lord. 

Tm. What would(t doc then «Apemanti's ? 

Ape, E'neas Apemantne dogs now, hatea Lord with 
my hcart. 

Tim, What thy telte ? 

——\ 

Timm, \Whereftore? 

Ape. That Thad no 2ngry 
Are 20t thou a Merchant 2 

"ler, 1 Apemantis, 

Ape, Trariicke confound thee, it the gods will not; 

Aer. It lrainckedoe it, the gods doc it. 

Ape. Tralickesthy god,and thy god contound thee. 

Trumpet ſounds. Enter a Meſſenger. 
1m, What Trumpets that ? 

"1c/. Tis Alcrbiaces, and fome twenty horſe 


ICTCODERA Lord. 


Ape. Ot nothing fomuch,as that Iam aot like T amon, 


Ape. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 


"—_  ————_— 
= — 
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| All of Compeniouthip, 
Tom, Pray entertainc them, give them guideto us, 
; Youmutt necds dine with ine : g0e not you hence 
| Till l have thanke you : ad when dinners done 
Shew me this pecce, I am joytull of your fights, 
Emer »Alcibraderwith the ret, 
Moſt welcome Sir. 
| Ape. So, fo; their Aches contrat , and ſterue your 
| tupple joynes : that there ſhou'd be final love amongelt 
| thete liveet Knaves, and all this Curteſic. The ttraine of 
mans bred ont into Babo0n and Munkev. 
Alct. Sir, you have tav*d my longing, and 1I feed 
| Molt bungerly on your fight. | | 
Tim, Right welcome Sir. | 
| Ere wedepart, we'll ſharea bountcous time 
| In difterent picaſures. 
| Pray you ict us 1n* 


oo ne 


E xenmt. 
Enter two Lords. 
I Lord. What time a day is'teApemantta. 
*Aps. Time to bc honeſt, 
1 That tim ſerves (till. 
LFpe. The moſt accurſcd thou that ill ont it. 
2 Thouart going to Lord 7 imons Fealt. 
Ape. 1,to fee meate fill Knaves, 2nd Wine heat fooles, 
2 Farthee well, tarthee well. 
Ape. 1 hou art a Fools to bid ine farewell twice. 
2 Why Apemantus ? 
Ape, Shouldlt have kept one tothy telfe, for I meanc 
to give thee none, 
I Hang thy ſcife. 
Ape. No Iwilldoe nothing at thy bidding : 
Make thy requeſts to thy Friend. 
2 Away unpeaccable Dogge, 
Or lle ipurne thee hence. 
Ape, 1 will lyelikc a dogge, the heeles a*th' Aſle, 
1 He's oppoitte ro humanity. 
Come thall we mn, 
Andraſtc Lord T smons bounty : he our goes 
The very heart of kindnefle, 
2 He poxres it out: FAtwthe cod of gold 
ls but his Steward ; no mecde but he rcpayes 
Sevenfold above :t {elfe 3 No guitt to him, 
But breeds the giver areturne ; exceeding 
All utc of quittancc. 
1 The Nobleſt minde he carrics. 
That ever govern'd man. 
2 Long may he live in Fortunes. Sl:all we tn ? 
lle kezpe you Company. | Exeant, 


Hobojes Playing lowd 1: iuſlke. 


— 
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A great Banquet ſerw'd in ; and then, Eutir Lord Timon the 
States, the Athemian Lords, Ventionts wh of Tema re- 
deemd from prijen. Then comes dropper; aft: F 4.4 Apt- 
mants diſcontented!y like him/olfe, 


Ventig. Moſt honoured Timen, 
It hath picxs'd the gods ro remember my fathers ave, 
And call him to long peace : : 
He is gone happy, and haslett me rich : 
Then, as 1n gratefull Vertue Iam bound 
To your free heart, I doe returac thoſe Talents 
Doubled with thankes and icrvice, from whoſe helpe 
| I drriu's liberty, | 


= — 
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' Tim Obynomeanes, | 
Honeſt Venrogue : youu miltakemy love, | 
"TESTED... . IEC DW8; = 
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Igave it freely cver, and there's none 

Can truely ſay hc gives, if he reccaves ; 
If our berters play at that game, we muſt not dare 
To imitate them . faults that are rich are fair. 

Van. A Novlicipiir. 

Tem.Nay my Lords, Ceremony was but devis'd at firſt 
Tolct a gloſlc on faint dzeds, hullow welcomes, 
Recanting goodneſle, {orry ere tis ſhowne : 

But where thcre 15truc triendſhip, there needs none. 
Pray fit, more welcome arc ye to my Fortunes, 
Then my Fortunes to mes 

1 Lord. My Lord, we alwaycs have confcſt it. 

Ape. Ho ho, conteſt it ? hang'd it? have you not ? 

Tim, O Apermant'ss, you arc welcome. 

eApe. No : you ſhall nt make me we'come. 

I come to have thee thruſt me out of doores. 

Twn. Fye,th'arta charle, ye have got a humour there 
Dozs not become a man, t1s much too blaine ; 

They fav my Lords, {rafwror brenu eſt, 

But yond man 1s verv angry. 

Goe, let him have a Table by himſelfe : 
For hc does neither effect company, 
Nor 1s he ht tor'tiadecd. 

Ape.Let mc {tay at elunc apperiil Timor, 

I come to oblerve, | give thee warningon't. 

Twm. | take no hcede of thee; Thiart an Athewiar, 
theretore welcome: I my felt would have no power, 
prethee let my meate make thee ſilent. 

Aper. I {corne thy meate, twould choake me : for I 
ſhould nere flatter thee. Oh you Gods |! What a number 


—_— KK 


to leeſoimany dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
all the madneſic 1s, he cheeres them up too. 

I wonder mendarc truſt thcmſclves with men. 

Me thinkes they ſhould invite thein without knives, 
Good for their mcate, and ſafer for their lives. 

| Theres mnch cxamplic tor't, the fellow that fits next him 
| now parts bread with him, pledges the breath of him in 
a divided draught : 15 the readieſt man to kill him. Tas 
beene proved, it I were a huge man I ſhould feare to 


| dangtrous noatcs,great men ſhould drinke with harneſſe 
on their tlroats. 

Tim, My Lord in heart : and lctthe health goe round. 
| 2 Lord. Let it ow this way my good Lord. 
| Aper. low this way ? A brave fcllow. He keepes his 
; tides well, thole healths will make thee and thy Rate 
| looke 1], Tumor. 
; Heeres: that which is too weake to be a ſinner, 
_ } Honeſt water, Which ncre Ictt man i'th'mird : 
This and my food are equall, theres no ods, 
Feails arc to proud to give thankes to the gods, 


_ 


Apermantia Grace, 
Immortall gods, I crave no elſe, 


[ pray for ns man but my ſclfe, 
Grant | may never prove /o fond, 
To truit man on hu Oath or Bond. 
\ Or a Harlot for hey weeping, 

( , : 

| Ora Dogge that (cemnes aſleeping, 

| Or akeeper wh my freedome, 
| 

| 
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Or my friends s* I ſhould need em. 


| Amen. Sofallroo't : 
Ruchmen in, and [ eat root. 


Much good dich thy good heart, Apermantus. 
T wm. Captairc, 


Alcubiages, your hearts in the field now. | 
eAler. My heart is ever at your {rrvice,my Lord. 
Tim, You had rather be at a breaketaſt of Encmies, 

then « dinner of Fricnds- | 
Ala. So they were bleeding new my Lord, theres ng 

meat like em, I could wiſh my friend at fuch a Feaſt, | 
Aper, Would all thoſe flatterers were thine Encmies | 
then, that then theu mighrlt kill em : and bid me toem, | 
1 Lord, Might we but havethat happinceſle wy Lord, 
that you would once ule our hearts, whereby we might 
expreſle ſome part of our zeales, we ſhould thinke vur 
lelvcs tor ever perteR. | 
Tw. Oh no doubt my good Frierds, butthe gods 


| 


from you : how bad you beene way Friends elſe, Why | 
have you that charitable title frem thoutands? Did rot | 
you Chictc p belongto my heart? 1 have told more of | 
you to my ſelte, then you can with modeſty ſpcake in | 
your owne behalte. And thus farre I contirme you, Oh | 
y ou gods (thinke | ) what nced we bave any Friends; it | 


of men cates Tumor, and he {ces em not ? It grieves me | 


| drinke at incales, caſt they ſhould ſpye my wind-pipes { 


we ſhould nere have necde of em ? They were the moſt | 
| necdiefle Creatures living ; ſhovid wenere Have uſe tor | 
' em? And would moſt re{cmble ſweet Inſtruments | 
| hung up in Caſes, that keepe their ſounds to themſclves. | 
| Why I haveoftcn wiſht wy ſelfe poorer, that 1 might | 
| come neerer to you : WE are borretodoe benefits. And | 

v/ hat better or properer can we call ovr owne, then the 
| riches of our Friends ? Oh what a pretious cemtort tis 

to have ſo many like Brothers commanding one anothers 
| Fortunes, Oh joyecs, © ne made away cr't can be borne, 
mine eyes cannot hold out watter me thinkes to forget 
their faults. I drinke to you, 

eAper. Thou weep'ſt ro made them drinke Timon, 

2 Lord. loy had the hike conception in our cyes, 

And at that inftant, like a babe ſprung up. 
Aper. Ho, ho : 1 laugh to thibke that babe a baſtare. 
3 Lord. | promiſe you my Lord you mov'd me much. 


eAper. Much. 


| Sound T wcket. Enter the Matker i of Amazon with 
Lute; in their (nds, dancing and playing. 


Tim. \W hat mcanes that Trumpe ? How now ? 


Fnter Servant. 
Sev. Pleaſe you my Lord, there are certaine Ladics 
Moſt defirovs of admittance. 
Tum. Ladics ? what are their wills? 
| Ser. There comes with them a (ore-runner my Lord, 
which beares that orice, toſignific their pleaſures» 
T wn. I pray latthem be adaurted, 


themſelves have provided that I ſhall thave much helpe | 


Enter Cupid with the Make of Ladies. 


| Cup. Haile to thee worthy Timer and to all that of | 

his Baunties taſte : the five beſt Sences acknowledge thee | 

their Patron, and come freely to gratulate thy plenteous | 

boſome. 

T here taſte, touch all, pleaſ*d from thy Table rite : | 

They onely now come but to Feaſt thine eyes. i | 
Tuwe. Their welcome all, let cm have kind admit- | 

tance. Muſicke make their welcome. | 
Lac. You lee my Lord, how awple yeare belov d. 
Aper, Hoy day, 

W hata tweepe of vanity comes this way-+ 


— -_ 


They daunce ? They are madwomen. Tit 
ike 
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Like Madneſle is the glory of this lite, 
As this pompe ſhewes to a little oyle and rocte. 

We make our ſelves tooles, todiſport our lelves, 
And ſpend our Flatteries, to drinke thole men, 

Vpon whote Age we voyde it up agen 

With poyſonous Spight and Envy. 

Wholives, that's notdepraved, or depraves; 

Who dyes, that beares not one purneto their graves 
Of their triends gift : 

I ſhould feare, thoſe that dance before me now, 
Wouid one day thampe upon me : Tas xene done, 
Men ſhut their doores againita fetting Sunne. 

The Lords riſe from T able, with much adoring of Timon, and 
to ſhew therr louts, each fingle out an »Amazon,and all 
Dance, men with women, a lofty itraine oy ro to the 
Hobojer, and ceaſe, 


Tim. You have done our pleaſurcs 
Much grace( faire Ladics) 
Sets a taire faſhion on our entertainment, 
Which was not halſc ſo beautitull, and kind : 
You have added worth untoo'c, and lively luſter, 
And entertain'd me with minc owne device. 
Il am.tothanke you for't* 
1 Lord. My Lord you take us evenarthe belt. 
Ape. Faich for the worſt is filchy,and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. 
7m, Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you. 
Pleaſe you to difpolc your felves. 
All La. Mot thank fally, my Lord, 
Tim, Flaunts, 
Fla. My Lord. 
Twn. Thcelittle Casker, bring me hither. 
Fla. Yes, my Lord. More Iewels yet ? 
There is no croſſing him in's humour, 
Elſe I ſhould reli him well, ifaith 1 ſhould ; 
Whenalis{pent, he'ld be croſt then, and he cou'd ; 
Tispitty Bounty had not eyes behind, 
That man might ne're be wretched tor his mind, 
1 Lord. Where be our men ? 
Ser, Heere my Lord in re2dineſle, 
2 Lord, Our horics. 
Tww. O my Friends ; 
I have one word tofay to you - Looke you,my good L. 
I muſt intreat you honour me fo much. 
Asto advance this Icwell, accept, and weare it, 
Kind my Lord. 
1 Lord. 1am ſofarrealready in your guifts. 
All, So are weall. 
Emer a Servant. 


FE xeunt. 


— 


newly alighted, and come to vilit you. 
| Tim. They are taircly welcome, 
Enter F lavints. 


does concerne you necre. 
| Twm. Neere? why then another time lic heare thee. 
Fla. 1 icarte know how, 

Enter another Servant, 

| Ser. Mayit pleafe your honor, Lord Zuciu 

(Our of his free love) hath preſented royou 
Foure Milke-'x hite Horſes, trapt in Silver. 

T im, 1 (hall accept them fairely : let the Preſents 
| Be worthily entertain'd, 


| 


: 
: 
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| 


__ - 
: _ — 


Enter a third Servant. 
How now ? W hat newes > * 

3 er, Picaleyoumy Lord, that honourable Gentle- 
man Lord Lucuts, cntreats your company to morrow, 
to hunt with him, and ha's tent your Honour two brace 
of Grey-hounds. 

Twn. lic hunt with him. 

And let them be received, not without faire Reward. 

Fla, What willthis come to? 

He commands us to provide, and give great guifts, and 
al: outro an<mpty Coffer ; 

Nor will he know his purſe, or yeeld me this, 

To ſhew him what a Begger his heart is, 

Being of no power to make his wiſhes good, 

His promiles flye fo beyond his (tate, 

Thar what he tpeakes is all in debt, owes forev'ry word: 
He 15 ſo kind, that he now paycs iatereſt for't ; 

His Lands put totheir Bookes. Well, would 1 were 
Gently put out of Ottice, ere I were forc'd: 
Happicr is he that has no friend to feede, 
Then ſuch that doe e'ne Enemies exccede. 

I vlecd inwardly tor my Lord. 

7m. Youdoc your telves much wrong, 
You date too much of your owne merits: 
Heere my Lord, a trifle of our Loves 

2 Lord. Wirth more then common thankes 
I will receive if, 

3 Lord. O has the very ſoule of Bounty. 

Tim. And now | remember my Lord, you gave good 
words the other day of a Bay Courſer Irod on. Tis yours 
becauic you lik'd it. 

I Z. Oh, I bcſeech you pardon me, my Lord, in that. 

Tun, You aaytake my word my Lord: 1 know no 
man can jultly praiſe, but what he does affet. I weigh 
my friends affection with mine owne ? le tell you true, 
le callto-you. 

All Lor. O none ſo welcome. 

To. Itakc all, and your feverall viſirations 

So kind to heart, tis not enough to give: 

Me thinkes, 1 could deale Kingdomes to my friends, 
And nece be weary, Alcrbradey, 

Thou arta Souldicr, therefore fildome rich, 

It comes 1n Charity rother ; tor a'lchyliving 


——— 


Oxu, 


| Is mong'(tthe dead : and al! the Lands thou haſt 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


Lye ina pitcht ticld. 
eAlcs, I detie Lind, my Lord. 
1 Lord. Weaic {o vertuouſly bound. 
Tm, Andioam Ito you, 
2 Lord. So infuitely endeer'd. 
Tim. All to you. Lights, more Lights, more Light. 
1 Lord. The beſt of Happines, Honcr, and Fortunes 


Ser, My Lord, there are certaine Nobles of the Senate | Keepe with you Lord Timon. 


Tim: Ready for his Friends. F xeunt Lard:s. 
Aper. W hat a coiles heere, ſerving of beckee, and jur- 


| | ting out of bummes. I doubt whether cheir Legges be 
| Fla. Tbeſeech your Honor, vouchſafe me a word, it 


worththe ſummes that are given for *crn. 
Friendſhips tal! of dregges, t 
Methinkes falſe hearts, ſhould never have tound legges, 


| I prethee ler's be provided to ſhew them entertainment, | Thus honeſt Fooleslay out their wealth on Curtfies 


Tim. Now Apermantus (if thou wert not (ullen) 
I would be good to thee. 

Aper. No, Iz nothing , for if | ſhould be brib'd too, | 
there would be none left to raile upon thee,and then thou 
would(t fine the faſter. Thou giv'it fo long Timer (I 


| feare me)thou wilt give away thy ſelfe in paper ſhortly. 


| 


Ne —————. 


— — ——— 


2 


| Whar neede thele Fealts, pompes, and Vaine-glories ? | 
k k Tim 
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Timon of Athens. 
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Tiw, Nay, and youbegin toraile on Society once, 1 
am ſworne not to give regard ro you. Farewell,and come 
with better Muſicke... Exu. 

Aper. Sv ; thou wilt not heare menow, thou ſhalt not 
then. Ile lockethy heaven from thee ; 
Ob that mens cares ſhould be | 
To Counlcll deate, but not to Flattery. E xut. 

E ntey a Senator. 

Sen. Andlate five thouſand : to Yarre and to 1/idore 
He owes nine thouſand, beſides my former ſumme, 
Which makes it tive and twenty, Still in motien 
Of raging waſte ? It cannot hold, it will not. 

If I want Gold, ſtcale but a beggers Do gge, 

And give it Trmen, why the Dogge coynes Gold. 

If I would {cll my horſe, and buy twerty more 

Better then he ; why give my hotſe to T rms. 

Aske nothing, giveit him, 1t Foles me ſtraight 

And able Horics : No Porter at his gate, 

Burt rather one that (iniles, and (till invites 

All that paſſe by. It cannot hold, no reaſon 

Can found his ſtate in fafety. Caphus hoay - 

| Caphs | (ay. 


— DC ee ee 


Emer Caphu, 
(aph. Heere fir, what is your pleaſure. 
Sex. Get on your cloake, and hait you to Lord Timon 

Importune him for my Moncyes, be not cealt 

With flight denial! ; nor then filenc'd, then 

Commend me to your Maſter, and the Cap 

Playes in the right hand, thus : but tell bim firrah 

My uſcscry tome; I muſt ſerve my turne 

Out of mine owne, his dayes and times are palt, 

And my relianceson his frated dates 

| Have ſmirtmy credit. I love, and honour hun, 

' But mult 10t breake my backe, to heale his finger. 

| Iminediate are my nceds, and my releite 

| Mult not be toſt and turn'd to me in words, 

| But find ſupply immediate. Get you gone, 

| Put on a moit 1mpc reuatc alpect, 

| A vifage of &cmand : tor Idoc feare 

| 

| 


\W hen every Feath:r ſtickes in his owne wing, 
| Lord 7 »wox will be !ctra naked gull, 
| Which flaſhesnow a Phuznix, get you gone. 
| Ca. 1 goe {tr 

Sen, 1 goc ir? 

| Take the bonds along with you, 
And heve the dates 1n. Comc. 

{ 8. 1] wiil Sir. 

Sen. Coc. 


Enter Steward, wh many billes tn his hand. 
Stew, Nocare, nv [top to {cniclefle of expence, 
» That he will neither know howto maintaine it, 
| Nor ccatc his flow of Riot. Takes no accomprt 
| Howrhings go trom him, nor reſume no care 
| Of wxtatisro continve : never mind 
{ Wasto bc {0 unwiſe, ro be ſokind. 
| What ſhall be aone, he will not here, till feele : 
| I muſtbe round with him, now he comes from hunting. 
| Fie, fic, fie, fic. 


T_T ge —_—— EE _ zz 


| Enter Caphis, I\:dore, and Carre. 

Cap, Gocd even Varro: what, you come for money ? 
Far, Ist not your buſineſle too ? 

Cap. Itis, and yours roo, 1/idere ? 

[id. It181o. _ 


: 


| 


— — —— —— — _ —c > - 


— ——— 


| That | may make his Lordſhip underſtand 
; Wherctore you are not paid. 


Enrennt. 


| How docs your Miltris ? 


Cap. Would we were all diſcharg'd. 
Uar. I feare it, 
Cap. Hcere comes the Lord. 


Emer Timon, and hu Traine. 
Tim. So ſoone as dinners done, we'll forth againe 
My Alcibiader. With me, what isyour will? 
Cap. My Lord, heere 1s a note of certaine dues, 
7 wn. Ducs? whence are you? 
Cap. Of Athens heere: my Lord. 
Tim. Goe to my Steward. 
C ap. Pleaſe it your Lord(bip, he hath put me of 
To the ſucceſſion of new dayes this moneth: 
My Maſter is awak'd by great Occaſion, 
Tocall upon his owne, and humbly prayes you, 
That with your other Noble parts, you'll ſuite, 
In giving him his right. 
Tw. Mine honeſt Fricnd, 
{ prethce but repaire to me next morning. 
Cap. Nay good my Lord. 
Timm. Containe thy felfc, good friend. 
Uay, One Varecs lervant, my good Lord. 
I/id. From 1ſidore, he humbly praycs your ſpeedy pay- | 
ment, 
Cap. It you did know my Lord, my Naſters wants. 
Var. Twas duc on torteyture my Lord, fixe weekes, 
and paſt. | 
[/id. Your Steward puts me off my Lord, and I 
Am ent expreſſely to your Lordſhip. 
Tim. Give me rock : 
I doe befecch you good my Lords keepe on, 
Hle waite upon you inſtantly, Come hither : pray you 
How goes the world, that Iamthus encountred 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds. 
And the detertion long ſince duc debts 
Againit my Honor ? 
Stew, Pleale you Gentlemen, 
The tine 15 unagreeable to this buſinele : 
Your 1mportunacy ccaſe, till after dinner, 


Tim, Doelo my Friends, {cc them well entertain'd, 
Stew. Pray draw necrc- Exu, 


Enter Apemantuns and F oole. 
Caph. Stay,ftay, here comes the Foolc with Apemer- 
tw, 1Et5 ha ſome ſport with em, 
Var. Hang him, he'll abuſe us. 
[f:d. A plague upon him doggee. 
Far, How doſt Foolc? 
eApe. Doſt Dialogue with thy ſhadow ? 
Yar. I ſpcake not to thice, 
Ape. Nortisto thy ſelte. Come away. 
Jhd. T heres the Fooic hangson your backe already. 
Ape. No thou ſtandit ſingle, thou art ncton him yet 
Cap. Wheres the toole now ? 
Ape. He laſt asked the queſtion. Poore Rogues and 
Viurers men, Bauds betweene Gold and want. 
eAll, What are we Apemantau 7 . 
Ape. Aſles. 
»> All, Why? | 
Ape. That youaske me what you arc,and doe not know 
your {clves. Speake to em fool. 
Feole. How doe you Gentlemen ? 
All. Gramercies good Foole : 


Foals. 


—— 
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Foote, She's ene ſetting on water to ſcal'd ſuch Chic- 
kensas you are. Would we could ſce youar Corinth. 

| eApe- Cood, Gramercys 

| Enter Page, 

| 'Foole, Looke you,heere comes my Maſters Page. 

Page. Why how now Captaine? what doevyou 1N chis 
wife company. 

How dolt thou eApirmantue ? | 

Ape. Would 1 hada Rod in wy mouth, that 1 might 
anſwer thee profitably. "08 

Bey. Prethce Apermantir*rcade me the ſupericripti- 
on ot the(e Letters, I know not which is whic 

Ape. Canitnot read ? 

Page. No. 

Ape. There will little Learning dye then that day thou 
art hang'd. This is to Lord Ties, this to »Alcibiades, GO 
thou wav borne a Baſtard, and thou't dye a Bawd- 

Part. Thou was't whelpt a Dogge, and thou ſhalt 
famiſh a Dogges death. 

Aniwer not, I am gone, 
| Ape. E'nc ſothouout-runſt grace, 
| Foole I will goe withyou to Lord T imovr. 
Foole, Will you leave methere ? 
Ape, It Timon (tay ar home. 
 Youthree ſerve three Vurers? 
| eAll. I wouldthey ſerv'dus. 
| Aper. So would1 : 
As good a tricke as ever Hangman ſerv'd theefe. 
Foole. Are you three Viucrs men? 
| Ab. | foole ] 
Feole. I thinke no V ſurer, but has3 foole to his Ser- 
| vant. My Miſtris is one, and I am her foole: when men 
' come to borrow of your Maſters, they approach fadly, 
| and goe away merry : butthey enter my Maſters houte 
' merrily, and goe away ſadly. The reaſon of this? 

Vas. I could render one. 

Ape. Doe it then, that we may account theea W hore- 
malter, and a Knave, which notwithſtanding thou ſhale 
beno Icfie eſteemed, 

Var. W hat is a Whoremaſter foole ? T 

Feole. A foole in good cloathes, and ſomething like 
thee. Tis a ſpirit, ſometime t'appeares like a Lord, fom- 
time like a Lawyer, ſometime like a Philoſopher, with 
two ſtones morethen's artificiall one, He isvery often 
like a Knight ; and generally, inall ſhapes that man goes 
up and downe in, from fourcſcorc to thirteen, this ſpirit 
walkes in. 

Ve. Thouart not altogether a toole. 

Feole. Nor thou alcogether a Wile man, 
| As much toolery as | have, ſo much witthou lack'ſt. 
Ape. That anſwer might have become Apemantme. 
| Ati. Aſide, afide, here comes Lord Times, 


Exit. 


Enter Timon, and Steward. 


Ape. Come with me (foole ) come. 

| Foole. 1 doe notalwayes follow Lover, clder Brother, 

; nd Woman, ſometime the Philoſopher, 

| Stew, Pray you walke neere, 

| Ne ſpeake with you anon. Exeunt, 

| Tum, You make me mervell wherctore cre this tunc 
Had you not fuily laid my ſtate before me, 

| That I might fo haye rated my expence 

| ASI had!cave of micanes. 


[ 


| Stew. You woulGnot heare me: 
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Ae many leyſures I propoſ'd. 
; —_— to: 
ercnance {ome ſingle vartages you tooke, 
When my indi{politian 942 
Andthat unapeneſle ns you quruſter 
Thus to excuſe your (elfe. 
Stew, O my good Lord, 
At 1nany times 1 brought in my accompts, 
Laid them before you, you would throw them of, 
And fay you found them in mine honeſty, 
When tor ſome trifling preſent you have bid me 
Returne ſo much, I have ſhooke my head ,and wept 3 
Yeagainſt th'Authority of manners, pray'd you 
| To hold your hand more cloſe : | did indure 
Nor lildome, nor no flight checkes, when 1 have 
Prompred you inthe ebbe of your cſtare, 
And your great flow ot debts ; my dearelov'd Lord, 
Though you here now (too late) yer nowesa time, 
The greateſt of you having, lackcsa halfe, 
To pay your preſent debts. 
Tim. Letall my Land be fold. 
Stew. Tis all engag'd, ſome torfteyted and gone, 
And what remaines will hardly ſtop the mouth 
Of p_ ducs : the future comes apace : 
What ſhall defend the intcrim, and atleygth 
How goes ourreck'ning ? 
Twm. Tolacedemondid my Land extend. 
Stew, O my good Lord, the world is but a world, 
Were it all yours, to give it ina breath, 


_ 


How quickly were it gone. 

Tw. Youtellme true. 

Stew. If you fulpet my Hasbandry or Falſhood, 
Call me betore the exateſt Auditors, 

And tet me on the proofe. So the gods bleſſe me, 

W hen ali our Othces have beene oppreſt 

With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
With drunken fpilthof Wine; whenevery roome 
Hath blaz'd wich Lights.and braid with Minttrelfie, 
[ have retyr'd meto a walſtctull cocke, 

And ſet mine eyes at fluw, 

Twm. Prethee no more, 

Stew, Heavens have 1 faid, the bounty of this Lord ! 

How many prodigall bits have Slaves and Pezants 
This night englutted : whoisnot Twmens, | 
W hat heart, head, ſword, force,mcanes,but is L. T imons; 
Great 7 »wou, Noble, Worthy, Royall 7 1mons : 
Ah, when the mcanes are gone, that buy this praiſe, 
The breath is gone, whereof this praiſe 15 made : 
Feaſt won, fait loſt ; one cloud of Winter ſhowres, 
Theſe fiyes are coucht. 

Tim. Come (ermon meno further, 

No villainous bounty yet hath palt my heart; 

Vnwilcly, not ignobly have I given. 

Why doſt thou weepe, canſ{tthouthe conſcience lacke, 
Tothinke 1 ſhall lacke friends : iecure thy heart, 

If I would broachthe veſkcls of my love, 

And try the argument of hearts, by borrowing, 

Men, and mens fortunes could I frankely uſe 

As I can bid thee (peake. 

Stew. Aflurance bleſſe your thoughts, 

Tim, And in ſome tort theſe wants of mine are crown'd 
That I account them bleſſings. For by theſe 
Shall I try friends. You ſhall perceive 
How you miſtake my fortunes : 

I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, Flevime, Serviline ? 
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Futer three Servants. 
Ser. My Lord, my Lord. 
Twn. 1 willdipatch youſeveral'y. 


Youto Lord Lacie, to Lord Lucuiar you, 1 hunted | 


4 
with his Honor to day; you to S empromms, COMMmENc mc 


| rotheir loves, and I am proud ſay, that my occalions 
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have found time touſc *cim toward a ſupply of mony: let | 


the requeſt be tifry Talents. 

Flam, As you have faid, my Lord. 

Stew. Lord Lacue and Lucullm ? Humb. 

T:m. Goc you fir to the Senators ; 
Of whom. even to the States beſt health? I have 
Dceferv'd this hcaring ; bid *em fend oth infant 
A thouſaud Talents ro mc. 

Stew, T have beenc bold 
( For that I knew it the moſt pgenerall way } 
To them, to uſe your Signet, and your Name, 
But they doe ſhake their heads, and 1 ara heere 
No richer in returnc. 

Tw. 1s ttruc ? Can't be? 

Stew, They anſwer ina joynt and corporate voyce, 


That now they are at tall, want Treaſurc,cannot 
| BE 


Doe what they would , are forry : you are Honouravie, ' 


Bur yet they could have witht, they know nor, 
Something hath beene amifle ; a Noble Nate 
May catch a wrench ; would all were well ;tis pitty, 
And fo intending other {crious matters, 
Atter diſtaſtetull lookes ; and theſc hard Frations 
\With certaine halfe-caps, and cold moving nods, 
They froze me 1nto Silence, 

Tim. You gods reward them : 
Prythee man looke cheerely. Theſe old Fellowes 
Have their ingratitude in them Hereditary : 
Their blood 1s cak'd, tis cold, it ſeldome fowes, 


' Tis lacke of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 


— 
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And Nature, as 1t growes againe toward carth, 

Is faſhion'd tor the journey, dull and heavy. 

Goc to Ventidiins ( prythee be not fad, 

Thou art true, and honeſt 3 ingemionſly I ſpeake, 
No blame belengs to thee - ) Yentidane lately 

Buricd his Father, by whole death he's ſtepp'd 
Into a great citate ; when he was poore, 
Impriton'd, and in ſcarſity of Friends, 

| clecr'd him with hve Talents : Greet him from me, 
Bid bun ſuppoſe, ſome good necellity 

Touches his Friend, which craves tobe reme nbred 


With thole hve Talents ; that had, give'ttheſe Fellowes | 


To whom tis inſtant due. Neu'r ſpeake, or thinke, 
That Timon tortunes mong his ft iends can finke, 
Srew. I would I could not thinke it x 
Thar thought is Bounties Foe ? 
Being free it feltc, itthinkes all others ſo. 
Flaminiies wanting to * brake witha Lord from bu 1 {aſter, 
enters a ſerva't to him. 


Ser, T havetold my Lord of you, he is comming downe 
LO YO!r)s 

Flam: 1 thanke you Sir. 

Emer Lucullu. 

Ser. Heres my Lord. 

Luc, One of Lard T»mons men? A Gift I warrant. 
\Why this hits right : 1dreampt of a Silver Baſon and 
Ewreto night. Flemimye, honeſt Flaminina, you arc ve- 


' ry reſpeAively welcome fir, Fill me ſome Wine. And 


>... <> 4. 


how docs that honourable, Compleate, Free-hearted 


E xennt. | 


| Gentleman of Athens;thy very bountitull good Lord an 
' Maſter ? 

| Flew. His health is well fir. 

Les. I an right gladthat his health is well fir: ard 
| What halt thou there under thy Cloake,pretty F lamwmins? 
| #lam. Faith, nothing but an empty box Sir, which in 
| my Lords bchalfe; I come to intreat your honor to ſun- 
| ply : who having greatand inſtant occaſion to uſe titcy 
Talents, hath ſcnt to your Lordſhipto furniſh him $ ne- 
thing doubting your preſent alliſtance thercin, 

Luc. La,la, la, la : Nothing doubting fayes he? Alas 
good Lord, a Noble Gentleman t1s,jf he would not keepe 
!0gocd a houtſe. Many a timeand often 1 ha din'd with 
him, and told him on't,and come againe r9 ſupper to hum 


of purpote,to have him tpend Icfic,and yet he would cm- 


— — 


Drace no countell,take no warning by my comming,eve. 


— —  — 


lut | could nerc ger him from't. 
| Enter Servant, with UF ine., 

Ser. Plcate your Lordſhip, here is the Wine, 

Lnc. Flammus, 1 hayc noted thee alwayes witc. 
Heres tother. 

Flam. Y our Lordſhip fpeakes your pleafure 

Lacs. 1 have obirrved thee alwayes for a towardh 


ry man has his fault,and honeſtly 1s his.I ha told himon'r, * 


' prompt ſpirit, g:ve thee thy duce, and one that knowes : 


what belongs iv 1: aſon;and canft uſe the time well,it the 
nc uſe thye well, Good parts in thee ; get you gone tir 
rah. Draw ncerer honclt + larmmue-. | hy Lords a boun- 
tf] Gentleman, bur thou art wiſc, and thou kiowſ 
(al: hough thoucom'lt to me) thar this 1510 
eto to lend money , cipecially upon bare tricndihip 
without {eCurity. Heres three Soldeves tor thee, good 
Boy winks at me, and fay thou ſaw'ſt mc not, Fate thee 
well, 
Flam. T-tpoiſſible the world ſhould fo much difter, 
And we alve that lived ? Hy damncd batencfle 
To him that worſhips thee. 
Luc. Ha? Now I {ecthou art a Toole, and fitfor thy 
Maltcr. FE xu Lniemilus, 
Fla,May thcfe adde to the number that may tcaldthce: 
Let multen Coyne be thy damnation, 
Thou dilcaſc of a-triend, and not huntelte ; 
Has friendſhip ſuch a faine and milky heart, 
[tturnesin Ictletheri two nights ? O) you gods ! 
I fecle my Maſters pafſion. Thus Slave uno his honor, 
Has my Lords mcate in him : 
Why ſhould it thrive, and turnc to Nutriment, 
W hen he 15 turn'd to poyton ? 
O may Ditcalcsonely worke upon't : 
And i hen he's ficke todeath, let nor that part of Nature 
Y hich my Lord paid for, be of any powre, 
To expell {ickneſic, but prolong his hower. 
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Enter Lucuw, with three | trangers. 

Luc. Who the Lord Timon? He is my very good triend 
and an honourable Gentleman. 

1 We know him for nolefſe, though we are but ſtran- 
gersto him. ButI can tell you one thing my Lord, and 
which 1 hearc from common rumours, now Lord T:1mn/ 
happy howres arc done and palt, and hiseſtate (hrinkes 
from him. 

Zac. Fye no, doe not beleeve it; be cannot want 10! 
money. 

2 But belceve you this my Lurd, that not long ag, 
one of his men was with the Lord Laculier,to borrow 1 
| wany Talents, nay urg'd extreamely tor't, and ſhewe® 


—— _ — 


LL. .t 
' 1 11g5 


—_— ___—_ 


— ——— _— wy 4 


— ——— cy ———— 


p— ————  IEnmn—COOO”—— OG. OO OG 


: 
: 


_— —— - — —_ 


ER 


——— —_— _— CO — 


OB Oo O_———_—_— 
—  —— 


xhat nccellity belong'd too't, and yet was deny i, 
Luc. How? 
2 I tell you, deny'de my Lord. 


- 


Luc. \W hata ſtrange caic was that > Now betore the 


There was very little honour ſhew'd 1n. For my owne 

t, 1 muſt needs conteſle, 1 have received tome imall 
kindneſles from him; as Money, Plate, iewels, and fuch 
like Trifles ; nothing comparing to his: yet had he mt- 
ſtooke him, and {ent to wet ſhould nc're bave denicd his 
occation fo many TIalcnt 


E mter Serviduw., 

Sarvil. See, by good hap yonders my Lord, I have 
ſwato ice his honor. My honor'd Lord. 

Laci. Serviliu ? You are kindly met fir. Farthewell, 

commend ime to thy honourable vertuous Lord, my ve- 
ry exquitire Friend. 
Servil, May it pleaſe your Honorzmy Lord hath ſent 
| Luc. Ha? what hashe ſent ? Iam ſo much endeered 
| to that Lord; hes ever ſending ; how ſhall I chanke him 
| thinK'it thou? And w hat has he ſent now ? 

Serv. Has onely ſcnt his preſent occation now my 
Lord: requetling your Lozdſhip to ſupply his in(tant utc 
with ſo many Talents. 
| Luc. I know his Lordſhip isbut merry with me, 

He canno: want fifty five hundred Talents, 

Servil, But in the meane time he wants lefle my Lord, 

It his occafton were not vertuous, 

[ 10uld not urge it halfe to faithfully. 

Luc, Dot thou ſpeake (eriouſly Servilawe, 

Sery, Vpon my toule tis true Sar. 
' Luce, What a wicked Beatt was I to disfurniſh my 
| ſelte again(t ſuch a good tune, when I might ha ſhewne 
| my felfe honorable ? how uniuckily it hapned, that I 

ſhould purchalc the day betore tor alittle part,and undoe 

| agreat deale of honor ? Servelaue, now betore the gods I 
| am not able to doe (the more bealt I tay) I was tending 
| 


toulc Lord Timon iny {cltc,thele gentiemen can witneſle; 
but 1 would nor for the wealthof Athens I had don't now 
Commend me bountitully ro his good Lorcthin, and I 
hope his Honor will concerve the faireſt ot me, becauſe 
| have no power to be kind. And tell him this from me, 
| count it one of my greatelt afictions fay, that | cannot 
picalure ſuch an honorable Gentleman. Good Servelaes, 
wiil you betricnd mc fo tarre,as to ule mine owne words 
to him ? 
Sery, Yes ſir, 1 thall. . Exut Servilns, 
Luci. lie louke you out a good turne Servalans, 
True as you ſaid, Twmen is ſhrunke indecd, 
And he thats once deny'd, will hardly tpecd. Exit. 
| Doe you ob{crve this Hoftuam ? 
2 Ito well, 
1 Why this is the worlds ſoul, 
| And jaſt ofthe ſane peece | 
; Isevery Flatterers ſport : whocan call him his tricnd 
| That dips tn the ſame diſh ? For in my knowing 


| Timon has bin this Lords Father, 


; And kept his credit with his purſe : 

' Supported his cltate, nay Timmons money 

Has paid his men their wages. He ne're drinkes, 
But T*mons Silver treadsupon his Lip, 

And yer, oh ſce the monſtrouſneile of man, 
\Vhen he lookes out 19 an ungratctull ſhape : 


He does deny him (in reſpe of his) 


} 


gods I am aſham'd on't. Denyed that honourable man? | ny 
| Forhisright Noble mind, illuſtrious Vertue, 


—— 
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4 Timon of eA thens, IIS 
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; Norcame any of his bountics over me, | 


ho eee nr le I  I——_ ———_——— 


What charitable men aftoord to Beggers. 
3 Religion grones atit. ; 
1 For mine owne part, never taſted Timon in my lite, 


To marke me tor his Friend. Yetl proteſt. 


And honourable Carriage, 

Had hisneceility made ute of me, 

I would have put my wea'th into Donation, 
And the be(t half ſhould haue return'dto him, 
So mnch I love his hcart : But 1 perceive, 

Men muit learne now with pitty rodutpence, 

For policie fits above Contcience. Exenmt. | 


Enter 4 third ſervant with Sempronins, another 
of T wnons Friends. 


Sewp. Muſt he necds trouble me in't 2 Hum. 
Bove all others ? 
He might have tried Lord Laciw, or Luculls, 
And now Venridine is wealthy too, 
Whom he redcemd from priton. All theſe 
Owe their cltates unto him. | 
Ser, My Lord, ; 
They haveall bin rouch'd, and all are found Baſe-Mertle, 
Forthey have all deni-d him. 
Semp. How ? have they denyde him? 
Has Vearsdpes and Laculbu deny de bim, 
And does he fend to me ? Three ? Humh ? 
It ſhewes but lictle love, or judgement in him. 
Muſt T be his laſt Retuge? his friend ; (hke P hyſitians) 
That thriv'd, give him over. Muſt 1 take th'Cure upon 
Has much difgrac'd me in't, I'me angry at him, (me? 
That might have knowne my place. I fee no ſenſe tor't, 
Bur tus occaſions quight have wooed me ficlt : 
For inmy conſcience, 1 was the firſt man 
That ere recerved gitr trom him. 
And does he thinke to backwardly of menow, 
Thatllerequite it lait ? No: 
Soit way prove an Argument of Laughter 
To thireſt, and 'mongit Lords E be thought a Foole : 
Ide rather then the worth of thrice the tumnme, 
Had ſent tome hv [t, but tor my minds fake ; 
Ide ſuch a Courage to doe hin good, Burt now returne, 
And with cher tarit reply, this ant wer joyoe ; 
Who bates mimic honor, ſhall cot know my Coyne. Exit. 
Sera, Excclicnt : Y our Lorthips a goodly Villawe . the 
divell Knew not what he did, when he made man Poli- 
ticke ; he crofted himfclte by't : and I cannot thinke, bur ; 
in the end,the villanicsof man wiilter him cleerc. How 
fairely this Lord ſtrives to appeare toulc ? Ta! es Vertu- 
ous Copies to be wicked ; like thote, that und. r hot ar- 
dent zeale, would ict whole Realimes on tirc,ot ſuch 2 na- 
ture 1s his polittke love. 
This was my Lords beſt hope, now a'lare fled 
Save onely the gods. Now his friends are dead, 
Dooresthat were ne're acquainted with their VV ards 
Many a bounteous yeere, muſt be 1umploy'd 
Now to guard {ure their Maſter : 
And this 1s alla liberall courle allowes, 
Who cannot keepe his wealth, aruſt keepe hishouſe. Ex. 


Enter Uarrs 1man, meeting others, All Temons Creditors to 
wait for bus comming ont. Thenenter Lucus 
and Hortenſous. 


Var man. \cll met,good morrow Titze and Hortes/i11s | 
— T ties \ 
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Timon of Athens. 


Tv. Theliketo you (ind Varro, —_ 
Hort. Lucaus, what doe we mcet toget 
Lac. 1, and [ thinke one buſineſſe do's command us all. 
For mine ismoney. 
Ti. Soisthcirs, and ours. 
Enter Philota- 
Luci. And fir Philotus to0., 
7Phs. Good day at once. 
Luci. Welcome good Brother. 
W hat doe you thinke the houre ? 
Phil. Labouring for Nine, 
_ Luci. SOmuch? : 
Phil. Is not my Lord ſcene yet ? 
| Lact. Not yct. : 
| Phil. 1 wonder orft, hewas wont to ſhine at ſcaven. 
| Lac. I, bu: the dayes are waxt ſhorter with hum 3 
| You mult confider, that a Prodigall court e 
| Is like the Sunncs, but notlike his recoverable, 1 feare : 
Tis deepeſt Winter in Lord T«wons purie, that 1s: One 
may reach deepe enough, and yet find little, 
| Phil. Iamof your fearc, for that. 
Tir. Ile ſhew you howt'obtcrve a ſtrangeevent ; 
Your Lord icnds now for Monezy ? 
Hors. - Moſt truc, he does. 
Ti, And he weares Iewels now of Tsmons gutt, 
For which I waite for money. 
Fort. It is againit my heart+ 
Lnci. Marke how ſtrange it ſhowes, 
T mon in this, ſhould pay more then he owes : 
And &neas it your Lord ſhould weare rich lewels, 
Ad ſend tor money tor 'em. 
Hort, I me weary of this Charge, 
| The gods cagyvitneſle : 
' I know my Lord hath ſpent of Timers wealth, 
| And now 1ngratitude, makes it worſe then ſtcalkth, 
| Varro. Yes mine's three thouſand Crownes z 
| 


| 


| W hats yours ? 
Luci, [ive thouſand mine, 
| Fe, Tismuchdeepe, and it ſhould ſecme by th'\um 
{ Your Maſters conſidence was above minc, 
Elfe ſurely his had cquall” d. 
| Emer Flammu, 
| Ti, Oncot Lord Tamons men. | 
| Luc. Flaminins ? Sir, a word ; Pray is my Lord ready 
-1 ro come forth? 
| Flam. No, indeed be is not. 
Tu. Weattcid his Lordihip ; pray ſigntfie ſomuch. 
| Flam, Inccd nottell him that, he knowes you are too 
| diligent, | 
| Enter Stewardin a Cloake, muffled, 
Lncs. Ha : 15notthat his Steward muffledſo ? 
{ He goesaway in a Clowd : Call bim, call him. 
| Tu. Docyou heare, fir? 
| 27 arre. By your lcave, fir. 
; Grew. Whardee yeaske of me, my friend, 
Tu, We waite tor certaine Money heere, ir. 
Stew. I, if Moncy wereas certaine as your waiting, 
{ Twere ſure cnough. 
Why then preterr'd you not your ſummes and Billes 
| When your falſe Maſterscate of my Lords mcat ? 
| Then'they would ſmile and fawne upon his debts, 
| Andtake downe thiatreſt into their glutt*nous Mawes. 
| You doe your iclves but wrong, to ſtirre meup, 
| Ler me paſſe quietly ; 
| Beleeve't, my Lord andT have made an end, 
| I have no moreto reckon, he to ſpend. 


Lacs. I, but this anſwer will not ſerve, 
| Stew. Ift twill not ſerve, tis not ſo baſe as you, 
For you ſerve Knaves. | 
I Yarro, How? what does his caſheer'd Worſhip mut- 
cer ? 


z Varro, No matter what, he's poore, ard thats re- 
venge enough. Whocan ſpeake broader, then he that | 
has no houſe to put his head in? Such may rayle againit 
great buildings. 

Enter Servilow. 
; Ti, Oh heres Servilus; now we ſhall know ſome an- 
Wer. 
Serv, If I might beſeech you Gentlemen, to repayre 


ſome other houre, I ſhould derive much from'r.For tak't 
of my ſoule, my Lord lcanes wondrouſly ro diſcontent: 
his comfortable remper has forlooke him, hes much out 
of health,and keepes his Chamber. 
Laci- Many doe keepe their Chambers, arc not ficke : 
And if it be {o farre beyond his health, 
Me thinkes he thould the looner pay his debts, 
And makea cicare way to the gods. 
Servil. Good gods. 
Tut. We caunottake this for an{wer, (ir. 
Flemimns within, Servidins helpe, my Lord, my Lord. 
Emer T imon ina rage. 
Tim. What,are my dores oppoy'd againſt my paſlage? 
Have | binever free, and mult iny houtc 
Be my retentive Enemy? My Goale ? 
The place which 1 have Fealted, does it now 
(Like all Mankind) ſhew mean Iron heart? 
Lacs. Putin now Titus, 
Tu, My Lord, hcere is my Bill. 
Lucs, Heres mine. 
1 Yar, And mine, my Lord. 
2 Var. And ours, my Lord. 
Philo. All our Billes. 
Tem. Knocke me downe with em, cleave me to the 
Girdlc. 
Luc, Alas my Lord, 
Tim. Cut my hcart in lummes. 
Ti, Mine, fitcy Talents. 


T aw. T<ll out my bloud. 
Ine. Fivethouland Crownes, my Lord. 
Tim, Fivethouſand drops payes thar. 
What yours ? and yours ? 
1 Var. My Lord. 
2 Var. My Lord. 
Tm. Tcarc me, tale re, and the gods fall upon you 
Exit T imon, 
Hort. Faith I perceive our Maſters may throw their 
caps at their money theſe debts may well be call'd deſpe» 
rate ones, tor a madman owes em. Exeunt, 
Enter T «mon. 
Tim, They have ©ne put my breath trom me the 
ſlaves. Creditors? Divels. 
Stew. My deere Lord. | 
Twm, Wuhat if it hould be ſo? 
Stew, My Lord. 
Twm. Ile haveitſo. My Steward ? 
Stew. Heere my Lord. 
Tem. So fitly ? Goe, bid all my Friends againe, 
Lnews, Lucullu add Semprovins : All, 
Ile once more feaſt the Raſcals. 
Stew, O my Lord, you onely ſpeake from your diſtra- 


Red ſoule ; there's not lo much lefrto furniſh out a mo» 
dcrate Table. 


Timon, 
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Tim. Beit not in thy care : | | 
Goe I charge thee, invite them all, ſet in the tide 
Of Knaves once more: ny Cookeand Ile provide. Exeun. 


Emer three Senators at one doore, Alcibiades meeting them, 
with Attendants. 
1 Sen. My Lord, you have my voyce, too't, 
The faults Bloudy ; 
Tis necetfary he ſhould dye; 
Nothing imboldens finnc fo m1ch, as Mercy. 
2 Mott truc; the Law ſhall brute ems. 
eAlci. Honor, health, and compalhion to the Senate, 
1 Now Captaine. 
Alci. 1 am an humble Sutor to your Vertucs ; 
For puty is the vertue of the Law, 
And none but T yrauts ule it cruclly. 
| Irplcaſcs time and Fortune tolye heavy 
| Vpon a Friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath fteptinto the Law : whichis palt depth 
Tothole that ( without heed ) doe plur:dge intoo't. 
heisa Man (ſetting his Fate alide) of comely Vertucs, 
Nor did he ſoyle the fat with Coward :. 
(And honour in him, which buyes out his tault) 
But witha Noble Fury, and faire {pirit, 
Secing his Reputation touch'dto death, 
He did oppotc his Foe ; 
And with tuch ſober and unnoted paſſion 
He did bchoove his anger erc twas ſpent, 
As it he had but provV'd an Argument. 
t Sen. You undergoe too (trit a Paradox , 
Striving to make an ugly deedlooke faire z 
Your words have tooke ſuch paines, as they labourd 
To bring Mad-ſlaughter into forme, and ſet Quarrelling 
Vpon the head of Valour ; which indeed 
| Is Valour miſ-begor, and came into the world, 
When Sets, and Factions were newly borne. 
Hes truly Valiant, that can wilcly ſutier 
| The worſt that man can breath, 
| And make his wrongs, his Out-fides, 
| Towearethem like his Rayment, careleflely, 
| And ne're preſer1e his injuries his heart, 
| Tobring it into danger. 
| If wrongs be evills, and inforce us kill, 
What Folly ris, to hazard life tor ill. 
Ali. My Lord. 
1 Sen, You carnot make grollefinnes looke cleare, 
Turcvenge 15 no Valour, but to beare. 
Alict. My Lords, then under tavour, pardon me. 
If I ſpcake like a Captaine, 
Why doe fond men expoſe themſelves to Battcll, 
And 1107 endure all threats? gleepe upon't, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their throats 
Without repugnancy ?1t there be 
Such Valour in the bcaring, what make we 
Avroad? Why then, Wounen arc more valiant 
| hat ſtay at home, if Bearing carry it: 
And the Aſſe, more Captaine then the Lyon ? the fellow 
| Loader with Irons, witer then the Judge? 
' It Wiſcdome be in ſuffering. Oh my Lords, 
| AS you are great, be pittifully good, 
| Who cannot condemne rathneſle in cold blood ? 
| To kill, I grant, is ſinncs extreameſt Guſt, 
| But in defence, by Mercyytis moſt juft.. 
To de in Anger, is impiety : 
But whois Man, that is not Angry. 
Weigh but the Crime with this. 


| 


| His fervice doneat Lacedemon, and Bizantium, 


——_ 


| 
| 


| . * . . 
| Though his right arme might purchaſe his owne time, 
' Andbe indebt to none: yet more to move y ou. 
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| Souldicrs ſhould brooke as little wrongs as gods, 


— 


2 Sen, You breath in vainc. 
A'ci. Tnvaine ? 


Were a {wticient briber tor his life. 
I Yyhat's that? 
Alci. Why I ay my Lords ha's done faire ſervice, 
And flaine in tight many of your cnemies ; 
How tull of valour did he beare him{cltc 
In the Lift Couttit, and made plenteous wounds ? 


2 HE has made too inuch plenty with can 


Hes a lworne Riotor, he has a fwmne 
Thatofren drownes him, and cakes his valour pritoner, 
It there were no Fots, that were enough 
T9 overcome him. In that Beattl tury, 
He has din knowne to commir outrages, 
And cherriſh Factions. Tis interr'd co us, 
His daycS arc foule, and his drinke drangerous. 
1 Hedycs. 
Ales. Hard fate : he might have dyed in warre. 
My Lords, it not for any parts in him, 


Take my detcrts to his, and joyne em both. 
And tor I kaow, your reverend Ages love Security, 
lle pawwne my ViRorics, all my honoursto you, 
Vpon his good returnes. 
If oy this Crime, he owes the Law his life, 
Why let the Waare reccyye't in valiant gore, 
For Law is ſtriQ, and Warre is nothing more. 

1 Wearefor Law, hedyes, urge it no more 
On height of our diſpleaſure : Friend, or Brother, 
He forteits his o vne blood, that ſpilles another, 

Alci. Mult it be 10? It mult not bee : 
My Lords, I doe beſeech you know me. 

2 Howe 

eAFlci, Call me to your remembrences. 

3 What. 

Ales. I cannot thinke but your Age has forgot me, 
It could nor elſe be, I ſhould prove to bace, 
To ſucand be deny*de fuch common Grace. 
My wounds ake at you. 

1 Doc you darc vur anger ? 

Tis few words, but ſpacious in ctfect, 
We baniſh thee torever. 

Ales, Baniſh me ? 
Baniſh your dotage, baniſh uſury, 
That makes the Senate ugly. 

1 If after rwodaycs thine, Athens containe thee, 
Attend our waightcr ludgement, 
And not to {well our Spirit. 
He ſhall be executed preſently. 

Alci. Now the gods keepe you old enough, 

That you may live 
Onely in bone, that none may looke or you. 
I'm worſe then mad : + [nve kept backe their Foes 
While they havetoid their Money, and let our 
Their Coyne upon large intereſt. I my {lte, 
Rich onely in large hurts. All:hofe, for this ? 
Is chisthe Balſome, that the ufuring Senat 
Porwres into Captaines weunds ? ha Baniſhment, 
It comes nor ill : I hate not tobe banithe, 
It is a cauſe worthy my Spleene and Fury, 
That 1 may ſtrike at Athens. lie cheere up 
My difcontented Tr s, and lay for hearts : 
Tis honour with molt Lands to be at ods, 
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2 Ialſo wiſhitto you; I thinke this honourable Lord 
did but try us this ocher day- | 

2 'V pon that were my thoughts tyring when we en- 
countred. I hope it is not ſo low with him as he made 1t 


} ' = = | Pluck 

| 3 I coe conceive. | | | | Andi 

Emter divert Friends at ſeverall doorts. | Tam. Each gan to his ſtoole, with that ſpurre as hee | | Conv 

| would tothe lip of his miſtris:your dyer (hal be iq al pla- | | Doo' 

I The goodtime of day to you, fir. cesalike. Make not a City Fealit of it, to let the meat Rath 


coule, ere we canagree upon the firſt place. Sir, fir. 
The gods require our T hankes. 

Tow great Benefatters, ſprinkle our Society with Thanks. | 
fmlneſſe. For your owne guifts, make your ſelves pra'd : But 


ſeeme inthetriall of his ſeverall Friends. _ 

2 It ſhould not be, by the perſwaſion of his new Fea- 
| ſting. : 
| ' 1 ſhould thinke ſo: He hath ſent me an earneſt in- 
| viting, which many my ncere occafionsdid urge me to 
| 8 \ ur and 1 
| put off : but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, 
; mult necds appcare, 


2 Inlike manner wasT indebt to my importunat bu- 
fineſſe, but he would not heare my excuſe. | am forty, 
| when he {ent to borrow of mce, that my Proviſion was 
| out. 
| 1 Iamfickeof that griefe too, as I underſtand hoy all 
things goe. 

2 Every man heares ſo : what would he have borrow- 
wed of you ? 

1 A thouſand Peeccs. 

2 Athouſand Pceccs ? 

: What of you? 

2 He ſcntto me (ir 


Heerc he comes. 


Enter Timon and Attendand:. 

Tim. Withail my hcart Gentlemen both ; 2nd how 
tarc you? 

1 Everatthe beſt, hearing well of your Lordſhip. 

2 The Swallow followes not Summer more willing, 
then we your Lordſhip, 

Tim, Nor more willingly leaves Winter, ſuch Sum- 
' mer Birds arc men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not re- 
| compence this long [tay : Feaſt your cares with the Mu- 
; ficke a while ; if they will fare ſo harſhly o'th Trumpets 
| ſound; we ſhall tov'c preſently. 
| 1 Ihopeitremainsnot unkindly with your Lordſhip, 
| thatTIreturn'd you an empty Meſſenger. 
| Tm. Oiir, letitnot trouble you. , Y 
Fa My Noble Lord. 
| Twm. Al my good friend, what cheere? 


T be Banket br onght in. 
' 2 My moſt honorable Lord,I am c'ne ſickeot ſhame, 
; that when your Lordſhip the other day ſent to me, was 
| lountortunate a Begger. 
| Tem. Thinkenot on't, fir. 
ar If you had fent but two houres before. 
| Tum. Lctitnotcumber your better remembrance. 
| Come bring 1n alltogether. 
All cover'd Dithes. 
Royall Cheare, I warrant you. 
Doubt not that, if money and the ſeaſon can yeild it 
How doe you ? Whats the newes? 
Alcibrades is baniſh'd : here you of it. 
| Both, Alcubiades baniſh'd ? 
|} 3 Tis1o, be (ure of it, 
| 1 How? How? 
' 2 Ipray you upon what? 
Timm, My worthy Friends, willyoudraw neere ? 
| 3 letell you morcanon, Here's a Noble feaſt toward 
| 


by HJ ww 


2 This1s che old man ſtill, 
3 Wilt hold 2 Wilt hold ? 
2 Itdoes . but time will, and 0. 


reſerve i{1ll to prve, leaſt your Deities be deſpiſed, Lend tr each | 
manenough, that one neede not lend to another, For were your | 
Goabeads to borrow of men,men would forſake the gods. Make | 
the CMeate be beloved, mire then the Man that giveait, Ln | 
vo Aſſembly of Twenty, be without a ſcore of Villaies. If there | 
fit rwelve Women at the Table, let a doz.en of them be as they | 
| ave, T hereit of your Fees, O gods, the Senators of Athenz, 
| rogether with the common legge of People, what us amiffe in 
| them, you Gods, make [mteable for deſtruttion. For theſe my 
preſent Friend:, as they art to me nothing, ſown nothing bleſe 
them, and to nothing arethey welcome. 
Vncover Dogges, and lap, 

Some fpeake. What doc's his Lordſhip meane ? | 

Some other. I know not, 

Tm. May youa better Feaſt never bchold 
Yon knot of Mouth-triends: Smoke, and luke warme 
Is your perte(tion., This is Timmons laſt, ( water 
W ho ſ{tucke and ſpangled you with flatreries, 
Waſhes it oft, and iprinkles in your faces 
Your reeking v:llany. Live leath'd, andlong 
Moſt ſmiling, ſmooth, deteſted Paraſites, 
Curteous deftroyers,a#able Wolves, mecke Beares : 
You fooles of fortune, Trencher-friends, Time fiyes, 
Cap and knee Slaves, vapours, and Minute Iackes 
Ot Man and Beaſt, the infinite Malady 
Cruſt you quite o're, What do#lt thou goe ? 
Soft, take thy Phylicke firſt 5 thou too, and thou ; 
Stay I will lend chce money, borrow none. 

W hat ? All in Motion ? Henceforth be no Feaſt, 
W hercat a Villaine's nota welcome Gueſt. 
Burne houſe, finke Athens, henceforth hatcd be 


Of 7 :mon,Man, and ail humanity. Exit, I 
Ari 
| Enter the Senators, with other Lords, L 
Let 
1 How now, my Lords? [a 
2 Know you the quality of Lord 7 mens fury ? 

3 Puſh, dil youſec my Cap? So 
4 I have loſt my Gowne. Or 
1 Hes buta mad Lord,and nought but humors {waies Ar 
him. He gave mea lewell th'other day, and now he has q 
beate 1t out of my har. fr 
Did you {ce my lewell ? Fo 
2 Did you {ee my Cap. Sli 

3 Heereris. Li 

4 Heere lyes my Gowne. A 

1 Lets make no ſtay. V 

2 Lord Timens mad. V 


3 1 fee'|t upon my bones. 
4 One day he giues us Diamonds, next day ſtones: 


E xeunt the Senators, | 
| T! 
Enter Timon, | So 
| A 
Tim. Let me looke backe upon thee. Othoy Wall H 
{ That girdles in thoſe Wolves, dive in the carth, | Ir 


And fence not Athens. Mutrons, turne incontinent, | 
Obedgence fayle in Children : Slavesand Fooles 


Plucke 


— _ — 
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Plucke the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 


And miniſter in their ſteeds, rogenerall Filthes. 


| Convert oth'inftant greene Virginity, 


Doo't in your Parents eyes. Bankrupts, hold taſt 
Rather then render backe z out with your Knives, 


e-handed Robbers your grave Maſters arc, 
pill by Law. Maidetothy Maſters bed," 
Thy Milſtris is o'ch Brothell. Sonne of ſixteene, 
P.ucke thelyn'd Crutch from thy old limping Sire, * 
With it, beatc out his Braincs. Picty, and feare, 
Religion to the gods, Peace, Luſtice, Truths ; 
Domeſticke awe, Night-reſt, and Neighbour-hood, 
Inſtrution, Manners, Myſteries, and Trades, 
Degrees, Obſcrvances, Cultomes, and Lawes, 
Declinc to your contounding contraries. 
And yet Confuſion live : Plagues incidentto men, 
Your potent and inteRious Feavors, heape 
On Athe'15 ripe for ſtroke. Thou cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may hal: 
As lamcly as their Manners, Luſt and liberty 
Creepe in the Mindes and Marrowes of our youth, 
That gainſt the (treame of Yertue they may ſtrive, 
And ; ren themſelves in Riot. Itches, Blaines, 
Sowe all th' Athenian buſomes, and their crop 
Be generall Leproſie : Breath, infeR breath, 
That their Society (as their Friendſhip) may 
Be mcerely poyſun. Nothing lle beare from thee 
| But nakednefle , thou deteſtable Towne. 
' Take thouthat too, with multiplying Bannes : 
| Timon will tothe Woods, where he ſhall find 
| Th'unkindeſt Beaſt, more kinder then Mankind. 
' The gods confound (heare me you good gods all) 
: Th Athenians both within and out that Wall : 
 Andgraunt as T:mox growes, his hate may grow 
| Tothe whole race of Mankind, high and low. 
Amen. 


Ex. 
Enter Steward with two or three Servant 5. 


t Hcare you Maſter Steward, where's our Maſter? 
Are we undone, calt off, nothing remaining ? 
Stew. Alacke my fellowes, what ſhould I ſay to you ? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poOre as you. 
1 Sucha houſe broke ? 
So Noble a Maſter falne, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the are, 
And goe along with him. 
2 As we doeturne our backes 
From our Companion, throwne into his grave, 
$0 his Familiars to his buried Fortunes 
Slinke all away leave their falſe vowes with him 
Like empty purſes pickt. and his poore (clte 
A dedicated Bcggar tothe Ayre, 
Yith his diſcale, of all (hunn'd poverty, 
Walkes likes contempt alone. More of our Fellowes. 
Emer other Servants. 
Stew, All broken Implements of aruin'd houſe, 
3 Yer doe our hearts weare Temons Livery, 
That ſee I by our Faces : we are Fellowes t:ll, 
Serving alike in ſorrow : Leak'd is our Barke, 
And we poore Mates, ſtand on the dying Decke, 
Hearing the Surges threat ; we muſt all part 
Into this Sea of Ayre. 
Stew, Good fellowes all, 


And cut your Truſtersthroates. Bound Servants, itcale, | 


— CC ms a — 


The lateſt of my wealth Ile ſhare amongſt you. 
Where ever we ſhall meete, tor Timons ſake, 
Let's yet be Fellowes, Lets ſhake our heads, and ſay 
As twere a Knell unto our Matters Fortunes, 
We have fecue better dayes. Let cachtake ſome : 
Nay pur out all your hands: Not one word more, 
Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poore. 

Embrace and vart ſeveral wayer. 
Oh the tierce wretchedneſſe that glory bring us ! 
W ho would not with tobe from wealthexciapt, 
Since Riches point to Miſery and Contempt ? 
Who would be ſo mock'd with glory, or tolive 
But in a Dreame of tricndſhip, 
To have his pompe,and all what ſtate compounds, 
But onely painted like his varniſhe Friends : 
Poore honeſt Lord, brought lowe by his owne heart, 
V ndone by goodnefle : Strange unutuall blood, 
W hen mans worſt ſinne is, he dvu's roo much Good. 
Whothen daresto be halte fo kind 1gen ? 
For Bounty that makes gods, doe {till marre Men, 
My decrett Lord, blcſt to be mott accurtt, 
Rich onely to be wretched; thy great Fortunes 
Are made thy chiete Afictions. Alas (kind Lord) 
Hes flung in Rage from this ingratcfull Seate 
Of montlirous Fricnds : 
| Nor his he with lin toſupply his life, 
Orthat which can command it : 
Ile follow and enquire him out. 
He ever ſerve his minde, with my beſt will, 
W hillt I have gold, Ile be his Steward (till, 


—_— — 


—_— —  —  —_—— 


Exit. 
Enter Timon im the Woods. 


T aw. O bleſſed breeding Sun, draw from the carth 
Rotten hum/dity : below thy Sitters Orbe 
Infect the ayre. Twin'd Brothers of one wombe, 
W hole procreation, reſidence, and birth, 
Scarſc is dividant ; touch them with (everall fortunes, 
The greater ſcornes the leficr. Not Nature 
(To whom all fores lay {icge) can beare great Fortune 
But by contempt of Nature. 
Raiſe me this Begger, and deny't that Lord, 
The Senators ſhall beare comempr Hereditary, 
The Begger Natiue honor. 
It is the Paſtor Lords, the Brothers fides, 
The want that makes him leane : who dare whodares 
In purity of Manhood ſtand upright 
And ſay, this mans a flattercr. If one be, 
Soarethey all : for every grize of fortune 
Is ſmooth'd by that below. The Learocd pate 
Duckesto the Golden foole. Alls obliquy ; 
Theresnothing levell in our curied Natures 
Bur dire villainy. Thercfore be abhor1'd, 
All Feaſts, Societies, and Throngs of men. 
Hisſemblable, yea himſeife Timon difdaines, 
Deſtrution phang mankind, Barth yecld me Rootes, 
Who ſeckes for better of thee, tawce his pallate 
| With thy moſt operant Poyſon. What is heere ? 
| 


Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold ? 
No gods , Iamnoidlc Vortariſt, 

Roots youclcere Heavens. Thus much of this will make 
Blacke, white ; fowle, faire; wrong, right; 

Baſe, Noble y Old, young ; Coward, vallianr. 

Ha you gods ! why this? what this you gods 2 why this 
Will lugge your Priefts and Servants from your fides: 
Placke ſtout mens pillowes from below the heads. 
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| Will knit and breake Religions, bleſſeth'accurſt, | 


That makesthe wappen'd Widdow wed againe ; 
Shee, whom the Spittic-houte, and vicerous fores, 
Would caſt the gorge at. This Embalmes and Spices 
To'tWAprill day againe. Come damn'd Earth,” 
Thou common whore of Mankind, that puttes oddes 
| Among the rout of Nations, I will makethce. 

| Doe thy right Nature. March afarre of. 
| Ha? ADrumme? Thrartquicke, 

| Bur yerllc bury te: : Thou't goc (ſtrong Theete): 

| When Gowry keepersef thee cannot Gand : 

| Nay llay thou out for carnelt. 


| Enter Alcibiades with Drumme and F ift in warkks manner 
and P ln ynia, and Timandra- 


Alci. \W hat artthou there ? ſpeake. 
Tim. A bealt 25thou art, The Canker gnaw thy heart 
For ſhewing me againe the cyes of man, 
Alci, What isthy name ? 1s man {© hatefall to thee, 
That art thy ſclfea Man ? 
Tim, 1 ain Afiſan thropor, ard hate Mankind. 
For thy part, | doc with thou wert a dogge, 
That I might love thee togmxcthing, 
Alcs. 1 know thee well ; 
Butin thy Fortunes am unlearn'd, and ſtrange. 
Tum. I know theeto, and more then that I know thee 
I not defire toknow, Follow thy Drumme, 
\W ith mans blood paint the ground Gules, Gules ; 
Religious Cannons, civill Lawes are cruell, 
Then what ſhould warre be ? This f: ll whore of tbane, 
; Hath in her more deſtrution then thy Sword, 
| For all her Cherubin looke. 
Thrus, Thy lips rot off, 
Tm. | willnot kiflethec, then the rot retirnes 
| To thine owne lippes agaluee 
Hci. How came the Noble 7 smon to this change 2 
Tim. Asthe Moune doe's, by wanting light to give : 
But then renew 1 could not like the Moone, 
I hcre were no Sunnes to borrow of. 
Alci, Noble Timon, what tricudſhip may I doe thee ? 
Tim, None, but co meintaing my opiniors 
Ales, What is it Tomon ? 
Tim. Promi'e mc Friendſhip, but pertorme none. 
If thou wilt not promiſe, the Gods plague thee, for thou 
art ama! ; 
thou art 2 ma. 
Alci. 1 have heard in {ome fort of thy Mitcrics. 
Tim. 1houfawlt them when I had proſperity, 
eAlci. i \ccthem now, then wasa bleſied time, 
Tim, A5thincisnow, held with a brace of Hariots. 


— — 
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Times, Isthis th'Athenian Minion, whom the world, 


\ O\ cd {0 regardtally ? 

[1mm. Arttchou Trimanard / Taman, Yes. 
| Tim. Bca whore (tiil, they love thee notthar ule thee, 
| giveth:mdiſcalcs, leaving with thee their Luſt. Make 

ute ofthy ſalt houres, ſ{caton the flaves tor Tubbes and 
Bathes, bring downe Roſe-checkt youth to the Fuofalt, 
| andthe Dict. 
! Times. Hang thee Monſter, 
| Aa. Tardonhim ſweet Trmears, for his wits 
| Arc drown'dand loſt in his Calamites, 


: 
: 


ifchou do'ſt pertorme, confound thee, for | 


I have bur little Gold of late, brave Twmen, | 
The want whereof, doth dayly make revolt 
In my penurious Band. 1 have heard and greev'd 
How curſcd Athens, mindleſſe of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour itites 
But tor thy Sword and Fortune trod upon them. 
7 mm, | prethce beate thy Drum, and get thee gone. 
Ales. 1] am thy Friend, and putty thee deere 7 mon, 


_ es —_— 


| Tm.Huw doeſtthou pitty him whom thou Colt trov- | 


I had rather bealone. 
Alct. Why farethee well : 
Heerc is ſome gold for thee. | 
Tiw, Keepe it, cannot cat it. | 
Alci, When have laid proud Athens on a heape. 
Tim, Warr'lt thou,gainſt Athcns, | 
Ali, 1 Trmen, and bave cauic. | 
Tim. The gods confound them all in thy Conquelt, | 
And thee after, whenthou haſt Conquci'c. | 
Alc: \\ hy me, Timon? 
Twm, T hatby killing ot Villaines 
Thou was't borne to conquer my Country. 
Put up thy Gold. Go on, heercs Gold, gor 0!:; 
Bc as a Planretary plague, whom love 
\WViil ore fomie high-V ic d City, hang lus poyton 
in the licke ayre : |ct not thy 1 word $K1p ONE » 
Pitty not honow'd Age for his white Beard, 
He 1s an Viurer. Strike methe counterter Matrons 
It is her habite onely, that is honctt, 
Her {clfrs a Bawd. Let notthe Virgins checke 
Make ſott thy trenchant Sword: tor thulc Milke pappes 
That through the window Barne bore at mens cycs, 
Are not within the Leafe of pitty writ, 
But (ct them down horrible T raitors.Spare notthe Babe 
Whoſe dimpicd ſmiles from Fooles exhault their mercy; 
Thinke it a Baſtard, whom the Otocle 
Hath doubrttully pronounced, the thvoat ſhall cut, 
And mince it {ans remorſc. Sw caic againtt Ovyects, 
Put Armour or thins carcs, and on thine cycs, 
Whoſe proofe, nor y: 1s of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes 
| Nor ſight of Priclts in holy Veſtments blecding, 
Shall piercea jor. Theres Geld to pay thy Suuldicrs, 
Make large confuſion : and thy fury ipent, 
Countounded be thy ſafe. Speake nor, be gone. =» 
| Ate, Haſtthongold yer, lic takethe gold thou givelt 
| me, n0t all thy Counſc!l. 
| 7m. Doſt thou cor doſt thou not, Heavens curic upon 
| thee. : 
Beth, Give us ſome Gold 200d Timen, haſt thou morc? 
| 7mm. Enoughto make a Whore forſweare her Trade, 
And tomake Whores, a Bawd. Hold up you Sluts 
Your Aprons mountant ; you arc not Othablc, 
\!1though I know you'll tweare, terr!bly lweare 
Into (trong ſhudders, and to heavenly Agucs 
Th'immortail gods that heare you. Spare your Oathes: 
letruſt royour Centitions, be whores {till. 
And he whoſe pious breath ſeekes to convert you, 
Be trong in W hore, allure him, burne him up, 
Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoke, _ 
And beno turne-coats - yet may your paines fix mouths 
Be quite contrary. And Thatch : 
Your poorethin Roofes with burthens cf the dead, 
(Some that were hang'd) no matter ; : 
Wearethem, betray withthem ; Whore fill, 
Paint till a horſe may myre upon your face : 
A pox of wrinkles. 
t, Both. Well, incre Gold, what then ? 
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Be ceve't that wee'l do any thing for Gold. 

Tiw. Conlumptions fowe 
In hollow bones of man, ſtrike their ſharpe ſhinnes, 
And marre mens ſpurring-Cracke the Lawyers voyce, 
T hit he may never more falſe Title pleade, 
Nor (ound his Quillets ſhrilly ; Hoare the Flamen, 
That ſcold'{t againlt the quality of fleſh, 
And not beleeves himſcife. Downe withthe Note, 
Downe with it flat, take the Bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foreiee (bald 
Smels from the generall weale. Make curld'pate Rufhans 
And let the unſcarr*dBraggarts of the Warre 
Deriue ſome paine from you. Plagveall, 
That your Activity may defeate and quell 
The ſourſe of all Eretion. There's more Gold. 
m__ damne othcrs, and let this damne you, 
Andditches grave you all. 

beth. More countcll with more Money , bounteous 
[wnom. 

Tim. More whore, more Miſchcefc firlt, I have given 
you carnett. 

Ale. Strike up the Drum towardes Athens, farewell 
Timn ; it I thrive well, le uifit thee againe. 

Tim. It I hope well, Ile never {cethee more, 

eAlc. I never did the harme. 

Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'{t well of me. 

Ale, Call'ſt thou thatbarme ? 

Ti. Men dayly finde it,Get thee away, 
And take thy Beagles withthee, 

Ale. We but oftend him, ftrike. Fxennt. 

Tm. That Nature being ſicke of mans unkindnefſe 
Should vet be kungry: Common Mother, thou 
Wholc wombe vamcatureable, and intinite breit 
Teemes and feedsal!: whole ſelteſame Metrle 
Whereof thy proud Child (arrogant man) is puff, 
Engenders the blacke T oad, and Adder blew, 
The gilded Newt, and eyclefle venom'd Worme, 
With all t*abhorred Births below Criſpe Heaven, 
Whereon Hypersone quickning fire doth ſhine: 
Yeeld him,who ail the humane Sonnes do hate, 
From toorth thy plentious bolome,one poore roote; 
Enſcare thy Fertile and Conceptions wombe, 
Let it 0 more bring our ingratctull man, 
Loe great with T ygers: Dragons, Wolues, and Beares, 
Teeme with new Moaſters. whom thy upward face 
Hathto the Marbled Manſion all above 
Never preſented. O,a Root, deare thankes : 
Dry up thy Marrowes, Vincs, and Plovgh-torne Les, 
Whereof ingratefull man with Licourith draughts 
And Morſels Vn&ious, greaſes his pure minde, 
That from ir all Conlideration flippe$=—— 

Enter eApemanti. 


| More man ? Plague, plague. 


Ape, I was directed hither. Menreport, 
Thou dolt atfect my Manners, and doft uſe them. 
Tim. 'Tis then, becauſe thou Coſt nor keepe a dogge 
Whom I would imitate, Conſumption catchthee. 
Ape. This is intheea Nature but infected, 
Apoorcunmanly Melancholy ſprung 
From change of future, Why this Spadezthis place? 
This Slave like Habit, and theſe lookes of Care ? 
Th Flatterersyert weare Silke, drinke Wine,lyeſofs, 
Hugge their difcaſed Perfumes, an have forgot 
That ever Twmon was. Shame not theſe Woods, 
By putting onthe cunning of a Carper, - 
Bethou a Flatterer now, and ſeeke to thrive 


ee 
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By that which ha's undone thee ; hindge tky knee, 
And let his very breath whom thou'le oblerve 
Biow of thy Cap : praiſe his moſt vicious ſtraine, 
And call it excellent : thou waſt told thus : 
Thou gay'ſt thine cares (like Tapſters, that bid welcome) 
To Knaves, and all appruachers: 'Tis molt 1utt 
That thou turrc Ratcal;, had'itthou wealth againe, 
Raicalls ſhould have't, Do nor afſure mv likencfe, 
Tus, \Vhere I like thee, I'de throw away "ny (cite. 2 
eſpe. Thou halt caſt away thy ſelfe, being itxe thy feite 
A Madman fo long, now a Foole: wha: think {t 
Thatthe bleake ayre, thy boytterous Chamverlamne 
Will putthy ſhict on warme? Will theſe moytt Trees, 
That have out-liv'd the Eagle, page thy heeles 
And skip when thou point'it our? Will the cold brooke 
Candicd withylce, Cawdle thy Morning tilte 
To cure thy o're-nights ſurfer ? Callthe Creatures, 
W hoſe naked Natures live in all the ſpight 
Of wrekefull Heaven, whoſe bare unhouſed Trunkes, 
Tothe conflicting Elements expas'd 
Anſwer mecre Nature : bid them flatter thee, 
O thou (halt finde. 
Tim. A Foole of thee : depart. 
Ape. I lovethe better now, then ere I did. 
Tm. | ate thee worſe, 
eApe. Why? 
Tim, Thou flatter'ſt milery. : 
Ape. 1 flatter nor,but fay thou arta Caytiftc. 
Tim, Why do'lt thou tecke me our ? 
Ape. To vex thee. 
Tim, Alwaics a Villaines Othice, or a Fooles. 
Dot pleaſe thy (elte in't ? 
Ape. 1. 
Tw. What, a Knave too? 
*Ape. If thou did'(t put this owrecold habit oh 
To caltigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou 
Dot it enforcedly : Thou'dt Counticr be againe 
Wert thou not Beggar: willing mitery 
Our-lives : in certaine pompe, 15 crown'd before : 
The one is filling Nil, never complear ; 
The other, at high with : beſt ſtate Contentleſle, 
Hath a diſtracted and moſt wretched being, 
Worlſerhen the worſt, Content. 
Thou ſhould'ſ deſire rodye, being milcrable. 
Tim. Not by his breath, that is more mitcrable.. 
Thou art a Slave, whom Fortunes tenderarme 
With tavour never claſpt : but bred a Dogge. 
Had'ſt thou like us from our firſt ſwath proceeded, 
The {weet degreesthat this breete world affords, 
To ſuch as may the pallive drugges of ir 
Freely command'it : thou would'ſt have plung'd thy (elfe 
In generall Rior, melted downe thy youth 
In dierent bedqs of Luſt, and never learn'd 
The lcie precepts of reſpeR, but followed 
Tye gugred game before thee. But my lelte, 
Who had the world as my Confectionary, 
The mourthes, the tongues, theeyes,and bearts of men, 
At duty more then I could frame employments ; 
That numberleſſe upon the ſtucke, as leaves 
Doon the Oake, have with one Winters bruſh 
Fell from their boughes, and left me open bare, 
For every ſtorme that blowes. I ro beare this, 
Thar never knew bur better, is {ame burthen : 
Thy Nature, did commence 1m {afferance, Time 
| Hath made the hard in't. Why ſhonld'ſt they hate Men? 


| 


They never flatter'd thee. you halt thou given? 
It 
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Timon of «A thens. 


If thou wilt curſe: thy Fathcr(that poore ragge ) 
Muſt be thy ſubic ; who intpighr put ftutte 
To ſome ſhce-Begger, and compounded thee 
Poore Rogve, hereditary, Hence be gone, 
If thou hadſt nor becne borne the worlt of men, 
Thou hadſt bene a Knave and Flartercr: 

Ape. Art thou proud yet ? 

7 wn, |, that Iam not the. 

Ape. |, that I wasno Prodigall, 

Tus, 1, that I am oncnow. 
Werecall the wealth I have ſhut up 1athee, 
I'd give the icave to hange it, Get the gone 
That the whole life of Athens were in this, 
Thus would I cate it. 

Ape. Heerc, 1 will mend thy teaſlt. 

7 im. Firſt mend thy company, takeaway thy elfe, 


Ape. $01 ſhall mend mine owne, by thiacke of thine | 


Tim. 'Tis not well mendcd to, 1t is but botchr; 
Tf not, I wouldit were. 
Ape. What would'ſt thou have to Arhens ? 
Tim. Thee thither in a whirlewind 7 if thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have Gold, looke, 1o I have. 
Apr. Heereis noulc tor Gold. 
Twm. The beſt, and truclt : 
For here it ſlcepes,and do's no hyred harm. 
Ape. Where lyeſt a nights Timon ? 
Twm. Vnder that's above mc. 
W here feedit thou a- dayes Apemania ? 
Ape. Where my ſtomacke ftindes mcate, or rather 
wherc I catc ir. 
7m.\W ould poyſon were obcdicnt,and knew my mind 
Ape. Where would'it thou {cnd it? 
Tam. To fawce thy diſhes. 
pe: The middle of Humanity thou never knewelt, 
but the extremity of both cads, When thou walt in thy 
Gilt, and thy Perfume , they mockt thee for too much 
Curioſity : in thy Ragges thou kno welt none, but art de- 
ſpis'd tor the contrary. Ther's a meclcr tor thee, cats it» 
Tim. On what I hatc, I feed not. 
Ape. Do'it hatc a Medicr - 


| 


Tw, l,though itlookelikgthee. 


Ape. And th'had(t hated M&dlers fooner,thou ſhould'ſt | 


have loved thy ſelfe better now. What mandidd'ſt thou 
ever know unthritt, that was beloved after his meanes ? 

Tim. Who without thoſe mcanes thou talk.'ſt of, did(t 
thou ever know belov'd ? 

Ape, My lelfe. 

Tiw. I underſtand thee : thou had'{} ſome mcanesto 
keepe a Dogge. 

Apwm, What things in the world canſt thou neereſt 
compare tothy Flatterers ? 

Tm. Women neereſt, bur men : mcn are the things 
themſclves, What would'ſt thou do with the world A- 
pemantm, if it lay inthy power ? F 

Ape. Give itthe Bealts,to be rid of the men. 

Tww, W ould'ſt thou have thy iclfe fall in the confuſion 
of men, and remaine a Bea(t with the Beaſts. 

Ape. 1 Timon. 

Tim, A bcaſtly Ambition, which the Goddes grant 
thee Cattaine ro. It thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee : it thou wertthe Lambe, the Foxe would 
eate thee : ifthou wert the Fox, the Lion would ſuſpet 
thee, when peradventure thou wert accus'd by the Aſſe : 
If thou vert the Aſee, thy dulneſic would torment thee : 
and till chou liu'dit but as a Breakefaſt rothe Wolfe. 1ft 


| #nd oft thou ſhold'ſt hazard thy life for thy dinner, Wert 
| thou the Ynicorne, pride and wrath would confound 
| thee, and make thine owne {clfe the conqueſt of thy fury, 
| Wert thou a Bearc, thou would'ft be kil'd by the Horle: 
| wert thou a Horſe, thou would'ſt be feaz'd by the Leo- 
_ : wertthou a Leopard, thou wert Germane tothe 
; Lion, and the ſpottes of thy Kindred, were Iurors on thy 
; life. All thy ſafety were remotion, andthy defenceab- 
' lence. What Bcatt could'ſt thou bee, that were not ſub- 
jet roa Bratt : and what a Beaſt art thou already, that 
(celt not thy loſle in transformation. 
' 4pe. It thou could'ſt plcale me 
; With ſpeaking tome thou might'ſt 
' Have hit upon it heere. 
| The Common wealth of Athens, is become 
| A Forreſt of Beaits* 
| Tam. How ha's the Aſſe broke the wall, that thou art 
| out of the City, 
| Ape. Yondercomesa Poet and a Painter - 
| The plague of Company light upou thee: 
| I will tearetocatch it, and give way- 
| WW hen I know not what elic to do, 
; Nefcerhe againe. 
| Tum. When theres nothing livingbut thee, 
; Thou ſhalt be welcome. 
| 1 had rather bea Bcggers Dogge, 
Then « Aprmantm. 
Ape. Thou art the Cap 
Of all the Fooles alive. 
Tim, Wouid thou wert cleane enough 
To pit upon, 
| Ape. Aplaguconthee, 


| Thouart roo bad tocurics 
| Tan, All Villaincs 
| That do ſtand by thee,are pure. 
| Ape. There isno Leproie, 
| Bt what thou ſpeak'ſt, 
Twm. It | name thee, Ile beate thee; 
Bur 1 ſhould infect my hands. 
eFpe. 1 would my tongue 


Tim. Away thou iflue of a mangy dogge- 
Coller does kill me, 
That thou art alive, I iwoond to ſee thee, 
Ape, Would thou would'{t burft, 
Tim. Away thoutcdious Rogue, I am ſorry I ſhall lole | 
a {tone by thee, | 
Ape. Belt. 
T wn, Slave. 
Ape. Toad. 
| Tum, Rogue, Rogue, Rogue. 
T am ſicke of this falfe world, and will love nought 
But wen the meere neceſſiucs upon't x 
Then Tiwmon preicutly prepare thy grave : 
| Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beatc 
Thy grave-ſtone dayly, make chine Epitaph, 
Thatdeath in me, at others lives may laugh. 


Could rotthem off. | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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O thov ſweete King-killer, and dearedivorce 

Twixt naturall Sunveand fire; thou bright defiler 
of Himews pureſt bed, thou valiant Mars, | 
Thou ever, young, freſh, loved,and delicate woocer, | 
Whoſe bluſh doth thawe the conſecrated Snow 
That lies on Dians lap. 

Thou viſible God, 

Thar ſouldreſt cloſe I ibilities. 


thou wert the Wolte, thy greedineſle would afflit thee, 


And mak'ft them kifle ; that ſpeak'ſt with every a | 
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Toevery e ; O thou touch of hearts, 
Thinke t ve-man rebels, and by thy vertue 
Set them into confounding oddes, that Beaſts 
May have the world in Empire 

Ape. Would'twere ſo, 
But not till I am dead, 1lefayth'haſt Gold : 
Thou wilt be throng'd too ſhortiy. 

Tim. Throng'd too ? 

Ape. I, 

Twm. Thy backe I prythee, 

Ape. Live, and love thy mitcry, 

Tun. Long live ſo,and fodye. 1 am quit. - 

Ape. Mo things like men; 
Eate T mos, and abhorre then. Exu Apeman 


Emter the Bandetts. 


1 Where ſhould he have this Gold? It is ſome poore 
Fragment, ſome ſlender Ort of his remainder : the meere 
want of Gold, and the falling from of his Friendes, drove 
him into this Melancholly- 

2 Irtisnoisd 
He hoth a maſſe of Treaſure, 

3 Let us make the aflay upon him, if he care not for'r, 
be will ſupply us eafily : if he couerouſly reſcrue it; how 
ſhall's get it 

2 True: for he beares it notabour him : 

Tis hid. 

1 [snot this hee ? 

All, Where ? 

2 Tis his deſeription. 


1 3 He? I know him. 


All, Save thee Timon, 

Tw. Now Theeves. 

All, Soldicrs, not Theeres. 
Twin. Both too,and womens Sons. 
All, Wearenot Theeves, but men 
| That much do want. 

Tim. Your greateſt want is, you wont muchof neat : 
Why ſhould you want? Behold, the Earth hath Roores : 
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 

The Oakes beare Maſt, the Briers Scarlet Hips, 
The bounteous Huſwife Nature, on each buſh, 
Layes her tuil Meſſe before you. Want? why Want ? 
t Wecanmotlive on Gralle, on Berries, Water, 
As Beaſts,and Birds,and Fiſhes. 
Ti Nor on the Beaſts them{clves, the Birds and Fiſhes, 
You mult cate men. Yet thankes I mult youcon, 
That you are Theeves profeſt : that you worke not 
In holier ſhapes : Forthere 1s boundleſſe Theft 
Inlimited Profellions. Ralcail Theeves 
' Heere's Gold. Go, ſucke the ſabtle blood o'th Grape, 
Tilt the high Feavour feeth your blood to froth, 
And fo ſcape hanging. Truſt not the Ph, ſitian, 
His Antidotes are poyſon, and he ſlayes 
Moe then you Rob : Take wealth, and live together, 
Do. Vilaine do, fince you proteſt to doo't. 
Like Workemen, Ile example you with Theevery : 
The Sunnes a Theete, and with his great attration 


er re W 


Robbes the valte Sea, The Moores an arrant Theefe, 
And her pale fire, (he ſnatches from the Sunne- 

The Scas a Theefe, whoſe liquid Surge, reſolues 

The Moone into Salt teares. The Eartt's a Thecfe, 
That feeds and breeds by a compoRture ſtolne 

From gen'rall excrement : each think's a Theefe, 


The Lawes, your curbe and whip, in their rough power 


Ha's uncheck'd Thett. Lovenor your Glemanyy,—— 
» 


Robone another, there's more Go!d, cut throates 
Alithat you meete are Theeves : io Athens go, 
Breake open {hoppes, nothing can you ſealc 
Bur T heeves do looſe it : ſteale lefle, for this I give you 
And Gold confound you howſoere : Amen. 

3 Has aloft charm'd mefrom my Profeſſion, by per- 
{wading me to it. 

I 'Tisin the malice of mankinde, that he thus adviſes 
vSnotto have vs thrive in our myltery, 

2 lle beleeve him as an Enemy, 
And give over my Trade. 

1 Letvs firlt ſee peace in Athens, there is no tumeſo 
miſerable but a man may be true. E xennt T heeves, 


Enter the Stwer d ts T i908. 


Stw. Oh you Gods ! 

Is yon'ddifpts'd and ruinons man my Lord ? 

Full ot decay and faylmg? Oh M{onumenc 

And wonder of good deeds, evilly beſtow'd ! 

What an alteration of Honur has deip'rate want made ? 
What vilder thing upon the earth, then Friends, 

Who can bring Nobleſt mindes,to baſeſt ends, 

How rarely doesit meete with this times guiſe, 

When man was withttolove his Enemies : 

GrantI may everlove, and rather woo 

Thoſe that would miſcreefe me, then thoſe that doo. 
Has caught me in his eye, I will preſent my honelt griefe 
unto him; and as my Lord, (till ſerve him with my life, 
My deereſt Maſter. 

Twm. Away : whar art thou ? 

Stew, Have you forgot me-Sir ? 

Tim. Why doſt aske that? I haue forgot all men. 

Then if thou grunt'it th'art a man, 
I have forgot thee. 
Stew, An honeſt poore {eruant of yours, 
Tim. Then I know thee not : 
I never had honcſt man about me, 1 all, 
1 kept were Knaves, to ferve in mexe co Villeenes, 

Stew. The Gods are witneſle, | 
Nev'r did poore Steward weare a truer greefe | 
For his undone Lord, then mine eyes for you» 

Tim, What dolt thou weepe ? 

Come necrer. then I love thee 

Becauſe thouart a woman, and diſclaim'tt 

Flinty mankinde: whoſc eyes donever give, 
Burt 
Strange times that weepe with laughing, not with wee- 

Stew. I begge of you to know me, good my Lord, 

T accept my greete, and whilſt this poore wealth laſts, 
To entertaine me as your Steward (lll. 

Tim, Had I a Steward 
So rue, ſo iuſt, and now ſo comfortable ? 

It almoſt turnes my daungerous Nature wild. 
Let mebchold thy face : Surely, this man 
Wazborncof woman, 

Forgive my generall, and exceptleſie raſhneſſe 


ow Luſt and Laughter : pittie's fleeping : (ping. | 
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You perpetuall fober Gods. I do prociaime 
One honeſt man : Miſtake me not, but one : 
No more l pray, and hee's a Steward. 

How faine would Ihave hated all mankinde, 
And thoa redeem'ſt thy ſelfe. Butall fave thee, 
I fell with Cutſes, 
Me thinkes thou art more h@veſt now then wiſe : 


For, by oppreſſingand __ mee, 
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Timon of eA thens. 


Thou might't have ſooner got another Service ; 


For many, ſo arrive at ſecond Maiters, 


Vpon there firit Lerds necke. Bur tell me true, 


(tor I mult ever doubt, though ne'rc fo lure) 
Isnotthy kindneſlc !ubtle. couctous, 


If not aVſuring kindoeſſe, and as rich men deale Guitts, 


Expcating in returne twenty tor one ? 


Stew No wy moſt worthy Maſter, in whoſe brelt 


Doubt, and tuſpedt (alas) are place to late : 


You ſhould have fear'd talic times, when you did Fealt. 


Suſpect {HI comes where ancltate 15 leaſt, 


That which I ſhew, Heaven knowes, 15 nacerely Love, 


Duty,and Zcale, to your unmarched minde; 
Careof voar Food and Living, aid velceve it, 
My moit honovr'd Lord, 

For any benefit that pointsto mee, 

EitherIn hope, or pretent, 1'de exchange 


For this one wiſl, thatycu had power and weakh 


To requite me, by making rich your elfc. 


Tim, Looks the 'tis fo ; thou tingly boneſt man, 


Hecretake : the Gods out of my milery 


E's tent the Treaftre. Go, live rich and happy. 


But thus condation'd 3: Trhou (halt build from 1nen: 


Hate ail,curfc all, ſhew Charity tonouc, 
Burt let the famitht fleſh flide trom the bone, 
Ere thou releeve the Begger, Give to dogges 


\W hat thou denyeſtto men. Let Prifons fwallow em, 
Dcbts wither'em to nothing, be men like blatted woods 


And may Dricatcs licke vp tet; faite bloods, 
And {o tarewell, and thrivc. 


Stew. O lct me ſtay and comfort you my Maſter: 


Tm. It thou bat'!t Curics 
Stay not: flye, whilſt thou art bleſt and tree : 
Ne're lee thou man, aud let mc ne're {cethee. 


Enter Poet, and Painter, 


E xi * 


Pain. As I tooke note of the place, it cannot be farre 


W here he abidcs, 
Poer.. What'sto be thought ct him ? 

Does the Rumor | old for tiue, 
Thar hee's fo full of Gold ? 

Pamter. Certain. 
Alcibiades reports it : Phriniaand Tomandra 
Had Gold of him he likewite enrich'd 
Pgore {tragling Soldiers, with great quantity. 
Tisfaide, ne gave unto his Steward 
A might) ſumme. 

Poet. then this breaking of his. 
Ha's beene but & try tor his Fiicnds ? 

Pawiter, Nothing e|ic : 
Youſhali ſee him a Palme1n Athens againe, 
And flovrich with che higheſt- 
Theretore, 'r1s not amiſle, we tender our loves 
To him, in this ſuppos'd diſtreſle of tas ; 
it will hew honeſtly in us, 
And is very likely,to loade our purpoſes 
W it what they travaile for, 
lt1: ve a1alt and true report; that goes 
Ot his having, 

oct W wat have you now 
To preſent unto him ? 

PF aviter. Nothing at this time 
Bur ny Viſitation : onely L4vill promite him 
An excellent Pcece. 

Poet. | euit {erue hiv foro; |; 


Teli him of an intent chac's comming toward him. 
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Parnter, Good as the beſt 
Promitng, is the very Ayre o'th'Time ; 
It opens theeyes of ExpeRation. 
Pertormance, is ever the duller for his ate, 
And but in the plainer and ſimpler kind of people, 
The deede of Saying is quiet out of uſe. 
To promile, is moit Gourtly and falhionable ; 
Pertormance, is a kind of Will or Teſtament 
W hich argues a great ſickeneſle in his iudgement 
That makes it. 


Enter T umon from hi Cave' 


Timen. Excellent Workeman, 
Thou canlit nor paint a mat {0 badde 


| Asis thy ſeltc. 


_— — — — 


Poet. I am thinking 
V har I ſhall fay I bave provided for him : 
It muſt be a perſonating of himſclfe: 
A Satyre againſt the ſottneſle.of Proſperity, 
Waitha Ditcovery of the infinite Flatterics 


' Thatfollow youth and opulency. 
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Tamon. Muſt thou needes 
Stand fora Villaine inthine owne Worke ? 
VV 1ltthou whip thine owne faults in other men ? 
Do fo, I have Gold fo; thee, 
Poet. Nay let'sſeeke him, 
Then do we finne againſt our owne eſtate, 
\V hen we may protit mecte, and come too late, 
Pamter, Truc : 
\V hentheday ſcrucs before blacke=corner'd night ; 
Finde what thou want'{t, by tree and offer'd light. 
Come, 
Tum, Ile mecte you at the turne : 
What a Gods Gold, that he is worſhipt 
In a baſer Temple, then where Swine teede ? 


'Tisrhou that 11g2'\t the Barke,and plow'lt the Fome, 


Setlelt admired reverence in a Slave, 
Tothee be worſhipt, and thy Saints for aye : 
Be crown'd wuth Plagucs, that thec alone obay. 
Fit I meetethem. 
Poet, Haile worthy Timon, 
Pain, Qurlate Noble Maſter. 
Timon. Have I once liv'd 
Toſce two honelt men ? 
Poet, Sir: 
Having otten of your open Bounty teited, 
Hearing you were retyr'd, your Friends falne off, 
W hole thankelc(ic Natures (O abhorred Spirits) 
Notall the W hippes of Heaven,are large enough, 
Whatgo you, 
\V hefe Starre-like Noblencſle gave life and influence 
Totheir whole being ? I am rapt, and cannot cover 
The monſtrus bulke of this Ingratitude 
With any ze of words. 
Timon. Let it go, 
Naked men may 1ce't the better : 
You that are honeit, by being what yov are, 
Make them beſt ſcene, and knowne, 
Pan, He, and my ſcltc 
Have travail'd inthe great ſhowre of your guitts- 
And ſweetly felt it. 
T*«mon, I, you are honeit men. 
Painet, We are hither come 
To otter you onr levice. 
Twnoy, Moſt honeſt men. 
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Why how ſhall I requite you ? 
Can you cate Roots, and drinke cold water, no? 
Both, What.wecan do, 
Wee'l do to do you ſeruice. 
Tim. Y'arc honeſt men, 
Yhave heard that I haye Gold, 
| am ſure you have, ſpeake truth,y'are honeſt men, 
Pain, $0 it is ſaid my Noble Lord, but theretore 
Came not my Friend, nor I. : 
Timon, Good honeſt man : Thou draw'lt a countertet 
Beſt in all Athens, th'art indeed the belt, 
| Thou counterfer'!t molt lively. 
| Pan, So,t0o,my Lord, : : 
| Tim. E'ncſofir asI fay.And for thy fiction, 
Why thy Verſe twels with ſtuffe To fine and {mooth, 
That thou art even Naturaliin thine Art. 
But for all this (my honeſt Natur'd friends) 
I muſt needs ſay you havea little fault, 
Marry 'tis not monſtrous in you, neither wiſh ! 
You take much painestomend. 
Bath, Beicech your Honour 
Tomake it knowne tous. 
Twm. You'l take it ill, 
Both. Moſt thankefully, my Lord. 
Timon, Will you indeed? 
Beth. Doubt itnot worthy Lord- 
Tim, Thcre's never a one of you but trults a Knave, 
That mightily decerves you. 
Bath, Do we, my Lord ? 
Tim, 1,and you bearce him cogge, 
See him difſemble, 
Know his groſle patchery, love him, teede him, 
Keepe in your boſome, yet remaine aſlur'd 
That he's a made-up-Villaine. 
Paw, 1 know non ſuch, my Lord. 
Pot. Nor Tl. 
Tim. Looke you, 
l love you well, le give you Gold 
Rid me thete Villaines from your companies ; 
Hang them, or ſtab them, drowne them indraught, 
Contound then by ſome courſe, and come to me, 
lie give you Gold enough. 
Both. Namethem my Lord, let's know them- 
| Tim. Youthat way, and you this : 
| Buttwo in company : 
| Exch manaparr, all ling!e,and alone, 
| Yet an arch Villaiae Keepes bim company : 
| If where thou art, two Villaines ſhall notbe, 
| Come not reere him, If thou would'ſt not recide 
| But where one Villaine is, then him abanden. 
| Hence, packe, there's Gold, yecare for Gold ye ſlaves: 
You have worke for me , there's pavment,thence, 
| Youare an A:cumiſt, make Gold of thar : 
| Out Raſcall dogges. 


— _— 


Exemnnt, 


- — 


| Enter Steward, and two Senator s, 
| Stew. It is vaine that you would ſpeake with 7amen : 
| Forhe isſer ſo onely to himſelfe, 
| That nothing but himſclte, which lookes like man, 
' Ibfriendly with bio. 
| 1.53-»%, Bring usto bis Cave. 
| It is our part andpromiſe to ch'Athenians 

To ſpeake with 7amoen. 

2,368, Atail times alike 
Men ate not (till the ſame : 'twas Time and Greefes 


OR 
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Thatfram'd him thus. Time with his fairer band, 
Offcring the Fortuncs of his former dayes, 
The former man may make him: bring us to bim 
And chanc'c itas it may, 

Stew. Heere is his Cave: 
Peace and content be heere- Timon, 7 imon, 
Looke out, and ſpeake to Friends : T If Athenians 
By two of their mo{t reverend Scnate greet thee : 
Speake to them Notle ſimon, 


Enter T im:on: ont of his Cave. 


Tim, Thou Sunne that comfort burne, 
Speake and be hang'd-; 
For each true word, a bliſter, and cach falſe 
Be asa Catherizing to the root 0'th'Tougue, 
Conſuming it with ſpeaking. 
1 Worthy T mor. 
7 «wn. Ot none but ſuch as you, 
And you of Timen. 
1 lhe Senators of Athens,greet thee Times, 
Tim. I thanke them, 
And wouid fend them vackethe plague, 
Could | but catch it for them. 
1 O forget 
W hat we are ſorry fur our telves in thee : 
The Senators, wich one conſent of love, 
Increate thee backe to Athens, who have thought 
On ſpzciali Dignitics, which vacantlye 
For thy belt ufe and wearing, 
2 They confefle 
Toward thee, forgetfulneſſe roo generall groſſe; 
Which now the pul lice Body, which doth hldome 
Play the re-canter, feelingin ut {cle 
A lacke of T»mons ayde, hath fince withall 
Ot it owne fall,reſtraining ayde to T wnen, 
And icnd torth us,to mak« their torrowed rgnder, 
Together, witha recompence more Fuaffl 
i bet; their offence can weigh downe by the Dramme, 
| eve: {uch heapes 2nd ſummes of Love and Wealth, 
As ſhall ro thee blot out, what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee the figures of their love, 
Ever to read them thine. 
Tim, You witch me 1n 1: ; 
Surprize meto the very brinke of ceares; 
Lend mea Fooles heact, and a womans eyes, 
Andl!e beweepe theſe comforts, worthy Senators, 
1 Therefore fo pleale thee to recurne with us, 
And tf our Athens, thine and curs to take 
T he Captaineſhip, thou ſhalt be tact with thankes, 
Allowed withablolute power and thy good name 
Live with Authority : fo ſoone we ſhall drive backe 
Of Alcubiades Wapproaches wilde 
W ho likea Boare too favage, doth root up 
H's Countries peace. 

2 And ſhakes his threatning Sword 
Againſt the walls of Athens, 

1 Therefore Timon. 

Tin. \<ll fir, | will: theretore I will Gr thus: 
If Alcobiages 61] my Conmmrynen, 
Let Alerrad s bh now this of Times, 
That Tiw#29n cares not, Bur if he fache faire Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by*rth'Beards, 
Giving our holy Virgins to the ttaine 
Ot contumelious, beaitly, mad-brain'd warre : 
Then let him know, and tell him T»mon{peakes it. 


_— 


—_—_————— 


— _ = —— 


—C_@Þc 


Al 


— +. ee. 


———_— 0 —_—_ —_—_ 


Se 


126 


Timon of «Athens. 
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'npitty of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot chooſe but te!l him that I care not, 
And let him tak't at wort : For thetr Knives care not, 
W hule you have throats ro anſwer. For my ſelte, 
There's not a whittle, in th'unruly Campe, 
But 1 do prize it at my love, betore 
The reverendſt Throat in Athens. So 1 leave you 
To the protection of the proſperous Gods, 
AS Ihcevesto Keepers. 
Stew. Stay not, all's in vaine. 
Tam, W hy I was writing of my Epitaph, 
It will be leene tomor:tow, My long lickacfie 
Of Health, and Living, now teginsromend, 
And nothing brings mc ail things. Go, live ſtill, 
Be «Alcubbades your plague ; you hs, 
And la{t {/olong enough. 
1 We ſpeake in vaine, 
Tim. But yet I love my Country, and am not 
One that reioyces inthe common wracke, 
As common bruitc doth pur its 
1 That's well ſpoke. 
Tim. Commend me tomy loving Countreymen- | 
1 Theie words becowe your lippes as they patic thoroW 
them. | 
2 Andenter in our cares, like great Triumphers 
In their applauding gatcs. 
Tim. Commend me torhem, 
Andrell them, that tocaſe them of their greefes, 
Their fcares of Hoſtile ſtrokes, their Aches loties, 
Their pangs of Loue, with other incident rhrowes 
That Natures fragile Veſlell doth luttaine 
In lifes uncertainc voyage, I will ſome kindnes co them» 
Ie teach them to prevent wilde Alcrbrades wrath. 
1 1ikethis well, ke will returne againe- 7 
Tim. I have a Tree which growes heere in my Cloſe, 
That minc owneute invites me to cur downe, 
And ſhortly moſt 1 fell ite Tell my Friends, 
Teli A:he:4,in the trequence of degrees 
F:om highto low throughout, that who ſo plcaſc 
To ttop Afi Hon, let him take his halte ; 
Cowe hither ere my Tec hatb telt the Axe, 
and hi”g himſcltc. 1 pray ycu do my greeting. 
$rew, Trouble kim no further, thus you (till ſhall 
Findc b1m. 
Tim. Come 10t to me againe, but ſayto Athens, 
Timm \ath made his encrlatting Manſion 
V pon the Beached Verge ot the ſalt Flood, 
Which once a day with his emboſted Froih 
The turbulent Surge ſhall cover ; thithcr come, 
And let my grave-ttone be your Oracle : 
Lippes, let foure words go by, and Language end : 
\V hat 1s amiſlc, Plaoue and Intection mend. 
Graes onely be mens workes,and Deaththeir gaine; 
Sunne, hide thy Beaincs, Times hath done his Raigne, 
E xut T a1mon. 
1 His diſcontcnts are unremoveably coupled to Na» 
res 
2 Our hope in him t$dead: let us returne, 
And traine what other meanes 1s left unto us 
In our deere peril. 


1 It requires! witt toot, E xenxt. 


\ 


Emtey two ether Senators, with a Aeſſenger. 


1 Thou haſt pairtully difcover'd : are his Files 
As tullas they report ? 


Me. 1 have ipokethe leaſt. 
Bctides his expeaition promiſes preſent approach. 

2 We ftand auch hazard, it they bringrot Trmey, 

ef. I met a Currier, one mine ancient Friend, 
Whom though in generall part we were oppog'd, 
Yet our oid love made a particulardorce, 


And made us ſpeake like Friends. This man WasSriding 
From Alctihiadet to Timons C ave, 


| With Letters of intre aty, which imported | 


Ht: Fellowſhip i'th cauic againlt your City, 
In Part for t1151ake moy'd. | 


' 

Enter the other Senators. | 

1 Heere come our Brothers. | 

$ Notalke of T:won, nothing of him expect, | 

The En:mies Drumme is heard and fear ctull ſcouring | 

Doth choake the ay:e with duſt : In, w1d prepare, 
Ours 1s the fall I tcare,our Fors the Snare. 


Enter a Sowldicr in the Woods ſeek mg Timon, 
Set. By all deſeriptionthis ſhould be che place, 
W hos heere? Speake hoa. No anſwer ? What is this? 
T ymon is dad, who hath our-ſtretcht his pang 
yore Beaſt reade this ; There do'sno live a Man, 
Dead ſure, and this his Grave, w hat's op this Tomb, 
| cannot read ; the Charracter Ile take with wax, 
Our Captaine hath in every Figure «kill , 
An 3g'd Interpreter, though yong in ayes : 
Bc tore proud Athens hee's {ct downe by this, 
Whole tail the marke of his ambition is. Exit 


E xexwnt, 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Alcibiades with by Pewer: 
beſore Athens. 


*Alc. Sound to this Coward and laſcivious Towne, 
Ourterrit le approach. 
Sounds a Parly, 
F The Sen4'or t appeare npon the walr, 
Til 2ow you have gone on, and filld the time 
With all Licentious meaſure, making your willes 
The ſcope of Iuftice. Till now my telfe and tuch 
As ſkprt withinth: ſh:4ow of your power 
Have wand:r'd with our traverſt Ar mes, andbreath'd 
Our lufferance vainly . Now the time is fluſh, 
W hen crouching Marrow iv the beater ſtrong 
Cries (of it felte) ro more: Now breathlefie wrong, 
Shall {:t and patit in your great Chaires ct eaſe, 
And purbe 1nfolence [hail breake his winde 
With feare a1 horrid Bight, 
I. Sen, Nolleand young ; 
When thy hritgreetes were but a merre conceit, 
Ere thou had'ſt power, or we had cauſeto feare, | 
Welent to thee, to give thy rages Balme, | 
To wipe out ovr Ingratitude, with Loves | 
Above their quantity. 
2 So did we wooe 
Trans'ormed T «men to our Cittics love 
By humble Meſſage, and by promiſt meanes - | 
We were not all unkinde, nor all delerve | 
The common ſtroke of warre, | 
r Theſe wallesof ours, | 
Were not creed by their hands, from whom 
You have reccrv'd your greefe : Nor are they ſuch, 
T hattheſe great Towres, Trophees,& Schools ſhould fall 
For private faults inthem. 
2 Nor arethey living 


Who | 


IF” 


Timon of «Athens. 


—— — 


Vho were the motives tharyou firſt went out, 
Shame (that they wanted cunning in exceſlc) 
ath broke their bearts, Martch, Noble Lord, 
Into our City with thy Banners ſpred, 
By decimationanda tythed death ; 
Itthy Revenges hunger tor that Food 
Which Nature loathes, take thou the deſtin'd tenth, 
nd by the hazard ot the ſported eye, 
Let dye the ſported. 
1 All have not offended : 
For thoſe that were, it 1s not ſquare to take, 
On thoſe that are, Revenge : Crimes, like Lands 
Arenot inherited, then deere Countryman, 
ring in thy rankes, but leave without thy rage, 
pare thy Athenian Cradle, and thoſe Kin 
Which in the blulter of thy wrath mult fall 
ith thoſe that bave offended, like a Shepheard, 
Approch the Fold, and cull ch'inteted forth, 
kill not al together, 
+ Whatrthou wilt, 
Thou rather ſhalt intorce it with thy ſmile, 
Then hew too't, with thy Sword. 
1 Setbur thy foot 
gainit our rampyr's gates, and they ſhall ope : 
thou wilt ſend thy gentle bearrt before, 
Tofay thou't enter Friendly. 
2 Throw thy Glove, 
any Token of thine Honour elſc, 
hat thou wilt uſe the warresasthy redreſlc, 
notas our Contulion : All thy Powers 
ball make their harbour ia our Towne till wee 
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| Thoſe Enemies of Timers, and mine owne 


W hom you your f{clves ſhall ſet out for reproofe, 
Fall and no more; and to atrone your feares 
| With my more Noble meaning. not a man 
Shall paſle his quarter, or offend the ſtreame 
| Ot Regular 1 alice in your Cirties bounds, 
| But (hail be remedied by your publique Lawes 
| Atheavielt anſ\ver. 
| Zoth. Tis molt Nobly ſpoken. 
| Als.Deicend, and keepe your words. 
| 


Enter a CMleſſerges. 
Ae. My Noble General!, Tremor is dead, 
Entomb'd wpon the very hemme o'th'Sea, 
And on his Graveſtone, this Infculpture which 
With wax I brought away: whote (oft impreflion 
Interprets for my poore 1gnorance. 


Alceubiades reades the Fpitaph, 
Heere lics a wretched { 0ar ſe, of wretched Soule bereft, 
Serk,not my name* A Plague conſume you, Catifs left 
Heere lye I 7 imon.who all /417g men ard hate, 
P aſſe by, end cnrſe thy fil, but tay not here thy gate. 
Theſe well exprefic 1a thee thy latter ſpirits; 
Though thou abhorre'(t in vs our hamane greifes, 
Scornd'ſt our Braines flow,and thoſe our droplets, which 
From niggard Nature fall; yet Rich Conceit 
I aught thee to make vaſt Neptune weepe for aye 
On thy low Grave: on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is Noble T:men, of whole Memory 
Heereatter more. Bring me into your Citty, 
And I will uſe the Olive with my Sword : 


Have ſcal'd thy full deſire. Make war breed peace;make peace ftint war, make each 
Ale, Then there's my Glove, Preſcribe to other, as each others Leach. 

Deſcend and open your uncharged Ports, Let our Drummes ſtrike. Exeunt. 

EE 5 we 
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ACTORS 


NA MES. 


8 Lucullus,two Flattcring Lords, 
2&2 Appemanrtus,a Churliſh Philoſopher, 
Semprontus another flattering Lord, 
Alcibiadcs,aa Athenian Capraine, 
Poet, 
Painter. 
leweller. 
Meichant. 
Cerraine Senatours, 
(Ccrraine Makers. 
Ceriainc Theeves 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Flaminjus,one of I ymons Scryants, 
Servilius, another, 

Caphis, 
Varro, 
Ph:lo. 
Tutus. 
Lucius, | 

Hortenſius. _ 

Ventidius,onc of Tymons falſe Fricnds, 
Cupid. 


>Severall Servants t Vſurers. 


| Sempronius, 
| With divers other Servants, 
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Ard Artendants, 
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Enter Flavia, Muwrellits and certame Commenter! 
ouer the Star. 


Flawms. 
Ence : home you idle Creatures, get you home: 
Is this a Holiday > W hat, know you not 
(Bring Mccharicall) you ought not walke 
Vpon a labouring day, without the ſigne 
Of vour Profeſſion? Speake, what Trade art thou ? 
Car. Why Sir, a Carpenter. 
wr. W here is thy Leather Apron,and thy Rule? 
Whar doſt thou with thy beſt Apparrelil on e 
You ſir what Trade are you ? 
Cobl, Trucly Sir, inrefpet ofa fine Workeman, I am 
but as you would ſay, a Cobbler. 
After, Pur what Trade art thou ? Anſwer me directly. 
Cob. A Trade Sir, that 1 hope I may uſe with, a fate 
Contcence, which is indeed Sir, a Mender of bad {oules. 
Fla. What Trade thou knave ? Thou naughty knave, 
what Trade ? | 
Cob. Nay I befeech you Sir be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir I can mend yous 


eA tus Primus. Scaena Prima. 
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To {ce great F ompey palle the ſtreets of Rome : 
And when you faw his Chariot bur appeare, 
Have you not made an Vniverfall ſhour, 
That Tyber trembled underneath her bankes 
To heare the replication of your ſounds, 
Made in her Concave Shotes ? 
And do you now put on your beſt attyre ? 
And do you new cull out a Holyday ? 
And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Triumph over Pompey's blood? 
Be gone, 
Runne to your houſes, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague 
That needs mult light on this Ingratitude. 

Fla, Go,go, good Countrymen, and for this fault 
Afſembleall the poore men of your fort ; 
Draw them to T yber bankes, and weepe your texres 
Intothe Channell, till the loweſt treame 
Do kifſe the moſt exalted Shores of all, 

E xennt all the ( ommoner 1 

See where their baſeſt mettle be notmou'd, 
They vaniſh tongue-tycd in their guiltinefle : 


Mer, What mcan'ſt thou by that ? Mend mee, thou | Go you downethat way towards che Capitoll, 


lawcy Fellow ? 

(*6. Why fir Cobble you. 

Fla. Thou arta Cobler art thou? 

Cob, Tracly (ir, all that 1 live by , 1s withthe Anle : I 
meddle with no Tradeſmans matters, nor worpans mat- 
tzrs; but withall I am indeed Sir, a Surgeon to old ſhooes: 
when they are ingreat danger, I recover them. Aspro- 
per men asever trad upon Neates Leather, have gone up» 
onmy handy worke. 

Fla. But whercfore art not inthy Shop to day? 

Why do'lt thou leade thee rnen abour th? ſtreers ? 

Cob. Truly ir, to weare out their ſhooes , ro get my 
ſeife into more worke. But indecde fir we make Holy- 
Gay to fce Ca/ar,and to retoyce inthis Triumph, 

nr. Wheretore retoyce ? 

What Conqueſt brings he home? 

What Tributaries follow himto Rome, 

Tograce in Captive bonds his Chariot Wheeles* 
You,Blockes, you ſtones, you worſe then ſenſleſſe things: 
O you hard hearts, you crucll men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft ? 

Have you climb'd up to Walles and Battlements, 

To Towres and Windowes? Yea, to Chimney tops, 

Your Infants in your Armes, and there have (ate 
Thelive-long day, with patient eypeRation, 


| 
} 


| 


| 


This way will I : Diſrobette Images, 
It you do finde them deckt with Ceremonies, 
Mmwnr, May we doo? 

You knowiris the Feaſt of Lupercall, 

Fla. It 1s no matter, let on Images 
Be hung with the CeſarsTropheers ; Ile about, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the ſireers ; 
So do you too, where you perceive them thicke. 
Theſe growing Feathers, pluckt irom Ceſars wing, 
Will make him flyc an ordinary pitch, 

W hoelfe would foare above the view of men. 
And keepe us allin ſervile fearctulncfſc, Exenun, 
Enter (eſar, Antony for the Courſe, Calphurnia, Portia, De- 
cis, ('wero, Bruns, Caſſius, (atha, a Sootbſayer :af- 

ter them CAluwellus and Flanrims. 
Ceſ. ( alphurnia. 
(44k, Peace ho, Ceſar [peakes. 
(*/, Calphurnga. 
Calp. Heere my Lord. 
Cef. Stand you direQly in Aztonso's way , 
When he doth run his courle, Antonio. 
Am. ( «ſar, my Lord. tid 
«{. Forget not in your ntane, 
mak C alphurnia : tor our Elders (ay, 
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T he Tragedy of Fulius Ceſar. 


he Bairen touched in chis holy chace, 

hak ec oft their terrile curſe. 

Amt. [ ſhallremember, 
hen (**/«r fayes Do this ;ivis perform'd. 
Ceſ. Set on, and leaveno Ceremony out+ 
Sooth, ( <ſar. 


—p Cr. Ha? Whocalles? 


Cack. Bid every noyſe be ſtill : peace yet agane» 
(«/. Who is 1riathe preſſe,that callzs on mc? 
hcarea Tongue ſhrillerthen all the Muſicke 
ry, (ſar :Speake, Ceſar istnrn'd to heare. 

Sooth, Beware the Ides of March, 
Ce. What man 1s that ? 

By. A Sooth-ſayer bids you beware the Ides of March 
Cf. Set him betore me, Ics me (ce his face. 

Caffi. Feilow,come trom the throng, looke opon C <ſar, 
{*{. What {ayſt thou to me now ? Speake once againe- 
Sooth, Beware the Ides of March. 

Ce/, He is a Dreamer let us leave him : Paſſe. 

Sennet, Exeunt, Manent Brat, © Caſſ. 

Caſſi. Will you goe ſec the order of the courle ? 

Erut, Notl., 

Caſſi. 1 pray you doe* 

Brut. 1 am not Gameſom : I do lacke ſome part 
Ofthar quicke Spirit that is in eFntony : 

Let menot hinder (a/imxa your deſires; 

Ie leave you. 

(aſſi. Brntss, I doe obſeruc you now of late; 

I ha e not from your eyes, that gentleneſle. 

And ſhew of Love, asI was wontto have : 

You bearetoo ſtubborne,andtoo ſtrange a hand 

Over your Friends, that Loves you. 

" Bru, Caſſius. 

Be not decety'd : If I have veyl'd my looke, 

I turne the trouble of my Countenance 

Meercly upon wy felte. Vexeo lam 

Of late, with paſſions of ſome difterence, 

Conceprions onely propcr to my ſeltc, : 

Which give ſome tovic (perhaps)to my Behaviours 

Bur [ct nottherctore uy good Friends be greev'd 

(Among which number Caſſie Le you one) 

Norconſtrue any further m}; n«<giect, 

Then'that poore Brmrs with himiclfe at warre, 

| Forgets the ſhewes of Love to other men. 

Caſſi. Then Brarw,1 have much mittooke your paſſion, 

By mcanes whereof, this Breſt of mine h:th buricd 

Thoughts of great value, wo:thy Cogitations. 

T<ll me good Brer, Can you fce your face ? 

Brutus, No (aſſine : 

For the eye ſees nor himlclfc but by refleQion, 

By ſome other things. 

Caſſia. 'T1s tult, 

And it is very much lamented Brarr, 

That yo! have no ſuch Mirrors, as will turne 

Your hidden worthincle into your eye, 

{2a you might {ce your ſhadony : 

have heard, 

| Where many of the beſt reſpe in Rome, 

| (Except immortal! Ce/#) {peal:ing of Zrmtua, 

And groaning vnderneath this Ages yoake, 

| Have wiſh'd, that Noble Brazav had his CyCSs 
Brs. Into what daungers would you 

Leade me Caſſins ? 

That you would have me ſeeke into my ſelfe, 

For that which 1snor in ne ? 

Caf. Theretore good Brute, be prepar'd to heare! 


1 


th. 


———————— 


io —— 


\ And Gnce you know you cannot ſee your ſelfe 


| 


So well as by ReſleAtion; I your Glafle, 

Will ly diſcouer to your (elfe 

That of your lei, which you yerkaow not of. 
And be not icalous on we, gentle Bratas : 
Where I a common Laughter, or did uſe 
Toſtale with ordinary Oathes my love 

To every new Protetier :if you kaow, 

That I do fawne on men, and hugge them hard, 
And aftcr ſcandallthem : or if you know, 

That I proteſſe in Banquetting 

To allthe Rout, then hold me dangerous. 


Flauriſh and Shows. 


Bru. What meanes this Showting? 
Ido feare,the People choole (ea 
For their King. 

Caſſi. 1 do you teare it ? 


| Then muſt I thinke you would not have it (o. 


Bru. I would not Casfime, yet I love him well: 

But wherefore do you hold me here {o long? 
W hat is it,thar you would impart to me ? 
It itbe ought toward the generall good, 
Set Honour in one eye, and Death1'th other, 
And I will looke on both indifferently : 
For let the Gods ſo ſpeed mee;as I love 
The name of Honour, more then 1 feare death. 

(<5. I know that vertuetobe in you Brautw, 
As well as I do know your outward favour, 
Well, Honor is the ſubieRof my Story : 
| cannot tell, what you and ther men 
Thianke of this life : But my ſingle ſclfe, 
I had as licte not be, as live to be 


( Inawe of ſuch a Thing, as | my ſclfe. 


1 was borne free as Ceſar, {ſo were you, 

We both have tedas well, and we can both 
Endure the Winters*cold, as well as hee. 

For once. upon a Rawe and Gulty day, 
Thetrouvled Tyber,chafling with herShores, 
Ceſar lates to me, Dar'ſt thou Caſſims now 

Leape in with me into this angry Flood, 

And {wim to youder Point? Vpon the word, 
Accounted as I was, I plungedin, 

And bad him follow : ſo indeed he did. 

The Torrent roa: d, and we did buffet it 

With laſty Sinewes, chrowingit aſide, 

And ſtemming it with hearts of Controverſic, 
But cre we could arrivethe F oint propos'd, 
Ceſar cride. Help: me { aſſius, or 1 ſinke. 

I (as e/£xeas, our great anceſtor, 

Did from the Flames of Troy, upon his ſhoulder 
The old Anchi/er beare)io,trom the waves of Tybe! 
Did I the tyred Ca/@ :And this Man, 

Is now become a God,and Caſſins is 

A wretched Creature,and mutt bend his body, 
If Ceſar carelcſly but nod on him. 

He had a Feaher when he was in Spaine, 

Aad when the Fit was on him, I did marke 

How he d1d ſhak e:Tis true,this God did ſhake, 
His Coward jipes did from their colour fiye, 
And that fainc eye, whoſe benddoth awe the World, 
Did looſe his Luſte: 1 did heare him grone: 

I, and that 7 vngut of his, that bad the Romans 
Marke him, and write his Speeches in their Bookes, 
Alas, it cried, Give me ſome drinke Taro, 


——O 
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Asa ficke Girle: Ye Gods,it doth amaze me, 
A man of ſucha teeble rem 
$o get the (tart of the Maieſticke world, 
And beare the P2lme alone. 
Flouryſh. 


Shout, 

Bru. Another generall ſhout ? 
[ doe beleeve, that cheſe applaules are 
For ſome new Honors, that are heap't on (eſa, 
Caſſi, Why man, hedoth beſtride the narrow world 
Likea Coloſſus, and we petty men 
Walke under his huge legges, and peepe about 
To finde our ſelves diſhonourable Graves. 
Men at ſometime, arc Maſters of their Fates. 
The fault (deere Brat ) is not in our Starres, 
But in our Selves, that we are underlings. 
Brutus and Ceſar : What ſhould be in that Ceſar ? 
Why ſhould thatname be ſounded more then yours 
-_ them together: Yours, is as faire a Nainc: 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth aſwell. 
Weighthem, itis as heavy : Conture with'em, 
Brutw will ſtart a Spirit as ſoone as ( «ſar, 
Now in the names of all the Gods at once, 
Vpon what meate doth thisour Ceſar feede; 
That be is growne ſo great? Age, thou art that'd. 
Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of Noble Bloods. 
When went there by an Age, fince the great Flood, 
But it was tam'd with morethen with one man ? 
When could they fay (till now ) that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide Walkes in compaſt but one man ? 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Roome enough 
When there is 1n it bat one onely man. 
Olyou and I, have heard our Fathers ſay, 
There was a Brutws once, that would have brook'd 
Tiveternall Divell to keepe his State in Rome, 
As caſily asa King, 
Bru, That you do loveme, I am nothing iealous : 
V hat you would worke me to, I have ſome ayme : 
How I have though of this,and of theſe times 
I ſhall recount heereafter. For this prplent, 
Iwonld not fo {with love Laaight intreat you) 
Be any further moov'd: What you have laid, 
[ wilt con'der: wh:t you have to ſay 
[will with patience heare and finde a time 
Both meet to hearc, and anfwer ſuch bigh thinges. 
Tillthen my Noble Friend, chew upon this : 
Brutrs bad rather be a Villager, 
Then to repute himfelfe a Sonne of Rome 
Vnder theſe hard Conditions, as this time 
[slike to lay upon us. 
Caſe, Tam glad that my weake words 
Have ſtrucke but thus much ſhew of tire from Zratw. 


Enter C ſar and bis Traine. 


Bru, The Games are done, 

And (ſar is returning. 

Caſſi. Asthey paſle by, 

Plucke Carka by theSleeve, 

And he will (after his ſowre faſhion) tell you 
What hath proceeded worthy note to day. 
Bru. 1 will doo : but looke you Ca/ſine, 
The angry (pot doth hlow on Caſ&r brow, 
Andall the reſt looke like achidden Traine ; 
Calphurnia's Cheek is pale, and Cicero 
Lookes with ſuch Ferret, and ſuch fiery eyes 
Az we haveſcene him inthe Capitoll 


| Being croſt in Conterence;by ſome Senators, | 
Caſſi. («ke will tell us what the marter is. 
Cz/. Arntone. 
An, (: </ar. 
(Cf. Ler me have men about me that are fat, 
Sleeke-headed men, and ſuch as flcepe a-nights : 
Yond {aſus has a lcane and hungry looke, 
He thinkes too much : ſvch men are daungerous. 
*Ant. Feare him aot (ear, he's not daungerous, 
He 1s a Noble Roman, and well given. 
Cef. Would he were fatter; But 1 feare him not: 
Yetit my name were lyavlctoteare, 
I do not know the man 1 ſhould avoyd 
go ſoone as that ſpare (7/5, He reades much, 
He 13 a great obſerver, and he lookes 
Quite through the Deedes of men. He lovesno Playes, 
As thou doſt Antony : he heares no Mulicke : 
Seldome he ſmiles, and {miles in ſucha fort 
As if he mock'd himiclfe, and ſcorn'd his (pjgic 
T hat could be wov*d toſmile at any thing. 
Such men as he, be never at hcarts caſe, 
Whiles they beFold a greater then themſelves, 
And thereforearc they very dangerous. 
l rathertell thee what is to be fear'd, 
Then what I feare : for alwayesI am Ceſar 
Come on my right hand, for this earc is deate, 
And tell me truely, what thou think'ſt of him, | 
Semnit, 
Exrmunt Ceſar and bi Trame, 
Cask, You pult'd wc by the cloake, would you ſpeake 
with me? 
Brs. I (4ka, tell us what hath chanc'd today 


That Cee lookes fo fad. 

Cath. Why you were with him, were you not ? 

Bro. I ſhould not then aske Cake what had chanc'd. 

Cath. Why there was a Crowne ofter'd him ; and being 
offer'd him, he put ir by with the backe ot his hand thus, 
and th en the people feii a ſhouring. 

Bru, W hat was the lecond noy te for ? 

(%, Why for that too. 

Caf. They ſhouted thrice : what wasthe laſt cry for 2 

Cat, Why for that toos 

Bra, Wasthe Crowne offer'd him thrice ? 

(«k.1 marry was't, and hee pur it by thrice , every time 
| gentler then other; and at cvery putting by , mine honeſt 
Neighbors ſhowred. 

Caf. Who offer'd him the Crowne? 

Cak: Why Amory. 

Brs. Tellus the manner of it,gentle { 4444, 

Cake, 1canas well bee hang'd as tell the manner of it : | 
It were meere Foeliry, I did not marke it. I fawe Mark 
Antony offer him a Crowne, yet *twas not a Crowne ney” 
ther, 'twas one of theſe Coronets : and as1told you, 
hee put it by once : but for all thar, tomy thinking, he 
would faine have had it. Then he offered it ro himagaine: 
then hee pur it by againe : but to my thinking, he was 
very loath to lay his fingers off it, And then he offered 
it the third time : he put it the third time by , and (till 
as he refus'd it, the rabblemene bowted, and clapp'd 
their chopt hands , and threw uppe ther ſweaty Night- 
cappes, and uttered ſuch a deale of itinking breath, 
| becauſe {ſar refus'd the Crowne, that it had (al- 
moſt ) choaked Ceſar : for hee ſwoonded, and fell 
downeatit : And for mite owne part, Idurſt not laugh, 
for feare of opening my Lippes, and receiving the bad, 


— 


| agen Calle. 
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Caſſi. But ſoft I pray you ; what, did Ceſar (wound ? 

Cake He fell downe un the Market-place, and foam'd 
at mouth, and was ſpecchiclc. 

Brat* *Tis very like he hath the Falling ſickenefle. 

Ca//i, No, («ſar bath it not: but you, and I, 

And honeſt Caks,we have ihe falling lickenefice 

Cak. 1 know not what yuu mcane by that, bur 1 am 
ſure Ce/ar tell downe. If the tag-ragge people did not 
clap him, and hiſſe him, according as he pleas'd, and d1l- 
pleas'ithem, 25 they ule to doc the Players in the Thea- 
tre, lam no truc wan. 

Brut, What faidhe, when he came unto himſelfe?. 

Cak. Mary, bctore he teil downe, when he percctv 'd 
the common Heard was glzd he retus'd rhe Crowne, he 
pluckt me ope his Dovblct, and offer'd them his Throat 
to Cut : and I had bcene a man offany Occupation, it 8 
would nor have taken him at a word , I would I might 
goe to Hell among ths Rogues, and ſo hee fell. When 
he came to himſclie agaiae, he (aid, If hee had doac, or 
ſaid any thing awiſle, he defir'd rheir wortſhips to thinke 
it was his infirmity. Three or foure Wenches where 1 
ſtood, cryed, Alle good Soule, and forgave him with 
all their hcarts : Bur there's heed to betaken of them z it 
Ceſar had ſtabl'd their Mothers, they would have done no 
letlc; 

Brut, And afcer that, he came thus {ad aways 

(4%. |. 

( a{{i. Did (ers ſay any thing ? 

Cask. I, he ſpoke Greeke. 

Caſſi. To whateſleA? 

Cak, Nay, and I tell you that, Ic ne're looke you 
Ith'tace agaize. But thote that underſtood him, imil'd 
at one another, and ſhooke their heads : but tor mine 
owne part, it was Grecke ro me. 1 could tell you more 
newes too : Aurel and Flavins, for pulling Scartte's 
off Ce(@rs lmags, arc pur to ſilence. Fare you well. There 
was inore Foolery yet , if Icould remcmoer tt. 

Caſſi. Will you tuppe with metonight, Caks? 

Cak No, | ain promis'd torth. 

Cafſi. Will you Dine with me to morrow ? 

Cak, 1, if i bealire, and your mind hold, and your 
Dinnacr worththe cating. 

Ca//i, Good, I will cxpect you. 

Ck. Doc fo : farewell both. 

£Xxit. 

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this growne to be ? 
fe was quicke Mcttle, when he went to Sclhtooles 

Caj/i, Sos be now, im execution 
Ot any hoid or Noble Enteprize, 

Ho.c-ever he putson this tardy torme : 
This Rudenefle is a Sawee to his good Wait, 
Which gives mcn ſtomacke todijgett his words 
V\ 1:h better Appcritcs 
Brat, And to its ; 
For this ermc I willleave you! 
Tomorrow it yon plcale toipcake with with mc, 
[ will come home to you : or 1 you will, 
Come heme to me, and I will wait for you. 
{ aſſi. I will doc fo: till then , thinke of the world. 
Exit 'Brutns. 
Well Brat»: , thou art: Noble yet I ſee, 
Thy houourable Merrall may be wroughe 
From that it 15 ditpos'd , therefore tis meet, 
That Noble mindes keepe ever with their likes: 
For whoſo hrme , that caanot be ſeduc'd ? 
C«/ar doth bearc me hard, bat he loves Brutus. 
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If I were Zrutzs now, and he were Caſſins, 

He ſhould not kumor mc. 1 willthis Night, 

In feverall hands, 1a at his Windowes throw, 

As if they came from ſeveral Citizens, 

Writtings, alltendingto the great opinion 

That Rome holds of his Name : wherein ob{curely 
Ceſar; Ambition ſhall be glanced ar. 

And atter this, let Ceſay (cat him lure, 

For wee wilhſhake him, or worſe dayes endure, 


CA EE ENS — 


Ext, 


T bunder, and Liehtning. Enter Caihs, 
and Cicert 


Cic, Good even, Carka: brought you Ceſar home? 
Whyarc you breathleſſe, avd why ſtare youlo ? 

Caik, Arcnot you mov'd, = & 
Shakes, like athing untirme ? O Cicero, 
{ have fecne Tempeſts, whenthe ſcolding Winds 
Have riu'd the knotty Oakes, and I have ſcenc 
Th'ambitious Occan ſwell, and rage, and toawe, 
To teexalted with the threatning Clouds : 
But never till ro Night, never till now, 
Did I goe through a Tempelt-dropping-firc. 
Eyther there isa Civill ftrife in Heaven, 
Or clic the World, too fawcy with the Gods, 
Incenſ{es them to {end deſtruction. 

(*. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderfull ? 


n all the ſway of Eacth 


Caik, A common ſlave, you know him wellby ſight, 


Held up his left hand, which did flame and burne 
Like twenty Torches ioyn'd; and yet his band, 
Not ier(ible cf fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 

Beſides, I ba'not fince put up my Sword, 

Againſt the Capitoll I met a Lyon, 

W hoglaz'd upon me, and went ſurely by, 
Without annoying me. And there were drawnc 
Vpon a heape, a hundred gaſtly Women, 
Trarsformed withtheir feare, who ſwore, they ſaw 
Men, ail in fire, walke up and downe the ſtreexes- 


| And yelterday, the Bird of Night did Gt, 


Evenat Noone Gay, upon the Market place, 
Howting,and ſhreeking. When theſe Prodigies 
Doe to comoyntly meet, let not men ſay, 


' Theſe aretheir Reaſons they arc Naturall : 
For I beleeve, they are portentous things 


- EI no _ 


-_ 
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Vntothe Clymate, that they point upon. 
(i. Indecd, itis a ſtrangedi{poſed time; 
But men may couſtrve things after their faſhion, 
Clcane from the purpole of the things themiclvcs. 
Comes («ſar to the Capitollto morrow ? 
{ atk, He doth : forhe did bid Antonio 
Send wordto you, he would berthere tomorrow 
Cic. Good-night then,Catka: 
This diſtarbed Skie 1s notto walke in. 
Catrk. Farewell Cicero. 


F xit C cares 


Enter (aſſins. 
{afſi, Who's there? 
(ark. A Romance. 
( 4//i. Carks, by your Voyce. 
Cath, Your Eare 1s good, 
Caſſia, what Night is this? 
Ca//i. Avery pleaſing Nightto honeſt men. 


{ atk, Who ever knew the Heavens menace ſo? 
 Caſſi, Thole that have knowne the Earth ſo tall of 
faules. 


ee OE IOC ——_ 
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cy part, have walk'd about the ſtreets, 
mi:ting me untothe perillous Night; 

ad thus unbraced,Cazke as you lee, 

Have bar'd my Boſome tothe Thunder-(tone: 
And when the crofleblew Lightning ſeem'droopen 
The Breſt of Heaven, I did preſent my iclte 
Even in the ayme,and very Yaſh of it. 


Itisthe part of men,to feare and tremble, 
Whenthe moſt mighty Gods,by tokens tend 
Such dreadfull Heraulds,foaſtomiſh us« 
Caſſi. You arc dull, ( as: 

Andthoſc ſparkes ot Lite that ſhould be ina Roman, 
You doe want or Elſe you ule not, 
You locke pale and gaze and put on feare, 
And cat your ſclfe 1n wonder, 
Toſee the ſtrange impatience of the Heaveas: 
But if you would conſider thetrue cautc, 
Why ail theſe Fires, why all theſe gliding Gholts, 
Why Birds ard Beaſts,from quality and kinde, 
Why Old men, Foolcs,and Children calculate, 
Why all theſe things change from their Ordinance, 
Their Natures,and pre-tormed Faculties, 
Tomonltrous quality;why you ſhall ance, 
That Heaven hath intus'dchem with theſe Sptrits, 
To make them Inſtrments of feare,and warning, 
Yato ſome monſtrous State. 
Now couldI(Ca+ka)name to thee a man, 
Moſt liketbis dreadtull Night, 
That Thunders, Lightens,opens Graves,and tear*s, 
Asdoth the, Lyon 1n the Capitoll: 
Aman 10 mightier then thy ſelte,or me, 
Inperſonall aHi0n;yet prodigious growne, 
And tearetull,as theter ttange eruptions are. 
(ak. Tis Ceſar that you meane; 
Isit not, Cuſſren? 
Ca/. Let it be who it 15:tor Romans now 
ive Thewes,andLimbes,like to their Anceſtors; 
But woe the while ,our Fathers mindesare dead, 
dwe are govern'd with our Mothers ſpirits, 
Our ycake,and ſufferance,thew us Womaniſh, 
Ca. Indeed,they tiy,the Senators to morrow 
Meane to eſtabliſh Ceſar as a King: | 
And he ſhall weare hisCrowne by Sea,and Land, 
every place,ſave herein lraly. 
Cal. 1 know where I will weare this Dagger then; 
{aſus from Bondage will deliver (afſius; 
Thercia, yee Gods,you make the w:ie moſtj{trong; 
Thercin , yee Gods,you Tyrants doe deteat. 

\rony Tower,nor Walls of beaten Brafle, 
Nor avre-lefle Dur.gcon,nor ſtrong Linkes ot Iron, 
Can be retentive co the ſtrength of ſpirit: 
But Lit: being weary of theſe worldly Barres, 
Never lacks power to diſmiſle it felfe. 
If I know this, know all the World beſides, 
That part of Tyranny that I doe beare, 
Icanilake off atpleature, T bunder j#ill. 
(ak. Socanl : 
Severy Bond-man in his ownc hand beares 
The power to cancell his Captivity. 
(af. And why ſhould Ce/@ be a Tyrant then? 
Poore man,l know he wonld not beg W olfe, 
But that he ſees the Romans are but Sheepe: 
He were no Lyon, were not Romans Hindes. 
The{- that with haſte will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weake Strawes. W hat traſh is Rome? 


(uens? 
Ck. But wherefore did you ſo much temptthe Hea- 


What Rubbiſh and what Offall> when it ſerves 
| For the baſe matter,to illuminate 
$50 vilea thing as Ceſar. But oh Griefe, 

Where haſt thou led me?1(perhaps ){peake this 
Before a willing Bond-man:then I know 
My ant were mult be made. Bur I am arm'd, 
And dangersarc tome indifferevt. 

Cat, Youſpeake to Carka and to tuch a man, 
That isno flearing Tell-tale, Hold,my Hand : 
Be tatious for reddrefle of all theſe Grietes, 
And I will ferthis foot of mine as farrc, 

As who goes fartheſt, 

| (of. There's a Bargaine made. 

Now know you,(«k4,! have mov'd already 
Some certaine of the Nobleſt minded Romans 
To under-goe, with me,an Emerprize, 

Ot Honourable dangerous conſequence; 

And | doe know by this,they ſtay for me 

In Pompeyes Porch:for now this fearctull Night, 
There is no ſtirre,or walking in the ſtreetes; 
And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Favors,l:kethe Worke we have in hand, 
Mo!? bloody, fiery,and moſt terrible, 


| Enter (ima, 


haſte. 
C/. Tis Cirma,l doe know him by his Gate, 
He 3s a friend. (4m, where haſte you ſo? 


Cymber? 
Caf. No, it is Cask4,one incorporate 
To our Attempts, Am I not (tay'd for,Cimn? 
| Cin. Iam glad on'r. 
4 Wharafcarefull Night? 
There”stwo or three of us have ſcene ſtrange ſights. 
('as{. Am I not ſtay'd for?rell me. 
Cm. Yes,you are, O ( aſring, 
It you could but « inne the Noble Brat 
To our party eenn—n—_—— 
Caf. Be you conterit. Good Come take this Paper, 
! Andlookeyoulay :t inthe Pretors Chayre, 
| Where Srutzs may but fhnde it;and throw this 
{ In at his Window;ſer this up with Waxe 
| Vpon old Brat Statue alithis done, 


| Repaire to Powpezes Porch, where you ſhall finde us, 


| Is Decins Brutwrand Trebonis there? 
Cn. All,but Metellns (ywber and hee's gone 
| To (ecke you at your houſe. Well, I will hie, 
| And (o beſtow thete Papers as you bad me, 
| Caf. Thatdone,repayre to Pornpeyer Theater, 


E xit Coannd, 


| Come Ca444,you and I will yer,ere day, 
| See Brut at his houſe:three parts of him 
' Ts0urs already,and the man entire 
Vpon the next encouncer, yeelds him ours. 
! Cask, O,heſits bigh inall the Peoples hearts: 
| And that which would appeare Offence in vs, 
| His Countenance,like richeſt Alchymie, 
Will change to Vertue, and ro Worthineſſe, 


You have right well conceited:let us goe, 
| For it isafter Mid-night,and ere day, 
We will awake him,and be ſure of him. 


| 
| Caf. Him,and his worth,and our great need of him, 
| 


E veant. 
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Cake Stand clote 2 while , for heere comes one in 


{'m. To tinde out you : Who's that , CIetelln; 
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E mer Br tut in his Orchard, 


Bru. W hat Laces, hoc? 
I cannot ,by the progrefle of the Starres, 
Give gueſle how neerc to day-- Lacixs,1 ſay? 
I would it were my fault to {leepe fo ſoundly. 
W hen Lacuy, whentawake,T ſay :what Lucius? 
Enter Lucuns. 
Luc, Call'd you,my Lord? 
Bru. Get me a Taper in my Study, Lacins: 
W hen it 1slighted,come and call me here, 
Luc. 1 will, my Lord. E xu, 
Bru, It muſt be by his death:and for my part, 
I know no perlonall cauie,to ſpurne at him, 
Bur for the generall. He would be crown'd: 


— 


It is the bright day, that brings torth the Adder, 
And that craves wary walking:Crowne him that, 
And then graunt we put a Sting in him, 
That at his will he may doe danger with. 
Th'abuſe of Greatneſle,is, whcn it dis yoynes 
Remoric from Power: And to {peake truth of Ceſar, 
I have not knowne, when his AﬀeAtions ſway'd 
More then his Reaſon, But tis a common proote, 
That Lowlyneſſeis young Ambitions Ladder, 
Whereto the Climber upward turnes his Face: 
But when hc onceattaines the upmolt Round, 
Hethen unto the Ladder turnes his Backe. 
Lookes inthe Clouds, {corning the bale degrees 
By which he did aſcend:{o Ceſar may; 
Then lcit he may,prevent.And ſince the Quarrell 
Will beare no colour,fcr the rhing he 1s, 
Faſhion it thus;toat what he 1s, augmemied, 
Would runne to theſc,and thele extremities: 
And therftore thu.ke him as a Serpents cgge, 
Which hatch'd,would as his kinde grow miſchievous; 
And kill him in the ſhell. 
Enter Laces. 
Lwc. Thc Taper burneth in your Cloſct,Sir: 
Searching the Window for a Flint, I found 
| This Paper,thus ſcal'd up,and I am ſure 
It did not [ye there when I went to Bed, + 
Grues bum the Letter, 
Bra. Get youu to Bed againe,it is not day: 
Is not to morrow{(Boy )the firſt of March? 
| Luc. I know not,o1ir. 
Bru. Looke inthe Calender,and bring me word. 
Luc. 1 wil,Sir. Exit. 
Brs. The exhalations,whizzing in the ayre, 
Give ſo muchlight, that I may reade by them. 
Opens the Letter ,avd reades. 
Brutns thou firep'ff;awake, and [ce thy ſelfe-: 
| Shall! Romey*c. ſpeake ftrike,r eareſſe, 
| Brutus thou fleep Ht: awake. 
Such inſtigations have beene often dropt, 
Where I have tooke them up: 
| Shall Reme (5c, Thus mult I picce it out: 
Shall Rome ſtand under one mans awc? \V hat Rome? 
My Anceitors did trom the ſtreetes of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a King. 
Speake, #rikevedreſſe. Am 1entreatcd 


l— 


How that might change his nature , there's the queſtion? 
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| Hide it in Smiles,and Aﬀability: 
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To ſpeake,and ſtrike?O Rome,l make the promiſe, 
If the redrefle will follow, thou receiveſt 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Braexs, 
; Enter Lucius, 
Ze. Sir, March is waſtcd fiftecne dayes. 
| Knocks within. 
B8rs. Tis good, Gotothe Gate, ſome body knocks: 
Since (aſr1w2 firſt did whet me againſt Ceſar, 
I ha. ce not ſlept. 
Bctweene the acting of a dreadfull thing, 
And the firſt mocion,all the mrerims is 
Like a Phanta/ma,or a hideous Dreame: 
The Genmy,and the mortall luſtruments 
Are then in councell;and the ſtate of man, 
Liketo a little Kingdome, ſuffers then 
I he nature of an Inſurretion. 


Enter Luicting, 

Lac. Sir,tis your Brother Ca/rins at the Doore, 
Whodoth deſire to ſce you, 

Bre. [s he alone? 

Le. NogSir,there are moe with him, 

Ern. Doc you krow them? 

Exc. No,Sir,their Hats are pluckt about their Eares, 
And halte their Faces buried in their Cloathes, 
That by no meanes I maydiſcover them, 
By anv mar; c of favour. 

£ra. Let'em enter: 
They are the Faction. O Confpiracie, 
Sham {t thou to ſhew thy darg'rous Brow by Night, 
W hen evills are moſt free?O then, by day 
W here wile thou finde a Caverne darke h, 
To maske thy monltrous Vilage?Secke zone Coolpinc 


For it thou path,thy native ſemblance on, 
Not Erebus it {clfe were dimume enough, 
To higcthce from preventior. 


Enter the { on ſpiratorr,(aſtins, Cacka,Decing, 
Crna, Meielnsaud Trebonins. 


Caſ. I thinke we are too bold upon your Reſt: 
Good morrow Zratns,doc we trouble you? 

Zr. 1 bave becne up this howre,awake all Night; 
Know I theſe men, that come along with you? 

Caf. Yes,every man of them;and no man here 
But honors you:and every one doth wiſh, 
You had but that opinion of your ſelte, 
W hich every Noblc Reman beares of you. 
This 1s Trebomas, 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

Caſ.This, Dees Bratus, 

Brw. He 1s welcome too. 

Caſe This, (aka ; this (ima ; and this , CMenin; 

Cimber, 


Bru. They are all welcome. Y 
What watchful Cares doe interpoſe themſelves 
Betwixt your Eyes,and Night? 

Caſ. Shall I intrcata word? T hey whiſper + 

Dec. Here lyes the Eaſt:doth not the Day breake here? 

Cat. No. : 

Cin. O pardon, Sir,it doth;and yon grey Lines, 

That tret the Clouds,are Meſſengers ot Day. 'T 

Cak. You ſhall confeſle,that you are borh decelv d: 
Heere,as I point my Sword, the Sunne ariſes, 
W hich isa great way growing onthe South, 
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Weighing the yourhfull Seaſon of the yeare. 

me two moneths hence,up lugher roward the North 
eficlt pretents his fire,and the bigh Eait 
nds as the Capito.l,directly heere. 

Bru. Give me your hands all over,one by 0 

Cal, Andlertus fiveare our Retoiurion, 

3rs. No,notan Oath-it notthe | ace of men, 
The ſuff:rance of our Soulcs,the tunes Abulc; 
lIfthelc be Motives weake,oreake of Oeuomes, 
Andevery man hence ty his ii vcd: 
$o|ct high-ſighted- Tyranny rangs 0n, = 
Till cach man drop by Lottery. But it thele 

As lam ſure they do) beare tire cnough 
To kindle Cowards,and to {tecle with valour 
The melting Spirits of women; Then Countrymen, 
What ncede we atiy ſpurre,out our Owne cautc 
Topricke us t9 redrefic? VV hat other Bond, 
Then ſecret Romans,that have ſpokethe word, 
And will not palecr? And what other Oath, 
Then Honeſty ro Honeſty ingag'd, 
That this hall be,or we will fall tor 12, 
Scare Prieſts and Cowards,and men Cautclous 
Old feeble Carrions,and ſuch ſuffering Soute's 
That welcome wrongs; V nto bad caales, {fwcarc 
$«ch Creatures as men doubt;but donot ſtaine 
The even vertue of our Enterprize, 
Nor th'in{upretlive Mettle of our Spirits, 
Tothinke,that or our Cauſe,or cur Pertormance 
Did neede an Oath, W hen every drop of bloog 
That every Rowan bcares,and Novly bearcs 
Isguilty of a ſeverall Baſtardy, 
If hedo breake the ſmalleſt Particle 
Ofany promiſe that hath paſt from hum. = 
Caf. But what of Cicer&?Shall we ſound him? 
[thinke he will ſtand very ſtrorg with us. 
Caik. Let us not Icave him out, 
Ci. Nogby 0 meanes. | 
Met. O let us bave him,for his Silver haires 
Will purchate usa good opinion: 
Aut bu mens voyces,to commend our deeds: 
It tha'l be fayd, his jndgement rul'dour hands, 
Our vourhs,and wildcncile, fhall no whit appearc, 
But all be buricd in lus Gravity. 
Brg. O name him noz;let us not bretke with hun, 


For he will never tollow any thing 
That othcr mcn COON. 

| Caf. Thenleave him outs 

Cate [ndeed, he isnot fit 

Dec. Shall no man eile be coucht, but onely Ceſar? 
(al. Deus ell ur3 dl thin! et 15 not mect, 
Marbe Amtonyto wellbeloy'd of Ce/er, 

Should out-l1vc Ce/ar,we ſhall tinde of him 
Aſhrew'd Contriver. And you know,bis meancs; 
Ifhe improve them, may well ſtretch to farre 

Asto annoy us all:which to prevent, 

Let Anton y and (ſar tall togct her. 

Bru. Our courſe will ſceme too bloody, {aim Caſſine, 
Tocut the Head cf,and then hacke the Liabes: 

Like Wrath in death,and Envy afterwards: 

For Antony,iz bur a Limbe of Ceſar. 

Let's be Sacrificers,but not Butchers Caius; 

We ail ſtand vp againſt the ſpirit of Ceſar, 

And ir; the Spirir of men,there 15 no blood: 

O that we then could come by Ceſar: Spirits, 

Ana not diſmember Ceſar ! But(alas) 


Ceſ@ tnult bleed for its And gzntle Friends, 
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Let's kill him Boldly,but not W rathtully: 
Let's carve him,as a Diflh fit forthe Gods, 
Nor hew hic) as a Carkaſſe fit for Hounds; 
And let our Hearts,as {aubtle Maiſters do, 
Stirre up their Servants to an ace of Rave, 
And atrer iccmetochide em. This thall malce 
Our purpotle Necefſiry and not Envious. 
W tach {0 appearing to the common eycs, 
We ſhall be call d Pargers not Murdercrs- 
And tor Marks Anoan,thinkenot of him: 
For he can dono more thea( «ſar; Arne, 
When Ce/a&:5 head is of, 
Ca/. YetI teare him, 
For inthe ingraft<d tove he bearesto Ca/ar. 
Bu. Alas,good {aſ1ins,do not thinke of him: 
It he love {/@,all that he can do 
Is to hitnlcelte, take thoug ht,and dye for Ceſa7. 
And that were much he thoutd:for he is even 
To fporrts,to wildenefie,and mwch company. 
| Treb, There is no teare in him:let him not dye, 
For he willlive,aud laugh atthis hecreatter. 


C locks ſtrives, 
Bru. Peace,count the Clocks. ; 
Ca/. The Clocke hath ftricken three, 
Tres. Tistimeto part. 
Caf. But it 15 doubtfull yer, 
Whether (eſa will come forth to day,or no: 
For he 15 Superttizious growne of late, 
Qunte trom the maine Opinion he held once, 
Ot Fantaſic,of Dreames,and Ceremonies; 
Itmay be,theſcapparanc Prodigies, 


The unaccuſtom'd Terror of this night, 


And the perſwaſion of his Augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol! to day. 
Pee. Never teare that: Ithe beſo refolv'd, 
I can orc-tway him:for he loves to heare, 
Thar Vnicornes may be betray'd with Trees, 
And Beare with Glaſſes, Elzphants with Holes, 
Lyons with Toles, and men with Flatterers. 
E.t,when I tell him, he hates Hatcerers, 
He tayes,he does;bcing then moſt flattered 
Let me worke: 
For I can g1ve his hamour the true bent: 
And I wil bring him to the Capitoll, 
Caf. Niy,we will allot us,be there to terch him, 
ZEru. By the eight houre, 1sthat the uttermoſt? 
Cm, Be that the uttermcit and taile natthen, 
Ater, Cams Ligarins doth beare Ce/ar hatred, 
W ho rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey, 
[ wonder none of you have thought of him. = 
Bru. Now good Mete!lusgoalong by tim: | 
He loves me well, and | have given him Reaſons, 


| Send him but hither ,and Ile faſhion him. 


Caf. The morning comes upon's: 
Wee'l leave you Bram, 
And friends diſperſe your ſclves;but all rememb: xr 
What you have faid,and ſhew your ſelves true Rumans. 
Bru. Good Gentlemen,looke freſh and mertil», 
Let not our lookes put on our purpoſes, 
But beare it as our Roman Actors do, 


With untyr'd Spirits, and formall Conſtancy, 
| And ſogood morrow to you every one. 


Exe, 
Atanet Brutus 
Boy:Iacins : Faſt aſlcepe?[t is no matter, 
Enjoy the hony-heavy-Dew of Slumber: 
Thou haſt no Figures, nor no Fantalics, 
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Whichbuhie care drawes , inthe braines of men ; 
Therefore thou ſkep'it ſo ſound. 

Enter Portia, 

Por, Brutws, my Lord. 

Fra. Portia, W hat meane you? wherfore riſe you now? 
It is not tor your health, thus to commut 
Your weake condition, tothe raw cold morning. 

Por, Nor for yours neither. Y*have ungently Brutus 
Stole from my bed : and yeſternightat Supper 
You ſodainly aroſe, and watk'd about, 

Muſing, and fghing, with your armes a-croſle ; 
And when I ask'd you what the matter was, 

You ltar'd upon me, with ungentle lookes. 

I urg'd you further, then you {cratch'd your head, 
And roo 1mparticntly ſtampr with your toote : 

Yet I inliſted, yet you antwer'd not, 

But with an angry waf:cr of your hand 

Gave ſigne for me toleave you ; SoI did, 

Fearing to {trengthen that imparierce 

Which ſeem'd roo much inkindled; and withall; 
Hoping it was but an cftect of Humor, 

Which ſometime hath his houcc with every man. 
It will not let you cate, nor talke, nor (leepe ; 

And could it workeſo much upon your ſhape, 

As it hath much prevail'd on your Condition, 

I ſhould not know you Prat. Deare my Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your caulc of greete, 

Bra, 1 amno: well in health, and chatis all, 

Por. Brmtws is Wile, and were he not in health, 
He would cmbrace the meanes to come by its 

Bru. Why fo I do: good Portsa go to bed. 

Por. Is Brat (icke? And is it Phyhicall 4 
To walke unbraced, and fucke upthe humors 
Of the darke Morning ? What, 1s Brutus licke ? 

And wi'l he ſteale out of his wholeſome bed 
To dare the vile contagion of the Night 2 
And tempt the Rhewmy, and unpurged Ayre, 
Toadde unto his fickneſle ? No my Brume, 
You have ſome ſicke Offence within your minde, 
Which by the Right and Vertue of my place 
I ought to know of :; And upon my knees, 
I charme you, by my oncc commended Beauty, 
By all your vowes of Love, and that great Vew 
Which d1d incorporatc and make os one, 
That you untold ro megyour ſelfe ; your halfe; 
Why youare heavy, and what men tonight 
Have had reſort to you: for heere have becne 
Some ſixc or ſeven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkneſlc, 

Bre. Kncele not gentle Portsa. 

Por. I ſhould notneede, if you weregentle Bratw, 
Withinthe Bond of Marriage, tell me Brutus, 
Is it excepted, | ſhould know no Secrets 
That appertaine ro you? Aa ] your Selfc, 
But as 1t were 11 {ort, or limitation ? 
To keepe with you at Meaies, comfort your Bed, 


! 


—— 


A Woman well reputed : Care'; Daughter, 
Thinke you, Iam no ſtronger thenmy Sex 
Being fo Father'd, ard ſo Husbanded ? 
Tell me your Counſels, I will not diſcloſe 'em : 
I have made ſtrongproofe of my Conſtancie, 
Giving my felfe a voluntary wound 
Heere,in the Thigh: Can I beare that with patience, 
And net my Husbands Secrets ? 
Bru. O yeGods! 
Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. Knecke 
Hearke,hearke, one knockes: Portia go in a while, 
And by and by thy boſome ſhall partake 
Thelccretsof my Heart. 
All my engagements, 1 will conſtrue to thee, 
All the CharaQtery ot my fad browes : 
Leave mc with haſt, E xt Portia. 
Enter Luciing and Ligarime. 

Luce, who's that knockes. 

Luc. Heere isa ſicke man that would ſpeake with you, 

Bru. Cane Ligarncs, that Metellus ſpake of, 
Boy, ſtand aſide. Car Ligarnu, how ? 

( 45. Vouchlate goo&morrow from a feeble tongue, 


Zru. O what atime have you choſe out brave Cam 
To weare a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not licke, 
{ ai, Tam not ſicke, if BYutw have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor. 
Brew, Suchan exploit have I in hand Liganias, 
Had you a hcalthfull care to heare of it, 
Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before, 


| T heerediſcard my (ickneſle., Soule of Rome, 


| 


| 


Brave Sonne, deriv'd from Honourable Loines, 
Thou like an Exorcilt, haſt conjur'd up 


My mortificd Spirit. Now bid me runne, 
And | will ſtrive with things impoſſible, 


| Yea get the better of them. What's to do ? 


| 
| 
| 


| 


: 


| 


And talke to you ſometimes ? Dwell I but in the Suburbs | 


Of your good pleaſure ? If it be a» more, 
Poriie 1s Eymine Harlort, not his Waite, 
Bru. Youarc my true and honourable \Vife, 
As deereto me. asarethe ruddy droppes 
That viſit my {ad heart, 
Por, It this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret. 
I graunt I am a Woman; but wit hall, 
A Woman that Lord Bragrwtooke to Wife: 
I graunt lama Woman; but withall, 
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Bru. A peecce of worke, 

That will make {icke men whole. 
{ 45. But are not ſome w holegthat we muſt make licke? 
Bru. That muſt we alſo, W hat it is my Came, 

I ſhall unfold to thee , as we are going, 

To whom 1t mult be done, 

(as. Set on your foote, 

And with a heart new-tir'd, I follow you, 

Todo I know not what : bur it ſuhiceth 

That Brw11« leads me on. 

Brw, Follow mc then. 


T hundes 
Exewt, 


T hunder and Lightning. 
Emer [ulins Caeſar wm his Nght-gown, 


{ «ſar. Nor Heaven, nor Earth, 


| Have beene at peace tO night : 


Thrice hath Ca/phwrnia,in her Nleepe cryed our; 
Helpe,ho : They murther © e/ar. W ho's within ? 
Enter a Ser vant. 
Ser, My Lord. 
Ceſ. Go bid the Prieſts do preſent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of Succefle, 
Ser. I will my Lord. 
Enter Calphurma. 
Cal. W hat meane you Ceſ@'? Think you to walke forth! 
You thal not ſtirre out ofyour houſe to day, 
(*/. Ceſar (hall forth ; the things that threaten'd _ 


6x. 


; Ne're look'd but on my backe : When they ſhallſec 


| The face of Ceſ#, they arc vaniſhed. 


i 
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Calp. Ceſ#,1 never ltood on Ceremonies, 

ernow they fright me: There is one within, 

ſides the things that we have heard and leene, 
ecounts moſt horrid {ights fecne by the Watch. 
Lioneſſe hath whelped in the ſtreets, 

And Graves have yawn'd,and yceldedup their dead; 
Fierce fiery Warr1ours fight upon the Clouds 

In Rankes and Squadrons,and right torme ot Warr: 
Which drizel'd bleud upon the Capitol: 

The noiſe of Battcll hurried in the Ayre: 

Horſes did neigh, and dying men «1d grone, 

And Ghoſts did ſhricke and ſqueale abour the [ireets. 
Ce/athele things are beyond all uſe, 

Andl do teare them, 

Ceſ. What can be avoyded 

Whoſe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods? 

Yet («ſar ſhall go forth:tor theſe Predictions 

Areto the world in generall,as to Ceſar. 

{alp, When Beggersdye,there are no Comets feene, 


{e{. Cowards dye many times before their deaths, 
The valiant never talte of death but once: 
Ofallthe Wonders that I yer have heard, 
I: eemesto me molt Rrangethat men ſhould feare, 
Seeing that death,a neceflary end 
Wil come,when it will come. & 
Emer a Servant. 

What {ay the Augurers? 

Ser, They would not have you to ſtirre forth to day. 
Plucking the intrailes of an Offering forth, 
They could not findea heart within the beaſt. 

Cef. The Gods do this in ſhame of Cowardice: 
Ceſar ſhould be a Beaft withour a heart 
If he ſhould ſtay at home to day tor teare: 
No,C/ar ſhall not;Davger knowes full well 
That Ceſar 1s more dangerous then he. 
Weheare two Lyons litrer'd in one day, 
And I theelder and more terrible, 
And Ceſar ſhall go forth. 
Cal. Alas my Lord, 
Your wiſcdome is conſumd in confidence: 
Do not go forth to day: Call it my feare, 
That keepes you in :zhe houſe,and not your owne, 
Wee'l ſend Aarke entony to the Senate houte, 
And he ſhall fay, you are not wellro day: 
Let me upon my knee, prevailem this. 
Ceſ. Marke «Antony (hall fay Iam not well, 
And tor thy humor, 1 will ſtay at home. 
Enter Dees. 
Heere's Deciur Bratxs he fhall tell them (o- 
Dec, (*+ſar,all haile:Good morrow worthy Ceſar, 
[ cometo terch you tothe Senate boule. 
C:/. And you are come mvery happy ume, 
To beare my grecting tothe Senators, 
And tell them that I willnot come today: 
Cannor is falſe;and that I dare not,talſer: 
I wall nor come ro day,tell them {0 'Decin:, 
Cal, Say he is licke. 
C-/.Shzll Ceſar ſenda Lyc? 
Have | in Conqueſt ftrerche mine Arme fofarre, 
Tobe afear'd to tell Gray-beards the truth: 
Dertus,o0 tell them,Ce/ar will not come. 
Dee. Moſt mighty Cefarlet me know ſome cauſe, 


Leſt ! be langht at when Itell them ſo. 


Ceſ. The caute is in my W1ll,1 will not come, 


(That 15S Cn0ugh to (atishe the Senate, 


The Heavens themiclves blaze forth the death of Princes | 


| Bur for your private ſatisfaction, 
| Becautlce 1 loveyou,l will It you know. 


— 


— 


| 
| 
| 


Ca/phwrnia beere wy wite,ſtaycs meat home: 

She dream't tonigh,tſhe law iy Statue, 

Which like a fountaine, with an hundred ſpouts 

Did nut pure blood:and many lulty Romans 

Came imiling,and did bathe their hand; in it; 

Andrthete docs ſhe apply,tor warrings and portents, 

Andevilsimmincnt;and on her knee 

Hath begg'd, that I will :ay at hume to day. 
Dee. 1 his dreame 15 all amiſſe interpretee, 

It wasSa viton, faire and fortunate: 

Your Statue {pouting blood in many pipes, 


In which ſo many {:niling Romans bath'd, 


Signifies,that from you great Rome hall fucke 
Reviving blood,and that great men ſhail prefle 
For Tin-tures,Staines, Reliques,nd Cogmtance. 
This by Calphurria's Dreame is igrufied. 
Cef. And this way have you wellexpounde t it. 
Dee. I have,wwhen you have heard whac I can fay: 
And know 1t nowgthe Senate hive concluded 


| Togivethisda;,a Crowneto mighty Ceſar, 


If you thall fend them word you will not come, 
Thetr :mtades may change. Beſides,it were a mocke 
Apt to be render'd, tor ſome one to ſay, 
Breake up the Senate, ti'l another time, 
When C/ars wite ſhat! mecte wick better Dreames: 
If Ceſar ide hirntelte, ſhall they not whiſper 
Loc C «far is at; 210? 
Pardon me ( «/ar,for my deere deere love 
To your proceeding 2:1ds gc tell you this; 
And reaton to my love is liable. 

Ceſ How toohtſh do your tears feeme now Calphurniat 
T amaſhamedI1 did yecld ro them. 
Give me my Robc,tor 1 will go, 


Enter Brutns, Ligarins, Metel'ns Crrka, Tres 
bomins, Cimna,ard Publius, 
And looke where Prublans 15 Come. to fetch me. 
Pub. Goodmor row Ceſar. 
Cf, Welcome Publius, 
What Brutus, are you itirr'd ſo carelytoc? 
Good morrow Caika:Cains Ligarimns, 
Ceſar was nere {Oo much your enemy, 
As that ſame Ague which hath made you leane, 
What is'ta Clocke? 
Bro. Caeſars [tracken eight, 
Cef. I thanke you tor your paines and curtche, 
Fer «Amory. 
Set, Antony that Revels long a-nights 
Is notwithttanding up. Good morrow eAntory, 
Ant. So to molt Noble Ceſar 
(«f. Bidthem prepare within: 
T am too blame to be thus waited for. 
Now { ynnea,now AMetelins: what Trebonias, 
[ have an houres talke in ſtore for you; 
Remember that you call on me to day; 
Be necre me,that I may remember you, 
Treb. Car I will;and foneere will I be, 
That your belt Friends ſball with I bad beene further, 
(**/- Good Friends goin, andeaſte ſome wine with mc 
And weflike Friends )ivill ſtraighe way 20 together, 
Brnu. That every like is not the ſamne,O Ceſar, 
The heart of &rwrws carnes to thinke upon, 
Enter «Artemdorns. 


Ceſar beware of Brutus gake heede of Caſtins,coms no 
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haft wrong'd Cains Ligarins. There is but one minde in al 
theſs men,and'it 11 bent againſt Ceſar If thou berft not Immor- 
tall, laoke about yow : Security pines way to Conſpwac. The 
mighty Gods defend thee. 
Thy Lover «Artemidernr. 
Heere will I ſtand,till Ceſar paflc along, 
And as a Sutor will I give him this: 
My heart laments,that Vertue cannot live 
Out of the tecth of Emulation, 
If thou reade this, O Ceſar,thou may eſt live; 
If not,the Fates with Traitors do contriuc. 
Enter Portta and Lucins, 
Tor. I prythee Boy,runto the Senate-houtc, 
Stay not toanl wer me, but get thee gone. 
Why doeſt thou Ray? 
Ln. Toknow my errand Madam. 
Por. 1 would have had thee there and heere agen 
Ere I can tel! rhee what thou ſhould'ſt do there. 
O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my fide, 
Sct a huge Mountaine *eweene my Heart and Tongue: 
I have a ma!1s minde,but a woinans might: 
How hard it 15 for women to keepe coun'cll. 
Artthou heere yet? 
Luc. Madam, what ſhould 1 do? 
Run tothe Capitoll,and nothing clic? 
And (9 returne to you,and nothing elfc? 
Per. Yes,bring me word Boy ,1it thy Lord looke vcll, 
For he went ſickly forth:and tab e good note 
What Ceſar doth, what Sutorsprellc to him, 
Hearke Boy,what noiſe 15 that? 
Luc, | heare nene Madam. 
Por. Prythee liſten well; 
I heard a bulSling Rumor like a Fray, 
And the winde brings it trom the Capitoll. 
Luc. Sooth Madam,l hearc nothing 
E ntev the Sooth/[aver. 
Por. Come hither Fellow, which way haſt thou bin? 
Soorh. At mine owne houſc,good Lady. 
Por. W hat 15't a clocke? 
Seoth. About the ninth houre Lady. 
Por. 1s Cer yet gone tothe Capitoll? 
Sooth. Madam not yet,l go totake my ſtand, 
Tolec him paſle on tothe Canitoll, 
Por. Thou haſt ſome {uitc ro (ſar, haſt thou not? 
Seoth, T hat I have Lady,if it will plcaſe Ceſar 
Tobe to good to Ceſar as to heare me: 
I ſhall beſeechhim to befriend himfelfe. 
Per. Why know'ſt thou 211y harine's intended to- 
wards him? 
$o91h. None that I know will be, 
Much that i fcarc may chance: 
Good morrow to you;hcere the ſtreet is narrow: 
The throng that follewes C/ar at the heeles, 
Of Senators,of Prztors,common Sutors, 
Will crowd a feeblemanalmoſt )to death: 
Tle get me to a place more voyd,and there 
Speake to great Ceſe as he comes along, Exit. 
Por. | muſt poin: 
Ave me ! How weake a thing 
The heart of woman 15? O Zratss, 
The Heavens ſpeede thee inthine enterprize. 
Sure the Boy heard me: Braras hath a ſuite 
That (#4 will nor grant. O, I grow faint: 
Run Leci#:, ad commend me to my Lord, 
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And bring me word what he doth ſay to thee. 
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Flomriſh. 


weere Calkg heave an oye ts Cymna,truſt not Trebonins, marks | Say I am merry; Come to me againe, 
well Metellus Cymber Decusr Brutus loves thee not : T how 


—— 


_ 


oA tus T ertius, 


Enter C «ſar Brutws,Caſſins,( acha, Decins, Metelw:, Tre. 
bonus, ©ymna, Anter 1, Lepidns, Artemidorns, Pogi. 


ling, and tbe Seothſayer. 


Ce/.The Ides of March arc come. 


Seorh. I { ſar, but not gone. 
Art. Haile Ceſar:Read this Scedule. 


bec. Treberins doth defire you to ore-read 
(Ar your beſt leiſure )this his humble ſuite, 
e-ri, O Ceſar,rcade mine firſt: for minc's a tuite 
That touches (2ſar neerer. Read it great Ceſar 
Cf. What rouches us our icltc,thall be laſt ferv © 
Ant. Delay not Ceſar read it witantly. 


( </- What, is the fellow mad? 


Pub. Sirra,give place. 


Caf. W hat,urge you your Pcritions ia the ſtreet? 


Come to the Capitol], 


Pop. 1 wiſh your cuterprize to day may thrive, 


Caſe. \V hat enterprize Poprlinn 


Pop. Yare you well. 


Br. \W hat laid Popilins Lena? 


Caf. He wiſh to day our cutcrprize might thrive 


[ feare our purpole is diſcovered. 


Bru. Looke how he makes to Ceſar:marke hirn, 
Caſ. Caska be lodaine,tor we teare prevention. 


Brut«s what (hall be donc?If this be knowne, 


| (ſſinv or Ceſar never ſhall turne backe, 
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For I will ſhy my ſelfe. 
Bru. { aſa bc conſtant: 


Popilins Lenaipeakes not of our purpoles, 
For looke he {ailes,and (ar doth not change. 
{ f. Trebenins knowes his tumc:tor look you Bratw 
He drawes CMarke Amory out of the way. 
Dec, W here is Meanellss Cimber, let him go, 
And preſently preferre his ſuite to (<(@. 
Bra, He is addreſt;preflc neere,and tecond him. 
Cm. Caika,you are the firſt that reares your hand. 
; Ceſ. Are weall ready? What isnew amiſlc, 
| That Ceſ@ and his Senate mult redreflc? 
Ae. Moſt high,molt mighty,and moſt puilant (/@ 
Anmelins Cimber throwes betore thy Sceate 


An humble heart. 


Ceſ;, I muſt prevent thee Cymber: 
Theſe couchings, and theſe lowly courtelics 


Might fire the blood of ordinary men, 


And turne pre-Ordinance, and turſt Deerce, 


Into the lane of Children, Be not fond. 


Tothinke that Ceſar beares ſuch Rebell blood 
That will be thaw'd from the truc quality - 
Withthat which meleeth Fooles,] meanc ſweet words, 
icll fawmiog: 


Low-crooked- curtſies,and baſc $ 


Thy Brother by decree is banithed: | 
If thou doeſt bend,and pray,and fawnc tor him, 
I ſpurne theelike a Curre outot my way: : 
Know, Ceſar doth not wrong,nor without cau!* 


Will he be ſatisfied. 


Me. 1s there no voice more worthy then my owne, 
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To ſound more (\vectly in great («ſars care, 
For the repealing of my baniſh'd Brother? 
By, 1 kiiſe thy band, but not in flattery { </@: 
Detiring thee,that Pablins Crmber may 
Have an immediate freedome of repeale. 
Cf. \W hat Brntus? 
Caf. Pardon Ceſar: Ceſar pardon: 
| Asloveasto thy foute doth Caſſine fall, 
| To begge intranchiſement for Publims Cimber. 
| Ce/.1Icouldbe well mov dit I were as you, 
If I could pray to moove, Prayers would moove me: 
| But I am conſtant as the Northerne Starre, 
; Of whoſe true fixt,and reſting quality, 
| There is no fellow in the Firmament, _ 
The Skics are paintag with vunnumbred ſparkes, 
They arc all Fire,and every one doth ſhine: 
But,there's but one in all doth hold his place. 
$0,in the World, Tis turniſh'd well with Men, 
| And Menare Fleſh and Blood,and apprehenfive; 
Yet in the number,l do know but One 
| That unaſſayleable holdson his Ranke, 
| Vaſhak'd of metion:and that I am he, 
' Letmea little ſhew ir,even in-this: 
| That I wasconſtant Cymber ſhould be bani();'d, 
| And conſtant doremaine to keepe him to. 
| (m.OCeſa. 
Cef. Hence: Wilt thou litrup Olympus? 
Nec. Great Ceſar. 
Ce/. Donot Brutus bootlefle kneele? 
Casb. Speake hands for me. 
They ſtab Caeſar, 


Cel. Et Tin Bruttemmmmmnnns | hen tall ( a/ars 
Cm. Liberty, Freedome;Tyranny 1s dead, 

Run hence,proclaime, cry it about the Streets. 

Caf. Sorne tothe common Pulpits,and cry out 

Liberty, Freedome,and Entrachitement. 

Brw. People and Senators, be not affrighted: 
| Fly not, ſtand till: Ambitions debt is paid. 

(ak. Go tothe Pulpit Zrutwe, 

Nec. Ard Caſnms t00, 

Bru, Where's Publms? 

Cm, Heere, quite confounded wich this muriny. 
| Aer. Stand fait together , lc{t ſome Friend of Ceſ«r: 
| Should ChanCcoo—— 
| Bru. Talke not of ſtanding. Publms good cheere, 
I here 15 no harme intended to your pcrion, 

Nor 10n0 Roman elſe:to rell them Publins, 

Caf. And leave us Pwublwes, left tliat the people 
Ruſhingon us, ſhould do your Age ſome miſchicte, 
| Br#u. Dofo,and let no man abide this decde, 
| But we the Deers. 


| Frnter Tv chentiio, 
| Caf. Whereis» Anthory? 
| Treb. Fled to his Houſe amaz'G: 
| Mcn, Wives,and Children,ſtare,cry out,and run, 
' As 1t were Doomelſday. 
Ars. Farcs,we will know your pleafures: 
That we ſhall dye we know, tis but the tim2 
And drawing dayes out,that men ftand upon. 
{ «ik, \V hy hethat cuts off twenty yearcs of lite, 
Cuts off ſo many yeares of feating death. 
Ers, Grant that,and then is Death a Benefit: 
| Sore we (eſars Friends, that have abridg'd 
His time of tearing dearth. Stoope Romans, ſtoope, 
| And let ns bathe our hands in Crfars blood 
' Vp to the Elbowes, and beſmcare vur Swords: 
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Then walke we torth,even to the Mar ket place, 
And waving our red Weapons ore our hcads, 
Let'sall cry Peace, Freedome,and 1aberty. 
Caf. Stoop then,and waſh. How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Sccne be acted over, 
In States unborne,and Accents yet unk Ow 1c? 
Bru#. How many times ſhall C/ar bleed in 1part, 
That now on Pompeyes Bafis lyes along, 
No worthier then the datt? 
© af. So oft as that ſhall be, 
SO otten flallthe not of us be call'd, 
The Men thac gave their Country liberty. 
Dec. What, ſhall we forth? \ 
Caf-T every main 2way. 


| Brutwsſhall leade,and we will grace his heels 


With the molt boldett,and beit hearts of Rome. 
Enter a Str vant, 

Bru, Sotc,who comes heerer A triend of eAntonyes, 

Ser. Thus Zrarm; did my Maſter bid me knccle;; 
Thus did Marke Antewy bid me tall dowae, 

And being proſtrare,thus le bad we fay, 

Brutus is Noble, Wile, Valiaut,and Honeſt, 

Ceſar was Mighty, Bold, Royal!, and Loving: 

Say,l love Erutes,and | hononr him; 

Say, | fear'd Cef@r,honour'd himand lov'd him. 

It SYarwe will vouchiafe,that Antony 

May fately cowme to himgand be retoly'd 

How («fer hath delerv d rolye ja death, 

CAMerk Amony,thall not luve © 4/47 dad 

So well as Lrutng lv ing;but will to:low 

The Fortunes and Aﬀaires of Noble Brates, 

Thoroggh the hazards cf this uatrod Srate, 

Withall erue Faith. So fayes iny Maſter Antony. 
£Zra. Thy Maſter isa Wile and Valiant Romance, 

[ never thoughr him « orc; 

Tellhumyfo pleate him come unto this place 

He (hal be fatisficd and by my Honor 

Depart urrouch'd. 

Ser. [le ferch him preſently, Exut Servant, 

Br, | know that we ſhall have him well to Friend. 

(/. I with we may: But yer have laminde 
Thar feares him mucho ay rafgiving (Hill 
Lalles threwdly to 2! £ ruurpote, 

TT Anary. 

Prg, Vir hoere comes Aueny: 
Welcouc Mark Antiny, 

e Ant, O tighty { 4/ar | Doll thatlye fo low? 
Atcall thy Coaquetts Gloutres, Trina phes, Spoiles, 
Shrunke tuthis heflc Moafure?! arc thee wel, 

I know not Gentlemen what y ul wmicnd, 

Whoclſe amit veler Plow! uy bo Nic is rankes , 

If I my telte,there is no Howe 16 Hit ned 

A« C'efars deaths how enor nn Luftrument 

Of haltechat worth,as thote your Swor;ls,anderich 
With the moſt Noble bluod of all this \\ ors, 

I do belcech yee,it you beare me hard, 

Now, whil'tt your purpled hands Jo rocke ond lmoake 
Fulfill your pleature. Live a thouſand yeere s, 
{ (hall not finde my (clte fo apt rodye. 


' No place will pleate me {o,no mcanc of dca! bh, 


As heere by C</&, and by you cur of, 
The Choice and Maſter Spirits of this Age. 
Bru. O Antony | Begge not you! death of us: 


| Though now we mult appeare bloody and cructl, 


x 


Asby our hands,and this our pretent At 
You ſee we do: Yetite you but our hands, 


—_—. 


” — Ge Io ee 0—O TOE > WOW. — 


' 


| 


—— 


—_ 
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| And this, the bleeding buſineſſe they have done: | 


Our hearts you ſce not,they are pitritull: 
And pitty to the gcnerall wrong of Rome, | 
As fire drives out hre,fo putty,pitty, | 
Hath done this d&ced on Cez/ar. For your part, | 
To you,our Swords have leaden points CMarke eAntony; 
Our Armes inf{trength of malice,and our Hearts 
Ot Brothers temper,do receive you in, 
With all kinde love,good thoughts, and reverence. 
Caſ. Your voyce ihall beas (trong asany mans, 

In the dilpoſing of new Digmries. 

\ Br#, Oacly be patient,till wc have appeas'd 
The Multitude bettde themſelves with teare, 
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Why I,that did love Ceſar when 1 ftrooke him, 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant. 1 doubtnot uf yout Wiſetome: 
Let cach manrender me his bloody hand. 
Firit Marcns Bratus vill 1 thake with you; 
Next Caius Caſſius do I take your hand; 
Now Decims Bratus yours, now yours Actelins, 
Yours (mand my valiant Caika, yours; 
[hovob laſt,not lealt in love,yours good Treboxins, 
Gentlemen all: Alas, what ſhall I tay, 
My credit now ſtands on ſuch ſlippery ground, 
That one of two bad waycs you mult concelt mc, 
Either a Coward,or a H:tterer. 
That I didlcve thee Ceſar,O tis truc: 
If then thy Spirit looke upon us now, 
Shall it not greeve thee deerer then thy death, 
Tofee thy Antevy making his peace, 
Shaking the bloody kngers of thy Foes? 
Moſt Noble,in the prelence of thy Coarſe, 
Had I as many eyes,as thou hait wounds, 
Weeping as fa{t asthey ſtreame forth thy blood, 
[t would become me ber:er,then toclolſe 
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Pardon me [urs heere was'tthou bay'd brave Heart, 


| Hecre did'ſt thou fall,and hecre thy Hunters ſtand 


$1gn'd in thy Spoyle,and Crimlon'd in thy Lethe. 


 O World!:hou waſlt the Forreſt rothis E arr, 


' And this indeed, O World,the Hart of thee 
| How like a Decre,! 


, Our Reaſonsare {o full of good regard, 


| You ſhoud be fatisfied. 


' And in the Pulpitas becomes a Fricnd, 


. 


| The Enenues of {«ſar,fall fay this: 
| Then,ina Friend,it 1Scola Mocelty. 


; But what compact mcanc you to have with us? 


ticKen by mary Princes, 
Doſt thou hecre ly c? 
{ al. Alarke Antony. 


Ant. Pardon mc Cairns { aſrrns: 


Caſ.I dame you not for praiſing (4/ar 1o, 


Will you beprick'd innumber cf our Friends, 
Or 2] we on; and not depend on you? 

Art. Therefore I tooke your hands,but was indeed 
Sway'd from the point,by looking downe on { «far. 
Friends am I with you all, ard love you all, 
Vpon this hope,that you ſhall give me Reaſons, 
\V hy.and wherctn, Ceſar was dangerous. 

Brs. Orelſc were thisa lavage Spectacle: 


That were you Antony, the Sonne of { «ſar, 
Ant.That's all I ſeeke, 


And am moreover futor,thatT im1y 
Produce his body to the Market-place, 


Speake In the Order of his FE uncrell., | 


P—  — 


| Aftermy ſpecch is ended, 


| Shall cumber all the parrs of lealy: 


\ Their intants quartered with the hands of Warre: 
| All pitty choak'd withcuſtome of fell deeds, 


| Shall inthe{eConfines, with a Monarkes voyce, 
| Cry havocke,andlet flip the Dogges of Warre, 


Sik. emns Dt. dC. 


ZBru., You ſhall Aarke Antozy. | 
Caf. Brutas, a word with you: 


| You knoiy not what you do;Do not conſent 


That Antony (peake in his Funerall: 
know you how much the people may be moy'd 


| By thatwhich he will uttcr. 


3ru, By your pardon: 


; I will my cife into the Pulpit firſt, 


And ſhew the reaſon of cur Ceſarsdeath- 
VV hat Artery ſhall ſpeake,I will proteſt | 
He ipeakes by leave,and by permiſsion: | 
And that we are contented («ſay ſhall | 
Havealltruc Rictes,and lawtull Ceremonies, 
It ſhalladvantage more,then do us wrong. | 
(of: I know not what may fall,] like it not. 
Zru. Marks Antoxy,heere take you Ceſar body; 
You ſhall not in your Funerall ſpeech blame us, 
But ſpeake all good you can deviſe of { </ar, | 
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| And fay you doo'r by oor permiſs10n: 


Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 
About his Funerall. And you ſhall ſpeake 
Inthe ſame Pulpit whereto Iam going, 
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Ant, Be ut lo: 
I co deſire no morc. | 
Ern. Prepare the body then,and follow us. Exeant, | 
Alanet Antony. | 
O parCon me,thou bleeding pecce of Earth: 
| 


; Thatl am mecke and gentle with theſc Butchers. 


Thouartthe Ruines of the Nobleſt man 

Thatever lived in the Tide of Times. 

Woe to the hand that ſhed this coſtly Blood, 

Ouer thy wounds,now dol Prophelic, 

(which like cumbe.mouthes do ope their Ruby lips, 
To begge the voyce and uttereznce of my Tongue) 

A Curlc ſhall light vponthe limbes of men; | 
Domeſticke Fury,and fierce Civill,ſtrite, | 


Blood and deſttuQtion ſhall be ſo in uſe, | 
And dreadfull Objects ſo familiar, | 
That Mothers ſhall but ſmile, when they behald 


And Ceſ@Spirit ranging tor Revenge, 
With #te by his ſide,come hot from Hell, 


That this foule deede, ſhall ſmell above the carth 
With Carrion men,groaning for Buriall. 
Enter Oflawmo's Servant, 
You ſerve Ofavins Ceſar, do younot? 
Ser, I do CHMarke Antony. 
* Ant. { «ar did write for himto come Rome. | 
Ser, He did reccive his Letters,and is comming, 
And bid me ſay to you by word of mouth 
Oo («ſar f 
Ant. Thy heart is bigge:get thee a-part and weepe: | 
Paſsion I {ce1s catching, for mineeyes, | 
| 
| 


Secing thoſe Beads of torrow [tand in thine, 
Beganto water, Is thy Maſter comming? 
Ser. Helizsto night within ſeven Leagues of Rome. | 
Amnt,Polt backe with ſpeede, | 
And tel! kim what hath chanc'd- 
Heere 15 a mourning Rome,a dangerous Rome, | 
No Rome of latety tor Otavins yer, | 
Hie hence,and rel! him fo. Yet ſtay a-while, | 
; Thou 
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Thou ſhalt not backe,till I have borne this courte 
| 
| Into the market place : There ſhall I try 
| 1nmy Oration, how the Pcople take 
| The crucll iſſue of theſe bloody men, 
Accordingtothe which, thou ſhalt diſcourie 
Toyoung Otavi of the ſtate of things. 


Lend me your hand. E xeaant 


| Emter Brutus ard goes into the Pulpit, and Caſi- 
ww with the Pleb:1ans. 


Ple. Wewillbe {atished : letusbe ſatished, _ 

Bru, Then follow me, and give me Audience friends. 
Caſſins go you intothe other lireete, 
And part the Numbers - | 
Thote that will hear me ſpeake, let em itay heere ; 
Thoſe that will follow Ceſize, go with him, 
And publike Realons ſhall be rendred. 
Of {e/ars death. 

1 Ple. 1 will heare Bre:rw ſpeake. : 
| 2. I will heare Caſims, and compare their Reatons, 
| When ſeverally we heare them rendred. 
3. The Noble 5ratx is aſcended : Silence. 
| Bru, Be patienttill the lat. 
Romans, Countrey-men, and Lovers, heare mee for my 
caule,and be filent, that you may heare. Beleeve mee tor 
| mince Honor, and have reſpect to wine Honor , that you 


—— —— 


| 


\ 


| may beleeve. Cenſure me in your Waiſedome, and awake | 

| your Senſes, that you may the better Iudge. If there bee | I cometo bury Ceſar, not to praiſe him: 
1ny in this Aſſembly, any deere Friend of ({+/@, rothem | The evillthat men do, lives atter them, 

| ay, that Bratu# iove to Caſar, was no lefle then his. It | The geod 1s oft enterred with their bones, 


then, that Friend demand, w hy Brutus role againtt Ceſar, 


this is my anſwer : Not that I lov'd Ca{er leiſe, but | 


| 


that Ilov'd Rome more. Had you rather Ceſar were li- | 


| v1ng, and dye all Slaves; rhenthat Ceſar were dead, to | 


live all Free. men ? As Ceſar lov'd mee, I weepe for him; 
| ashe wagForcunate, I rejoyce atit ; as he was Valiant , 'I 
honour him : But,as he was Ambrious, | flew him. There 
is Teares, for his Love : Joy , for his Fortune : Honor,for 
his Valour : and death for his Ambition, Who is heere 
{o baſe, that would bea Bondman ? If any, fpeak, for him 
have | off-ndcd. W ho is heere ſo rude, that would not 


5 heereſo vile, that will not love his Countrey ? If any, 
lpeake, for him have I offended. I paulc tor a Reply. 

All. None Brmaties, none. 

Brutus. Then none have I offcaded. TI have done no 
moreto Ceſer, then you ſhall do to Brutws, The Queſtt= 
on of his death, is inroll'd inthe Capitol] : his Glory not 
extenuated, wherein he was worthy z nor his oftences en- 
torc'd, for which he ſuF-red death, 


| Emer I wh Antony, with (« eſar:s bod ,, 
| Heere comes his Body, mourn'd by 1ſarks eAntony, who 
| though he had no hand in his death, ſhall receive the be- 
| nefit of his dying,a place in the Commonwealth,as which 
of you ſhallnot. With this I depart, thar as 1 ſlewe my 
delt Lover for the good of Rome, I havetke ſame Dag- 
ger for my ſeife, when it ſhall pleaſe my Country to need 
my death, 

e All, Lice Rruta , ive, live, 

'. Bring him with Triumph home unto his kouſe, 

2, Give him a Statue with his Anceſtors, 

3- Lethim be Caſa, 

4, Ceſar; better parts, 


— 


be a Roman ? If any, ſpezk, for him have 1 offended. Who | 


: 
| 
: 
| 


: 


| Shall be Crown'd in Brutas. 


I. Wee'l bring lim to his Houſe, 
With Showts and Clamors, 
5ru. My Coantry-men. 
2. Peace,lilence, Erut ſpeakes- 
1. Peacc ho. 
Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And (for my ſake) itay heere with Antony: 
Do grace to Ceſars Corpes, and grace bis Speech 
Tending to Cefars Glories, which Aſarke eAnrony 
( By our perauſſion) is allow'd to make. 
I do intrcat you, not a man depart, 
Save I alone, till Antony have tpoke. Exit. 
1 Stay ho,and letus heare fork eAvieny, 
3 Lethimgo up intothe publike Chaire, 
Wece'l heare him : Noble Antony go u 
Ant. For Brutus (ake,l am bcholding to you, 
4 What docs le tay of Brat ? 
3 He fayes for Bratw lake 
He findes himſelte beholding to us all. 
4 Twere belt ſpeake no harme of Bratus heere 2 
1 This Ceſ@ was a Tyrant, 
3 Nay thats certaine : 
Weare glad that Rome isrid of him. 
2 Peace, let us hcare what Antony can ſay. 
eAnt, you gentle Romans. 
All. Peace hoe, It us heare him. 
An, Friznds, Romans, Countrymen, lend ae your ears; 


So let it be with Ceſar. The Noble Brotw, 
Hath told you Cz/ar was Ambitious: 

It it were 10, 1t was a greevous Fault, 
And greevouſly hath Ca/@ anſwer's it 
Heereunder leave of Bratws, and therelt, 

( For Brmrw 13 an Honourable man, 
Soarethey all, all Honourable men ) 
Come I tolpeake in {ſars Funcrall, 


| He was my Friend, faithfull, and juſtro me; 


' 


| 
| 
| 


But Brat ſayes, he was Ambitious, 

And Brut 1s an Hononrable man. 

He hath bronght many Captives howeto Rome, 
Whote Ranſoines, did the generall Coffers fill : 


| Did this tn Ce/ar lecme Ambitious ? 


| When that the poore have cry'de, Ce/ar hath wepr : 
| Ambition thould be made of ftzrner ſtutte, 

\ Yet Brutxs (ayes, he was Ambitious ; 

And Brmtxs is 3n Hononrable man. 


— 


— —  —— 


| —— 


You all did (ce, that on the Lupercad, 

I thrice preſented him a Kingly Crowne, [ 

Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this Ambition ? 

Yet Brutws (ayes, he was Ambitious : 

And ſure heis an Honourable man, 

I ſpeake not to diſprove what Brutxs (poke, 

But heere I am, to ſpeake what I do know ; 

You all did love him once,not without cauſe, 

W hat cauſe with-holds you then , romovrne for him 2? 

O Iudgement ! thou art fled to brutiſh Beaſts, 

And Men have loſt their Reaſon, Beare with me, 

My heart is inthe Con there with [e/ar. 

And I muft pawſe till it come backe to me. | 
1 Methinkes there is much reaſon in his ſayings. 
If thou conſider rightly of the matter, 

Ceſar ha's had great wrong- (ble place. 
3 Ha's he Maſters? I feare there willa worſe come in 

EE. . Marks | 
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The Tragedie of Jultns ( 2ſar. 


4 Mark'd ye his words ? he would not take $ Crowne, | Marke how the blood of Caſe followed it, 


Therefore t1s certaine, he was not Ambitious. 

1 If it be found ſo,ſome will decreabide it. 

2 Poere {oulc,his eyes arc red as fire with weeping, 
| 3 There's not a Nobler man in Romethen Antony. 


| 142 
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4 Now mari c him,be begins againe toſpeake- 
| Am, But yeſterday,the word of Ceſar might 
| Have ſtood againſt the World:Now lics hethere, 
And none ſo poore todo him reuerence. 
O Maiſters 11f I were diſpos'd to lirre 
Your hearts and mindes to Mutiny and Rage, 
| I ſhould doc Brut wrong-and Caſſins wrong: 
| who(you all know)are Honourable ens 
| I will not dothem wrong: rather chooſe 
To wrong the dead,to wrong my ſclfe 2nd you, 
Then I will wrong ſuch Honourable men. 
Burt hcere's a Par Marth the Scale of Ceſar, 
[ found it in his Cloſſet,tis his Will: 
Let but the Commons heare this Teſtament: 
(Which pardon me: )Ido nor meancto reade, 
And they would go and kifſe dead (#75 wounds, 
And dip their Napkins in his Sacred Blood; 
Yea,begye a haire of him for Mcmory, 
And dying,mentionit within their W iiles, 
Bequearhing it as a rich Legacy 
Vnto thcrr iflue, 
4 Wee'l heare the Will,reade it Marks Antony. 
All. The Willzthe Will;we will hcarc Ceſers Will. 
Ant, Have patience gentle Friends, I muſt not rcad it. 
It is not meet you know how Ceſar loy'd you: 
You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but men: 
And being men, hearing the Will of (zſr, 
| It will inflame you,irwill make you mad; 
| Tis good you know not that you are his Heres, 
For if you ſhould, O « hat (would come of it? 
4 Read the Will,wec'i heare ut Antony; 
You hall reade us the will, Ce/ars Will. 
Ant, Will you be Patient? Will you ſtay a while? 
| T have ore ſhot my ſclfe to tell you of it, 
| I feare I wrong the Honourable men, 
\ W hoſe Daggers have ſtabb'd Ce/er: i do fear it. 
4 They were Trairors:Honourable men? 
All. T he Will,the Teſtament. 
2 They were Villaines, Murderers:the Wall, reade the 
| Will. 
| Amt,Youwill compell me then to read the Will; 
| Then makea Ringabour the Corpesot Ceſar, 


— 


— 


And let me ſhew you him that made the Will; 
Shall I deſcend? And will you giue me leave? 
All. Come downes 
| 2 Detcend. 
' 2 You ſhall have lcave. 
4 ARing,ſtand round. 
1'Stand fromthe Hearſe, ſtand from the Body. 
2 Roome tor Antony, molt Noble Antony, 
«At, Nay preſic not ſo upon me,ſtand farre off. 
| +» Al. Stand backe:roome,beare backe, 
Amt. 1f you have tcarcs,prepare to ſhed them now. 
| You all do know this Mantle, I remember 
| The firſt time ever (ſar put it on, 
Twas on a Suminers Evening in his Tent, 
Thar day he overcame the Nerv) 
; Lookezin this place ran (a//izs Dagger through: 
| See what a rent the envious C «ka mace: 
Through this,the welbeloved Zratau ſtabb'd, 
. Andas hepluck'd his curicd Steele away - 


| As ruſhing out of doores,to be reſolv'd | 
It Bratus 10 unkindely knock'd,or no: | 
' For Brmtwsas you know,was Ceſar Angel. | 
| Iudge,O you Gods, how deerely Ceſar loy'd kia: | | 


| 
| 


This was the moſt unkindeſt cut of all. 
For whenthe Noble Ceſ@ ſaw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude,more ſtrong then Traitors armes, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him:then burſt his Mighty heart, 
And in his Mantle, muffling up his face, 
Even at the Baſe of Pempeyes Statue 
(Which allthe while ran blood)great Ceſ#7 icll, 
O what afall was there, my Countrymen? 
Then I,andyou,and all of us fell downe, 
Whilſt bloody Treaſon flouriſh'd over us. 
O now you weepe,and 1 percetve you feele 
The dint of pitty:T hele are gracious droppes. 
Kinde Soules, what weepe you,when you but behold 
Our Ceſars Veſture wounded? Look you heere, 
| Heere is Himſcife,marr'd as you ſec with Traitors, 
I O pitteous ſpectacle! 
2 O Noble (ear! 
3 O wofull day! 
4 O Trattors, Villaines! 
I O moſt bloody ſigh! 
2 We will be reveng'd:Revenge 
Abour,ſecke,burne, fire,kill,flay, 
Let nota Traitor live. 
ent. Stay Country-men. | 
1 Peace there, heare the Noble eAntony, | 
2 Wee'l hearc him, wee'l folluw him , wee dy with 
him. (you up | wp 
Ant. Good Friends,ſweet Friends,let me not {tirre 
To ſuch a {odaine Flood of Mutiny: | 
They that have done this Deede,are honourable, 
W hat private greetes they have,alas I know not, 
That made them do it: They are Wiſe,and Hongur 
' And will no doubt with Reaſons anſwer you. 
I come not(Fricnds)to ſtcaleaway your hearts; 
I am no Orator as Bratwr is; 
Bur (as you know meall)a plaine blunt man 
That love my Friend ard that they know full well, | 
That give me publicke leave to ſpeake of him: | 
For I have neither wit nor words,nor worth, | 
AQion,nor Vtterance,nor the power of Speech, | 
To ſtirre mens Blood. I onely ipcake right on: | 
I rell you that, which you your ſelves do know, 
Shew you ſweet («/ars wounds, poor poor dum mouths 
And bid them ſpeake for me:But were I Brats:, 
! And Brutns Antony,there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your Spirits,amd put a Tongue 
In every Wound of Ceſ@,that ſhould move 
The ſtones of Rome,to riſc and Mutiny. 
All. Wee'l Mutiny. 
1 Wee'l burne the houſe of Brurxs. | 
Away then,come ſceke the Confpirators., | 
eAm. Yet heare me Countrymen,yet heare me ſpeake 
eAll. Peace hoc, heare Antony,moit Noble Antony. | | 
Ant. Why Friends,you goto do you know not what. * 
W herein hath («ſe thus deſerv'd your loves? | 
Alas you know not,I muſt rell you then: = 
You have forgotthe Will I told you ot- 8 | 
All. Moſt true;the Will, let's ſtay and beare the Wil. | 
Am Heere is the Will,and under («ſars Sealc: 
Toevery Roman Citizen he gives, 
«l 
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2 Ple. Moſt Noble Ceſar,wee'l revenge his death, 

3 Ple. O Royall (ſar. 

Ant. Hearc me with patience. 

All. Peace hoe 

eArt. Morcover,he hath left you all kis Walkes, 
His private Arbors,andnew-planted Orchards, 
Onthis ſide Tyber, he hath lett them you; 
| And te your heyrcs tor cucer:common pleaſures 

To walke abroad,and recreate your ſelves. 
' Heere was a( e/ar:when comes ({uch another? 
1 Ple, Never,never;come,away,auay: 
Wee'lburne his body in the holy place, 
| And with the Brands fare all the Trattors houſes. 
| Take up the body. 
| 2 Ple, Gotetch hires 
2 Ple. Plucke done Benches, 
4 Ple Plucke downe Formes, Windowes any thing, 
F reunt Plabrians, 

Am, Now let it worke:Miſcheetc thou art a-foor, 
| Take thou what courlc thou wilt. 
; How now Fellow? 


' 


Emer Scorvant. 
Ser, Sir, O(tavms 15 already come to Rome. 
«Ant. Where 1s hee? 
Ser, He and Lepides are at Ceſar; houſe. 
Ant. And tkither will I firaight,to vilit him: 
He comes vpon a wiſh. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 
\ Ser. | heard bun lay, Bratns and Caſſins 
| Arcrid like Madmcn through the Gates of Rome. 
| Amt. Belike they had tome notice of the people 
| How I had moved them. Bring me to Oltawns, Exexnt, 


Enter Cinna the Poet ana air bim the Plebeians. 


Cin, I dreamt to night,that 1 did teaſt with Ceſar, 
| And things unluckily charge my Fantaſie: 
| I have no will to wander forth ot doores, 
| Yetſomething leads me forth. 
! What 1s your name? 
2 \Whether are you going? 
3 Where do you dwell? 
4 Arc youa married man,or 2 Batchellor? 
2 Anſwer every man directiy, 
I I and breelely. 
4 | and witely. 
3 1, and truly,you were bcſt, 
{ nm. What is my name? W hecheram 1 going 2 Where 
| do I divell>Am 1 a married man, or a Batchcllour ? Then 
to anſ{\ver every man , directly and breetely , wiſely and 
| realy:wiſeh, | ſay, [ama Batchelor. 
2 That's as much astofay , they are tooles that mar- 
[iy : you'l beare mea bang for that | feare - proceede di- 
| rectly. 
| (Directly I am going to (</arr Funcrall 
| T Asa Friend,or an Enemy? 
Cur. ASa friend. 
* That matter is anſwered direRly, 
4 For your 4welling:brectely. 
( "n. Breefely,1 dwell by the Capitoll. 
{ Yourname far,truly, 
C 41, Truly,my name 15 Comma, 
1 Teare him to peeces, hee's a Con{pirator. 
Com, Tam mna the Poct,T am Cima the Poet- 
4 Tearc hum for hisbad verles,teare him for his bad 
erics. 


Can. I am not (ima the Conftpirator. 

4 It is no matrer, his name's Cimna,pluck but hisname 

' out of his heart, and turne him going. 
3 Teare him gteare him;Come Brands hoe, Fireorands: 

| to Brutmus,to Caſing burne all.Some to Decins Houtcesand 

; lometo Cah1's;fome to Ligarins: Away,g0, 

| Ex: wnt all the Plebrians, 


| 


| 
' 
| 
Actus 


HAYFUS. 


WO — - —— @C—ECIS—R— Oo _— 


Enter Antony Oftavinsand Lepidns. 
Ant. Thee many then (hall diegthetr names are prikt 
O#. Your Brother too mult dye:confent you Lepidns? 
Lep. 1 docontcnt. 
Oct. Pricke hum downe eAntoxy, 
| LTep.Vponcondition Publnes (hall not Ive, 
Who is your Siſters ſonne, Marks Antony. 
| Art, He thall not live;looke,with a ſpot I dam hims 
| But Z-pidur,g0 you ro Ceſars houle: | 
| Fetchthe Will hither,and we ſhall determine 
| How tocutoff ſome charge in Legacies. 
| Lep, What?ſhall | ftinde you heere? 
| OA, Orhecre,orat the Capitol. 
efn.This is a ſlight unmeritable man, 
Meet to be {ent on Errands:151t fit 
The three-fold World divided, be ſhonld ſtand 
One of the three to ſhare it? 
O#. So you thought him, 
And tooke bis voyce who ſhould bepricktto die 
In our blacke Scftence and Protcription. 
Ant, O«wm5,1 have lecne more dayes then you; 
And though we lay thete Honours on this man, 
To eaſe ourſelves of divers {land rous loads, 
He ſhall but beare them,asthe Aﬀe deares Gold, 
To groane and {weat under the Buſinefle, 
Either led or driven,as we print the way: 
And having brought our Treaſure,w here we will, 
Then take we downe his Load, and turne him off 
(Like to the cmpry Aflc)to ſhake his cares, 
And 8:aze in Commons» 
O#. You may do your will: 
Buthee's a tried, and valiant Souldicr. 
Ant. S0is my Horſe Oftavaes and tor thar 
I do appoint him ſtore of Provender, 
It is a Creature that I teach to fight, 
To winde,to {top,to run direRtly on: 
His corporall Motion,govern'd by my Spirit, 
And in tome talte,is Lepsawrbnt to: 
He muſt be taught,and train'd,and bid go forth: 
A barren ſpirited Feltowzone that feeds 
On Objects, Arts,and Imitations. 
Which out of vic,and Rtal'de by other men 
Begia his faſhion.Donorralke of him, 
Bur as a property:and now Oftavims, 
Liſter great things. Brurxs and { aſ1ins 
Are levying Powers; We mult {traighe make head: 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin'sd, 
Our beſt Friends made and our belt meanes ftretchrour, 
And let us preſently go fit in Councell, 
How covert matters may be belt diſclog'd, 
And open Perils fureſt anſwered. 
Oft. Letus do fo:for weare at the ſtake, 
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| And bayed about with many Encmics, 
| And ſome that ſmile have inthcir hearts I feare 
| Millions of Miſcheetes. 


Tum: 
and Pindar ns mecte them. 
Bru, Stand ho. 
 Cxc.Givethe word ho,and Stand. 
Bru, What now Laes/uus, 15 Caſrins neere? 
Luo, He 1s at hand, and Pindarne is come 
| Todo you falutation from his Maſter. 
' Bru, He greets me well, Your Maſter Pinder mw 
In his ownechange,or by il! Othcers, 
Hath given me ſoine worthy cauſe to with 
' Thingsdone,undone:Bur if he be at hand, 
| I ſhall be ſatisfied. 
| Pom. I do not doubt 
Bur that my Noble Maſter will appeare 
Such as he 15,full of regard,and Honour. 
Brw. He is not doubted. A word Lucius 
How he receiv'd you:let me be rcloly'd. 
Lac. With courteſie,and with refpet enough, 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, 
Nor with ſuch free and tricndly Conference 
As he hath us'd of old. 
Bru. Thou haſt deicrib'd 
A hot Friend, cooling;Ever note Lucilins, 
When Love begins to ficken and decay 
It uſeth an enforc:d Ceremony. 
There are no trickes,in plainc and {imple Faith: 
But ho!low men,like Horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew,and promute of their Mettle: 
Low March within. 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody Spurre, 
| They fall their Creſt,and like deceitull Iades 
Sinke in the Triall. Comes his Army on? 
| Luc. They meane this night in Sard:sto be quarter'd; 
{ The greater part,the Hortc in generail 
| Are come with Caſums, 
| Enter Caſrins and his Power 5, 
Brs, Hearke,he 1s arriv'd: 
| Martch genily on to meete him, 
Caſ. Stand ho. 
Bru. Stand ho,{peake the word along, 
Stand. 
| Stand. 
Stand, 
Caf. Molt Noble Brother;you have done me wroug, 
' Bru, ludge me you Gods; wrong I mine Enemies? 
| And it not{o, how ſhould I wrong a Brother. 
| Caf. Bru'u:,thistober forme of yours, hides wrongs, 
| And when you do them 
Aru. Caſm,be content, 
Speake your greetes {oftly,I do know you well. 
| Betorerlic eyes of bothour Armies heere 
( W hich ſhould perceive nothing but Love trom us) 
Let usnot wrangle. Eidthem moveaway: 
| Thenin my Tent ( afrs#s enlarge your Greefes 
| And 1 will give you Audience. 
| Caſi1, Pradarns, 
; Bid our Commanders leade their Charges of 
| Alittle from this ground. 
Rrw. Loccilinrdo you the likegand let no man 
j Come to our Tent,tull we have dooc our Conference. 
| Let Lucws and T:tmins guard our doore. Exennt. 
| Manent Brutus ard Caſo, 


| Drum, Fnter Brutus Luciinga,arnd the Army, 
' 
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| Cf: That you have wrong'd me,doth appear inthis: | 
| You have condemn'd,and noted Lucens P ell 
Exenme. | 
| Whercin my Letter, praying on his (ide, 


For taking Bribes hcere of the Sardians; 


Becauſe I knew the man,was {lighted off. . | 
Bru. You wrong'd your ſeite to write in ſuch a calc. 
C4/.In fuch atime as this,it is not meet 

That every nice offence ſhould beare his Commenat. 

Bra, Let me tell you Caſ2ims,you your (cite. 


Are much condemn'd to have an itching Palme, | 
| Toſell,and Mart your Onices tor Gold | 
| To Vndclervers. | 
' Caf. l,anitching Palme? | 
| You know that you are BYarxy that ſpeakes this, 
| Or by the Gods, this ſpecch were elite your laſt, 
Zru. The name of Caſms Honors this corruption, 
And C taſticement doth therefore hide his head. 
Ca(.Chaſticement? 
'  BEru.Remember March,the Ides of March remember: 
| Did not great /whms blerde for luiſtice lake? 
| What Villaine touch'd his body,that did (tab, 
| And not for Tuſtice?W hat, Shall one of Vs, 
| That ſtrucke thc tFormo't manck a!l this World 
| But for ſupportiny Robbers.ſhatl vie now, 

Contamnnate our hugecrs, with bafc Bribes? 
| Andic;| the mighty ipace of our large Honors 
; For fo much talh,2s may be graſped chus? 
| I hadrather be a Logge,and baite the Moone, 

' Then ſucha R 1aan, | 
| Caf. Brwayz, baite not me, | 
| Tle not indure 1t:you forget your ſelfe 

To hedge mein,! am a Souldicr, 1, 
| Older in practice, Abter then your ſelfc 
| To make Conditions. 
| Bru. Goto: youare not Caſrias: 

{ sl. I am, 
Brw | lay,you are not- 
| Cal. Vrge menomore, I ſhall forget my ſelfe: 
| Have :minde upon your healch:Temprt me no farther, 
Bru. Away {light man. 
Caſ: Is poſſible? 
Bru, Heate me,for I wi'l ſpeake. 
Mult 1 give way,and roome to your raſh Choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a Madman ſtares ? | 
Ca/. O ye Gods, ye Gods, Muſt I cndure all this? 
{ Brs, All this: I more, Fret till your proud heart breax, 

Go ſhew your Slaves how Chol:ricke you are, 

And make your Bondmen trea:bie. Muſt I boudge? 
| Muſt [ obferve vou? Muſt I fiand and crouch 
| Vnder your Teſtie Humour?By the Gods, 
| Youlhall digeſt the Venom of your Splezne 
| Thought it doSpiit you. For from this day forth, 
| He vic you tor my Mirth,ycator my Laughter 
| When you are Waſpiſh | 

Cal. Is it come tothis? | 
Bru. You fay,youare a better Souldier: 
| Let it appeare {o;make your vaunting true, 
| And t (hall plcafe me well. For mince owne part, 
| I ſhall be gladtolearne of Noble men. 
Caf. You wrong meevery way: 
You wrong me Bratus: 
I faide,an Elder Souldicr,not a Better. 
Did I fay Berter? 
Brs. If you did,I care not. (me: 
Caſ. When («/@ liv'd, he durſt notthus have wov's 


Bra.Peacc,peacc , youdurſt tot ſo have rempred Fa | 
4''5. 
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{affi- Idurſt not. 
Bru. No. 
Caſſi. What ? durſt noctempt bim ? 
Bru. For your lite you durlt nor. 
Caſſi- Doc nor preſume too mnch upon my Love, 
I may doe that | ſhall be ſorry for. 
Brs, You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for. 
There is no terror Caſi«in your threats. 
For I am arm'd fo ſtrong in Honeſty, 
That they paſle by me, as the idle winde, 
Which I reſpe not. 1 didſend to you 
For certaine ſummes of Gold.which youdeny'de me, 
For I can raiſe no money by vile meanes ; 
By heaven, I had rather Coyne wy heart, | 
And drop my blood tor Drachmaes, then to wring 
| From the hard hands of Peazants, their vile traſh 
' By any indiretion, I did fend 
' To you for Gold topay my Legions, 
' Which you deny'd me : was that done like Caſſie ? 
| Should I have an{wer'd Cai ( aſſixe lo ? 
' When Harem Brutus growes to Coverous, 
| To locke ſuch Raſcall Counters trom his fricnds, 
| Beready gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 
; Daſh bun topeeces, 
{ Caſſi, Ideny'deyou not. 
| Bru, You hid, 
' («ſſi. Idid not. He was but a Fosle 
| That brought my an{wer back. Brutws hath riu'd my hart 
| Afriend ſhould beare his triends infirmityes , 
| But Bruzuas makes mine greater then they are. 
| ®Brx. Idoe not, till you practice them on me» 
Caſſt, You love me not. 
Brs. I doe not like your faults. 
{aſſi. A friendly eye could never ſee ſuch faults. 
Brut. A flatterers would not, though they doappeare 
| As hugeas high Olympus. 
Caſſi. Come Antony, and yong Ottavime come, 
Revenge your {clves alone on Caſſius, 
For (affine is a-weary of the World : 
| Hated by one he loves, brau'd by his brother, 
| Check'd like a bondman, all his faults obſerv'd, 
| Set ina Note-booke, learn'd, and con'd by roate 
To caſt inromy Teeth. OI could weepe 
My Spirit from mine eyes: There is my Dagger, 
| And heere my naked Breaſt ; Within. a heare 
| Decrerthen Plato's Mine: Richerthen gold : 
[fthat thou beeſt a Rowan, take it forth. 
| [ that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart : 
| Strike as thou diditat («ſar; for I know, 
| 


When thou didſt hate him worſt,thou loveglt him better 
Then ever thou lovedlt (ſim. 
Ers. Sheath your Dagger : 
| Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope : 
| Doe what you will, diſhonor, ſhall be humour. 
| O Caſins, you are yoaked with a Lambe 
| That carries Anger, as the Flint beares fire, 
| Who much inforced, ſhewes a haſty ſparke, 
| And ſtraite is cold agen. 
| Caſſi. Hath Cafixs liv'd 
| To bebut Mirth and Laughrer to his Bruew, 
When griefe and blood ill remper'd, vexcth him ? 
Bru. When I ſpoke that, I was ill tempe1'd roo. 
(4/7. Doe you confeſſe ſo much?*Give me your hand, 
Bre. And my heart too, 
{affi. O Bratwe) 
Bru. Whats the matter ? 


Caſſi. Have nor you love enough to beare with me, 
When that raſh humour which my Mother gave me 
Makes me forgertulls? 

Bra. Yes (afſine, and from henceforth 
When = are over-carneſt with your Brute, 
Hee'l thinke your Mother chides, and lcave you ſo. 


Enter 4 Poet. | 
Poet, Let me goc into fee the Generals, | 
There is ſome grudge betweene c1n, tis not mecte 
They bealone. 
Lucs. You thali not come to them. 
Pocs, Nothing but deach ſhall ſtay me. 
(aſi. How now # Whats the matter ? 
Poet, For ſhame you Generals? what doe you meane? 
Love, and be friends, as two ſuch men ſhould be, 
For I have {eenc more yeeres Ime lure then yee. 
Caſs, Ha, ha, how vildely doth this Cynicke rime ; 
Bru. Get you hence firrah : Sawcy fellow, hence. 
C4. Beare with him Bras, tis his faſhion, 
Brs. lle know his humour,w hen he knowes histime: 
VW hat ſhould the Warres doe with thele ligging fooles? 
Companion, hence. 
({ 454. Away, away be gone. Exit Poet. 
Bru, Lucillvae and Titinuas bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies tonight. | 
(«/t. And come your ſelves,& bring Meſſala with you 
Immediately to us. 
Bru. Lucius, abowle of Wine. 
Cai, I didnot thinke you could have bin ſo angry, 
Bru. O Caſſins, 1 aca (icke of many griefes. 
Caſſi. Of your Philoſophy you make ne uſe, 
If you give place to accidentall evills. 
'Brw, No man beares ſorrow better. Portia is dead. 
Bru. She is dead. 
Casfi. How ſcap'd I killing, when I croit you ſo? 
O inſupportable, and touching loſle ! 
Vpon what fickneſle ? 
Brw. [mpaticntot my abſence. 
And griete, that yong Otavixe with Marks e Antony, 
Have made themſelves to ſtrong : For with her death 
That tydings came. With this the tel diſtract, 
And (her Attendants abſent) twallow'd fire. 
Cait. Anddy'd (0? 
Bru. Even to. 
Caf, O yeimmortall gods ! 
Enter Boy with Wine, and T apers, 
Bru.Speake no more of her : Give me a bowle of wine 
In this I bury all unkingneſle Caſſins. Drinkes. 
Caſſi. My heart is thirſty for that Noble pledge, 
Fill £acixw, till the Wine ore- ſwell the Cup; 
I cannot drinke too much of Brurns love. 


Emer Titinizs, and Meſſals, 


Brut. Come in Titanius - 
Welcome good Meſſals : 
Now lit we cloſe about this Taper heere, 
And call in queſtion our neceſlitics. 

Caſſi. Portia, art thou'gone? 

Bru. No more I pray you. 
Meſſala, I have here received Letters, 

That yong Ofewue, and Marks 2 Autony 

Come dune upen us with a mighty power, 

Bending their Expedition toward Phulipps. 
nn 
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Bru. With what Addition. 
Meſſ. That by proſcriprtion, and billes of Outlary, 
Often, Antony and Lepidus, 
| Have put to death, an hundred Senators. 
! Bru. Thercin our Letters doe nor well agree : 
Mine ipcake of ſeventy Senators, that dy'de 
By their prolcriptions, Cicero being oc. 
Caſſt. Cibero one ? 
Meſſa.{icero is dead, and by that order of proſcriprtion 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 
Brn. No Meſiala, 
Meſſa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 
Bru. Nothing HMeſſala. 
Meſſs. That me thinkes is {trange. 
Bru. Why aske you ? 
Heare you ought cf her, in yours ? 
Meſſa. Notmy Lord. 
Bru. Now as youare a Romantell me rruc% 
Meſſ, Then like a Roman, bcare the truth 1 tell, 
For certaine ſhe is dead, and by {ſtrange manwcr. 
Bro. hy farewcll Portia : We muſt dye Meſſals: 
With meditating that ſhe mult dye ence, 
I have the paticnce to endure it now. 


' 
| HoſſoMy ſelfe have Letters of the (cifc-lame Tenure. 
| 


Caj/:, 1 baveas much of this in Art as you. 
But yet my Nature could not bearc it 10. 


Of marching to Philips pretemiy, 

Ca//i, | doenotthinke it good. 

Bru. Your teaſou? 

Caſſ, Thisit is: 

Tis better that the Enemy ſ{ecke us, 
So ſhail be waſte his mcanes, weary his Souldiers, 
Doing himfelte offeace, whilſt we lying Rill, 
| Are full ct reſt, detence, and nimblencflc. 
Bru, Good reajons wult of torce give place to berter: 
The pcopletwixt Fhelpps, and this ground 
Dae ſtand but in a forc'a aftection : 
For they have grag'd us Contribution, 
The Enemy, marching along by them, 
By them (hall make a tuller number up, 
Come on retreſhit, new added, and encourag'd ; 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off. 
If at Pbi4zpps we dor face him there, 
Theſe peop!lc at our backe, 

Cafſi. Hcare me good brother, 

Brm, Vnder your pardon. You mult note beſide, 
That we have tricethe utmoſt of our triends ; 
Our Legionsare brim tull, our caule is ripe, 

The Enemy encreaſcth every day, 

We at the height, are ready todecline. 

There 15a Tidc intheaffazres of men), 

W hich taken atthe Flood, leadcs on to Fortune x 
Omitred, all the voyage of their life, 

Is bound in Shallowes, and in Miſcries. 

On {nc a til Sca are we now a-float, 

And we mult take the current whea it ſerves, 
Or lootc our Vontures, 

Caſſt, Then with your willgoe on : we'll along 
' Ourſelves, and mect them at Phulspps 
| Bru. Thedcepe of nightis crept upon our talk e, 
And Nature mult obey Necellity, 

W hich we will aiggard wicha lacie reſt: 
There is no moreto ſay, 
Ci. No more, good night, 


— ——— — w——_— _ 
— ——_ 


Early to morrow will we riſc, and hence. 
Enter Lucas. 
Sru. Lucns my Gowne : farewell good Meſſals, 


. 


Good night Titre: Noble, Noble (aims, 


Meſſa, Evenſo great men, great loſes ſhouid iadure, 


Bru, Wcll,to our worke alivc. VV hatdoe you thinke | 


Good night, and goodrepole. 
Caſſi. O my deere brother : 
' This was anill beginning of the night : 
Never come ſuch diviſion tweene our ſoules : 
Let it not Brutus. 
| Emer Luicins with the Gowne, 
 Swa. Every thing is well. 
| Caſſi. Good night my Lord. 
| S3Bru, Good night good brother. 
T it. Meſſa, Good night Lord Brat, 
Bra. Farewell every ore, 
Give me the Gowne. Where is thy inftrament ? 
Lac. Heere inthe Tent. 
Bru, Whatthou ſpeak'it drowſily 3 
Poore knave I blame thee art, thou art ore-watch's. 
Call (Zaudio, ard ſome other of my men, 
lle have them flcepe on Cuſhions in my Tent, 
| Lnce Vari, and { laude. 
| 
| 
| 


— 


Emer Varriu and Claudio. 
I ar. Calls my Lord? 
Bre. 1 pray you firs, lyc in wy Tent and fleepe, 
It may be I ſhall raiſe you by and by 
On bulineſſeto my brother Coſſine. 
Fas. Sopleaſc yuu, we will ttand, 
And watch your pleaſure. 
Br, I will not have it ſo: Lye downe good (irs, 
; It may bel ſhall otherwiſe bethinke me. 
; Looke Lucixe, heeres the booke I ſought for fo : 
I putt in the pocket of my Gowne. 
£xe. I wzs ture your Lordſhip did not give it me. 
Bru. Beare with me good Boy, | am much forgetfull, 
Canſt thou hold up thy in{trument a ſtraine or two., 
And touch thy heavy eyes a-while, 
| C£xc. I my Lord,ai't pleaſe you. 
Zru, It does my Boy ; 
| trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 
Lac. It is my duty Sir. 
Bru. I ſhould not urge thy duty paſt thy might, 
I know yong blouds looke for a tine of relt. 
Luc, | have {lept my Lord alrcady. 
Bru. lt was welldone, and thou ſhalt flcepe againe : 
; I will not hold thee long. 1f1 doclive, 
| I will de goodto thee, 
CHMuſicke, and « Song, 
This is a fle*py Tune ; O Murdrous flumbler ! 
Layeſt thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 
That playes thee Muſicke Gentle knave good night : 
I will not dee thee ſo much wrong to wake thee : 
If thou doſt nod, thou break'ſt thy inſtrument, 
llerake it from thee, and (good Boy ) good night. 
Ler me (ce, let me ſee? is not the Leate turn'd downs 
Where 1 left reading ? Heere it is I thinke, 
Pmter the Ghoit of Ceſar. 
How ill this Taper burnes. Ha ! Who comes heere ? 
I thinke itis the weakeneſle of mine cycs 
That ſhapesthis monſtrous Apparition. 
It comes upon me : Artthou any thing ? 
Artthou ſome god, ſome Angell, or ſome Divell, 
| That mak'ſt my blood cold, and my haice to ſtare? 
Speake ro me, what thou art. 
Gboft, Thy cvill Spirit Bratws 
| Bru. Why comſtthou ? 
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Gheft. To telltheethou ſhalt fee me at Fhulpps. 

Brut. Well : then 1 thall ſee thee againe ? ,, 
\ Ghot#t. I, at Phipps. 
| Bri W hy I will fee thee at Phulipps then : 
| Now I have taken heart, thou vanttheſt. 
| 11] Spirit, 1 would hold moretalke with thee, 
Boy, Lucius, Varriss, (landio, SIrs; awake - 
(Claudio, | 

Lacs. The ſtrings my Lordare falſe. 

Bru. Hethinkes he itil is at his 1nftrument, 
| Lacie, atvakes 


. 


| 
| 
| 


: 
| 
i 


: 
: 


Bru, Diſt thou dreame Lacine, thut thou to crycdh | 


out e 
Luc. 
Fre. 
Luc. 
Bru. 

Thou : 


My Lord, I doc not know that I did cry. 
Y<s that thou didſt ; Didſt thou ce any thing ? 
Nothing my Lord, 

Slcepe againe Lacins : Sirra (andio, tellow, 
AWwAaKe. 

Var. My Lord, 

{law. My Lord. 

Bru, W hy did you focry out firs in your ficepe? 

Poth, Did we my Lord ? 

Irnu, | ; 1aw you any thing ? 

ar. No my Lord, 1 ſaw nothing. 

Claw. Nor I my Lord. 

Bra. Goc, 2nd commend meto my brother (a//i«s : 
Bid him ct on his Powres betimes befure, 
And we will foltow. 

Zoth, It ſhalt be done my Lord, 


| 
| Lncs, My Lord» 
| 
| 
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| Enter Oftavima, Antony, and ther Army. 

| Ota. Now eAmory, our hopes are anfwered, 
| You {aid the Enemy would not come dovyne, 

| But keepe the hills and upper Regions ; 

It proves not ſo : th-1r batrailes arc at hand, 

They meane to warne us at Phapps here : 
Antwering before we doe demand of them. 

*Mat. Tut lam inthcir botomes, and 1 know | 
Wherefore they doe it : They could be content 
To viſit other places, and come downe 
With fearciull bravery : thinking by this face 
Tofalten in our thoughts that they have Courage : 
But tis not fo, 

Entry a Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. Pre pare you Generals, 
The Enemy comes on in gallant ſhew : 
{ Their bloody ſigne of Batreil'is hung our, 
And ſornething to be done immediately. 
| eAnt. Oftavmu,leade your Batrtaile toftly on 
| Vpon the left hand of the even hicld. 
' 0a Vponthe right hand 1, keepethou the left. 
| Ant. Why doe you croſſe me in this exigent. 
Oe. I doc not crofle you; but I will doe {o. Marth. 


[ 


Drum. Enter Bruths, Caſſ'us, and their Army. 


Bru. They ſtand, and would have parley- 

Caſſi. Sand faſt Tis, we mult out and talke. 

| Ota, Marks Amtony, (hail we give {ligne of Battaile ? 
| Ant. No Cer, we will anfwer on their Charge. 


Exemnt. 


| 


; 


; And very wiſely threat before you ttng. 
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Make forth, the generalls would have forme wores. 
Ota. Stirre not untill the Signal. 
Bra. Words before blowes : isit ſs Countrymen ? 
Ofta. Nor that we love words better, as you doe. 
Bre.Good words arc becter then bad ſtrokes Oftavuer 
Ant.In yor!r bad ſtrokes Brut you g1veC good words | 
Witnefle tlic hole you made in Ce/.s heart, 
Crying long live, baile (ſar. 
( aſſt. Antony, | 
The poſture of your blowes are yer unknowne ; 
But tor your words. they rob the Hi6/a bees, 
And leave them Hony-lcile. 
eAnt. Not |tingletic too. 
Bru. () yes, and toundleflc too : 
For you have ſtolnc their buzzing Antony, 


Ant, Villaines: you didnot to, when your vile daggers | 
Hackt one another in the fides of Ceſar : 
You thew'd yourtecthes like Apes, | 
And fawn'd ike hounds, 
And bow'd like Bondmen, kiffing Ceſars teete : | 
Whilſt damned Cube, like a Curre, behind 
Strooke C*ſr on the necke. O you fatterers+ 
Caſſ:, Flatterers? Now Brat thanke your elfe, 
This rongue had not offended to to day, | 
It Caſſ1#s might have ruld, 
Ota, Come, come, the cauſe. If arguing make usfywert, 
The proote of ir will curnc to redder drops : 
Looke, I draw a Sword againſt Confptrators, 
\V hen thinke you that che Sword goes up againe ? 
Never uUull Ceſars:hree andthirty wounds 
Be wellaveng'd ; or till another Ceſar 
Haveadded flauglter rothe Sword of Traytors. 
Brn., ( efar, thou canit not dye by Traytors hands, 
V nlefle thou bringſt them with thee. 
Otts, $01 hope: | 
I wasnot borne todyc on Prutwe Sword.) 
Bru. Oitthou wert the Novleſt of thy Straine, 
Yong-mai, thou couldit not dye more honorable. 
Caſſi, A pcevith Schoole-boy, worthics of fuch honor 
loyn'd with a Masker, and 4 Keveller. 
Ant. Old Casſrirt Ihiil, 
OZa. Come Antony : away : 
Defance Trairors ,hurle we wm your teeth. 
If you dare fight today, come tothe held ; 
It not, when von have Rtomackes, 
Exit Ottavins, Antony, and Army, 
Carfi, Why now blow winde, {weil billow, 
And twimme Barke : | 
The Storme 1s up, and all is on the hazard. 
Bru, Ho Lucile, hearke, a word with you. 
Lucilluw, ard Afeffala fant forth, 
Luc. My Lord, 
(asf. Mefala. 
Meſſe. What fayes my generall ? 
Carh, AMeſſala, this is my Birth-day : as this very day 
Was Ca/rw@ borne. Give me thy hand Aeſſats : 
Be thou my witnefſe, that againlt my will, 
( As Pompey was) am I compell'd ro ct | 
Vpon one Batrtell all our Liberties, 
You know, that I held Epicurms ftrong, 
And his opinion; Now l change iy minds, 
And partly ctedir things that doe preſage. 
Comming from Sardis, on our former Enfigne 
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pcarch'd, | 
Gorging and feeding from our Souldicrs hands, * 
Who ! 
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Who to ” hwpps here cc nforted us ; 

| This Morning ::e they flc4 away, and gone, 
| And in their itccds, doe Ravens, Crowes, and Kites 
| Flye ore our heads, and down ward looke oi us 
As we were lickely prey ; their ſhadowes lecme 
A Canopy molt fatall, under which 
Our Army lycs,rcady to give up the Ghoſt. 

HMeſſa. Belcevenot io. 

Caſ/:. I but be lceve it partly, 
For I am freſh of ſpirit, and reſolv'd 
To mect all peril, very conſtantly. 

Bru, Even {o Lucius. 

Caſſi. Now molt Noble &Yratow, 
The gods to day ſtand friendly, that we may 
Lovers inpeacc, leade on our dayCcs tOage- = 
But ſince the atfayres of men reits ttill incertaine, 
| Lets reaſon with the worſt that may befall. 
| It we doe loſe this Batraile,then is this 
| The very laſt time we ſhall ſpeake together : 
What are youthen determincd todo? 

Bru. Even by the rule of that Philoſophy, 
Be which I did blame ( aro, for the death 
W hich he did give himſclte, I know not how : 
But I doe find it Cowardly, and vile, 
For feare of what might tall, ſoro prevent 
The time of life, arming my ſclte with patience, 
To itay the provideace of tome high Powers, 
| That governe us below. 

Ca//i, Then, it we looſe this Bartaile, 
You are contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorow the ſtreets of Rowe. 
| Bru. No Caſſiz4,no ; 
Thinke not thou Noble Romances 
That ever Brutus will goc bound to Rome, 
He bcares toogreata minde, But this ſame day 
Mult end that worke, that Ides of March begun. 
' And whether we ſhall mecte againe, I know not ; 
Therefore our evcilaſting, farewell take : 
For ever, and for ever, tarewcil Cafſiue, 
| Tf we doe mcete againe, why we ſhall tmile : 
| Ifnor, why then this parting was well made. 
| Caſ/ſi, Forever, and for ever, farewell Bymew : 
| If wedoe meete againe, we'll {mile indeed ; 
| If nor, tis true, this parting was well made. 
| Bru. Whythenlcade 0n, O that a man might know 
The end of this dayes buſineſle, erc it come : 
| But it ſujhiceth, that the day will end, 
| And chenthe end is knowne. Come ho, away. Exevnt. 


—  _— 


P——_— 


Emer Bruna and Meſſala, 


| 

| Alarum. 
| Ars. Ridc, ride Meſala, rideand give theſe Billes 
| Vnto the Legions, on the other ſide. 


| : Lowd Alarum. 
' Let them (ct on at once : for I perceive 


But cold demeanor in Oftavro's wing : 
And ſodaine puſh gives them the overthrow : 
Ride, ride CHeſſala, let them all come downes Exewnt. 


—_— —— OO OI——_ 


Alarums. Enter C 4//ing and T itinius. 
| Caſſi. Olooke Tins, looke, the Villaines fiye : 
| My ſelfe have to'mine owne turn'd Enemy : 
} This Enfigne heerc of mine was turning backe, 
I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 
Titin, O Caſſizs, Brutw gave the word too carly, 


—_—— 
D — 


| Who having ſome advantage on Oftavius 
Tooke it too eagerly : his Souldiers fell to ſpoyle, 


Whilſt we by Antony arc all inclos'd. 
Enter Pmdarns. 


Find. Flye further off my Lord - flye turther off, 
Marke «Antony is inyour Tents my Lord : 
Hye therefore Noble Cafſins, flye farre off. 
Caſſi- This hill is farre enough. Looke, looke T itiniau 
Are thoſe my Tents where I perceive the fue ? 
I. Tit. They are, my Lord. 
Caſſi. Tutmins, if.hou loveſt me, 
Mount thou my horſe, and hide thy ſpurres in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troopes 
And here againe, that I may reſt aflurd 
Whether yond Troopes, are fricnd or Enemy. 
Tu. 1 willbe hcercagaine, even with a thought. Exit, 
Caſſi. Goe Pindaris, get thicher on that bill, 
| My fight was ever thicke : regard T wimmer, 
And tell me whatthou notſt about the field. 
This day I breathed firſt, time is come round, 
And where 1 did begin, there ſhall I cnd, 
My lite 1s run hiscompaſle. Sirra, what newes? 
Pind. About, O my Lord, 
(aſi. What newes ? 
Lond. Tatmns is encloied round about 
With horſemen, that makero him on the Spurre, 
Yetheſpurrcs on, Now they are almoſt on him : 
Now T*umu«, Now lome light : O he lights too. 
| Hestanc, Showt, 
And hearke, they ſhout for joy. 
C-//:, Come downe, behold no more ; 
O Cowardthat I am, tolive ſolong, 
Toſce my belt fricnd tane before my face 
Emter Pindarns. 
Come hither ſirrah ; In Parthia did I cake thee Priſoner, 
| And then I {wore thee, ſaving of thy life, 
| That whatſoever I did bid thee doe, 
Thou ſhould arrempr it.Come now, keepe thine oath, 
Now be a free-man, and with this good Sword 
That ranthrough { «/ars bowels, ſearch this boſome. 
Srand not to anſwer : Hcere, take thouthe Hilts, 
And when my face is cover'd,as tis now, 
Guide thou the Sword Ce/ar, thouart reveng'd, 
Even with the Sword that kill'd thee. Kills him. 
Pm. So, 1 am tree, 
Yer wouldnor ſo have beene 
Durſt I have done my will. O Caſſis, 
Farre from this Country Pindarws ſhall run, 
Yr bere never Roman ſhall take note of him- 


Enter Titsnins , and Meſſala, 
Aeſſa. Tt is but change, Titinuw : tor Oftavins 
Is overthiowne by Nubic Brat power, 
As (aſſins Legions are by Antony, 
Tum. Thcoletydings will well comfort Ca/ſims, 
Meſſa. Where lid you kave hun. 
Tim, All diſcontolate, 
With Pmmdaru his Bondman, on this hill, 
Meſſa. Is not that he that lycs upon the ground? 
Titi, Helyes not likethe Living. O my heart | 
Meſſe. Is notthat he ? 
T #. No, this was he CMeſſala, 
But Ca//ixs 15 n0 more. O ſerting Sunne ; 
| As inthy red Rayes thou doett {inke to night ; 
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$0 in his red blood Caſſius day it (et. 
The Sonne of Rome is tct. Our day is gone, 
| Clowds,Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done; 
| Miſtruſt of my ſucceſle hath done this deed. _ 
| Meſſe. Miltruſt of good ſuccefle hath done this deed. 
| O hatcfull Error, Melancholics Childe : _ 
Why do'(tthou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not 2 O Error ſoone conceyu'd, 
Thou never com'ſt untoa happy byrrh, 
' But kilſt che Mother that engendred thee. 
| Tit. What Pindarw? Where art thou Pinder ? 
Meſa. Seeke bim Titzdw, whilt I goe to meet 
| The Noble Bras, thruſting this report 
| Into his cares ; I may fay thruſting it : 
| For picrcing Steele, and Darts invenomed, 
' Shall be as welcome to the cares of Brut, 
| As rydingsof this ſight. 
Tit. Hye you Meſſala, | 
And I will ſecke for Pnderw the while : 
Why did{t thou ſend me forth brave (o//i»« ? 
| Did Inot meer thy friends, and did not they 
' Paz on my browes this wreath of Vitory, ; 
| Andbid me give it thee? Didit thou not heare theit 
{ Alas, thou haſt miſconſtrued every thing. (!howts? 
| But hold thee, rake this Garland onthy Brow, 
| Thy Brutus bid me giucitthee, and I 
| Willdoe his bidding. Brwtz, come apace, 
And ce how I regarded Cains Caſſine 
| By your leave gods: This is 2 Romans part, 
| Come Ca//izs Sword, and find T www hearts Dyes, 


[ 


eAlarum. Enter Brutra, Meſſala youg Cato, 
Strato, Volummmus, and Lucius. 
Bru, Where, where Meſſala, doth his body lye ? 
Meſa. Loe yonder, and T «m5 mourning it. 
Dru. Twinins face is upward. 
Cave. Heis flaine. 
Bru, O [uius Ceſar,thou art mighty yet, 
Thy ſpirit wa'kes abroad, and turnes our Swords 
In our owne proper Entrailes. Low Alarwms. 
Cato, Brave Tum, 
| Looke where he have not crown'd dead Caſſine. 
| Zru, Are yet two Romans living ſuchas tlicte ? 
| Thelaft of allthe Romns, fare thee well : 
| !t is 1npollible, that ever Rome 
| Should brecd thy fellow ; triends I owe moteares 
Tothisdead man, then you ſhall ice me pay. 
[ ſhail fad time, Caſſie : I (hall tind time, 
Come therefore, and to T harſus lend his body, 
His tunzrals ſhall not be in our Campe, 
Leaſt ic diſcomfort us. Lecuiens come, 
Andc-me yong © aro, let us tothe held, 
Labioand Flavwms (ct our Battailes on : 
Tisthreea clocke, and Romans yet ere night, 
| We (hall try fortune icaſecond hight. Exeunt, 


Alarum, Emer Brutus, Meſſala, C ats, Lucillons 
| and Flrous. 
| rx. Yet Country men : O yet, hold up your heads. 
| (to, What Baſtard doth note who will goe with me? 
| Lwiilproclaime my name aboutthe Fickd, 
' Tm the Sonne of Adarcus Cato, hoe. 
| A Foeto Tyrants, and my Countries fricnd. 
| I am the Sonne of Marcus ( ato, hoes 

Enter Somldrers, and fight. 

| And Tam Brutus, Afarcns Bratng, 1. 


— Es 


| Bruns my Countries friend : Know me tor Srutzr, 


i 


Luc. O yongand Noble (aro, art thou downe ? 
Why now thou dyrſt, as bravely as Tarwwes, 
And may'it be honour'd, being { ato's Sonne+ 

Sold. Yerld, or thou dyeſt. 

Lac. Onely 1 yeeld todye : 

There is to much, that thou wilt kill me ſtraight ? 
Kill Zrarns, and be honor'd in htsdeath, 
Sold. We mult not : a Noble Priſoner. 


Enter Antony. 
2 Seld. Roome hoe : tell Antony, 'Brutut 15tanc, | 
1 Sold. Tic tell thee newes. Heere cames the Generall, 
Brutus is tane, Brutus is tane my Lord. 
eAnt, Where 1s he ? 
Lac. Sate Antony, Brmttes is late enough: 
I dare aſſure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall ever takealive the Noble Brutus: 
The gods detend him fromo great a ſhame, 
When you doe finde him, or a live, or dead, 
He will be tound hke Brarzs, like himfclfe. 
Art. T his is not Braess triend, but I aſſure you, 
A prize nolefle in worth; keepe this man fafe, 
Gave him all kindneſſe. } had rather have 
Such men my tricnds, then Enemies. Goe on, 
And ice where Brutus be alive or dead, 
And bring us, unto Gavin Tent , 
How every thing is chanc'd. Exemnt. 
Enter Brutus, Dardanins, Clitus, Strato, 
and } olummur. 
Bru. Come poore rcmaincs of triends , reſt on this 
Rocke, 
Cit, Statillius ſhew'd the Torch-light, but my Lord: 
He came not backe : he is or tane, or {laine. s 
Bro, Sitthee downe, ( liz : {laying is theword,' 
It 18a deed infalhion. Hearke thee, Clitns, 
Cit. What I, my Lord? No, nox tor allthe Werld. 
Brs, Pcacethen, no words. 
Ci. Ie rather kill my felfe. 
Bru. Hearke thee, Dardanins, 
Dard. Shall 1 doe ſuch a decd ? 
Clit. O Dardanins, 
Dar. O (litus. 
Clit, What illrequeſt did Pratus make tothee 7 
Derg. To kill hig, (ftwr : ooke he meditates. 
(%. Now isthat Noble Veſſcll tull of griete, 
Thatit runnes over evenat his eyes. 
Bru. Come hither. good Volummmns,lilt a wort. 
Volum. \W hat fayes my Lord? 
Bru. Why this, Volummnins : 
The Gholt of Ceſar hath appear'd rome , 
Two fteverall times by Night : at Sardis, once; 
And this latt Night, here in Philipp fields: 
I know my houre is come. 
Volum. Not (o, my Lord. 
Brw. Nay; I amfure itis, Volwnmmnine, 
Thou ſceltthe world, Yolwnmins, how it goes, 
Our Eneaucs have beat us rothe Pit : Low Alarum, 
It is more worthy, to leape in our ſelves, 
Thentarry till they puſh us. Good Volunmias, 
Thou knowtt, that we two went toSchoole together : 
Even for that our love of old, 1 prethec | 
Hold thou my Sword Hilts, whileſt I runne on it, 
Fol. Thatsnot an Oilice for a friend, my Lord. | 
Alarum till, ; 
nn 3 Cht, 
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! Ch. Hy, fiye my Lord,thcre 1s no tarrying heere. 
Bri. Farewcli to you, and you, and you I ofwanrotss 
Strais, thou haſt bin ali this whilc a licepe : 
+ Farc1Cll ruthec, to Serato, Countrymen : 
My heart. doth joy, that yet all my life, 
i round no man, but be was true to me. 
| I hail have glory by this looſing day 
{ More then Ottawwns, and AMarke eAntory, 
| By this vile Conqueſt ſhall atraine unto. 
| So fareyouwc.ll at once, for Brutw tongue 
| Hathalmoſt ended his lives Hiſtory ; 
| Night hangs upon mine eycs, my Bones woull reſt, 


— = -—-  _ 


CAMeſſa. My maſters man.Strrare, where 15 thy Maiter? | 
Stra, Free trom the Bondage you arc un THeſals, 
The Conquerors can but make a fire of him: | 
tor Bratwd onely overcame himſclte, | 
And no man elle hath honor by his death. | 
Lacs, So Brarns ſhould be found. I thanke thee Bruty 
T hat thou haſt prov'd Lacilaws ſaying true. 
Oda. All that ſerv'd Brarns, I will entertaine them, 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me ? 
Stra. 1, it Aeſſela will preterre me to you. 
Olts. Doc {0,g00d CAleſſala, 
Meſs. How dyed my Strato. 
Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it, 


— _ w<__—__—_—_—_ OO—— — —— —— uo 


' That have but labowur'd, ro attaine this houre, 
| Meſſa. Ottavins, thentake him to tollow thee, | 
Alarun. Cry wubm, Flye, fie, flye. That did the lateſt lervice to my Malter, 

' , Ch. Fiz my Lord, flye, Ant. This was the Nobleſt Roman ot them all : 
| Br«. Hence : I willtollow : ' Allthe Confpirators lave onely he, 
| I prethee $1470, (tay thou Þy thy Lord, Y | Did that they did, in envy of great Ceſ@ : 
| Thou art a feliow of a good cipett ; | He, onely1n a generall honeſt rhoughr, 
| Thy utc hath had ſome {match of honor in it. | And common good roall, made one of them. 

Hold then any Sword, and turne away thy face," | Hislite wasgentle,anG the Elements 

Whi.c I doerun upon it, Wir thou Strate ? | Somixtinhum, that Nature might ſtand up, 

Sira. Give me your hand firſt. Fare you wellmy Lord. | And fay to all the world ; This was a man. 
' Bra, Farewcli good Strats. (ſer, now be (till, | ORs. According to his Vertue, let us aſc him 
I Kill'd not thee with halte {o good a will. Dyes, | Withall re{ped&, and rites of Buriall, 
Within my Tent his bones to night ſhall lye, 
Alarum, Retreat. Enter Antony, Oflavins, Meſſala, Molt like a Souldier ordered honorably : 
Lucilling, and the : Army, Socall the ficld to reſt, andlets away, 
Os. What man 1s that ? To partthe glories of this happy day. Exennt omnes, 
( 
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Thunder, and Lightning. Enter three Pitches. 


Hen ſhall we three mect againe ? 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Raine ? 
2 Whenthe Hurley-burleys done, 
W hen the Batrailes lot and wonne . 
3 That will be erethe ct of Sumnne, 


W here the plzce ? 


Vpon the Heath, 
There to mect with CAacberb, 


1 I come, Gray-/Malkin. 6 
All. One calls anon:faire is foule, and foulc is faire, 


Hover through the fogge and hithy ayre. 
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Alarum within. Enter K ing, CMalcolme, Donat- 
baine, Lenox, with attendants, meeting 


a bleeaing Captarne, 


King, What bloody man is that? he can report, 
Asſecaeth by his plight, of che Revole 
Thenewelt (tare, 

Mal. This is the Serjcant, 
Who like a good and hardy Souldter fought 
Gainſt my Captivity: Haile : haile brave triend ; 
Say to the King, the knowledge of the broyle, 
As thou did(t leave it, 

Cap. Doubtfull it ood, | 
As twotpent Swimmers, that doecling together, 
And choake their Art : The mercileſle CMacdonne! 
( Worthy to be a Rebell, for ro that 
The multiplying V iliatnes of Nature 
Doe twarme upon him) trom the Wetlterne Ifles 
Ot Kernes and Gallow glaſſes is fupply'd, 
And Fortune on his damned Quarry tmiling, 
Slew'd like a Rebells Whore - but als too weake ; 
For brave Macberh (well he delerves that Name) 
| Difdayning Fortune, with his brandiſht Stecle, 
{'Which {moak'd with bloody cxecution 
(Like Valours Minion) carv'd out his paſſage, 
Till he fac'd the Slave ; 
Whichneu'r ſhooke hands, nor bad farewdll to him, 
Till he unſeam'd him from the Nave toth'Chops, 
| And fix'd his head upon our Bartkements. 
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K wrg. O valiant Couſin, worthy Gentleman, 
(4p-As whence the Sunne gins his reſteRtion, 


; Shipwwracking Stormes, and dircfull Thunders breaking 
| SO from thar ſpring, whence comfort ſeem'd to come, 
| Dilcomtort fwells ; Marke King of Scotland, marke, 


_— _ 


_ —_— 


I xeunt. | 
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No looner juſtice had, with Valour arai'd, 
Compell'd thetc skipping Kernes totrult their heeles, 
But the Norweyan Lord, ſurveying vantage, 

W:th turduſhe Armes, and new tupplycs of men, 


; Begana treth aſſault. 


King, Diſmaid not this our Captaines, Aſacberh and 
LD &:quob ? 
Cap. Yes, as Sparrowes Eagles ; 


| Or the Hare, t!1c Lyon . 
If1 ſay ſouth, report they were 
As Cann [ls gd with double Crackes 
So they avled troake: on the Foe : 
Except they inc4t co bathe in reck$g Wounds, 
Or memorize another Golpotha, 


I cannot tell : bur I am faint, 
My Gathes cry tor helpe. 

Kung. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds 
They iaizcxe of Honor both : Gor ger him Surgeons, 


Emer Roſſe and Angue, 

W hocomes here? 

Mal. The worthy Thane of Roſle. 

Lenox, What haſt lookes through his eyes? 
S0 ſhould helooke, that ſcemes to tpeake things ſtrange. 

Roſſe. God ſavethe King. 

King. Whence cam'it thou, worthy Thane ? 

Roſe, From Fife, great King, 
VW Ferethe Norweyan Bannars fowt the Sky, 
And fanne our people cold, 
Norway limiclte, withterrible numbers, 
Ailiſted by that molt diſloyall Traytor, 
1he Thane of Cawdor, began a difſmull Confiit, 
Tillrhar Z:{ond's Bridegroome,lapt in provte, 
Contronted him with tclfe-compartiors, 
Pointagainſt Point, rebellious Arme gainſt Arme, 
Curbing his laviſh ſpirit : and ro coaclude, 
The Victory fell on us, 

King. Great happineſle. 

Koſſe. That now Sweno, the Norwayes King, 
Craves compotition ; 
Nor would we dceigne him buriall of his mea, 
Till he disburſed, at Saint Colmes-hill, 
Ten thouſand Dollars, to our generall uſe, 


_—_ —— 
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King. No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 


| And with his former Title great « 3 acbeth. 

Roſe. Ile fee 1t done, 

| K ung. \W hat lic hath loſt, Noble Macbeth hath wonne-. 
FE Xenite 


| 
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| Thunder, Enter the three Watches, 


1 Where haſt thou been, Siſter ? 

2 Killing Swane. 

3 Siſter, where thou ? 

1 A Saylors Wite had Cheſtnuts in her Lappe, 
And mouncht,and mouncht, and mouncht : 
Give me, quoth I. 

Aroynt thee, Witch, the ruwpe-ted Ronyon cryes, 

Her husbands to Aleppo gone, Malter oth* 7oger : 
-But in a Syve Ul thither layle, 

And like a Rat without a tayle, 

He doe, lle doe, and Ile doc. 

2 Ilegivethce a Wind. 

1 Th'art kind. 

3 AndI another. 

1 I my ſelfc have allthe other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know. 
Ith' Ship-mans Card. 

I'le dreyne him dry as Hay : 
Slcepe ſhall neither Night nor day 
Hang upon his Pent-houſe Lid : 
He thall live a man forbid : 
Weary Scu' nights, nine times ninc, 
{ Shall he 6windle, peake, and pine ; 
Though his Bark ecannor be loſt, 
{ Yet it ſhall be Tempcſt-tolt, 
| Looke what | have, 
| 2 Shew me, ſhew me. 
I Here I have a Pilots Thumbe, 
Wrackt, as homeward he did come, 
3 A Drumme, a Drummc : 
Atacher doth come. 
eAZ. The wey ward Siſters, handin hand, 
Poſtcrs of the Sca and Land. 
Thus doe goe, about,about, 
Thice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice againe, to make up nine. 
Peace, the Charme's wound up. 


Drum with. 


———— 


Enter Macbeth and Baugquo, 


Mach. So foule and faire a day I have not ſcene. 
Baxg. How farre is't call'd to Soris > What are theſe, 

So wither'd, and ſo wilde in their attyre, 

That lo-ke not like th'inbabitants oth*Earth, 

' And vetarcon'te Live you, or are you aught 

1 hat man may queſtion ? you ſeeme to underſtand me, 

| Ry eachar once her choppy finger laying 

V pon her skinny Lips : you ſhould be Women, 

| And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 

That you are fo. 
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| Our Boſome intereſt ; Goe pronounce his preſent death, 


Mac. Speake if you can : whatare you ? 
1 All baile Xfacbeth, haile tothee T hae of Glam!s 
2 All haileCHMacherh, baile to thee Thane of Cawdor. | 
3 Alltailc ſacbeth, chat ſhalt be King hereafter. | 
Bang. Good fir, why doe you ſtart,and ſeeme to fears | 
Things that doe ſound to faire? ith* name of truth 
Are ye fantaſticall, or that indecd | 


Which outwardly ye ſhew 3 My Noble Partner 
You greet with pretent Grace, and great predidtion 
Of Noble having, and of Royall hope, 
{ That be ſecmes wrapt withall ; rome you ſpeake not, 
It you canlooke intothe Scedes of Time, 
And fay, which Graine will grow, and which willnor. 
Speake then to me, who neither begge, nor feare 
Your favors, nor your hate. | 
1 Hayle. 
2 Hayle, 
3 Hayle. 
1 Leſſer then Cacberth, and greater. 
2 Not ſo happy, yct much happyer. 
3 Thou ſhalt ger Kings, though thou be none : 
So all haile CMacherb, and Bangvo. 


1 Banguo, and Macbeth,all haile, 

| Aacb. Stay you impertec Speakers,tellme more: 

| By Sweells death, I know I am T have of Glamis, 

| But how, of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor lives 

| Aprofperous Gentleman : And to be King, 
Stands not within the proſpet of beliefe, 

| No morethen to be Cawdor. Say from whence 

' Youowe this ſtrange Intelligence, or why 

V pon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way 

With ſuch Prophetique greeting ? 

Speake, | charge you. Witches vary, 
Bang. Theearth hath bubbles, as the Water has, 

And thelcarcof them : whether are they vaniſh'd ? 
Macs. Into the Ayre : and what ſeem'd corporall, 

Mclted, as breath into the Winde. 

; Would they had ſtaid. 

' Bang. Wereluchthings here, as we doe ſpeake about? 

| Orhaye we caten on the inſane Roor, 

| Thattakes rhe Reaſon Pritoner ? 

CMacb. Your Children ſhall be Kings. 

Baxq. You ſhall be King. 

AMacb. And Thane of Cawdor too : went itnotſo? 

Bang. Toth' ielte-fame tune, and words ; whos here 


CD _— -— 


OD 


Enter Roſſe, and Angus. | 


Roſe, The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The nerves of thy tucceſle : and when he reades 
Thy perſonall Venture in the Rebels fight, 


His wonders and his Praiſes doe contend, 
W hich ſhould bethine, or his : filenc'd withthar, | 
In viewing o're therelt o'tl(cite-ſame day, 
He findes thee in the ſtout Norweyan Rankes, 
Nothing a feard of what thy ſelfe did{t make | 
Strange Images of death, as thicke as Talc ; 
| Canpoſt with poſt, and every one did beare | 
Thy prayles in his Kingdomes great detence, | 
And powr'd them downe before kim. 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| Ang. Weare (ent, 
| Togivethee from our Royall Maſter thankes, 
Onely to herrald thee into his ſight, 
Not pay thee, 
Reſſe. And for ancarneſt of a greater honor, 


' He bad me, from hia, call thee Thane of Cawdor : | 
n 
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1n which addition, baile moſt worthy Thaze, 

For it is thine. 

Bang, What can the Devill ſpeake true ? 
Mach. The Thane of Cawdor lives: 

Why doe youdreſle me in his borrowed Robes? 
Ang. W ho was the Thane, lives yet, 

But under heavy judgement bearcs thatlife, 

VW hich he delervestoloofe. 

Whether he was combvin'd with thoſe of Norway, 

Or cl{e did lyne the Rebell with hidden helpe, 

And vantage ; or that with both he labour'd 

In his Countryes wracke, I know not : 

But Treafons Copitall, confcls'd,and prou'd, 

Have overthrowne him 
Mach. Glamis, and Phaxeof Cawdor: 

The greateſt is behind. Thankes for your panes. 

Doe you not hope your Children ſhall be Kings, 

When thoſe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 

Promis'd no lefle to them. 

Bang. | hat trulted home, 

Might yet cnkindle youunto the Crowne, 

Bel:des che Theneot Cawdor. But tis ſtrange : 

And oftencimes, to winne us to our harme, 

The in{truments of Darknefſe tell us Truths, 

Winne us with honeſt Trifles, to betrays 

Indeepelſt conſequence, 

Couſins, a word, I pray you. 

WUach. T wotruths are told, 

As happy Prologues to the ſwelling Ate | 

Of che 1mperiallTheame. I thanke you Gentlemen : 

This ſupernaturall {olliciting 

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. 

Ifill ? why hath it given mecarneſt of ſucceſſe, 

Commencing in a Truth ? I am There of Cawdor. 

If good ? why doc I yecld co that ſuggeſtion, 

W hole horrid Image doth uptixe my heire, 

And make my ſcated Heart knockeat my Ribbes, 

Againit the uſe of nature? Preſent Feares 

Arc leſlethen horrible 1maginings : | 

My thought, whoſe Murther yet is but fantaſticall, 

Shakes ſo my ſingle ſtate of Man, 

That fun ton 1s {mother'd in furmiſe, 

And nothing is, but what is not, 

Baug. Looks how our Partnersrapt. 
Mach. 1t chance will have me King, 

Why Chance may Crowne me, 

Without my ſhrre. 

Bang. New honors come upon him 

Like our ſtrange Garmcuts, cleavenot totheir mould, 

But with the aid of uſe. 
ach. Come what come may, 

Time, and the houre, runs through the roughelt Day. 
Bang. Worthy CMacberb, m__ upon your leyture. 
Mach, Give me your favour : 

My dull Braine was wrought withthings forgotten. 

Kind Gentlemen, your painev9are regiltred, 

Whereevery day I turne the Leafe, 

To reade them. 

Let us roward the King ; thinke upon 

W hat hath chanc'd : and at more time, 

The Interim having weigh'd it, let us ſpeake 

Our free hearts eachto other. 

Bang. Very gladly, 
Mach. Till then cnough : 

Come fricnds, 

Extunt, 


I 


| Sciena Quarta. 


—__ 


Flouriſh, Enter King, Lenox , Malcolme, 
Donalbame, and Anendants. 


King. Is execution done 0n Cawdor ? 

Are not thoſe in Commillion yer return'd ? 

Ca, My Liege, they are not yet come backe. 
But I have ſpoke with one that ſaw him dye : 
Who did report, that very frankly he 
Confeſs'd his Treaſons, implor'd your Highnefle Pardon 
And ſet forth adcepe Repenrance : 
Nothing in his Lite became him, 
Like the leaving it. He dy'de, | 
As one that had bcene itudied in his death, 
Tothrow away the deareſt thing he ow'd, 
Astwerea careleſſe Trifle. 

Kmg. Theres no Art, 
To hnde the mindes conſtrution inthe face : 
He was aGentleman, on whom I built 
An abſolute Truſt. 

Emer Macbeth, Ba Roſie, and Ang, 

0 wenkbCnta, EY 
The ſinne of my ingratitude even gow 
Was heavy on me. Thouart ſofarre before, 
That ſwifteft Wine of Recompence is ſlow: 
Toovertakethee. Would thou hadlt lefſe deſerv'd, 
That the proportion both of thankes, and payment, 
Might have becne mine : onely I have left to ſay, 
More is thy due, then more then all can pay. | 

CMacb, The ſervice, and the loyalty I owe 

In doing it payes it (elte, 
Your highneſle part, isto receive our Duties : 
And our Dutiesare to your Throne, and State, 
Children, and Servants; whichdoe but whar they ſhould 
By doing every thing ſafe toward your Love | 
And honor, | 
King. Welcome hither : 
I have begunro plantthee, and will labour 
To make thee full of gro «ing. Noble Þ anguo, 
That haſt nolefſe deferv'd, nor muſt be knowne | 
Nolefſeto have done fo : Let me cnfuld thee, 
And hoidthee tomy heart, 
Bang. There it I grow, 
The Harveſt is your owne. 
Kimmg. My plenteous joyes, 
Wanton in fulneſle, ſeeke to hide themſelves 
ſn drops of forrow. Sonnes, Kinſman, Therer, 
And you whole places are the neareſt, know, . 
We will eſtabliſh our Eſtare upon | 
Our eldeſt, IMatco/me, whom we name heareafter, | 
The Prince of Cumberland : which honor muſt 
Not unaccompained, inveſt him onely. 
Bur {ignes of Nobleneſle, like Starres ſhall ſhine 
On all deſervers. From hence to Envernes, 
And bind us further to you. 

Mac. The Reſt islabour, which isnot us'd for you ; 
Tlebe my ſelfe the Herbenger, and make joy full 
The hearing of my Wife, with your approach ; 

So humbly take my leave. 

King, My worthy Cander, - | 

e Mach. The Prince of Cumberland: that is a ſtep, 
On which I muſt fall downe, or cile o're leape, 


—__— 


For | 
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For in my way it lyes. Starres hide your fires, 

Let net Light ice my blackeanddecpe dclires; 

The cye winke at the hand : yer ler that be, 

W hich the Eye fearcs, when 1t is done to ice, 
King. Truc, worthy Banguo; he is tull fo valiant, 

| Andin his commendatiors, | am ted : 

| 1t1sa Banquet tome. Lers after him, 

W hoſe care isgore before, to bid us weicome : 


It 15 a peereleſle Kintma!1. Exeunt. 


| a EO A EI ry — 


Scena Quanta, 


— —— — c——_— - = — ———— ——_m as —> ooErw_up au - _— 


| Emer Matheths Fife alone with. a Letter. 


Lady. T hey met me in the day of ſucceſſe: and I heve learn'd 


by the perf 


they made themſelves Ayre, mito which thy vam/h'd. While 
1 jt ood rapt in the wonder of it, came Mfſines from the K ng, 
whe all hail'd me Thane of Cawdor by whith Tutle before theſe 


of time, with haile King that ſhalt be. Thus have [ thawgbt 
good to deliver thee (my deawreit Partner of Greatneſſe ) that 


of what Grearne(ſe is promu d thee. Lay it to thy 
farewell, 

Glamisthou art, and Cawdor, and ſhalt be 
Wha thou art promis'd : yet doe | fearerthy Nature, 
It isto0 full o'rh'Milke of humane kindneflle, 
| Tocatchthe neereit way. Thou wouldft be great, 
Art not without Ambition, but wathour 


That would{t cho holily : wouldit nor play talle, 
And yet would!t wrongly winne- 
Thould have, great Glamis, that which cryes, 
Thus thou mult doc, if thou have ut ; 
And that which rather thou dot teare to doe, 
Then wiſheſt ſhould be undone. High thee hither, 
That | may powre my Spirits in thine Eare, 
And chaſtiſc with the valour of my Tongue 
All thatthee hinders from the Golden Round, 
W hich Fate and Metaphy ticall ayde duth ſeeme 
Tg have thee crown'd withall, Emter Meſſenger, 
\V hat is your t161ngs? * 
CAMeſſ. The King comes here to Night. 
Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it. 
Is not thy Maſter with him? who, wer't fo, 
Would have intorm'd for preparation. 
Meſſ. So pleaſe you, it 15 true : our Thave1s comining 
One of my fellowes had the ſpecd of him ; 
' Whoalmoſt dead for breath, had {carcely more 
| Then would makeup his Mcſlage. 
Lady. Give him tending, 
| He brings great newes. 
| The Raven himſclfe 15 hoarſe, 
| Thatcroakes the fatall entrance of Dwwcane 
| Vnder my Barttlements. Come you Spirits, 
Thattend on mertallthoughts, unſex me here, 
| And fill me from the Crowneto the Toe, rop-full 
Of direſt Cruelty : make thicke my blood, 
Stop up th acceſle and paſſage to Remorle, 
That no compunRtious vititings of Nature 


Fo. 
Os OY ORG oe Ie ew _—_— _—— 


Exu AMeſſenger. 


: 
, 
: 


| Ilefſet,and hit. Come to my Womans Brelts, 
| And take my Milke for Gall, you murth'ring Miniſters, * 
Exiz, | Wherc-ever, in your fghtleſſe ſubſtances, 

| You wait on Natures Miſchicfe, Come thicke Night, | 


thow might” it not looſe the dues of rejoycing by _ rpnorant | 


ar?, av-1 | 
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elt/t report, they hav: more in them, then mortall | Shai Sunne that Morrow (ce, 
knowl: de. When | burnt wm deſure to queſtion them furtber, | 


| 
| 
| 


weyward $17 5 ſaluted me, and referr a me to the commung on | 


—  —— —— N 


The iilnefſe ſhould artend ir. What thou wouldlt highly, | 


>< I neon 


Shake ay fell purpole, nor keepe peace betwcenc 


, 


| Andpall thee in the dunneſt ſmoake of hell, 


That my kcene Knife ſee not the Wound it makes, 

Nor heaven peepe through the Blanker of the darke, 

Tocry, hold, hold. Emer Macbeth, | 

Great Glamis, worthy Cawdor, 

Greater then boch, by the all-hailc hereafter, 

Thy Letrers have tranſported me beyond 

This 1gnorant preſent, and 1 feele now 

The future in the inſtant, 
Mach. My deareſt Love, 

Dmxncane comes hereto Night. | 

* Lady. And when goes hence ? 
eMacb. To morrow, as hc purpoſes. 
Laay. O never, 


Your Face, my Tha, is a» booke, where men | 
May reade ſtrange matters, © beouile the tunes | 
Louke like the time, Late wilcome 21 you Lye, | 
Your hand, your Tongue: locks like the innocent flower, | 
Bur bethe Serpent undcer't. tic thats comming, 
Muſt be provided for : and you ſhall put 
This Nights great buſinefle wto my Gifpatch, 
W hich ſhall roall our Nights, and Dayes to cope, 
Give lolely ſovcraigne ſway, and Maltcrdomr. 
Macb. We will ipeake turther, 
Lady. Only looke upcleere : | 
To alter favor, ever is tc feare : | 
Leave all the reſt to me. Exeunt. | 


— > — 2 ow ——_—o_ 
—— — 
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| 
S$cana Sexta, | 


—_—_ — —_ ; 


| Fobojes, and T orches. Enter Kino, Malcolme, D onalbawe, | 


banguo, Lenox, Macdunfe, RKoſſe, Angn, 


| 
aid Atten gan s. 
| 


King. This Caſtle kath a pleataire ſear, 
The aziec nunoly and ſweetly recymmeads it ſelfe 
Vnto Out gentle lences, © 
Bang. This Guclt of Summer, 
I he i Emple-baunting Bat itr does approve, 
By bus lougd Mantonry, that the Heavens breath, 
Smells v VOItgi) here ; 00 lutr tiicze, 
Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bcd, and procreant Cradle, 
VW herethey mult breed, and haunt ; 1 have obſerv'dd | 
Theayre is delicate. Enter Lady. | 
King. Sce, ſee, ourhonor'd Hoſteſle : 
The love that followes us, ſometime is our trouble, 
W hich {till we thanke as Love. Hercin 1 teach you, 
How you thall bid god-cyld us for your paines, 
And thanke us for your trouble. | 
Lady. All our ſervice, | 
Inevery point twice done, and then done double, | 
Were poore, and ſingle Buſincffe, to contend | 


= mas _— —» — — 


| Againit thoſe honors de: pe, and broad, 


! 


| 


| 


WW herewith YOu May: [ty Ic ades our houlc . 
Forthoſe of old, and th. larc Dignines, 


Heap'd up to thear, we ret your Hermitcs- } | 
King: 


_— 
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King. W heres the Thave of Camader ? 
Wecourlt him at the hecles, and hada purpoſe 
Tobe his P urveyor : But he rides well, 

And his great Love ( ſharpe at his Spurre)bath holpe him 
| Tobis home before us : Faire and Noble Holteſle 
We are your guck to night. 

Laay« Y our Servants ever, 7p 
Havetheirs, themſelves, and what 15 theirs in compt, 

To make their Audit at your higneſle pleaſure, 
| Still ro returne your OWNne., 

King. Give me your hand : ED 
Condut mc to mine Hoſt we love him highly z 
And ſhall continue, our Graces towards him» 
By your leave Hoſteſle, 


E Xen. 


— A Cy CE — —_ — —_ſbn— 


— 


Scana Septima. 


— 


—  ———_—— ——— — 


| Ho-boyes. Torcher. ; 
Enter a Sewer, and devers Servants wah Diſhes and Service 
over the Stage. Then enter Macbeth, 
Mach If it were done, when tis donegthen ewer well, 
It were done quickly : if th' Aſſaſſination 
| Could trammellupthe Conſequence, and catch 
' With his ſurceaſe, Succeſle : that but this blow 
| Might bethe be all, and the end all. Heere, 
| But heere, upon this Banke and Schoole of time, 
 We'ldj the life rocome. Bur in theſe Cates, 
| We (til! have jadgement heere, that weburteach 
' Bloudy inſtruQions, which being taught, returne 
| Toplagueth'Ingredicnce of our poylon'd Challice 
| Toour owne lips. Hes here in doubletruſt ; 
| Firſt , 2S Iam his Kinſman, and his tubzeR, 
| Strong both againſt the Deed : then, as hus Holſt, 
| Who ſhould againit his Murtherer (but the doore, 
Not bcare the knife my (elte. Belides, this Duncene 
Hath borne this Faculties fo mecke : bath bin 
So cleere in his great Orhice, that his Vertucs 
Wil pleade like Angels, Trumpet-rongu'd againſt 
The deepe damnation of histaking oft : 
And Pitty, like a naked Newborne-babe, 
Siding the blaſty or heavens Cherubin, hors'd 
Vpoathe (igllefſe Curriors ct the Ayre, 
Shall blow the horrid deed m every eye, 
That teares ſhall drowne the winde. 1have no Spurre 
Topricke the (ides of my intent, but onely 
Vaulting Ambitiop, which ore-kapes it ſcltz, 
And falics on th'other. Enter Lady. 
How now > What Newes? 
La He has almoſt ſupt:why have youleftthe chamber? 
Mac. Hath he ask'd for me ? 
Lady. Know you nor, he has ? 
' CMac. We will proceed no further in this Buſineſle : 
| He hath honour'd me of late, and | have bought 
| Golden Opinions from all ſorts of people, 
| Which would be worne now in their newelt gloſſe, 
Not caſt aſide ſo ſoone. 
Lady. Was the hope drunke, 
Wherein you dreſt your ſelfe? hath ir ſlept ſince ? 
And wakes it now to looke {o greene, and pale, 
At what it did fo frecly? Fromthis time, 
Such I accountthy love. Art thou affear'd 
' Tobe the ſame in thine owne AR, and Valour, 
| Asthouart in deſire? Wouldſt thou bavethar 


— 


6 
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Which thou cfieem'ſt the Ornament of Lite, 
Andlive a Coward in thine owne Efteeme ? 
Lerting I dare not, wait upon I would, 
Like the poore Cat i'th'Addage. 

Mach. Prethee peace : 
I dare doe all that may become 2 man, 
Who darcs no more, is none. 

Lady. Whatbeaſt was'tthen 
That made you breakEthis enterprize to me ? 
When you durſt doe it, then you were a man : 
And tobe morethen what you were, you would 
Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make vorh : 
They have made themſelves, and that their fitnefſe now 
Do's unmake you. 1 have given Sucke, and know 
Hop ctender tis to love the Babe that milkes we, 
I would, while it was {ayling in my face, 
Have pluckt my Nipple trom his bonelefſce Gummes, 
And daſhe the Brancs out, had I but ſulworne 
As you have doneto this. 

Mach. If we ſhouid ftaile ? 

Lady. We faiie ? 
But ſcrew your couragetothe ſticking place, 
And we'll not faile : when Dunewis altlcepe, 
(Wherectothe rather ſhall his dayes hard Iourney 
Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlaines 
Will 1 with Wane, and Walſcll, ſo convince, 
That Memory, the Warder of the Braine, 
Shall be a Fune, and the Reccit of Reaſon 
A Lymbecke onely . when inSwinith ſleepe, 
Their drenched Natures lyeas ina Death, 
What cannot you and I performe upon 
Th'unguarded Dwncen ? VW hat not putu 
His ſpungy O1iicers ? who (hall beare the guilt 
Ot our great quell. 

Mach. Bring forth Men-Children onely : 
For thy undauntcd Mertle {ould compole 
Nothing bur Males. Will it not be receiv'd, 
When we have mark'd with bicod thetic fleepy two 
Of his owne Chamber, and us'd their very Daggers, 
Thatthey havedon't ? 

Laly. Whodarcs receive it other, 
As we ſhall make our Griefes and Clamor rore, 
Vpecn his death ? 

CAMach. I am ſettled, and bend up 
Each corporall Agent to this terrible Fear, 
Away, and mocke the time with faireſt ſhow, 
Falſe Face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth knduw. 


X xennt. 


Atlus Secundus. Scena Prima. 
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Enter Banquo, and Fleance, with a Torch 
before bm. 


Bevg. How goes the Night, Boy ? 

Fleance. The Moone is downe : I havenot heard the 
Clocke, 

Bang. And ſhe goes downeat Twelve, 

Fhaes. I take't, tis later. Sir. 

Fa«q. Hold, take my Sword : 
There's Husbandry in Heaven, 
Their Candles are all out : take thee thar too. 

A 


— Al Ald 


; 


© > _—— 


— C—— 


156 


The Tragedieof «M1, acheth. 


A heavy Summons lyeslike Lead upon me, 

And yet I would not leepe : 

Mercifull Powers,reſtraine in me the curſed thoughts 
That Nature gives way to in repoſc. 


Emer Macheth, and a Servant with aT orch, 


Givs me my Sword : whos there ? 
Mach. A friend. 
Bag. W hat Sir, not yet at reſt ? the Kingsa bed. 
He hath beene in unuſuali pleaſure. : 
And ſent forth a great Largeſle to yer Oihices, 
This Diamond hegreets your Wite withall, 
By the name of molt kind hoſteſle, 
And ſhut it up in meaſureleſſe content. 
AMacb. Being unprepar'd, 
Our will became the ſervant todetec, 
Whichelſe ſhould free have wrought. 
Benq. Alls well, 
I dreampr laſt Night ofthe three weyward Siſters ; 
To youthey have ſhew'd ſome truth, 
Aacb. I thinke not of them : 
Yet when we can intreat an houre to ſerve, 
We would ſpend it in ſome words upon that Buſinefle, 
It you would graunt the time. 
Ban. At your kindit leylurc: 
CAacb, If you (all clcaveto my conſent, 
When tis, it ſhall make honor tor you. 
Bang. So I loſc none, 
In ſceking to augment it, but till keepe 
My boſome franchiv'd, and Allegeance cleaure, 
I ſhall be counſail'd. 
Mach. Good repoic the while. 
Bang. ThankesSir : the like to you- Fx1t Baxgquor 
Mach, Goe bid thy Miſtreſſe,when my drinke is ready 
She ſtrike upon the Bell. Get thee to bed, Erie, 
Is this adagger, which I {ce before me, 
The handle roward my hand ? Come, let me clutch thee: 


| I have thee not, andyet 1 ſee thee ſti!l, 


* 
. 
; 


| Art thou not fatall Viſion, {cnſible 


To feeling, as to ſight ? or art thou but 


| A Dagger of the Minde, a falſe Creation, 


; 


' 


Proceeding from the heat-opprefied Braine ? 

I ſcethce yet, in torme as palpablc, 

As this which now I draw. 

Thon marſhalſt me the way that I was going, 


! And ſuch an inſtrument I was toule. 


CEO 


EEE 


| 


Mine cyes are made the toolcs o'th'other Senſes, 
Or elſe worth all the reſt : 1 fee thee ſtill; 

Andon thy blade, and Dudgeon, Gouts of bluod, 
Which was not fo betore. There's no ſuch thing : 
It is the bloody Bulincfic, which informes 

Thus to mineeyes. Now ore the one halfe World 
Nature ſeemes dread, and wicked Dreames abuſe 
The Curtain'd fleepe :- Witchcraft celcbrates 

Pale Heccates Offrings: and wither'd Murther, 


' Alarum'd by his Centinell, the Wolfe, - 


Whoſe howles his Watch, thus with his ſtealthy pace, 


| With T&r9uirraviſhing ſides, towards hisdeſigne 


Moves like a Ghoſt. Thou ſowre and firme-ſet Earth 
Heare not my [teps, which they may walke, for teare 
Thy very ſtones prate of my where-abour, 
And take the preſent horror trom the time, 
Which now tutes with it. W hiles I threat, he lives : 
Words tothe heat of d:eds too cold breath gives. 

A Bel rigs, 


I goe, and it is done : the bell invites me. 
Heare it not, Dancaxe, for it is a Knell. 


Thatſummons thee to heaven, or to hell, Exit, 
Scena Secunda, | 
As — — ———— — —— | 
| Enter Lady. 
La.That which hath made them drunke,hath made me 


| What hathquench'd them, hath given me fire. (bold: | 


Hearke, peace: it was the Owle that ſhrieck'd, | 
The farall Bell-man,w hich gives the ſtern'it geod-night, 
He is about it, the Dooresare open : 
And the ſurteted Gruomes doe mocke their charge 
With Snores. I have drugg'dtheir Poſlets, 
That death and Nature doc contend a bout them, 
W hether they live, or dye. 

Enter Macbeth, 

Mach, Whosthere ? what hoa ? 

Lady, Alacke, 1am afraid they have awak d, 
And tis not done : th'attempr, and nor the deed, 
Confounds us : hearke : I laid their Daggers ready, 
He could not mifſe cm. Had he not reſembled | 
My father as heſlept, I had don't. | 
My husband? | 


CAMacb. Ihbavedone thedced ; 
Didſt thou not heare anoyle? 

Lady.l heard the Owle {chreame,andthe Crickets cry 
Did nor you ſpeake ? 

CMacb. When? 
- Now. 
yrs As Ideſcended ? 
Laaj. I. 
Aacb. Hearke, wholyes ith'fecond Chamber? 
Lady. Deonalbaine, | 
Afasb. This is a ſorry ſight. | 
Lady. A tooliſhthought, to ſay a ſorry ſight. 
Mach. T heres one did laugh ns {leepe, 
And one cry'd Nurther,thatthey did wake each other: 
I ſtood, and heard them : butthey did ſay their Prayers, 
And addre(t them againe to ſleepe. 

Lady. There are two lodg'd together. 

Mach. One cry'd God blefſeus, and Amen the other, 
As they had ſcene me with the(c hangmans hangs : 
Liſtning their feare, I could not fay Amen, 

W hen they did ſay God blefſe us. 

Lady. Conſider it not ſo ly. 

AMach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amen ? 
I had moſt nced otblefſing,and Amen ſtuck inmy thro 
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Lady. Theſe deeds mult notbe thought 
After thele wayes : ir will make us mad. | 

AMasb.Me thought I hearda voyce cry, fleepe no more: | 
CHMacbeth does murther Sleepe, the innocent ſicepe, | 
Sleepe that knits up the ns ſleeveof Care, | 
The death of cach dayes Life, ſore Labors Bath, | 
Balme of hurt Mindes, great Natures {econd Courſe, 
Chicte nouriſher in lites feaſt. 

Lady. W hat doe you mcane ? | 

Macd. Still it cry'd,fleepe no more toall the houſe : | 
Glamis hath murtherd ſleepe,and therefore Cawder | 
Shall leepe no more : Macbeth ſhall Aicepe no more. 

Lad. \W ho was it, that thuscry'd ? why worthy Thaw, 
You doc unbend your Noble ſtrength, to thinke | 
So braine-fickly of things : Goe get ſome Water, and | 
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And waſh this filthy Witneſle from your Hand, 
Why did you bring theſe Daggers from the pizce? 


| They muftlyethere : goe carry them, and {acare 


The lleepy Groomes with blood, 
CAlach. Ile goe no more :; 
[ aca atraid, to thinke whar I have done : 
Looke on t againdc, I darc not» 
Lady. lnhirmc of purpole x 
Give me the Daggers : the ſleeping, ans the dead, 
Are but as Pitures : "tis the Eye of Chi:d-hood 
That fearesa painted Divell. Ithe doc vice, 
lic gaildethe Faces of the Groomes withall, 
For it mult ſecme their Guile, Exit, 
K noec're withitte RD 
Mach. Whence isthat knoci ing ? 
How is't with me, when every noyic appalls me ? 
What Hands arc here ? hah: they plucke out Mi 


<VECS 


| Will all great AX ppranes Ocean wall this blood 
| Cleane from my Hand®no:this my Hand will rather 


The multitudinous Seas incarnardine, 
Making the Greene one, Red. 


Enter Lady. 

Lady. My hand+ are of your colour: but I ſhame 
To wceare A heart {o white. K noche. 
| hezre a knocking at the South cntry : 
Retvre we to ovr Chamber : 
A little Water cicares us of this deed. 
How caſie is itthen ? your Conſtancic 
Hath Icft you unzttended, 
Hearke, more knocking. 
Get on your Night-Gowne, left occaſioncall us, 
And ſhew vs to be Watchers : benor loſt 
So poorely in your thoughts. 


A mocie. 


| eAMach. 10 know my deed, KA nocke, 
| 'Twere beſt not know my feclte. 
| Wake Dxrcan with thy knocking : 
[ would thou could'ft, Proaamas 
: 
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Scura Terwta, 


Enter a Porery, 


| F nockumg within, 
| Porter, Heerc's a knocking indeed; 1f a man were 
Porter of Hell Gare, hee thould have old turning the 
| Key. MKinecke, Knock, Knock, Knock. Who's there 
| 'th'name of Be!/z:bnb ? Here's a Farmer, that hang'd 
| hipſelte on th'expcctation of Plenty: Come in time, have 
Napkins enough 250ut you, bere you le {wcat for't. Knock, 
Knock,Knock. VWho's there in th'other Devils Name ? 
| Faith here's an Equivocator, that could tweare in both 
the Scales,againlt cyther Scale, who committed Treaton 
enough for Gods ſake, yet could not equivocate to Hea- 
| ven: ohcome in, Equivocator, Knock. Knock, 
| Knock, Knock. V ho'sthere ? Faith here's an Engliſh 
Taylor core hither , for ſtealing out of a French Hoſe : 
Comein Taylcr, here you may roſt your Gooſe, Knock, 
Knock, Knock, Never at quict : What are you? but this 
| place 1stoocold for Hell. Ic Devill-Porrcr it no further: 
| I hadthought to have let in ſome of all profeſſions, that 
| Boe the Primroſe way toth'cverlaſting Bonfire. Knock. 
| Anon, anon, 1 pray you rememacr the Porter. 
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Enter Macdut!, ana Lenovx. 


Aacd, Was it to late, friend, ere you went to Bed, 
That you doe ye to late 2 

Port. Faith Sir,we were carowtingtiilthe {ccond Cock: 
And Drinke, Sir, is 2 great provoker of thric things. 

CMacd, What thice things does Diinke ctpceciaily 
provoke ? 

Fort, Marry, Sir, Nofc-; 


equivocates him in 2 fleept and giving him the Lycicaves 
Inm. 

Cacd. I belceve,Drinke gave theethe Lyclaſt Night, 

Fert. T hat it did, Sir, 1'thic iy Throat on me 7; dutl 
requited him tor his Lye, and(l rhinke)Þ-ing roo ftrong 
tor him, though he rooke up my Leg2es tome time, yet I 
made a Shitt to calt him- 

Enter Macbeth, 

Atacd. Is thy Maſtcr ſtirring ? 
Our knocking ha's awak'd bim:here he comes. 

Lenox, Good morrow, Noble Sire 

Mach. Good morrow both. 

Mace. Is the King ſtirring, worthy Thane ? 

Atacb. Nor yer. 

Acacd. He did command me to call timely on hirr, 
have almoltlipr the houre. 

Aacb. Ne bring you to him. 

Afacd. I know this is a joytulltrouble to you x 
But yet tis one. 

Aicb. The labour we delight in, Phyſicks paine : 
This 1s the Doore, 

CMacd. Ic mae ſo botd ro call, for "tis my limited 
{ery 1CCs S ai a duſts. 

Lenex, Goes ti.c King licnce today. 

Carb. He does : he Cid appoint 10, 

Lenox. The Night ka'Sbccae viruly : 
Where we lay, or Cliiginey's were Llowne done, 
And (as they fay ) lametiwicys hoard rewAyre; 


' Strange Schreemes uf Death, 
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And Prophecyine, with Accents terrible, 
Ot dyrce Combuttit: 
New hatch'd toth wolu!! time. 
The obſcnre Bird clamor'd the live-long Night, 
Some fay,the Earth wis fevorons, 
And did ſhake. 
Nach. *Twasa rough Nipht. 
Lenox, My young remembrance C1 
Afﬀcllow tot. 
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Emer Macduf. 
Aacd. O horror, horror, hocror, 
Tongue nor Heart cannot concetve, noc name thee, 
Mach. and Lenox. What's the matrer ? 
©Aacd. Contulion now hath made bis Maſter-pecce:; 
Moſt facrilegious Murther hath broke ope . 
The Lords anoynted Temple, and ſtole thence 
The Life o'th Building, 
Afacb. What is't you fa; ? the Life ? 
Lenox. Mcane you his Maieltic ? 
Mach. Approchthe Chamber, and d:ftroy your {;zht 
With a new Gorgox, Doe not bid mc lpeake ! 
00 See. 
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The Tragedieof «M acbeth. 


See, and then (pcake your {elves : awake, awake, 
: Excart Aacheth and L:n0x » 
Ring the Atarum Bell ; Murther, and Treaſon, 
Banguo, 9 1 Dar tbawme : Malcolm 2V\ akc, 
| Shake off this Downs flcepe, Deaths counterfeit, 
And looke oa death it {eltc ; up, up, and fcc 
T:1c £1cac Doomes Image: 4 falcolme, Banquo, 
As trom your Gravesri'c up, and walke ike Sprights, 
Ilocoumcnance this hortor., Ring the Bell. 
Bell Kegos. Enter Laay. 

Lady. \What's the bulineſle ? 
Th.t iwcha hideous Tramp.:t calls to parley 
Tiheik epers of thc Houle * {pcake, ſpcake, 

Araca. O) gintic Lady, 
"Tas nut for you to h-are what T can ſpeake : 
Fhc repetition 18 2 Womans carc, 
\Would murtir as :t tell. 

Fater WELELEER 

O Rauge, Bevmuee, Our Royall Maltcr's murther'd, 

La (Ts vY ue > 
WA barn cut he 

Ban, Tog cul, any where. 
Dare Puff, I provthec conratthy iclte 
Andiayg1tls not io, 


lies 


F 


Enter Macheth, Lim ind Roe. 


Afacb. Had 1 but dy*d an houre before this chance, 
[ had liv'd a bliciicd time : tor trom this inſtants 
There's nothin» {erious 10 Morta'ity ; 
Allis buc Toyes : Renowne and Grace isdead, 
Che Wine of Lite 1s draiwar, and the mcerc Lees 
Is Ictt this Vault to vrag of, 


Enter \{i'colme and Donalbaine, 


Donal. \\ hat 1s amnile? 
Afacb. Youare ani doc rot know't ; 
Th. Sp1 ng, the Acad,the Fountaine of your Blood 
Is 1i-5pt; the very Source of It 15 Itopr, 
cd, Y oar Rovall cathcr's murther'd. 
al Oh, dv whom? 


Lounox, 1 ho © ot i115 Chamoer, as it (cem'sd, had don't: 


Thur Hands and Faces wer ali vzd2%d with blood, 

So were their Dag2z!rs,g whit hun wiped, vefound 

V pon thei Puloyiiss; they itar'd, ard were diſtracted, 

No man» lite was to b: wult:Jwih them. 
[ 1 FC ANC ot my iarie, 
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«cb. Who canbe wile, amaz'd,tcm>*rare,& furious, 


Loyali,and Nzutrall,in a moment > No man; 
Tivexpedition of my violent 
© run the pawl: ſ, Reaton. r1Crc lav Durcan, 
| His Silver skinne, 1ic's with his Golcen Blood, 
* And his 2aſh'd Sad, look'd like a Breach 1n Nature, 
| For Ruines « altfall catrance :therethe Marthiercrs, 
Stcep'd in the Coiours or their Trade ; their Daggers 
| Vimannerly breech'd with gore : who cenld retratne, 
\ That had a heart to love, anc in that heart, 
' Coaraze, tomake's love knowne ? 
| Laay. Helpe me hence, hoa, 
Ataca. Looketothe Lady, 
Alal, Wh do we hold our to121%s, 

| That mot may clime this argumert tor ours? 

Doral. \W hat ſhould be fpoken here, 
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| Where or Fate hid within an augure hole, 
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May ruſh, and {cizeus? Let's away, 
Qur Teares are not yet brew'd. 
Mat, Nor our ſtrong Sorrow 
Vpon the foote of Motion, 
Z4rq. Luoke tothe Lady : 
And w hen we have our naked Frailtics hid 
That tuffer in expoſure ; letus meet, 
And queltion this molt bloody PICCC of wo! ke, 
Toknow it turther. Fearcs and ſcruples ſhake us : 
In the great Hand of God 1 ſtand, and thence, 
Agailt the uncivuig'd preterice hghr 
Ot Ircatonous Malice, 
Macd. And fo doe I. 
All. So all. 
AMacb. It's breefely put on manly readineſle, 
And mect 1'th' Hall wg. cu 
All, Wc<l' contented, 
Alſalc. What will you doe ? 
Let's not conſort with them : 
To ſhew an unfclt Sorrow, 15 an Ofhce 
W hichrre falſe man do's calc. 
llc to England. 
Den, I olreland, TI : 
Our (cpcrated fortune ſhall Keepe us beth the ſafe: 
VWhere wc are,there's Daggers in mens Smiles ; 
The necre in blood, the necrer bloody. 
Aid. This murtherous Shat: that's thor, 
Harh nut yet lizhted : and our latclt way, 
Is ro avoid theayme. Theretoreto Houſe, 
And [:tr us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But ſhift away : there's warrant in that Thetr, 
W hich ftcales it ſelte, whcn there's no mercic iett, 
FE xeunt. 


_— — — oO  — ww et, I. ee. As 


LE Xemri, 


_ Cn ye Dey tn i ————— —”© oO 


| (Ouart, 
Scmna Quarta. 


Fnter Rofſe, wth an Old mas. 


Old man. Threeſcore 3nd ten 1 can remember weil, 
Within the voluac of which Tims, 1 hevelcene 
Houres dreadfull, and things {trange: vut this lore Night 
Harth trificd former kaov. ings: 

Roſſe. Ha, goud Father, 

Thou tecſt . he beavens, as troubled with mans AQ, 
[ brcatens his bloody Stage ; by th' Clock tis Day) 
And yer darke Night itrangksthe travailing Lampe * 
[zr N:ghts oredomina':cz,or the Dayes ſhame, 
That cark encfic docs the tace of Earth intombe, 
W heniiving Light ſhall Eiffe rt? 
O/dmw *'1:; unnatural, 
Evenitke the deed that's done : on Tueſday laſt, 
A &auicon towring in her pride of plece, 
Was ya Mov (:zg Ow be bawktat, ad k1ll'd 
Foſſe, And Duncers Hoes, 
(A thing moſt tt1ange, anc ccrtaine ) 
Beaurevu:, and fwitc, the Mintors of thor Race, 
[tuls, Fong out, 
Contending *gainſt Ol-edicncc, as they would 
Make warre with Mz1kr dc, 
Old man. "Tis © | thor wotegach other, 
Roſſe. They did to : 
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The Tragedy of «Macbeth. 
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To th'amazement of mine eyes chat look'd upon t- 
| Emer AMacantte. 
| Heere comes the good Adlardaffe. 
| How goesthe world Sir, now ? 
AMacrd. Why fce you not * 


Roſe. 1s't known whodid this more then bloody deed? 


- A/acd. Thoſe that 1facberh hath Caine. 
| Rofſe. Alasthe Gay, 
| What good could they pretend ? 
| + Mad. They were ſubborned, 
| - Malcolme, and Donolbaine the Kings rwoSonne* 
| Arc {tolnc away and fied, which purs upon them 
| Suſpition of the deed. 

Rofſe, 'Gainit Nature ſtill, 
Thniftleſle Ambition, that will raven upon 
| Thine owne lives meanes : Then'ts moſt | ike, 
The Soveraignty will tall upon Macbeth. 
| acd. He isalrcady nam'd, and gons tO 5c0'' 
| Tobc inveſted. 
Roſſe. Where is Duncans body ? 

AMacd. Carried to Colmekill, 
The Sacred Store-houſe of his Predeccftors, 
And Guardian of their Bones. 

Reſſe. Will you to Scone? | 

Macd. No Colin, " <q 

ole. Well, I will cthither: h 

= W ell may you ſee things well done there: /.dicu 

' Leſt our old Robes ſitcalicr then Our new- 
Roſſe, Farewell, Father. 


| (Which {till hath been both grave, and profpcrous ) 
In this dayes Councc!l : but wee'le take to orro\y., 
[S't farre you ride? 

Ban. Astarre, my Lord, as will till up the time 
Iwixtchis, and Supper. Goe not my Hort the better, 
I mutt become a borrower of the Nighe, 

For adarke houre or twaine. 

CI.acb. Faile not our Fcalt, 

54%, My Lord, | will not 

NMacb, We hare oar bloody Cozens arc beltow'd 
In England, and in 1:cland, not conteiling 
Their cruell Parricide, blling their hearc: $ 
With itrange inuentivn. But of thatto morrow, 
\When thcrewithall we {11all have caulc of State,” 
Craving us joyntly. Hyc youto horle : 

Adicu, till you return at Night. 


— —-——_ 
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Goes Fleawce with you ? 
Ban. I, my good Lord : our time does call upon's. 
Aacb, 1 wiſh your Rortes fwitt, and (ure of toor 

And 1o 1 doc commend you tothcir backs. 

Farwell, Exit Banque ; 

Let every man be maſter of histime, 

Till feavenat Night, to make loctety 

The {iweerer welcome : 


; We will keepe our feltctillSupper time alone : 


WW hilethen, God be with you. Exeunt Lords. 
Sirrha, a wo:d with you: Attend thofe men 


' Ourpleafure? 


014 M4. Gods benyſon go with you ſir,and with thote | 


' That would make good of bad, and Fricnds of Foes. 


| E xvennt omnes. 


' eAtlusTertins. Scana Prima. 


Enter B anquo. 


As the wey ward W omenpromis'd,and Itcarc 
Thou plaid'tt moſt foully tor't : yet it was faid 

It ſhould notſtand in thy Poſterity, 

But that my ſelfe ſhould be the Roote, and Father 
Ot many Kings. If there cometruth trom them, 
As upon thee Macbeth, their Speeches ſhure, 
Why by the veritics on thee made good, 

May they not be my Orac!es as well, 

And tet me up in hopes But huſh, no more, 


Sent ſounded. Emter Macbeth as King, Lady Lenox, 
Koſſe, Lovdr, and Attendants. 


'Alacb. Heerc's our chiete Guelt., 

La. It he hal becne forgotten, 
[t had beene asa gap in our great Feall, 
And all-things unbecomming- 
'  CMacb. lo night we hold alolemae Supper,(i-, 
| And lle requeſt your pretence 

Berg. Let your Highneſlc 
| Command upon me, to the which my dutics 

Are with « moſt indifloluble tye 

Forever knit. 

Mach. Ride you this atternoone ? 

Zan. I, my good Lord. 


U 
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Servant, Thry are, my Lord, without the Palacc 
Gate, 
 Masb. Bringthem betore us. Exit Servant. 
lobe thus, is nothing , bur ro be ſafely thus : 
Our tcaresin Banguo tticke accpe, 
And in his Royalty of Nature reignes hat 
Which would be tear'd. Tis much he Wes, - © 


| Andtothardauntlefle temper of his Minde, 


Bang. Thou haſt itnow, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 


He hath a Witdeme, that doth guide his Valour, 
To act in fatetic. There 1s none but he, 

Whole being I doc feare : and under him, 

My Gem 1$rebuk'd, asit1s laid 


| Mark Amhenies was by Ceſar, He chidthe Siſters, 


_ - 
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When firſt they pur the Name of King upon mc 
And bad them ſpeake to him. Then Propher-like, 
They hayld him Fathet to a Line of Kings. 

Vpon my headthey plac's a truitletſe Crowne, 
And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 

Thenceto be wrencht with an unlincall Hand, 
No Sonae of mine tucceeding ; if *t be {o, 

For Banqzo's lilue havel fil'd my Minde, 


Fot them, the gracious Dwncar have I murther'd, 


; Put Rancours inthe Veſlcll of my Peace 
; Onely tor them, and mine cternall Iewell 


© 
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Giventothe common Encmy of Man, 

To make them Kings,the Secdes of Bangquo Kings: 
Rather then {o,come Fate into the Lyſt, 

And champion meto th' utterance, 

Who's there ? 


Enter Servant, and two CAſurtherers. 


Now goe tothe Doore, and ſtay there till we call, 
Exu Servant, 
Was not yeſterday we ſpoke together ? 
Aferth. It was, ſo plealc your Highneſle, 
Mach. Well then, 


| Aa, We ſhould have clſedcfir'd your good advice | Nei have you conſider'd of my ſpecches ? 
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Knouw, that it It was he, ie the rimes paſt, 
Which held you ſo under torturne, 
Which youthought ad beene cur innocent ſelte, 
This I made good to you, in our laſt conference, 
Paſt in proba 101 with you ; 
How you were borne in hand, how croſt : 
The Inſtruments $ who w ought with them : 
And ai | things clicy Chat 11; ol c 
To ha Ife a Soule, at d to 0 2 No tion craz'd, 
Say, Inus Cid Pangro. 
I. *Afxrth. You made it knowne to us. 
CMacrh, | 1. {0 : 
And went turther, which is no; 
Our pointofif cond meeting. 
Doe you tinde your paticnce fo predominant, 
In your nature, that you can let this goe? 
Are you {0 Gofpell'd to pray for this good man, 
And tor | als [i luc, wholc heavie hand 
Hath bow'd you to the Grave, and begger'd 
Yours tor 6c der? 
I. Murth, We arc mon, my 1 
Mach. | inthe Catalogue ye goc tor men, 
As Hounds,t1d ( Treyhoun Jes, Nun IO! res, p32 ni-!s ,Curres, 
Show ehcs, V ater-Rugs, and Demv- Wolves are Ci1pt 
Ail by che Na m2 *f Dogges :the valued hie 
Dittinguithes the {witty t he flow, the lubtle, 
The Hontc-kecpci ,the Humer, cvcry one 
According to the gitt, wich doanteous Nature 
Hath in lym clos'd ; wherevdy he gocs receive 
Particular 21 ddition, tiom the Bill, 
That writes ilhcm all alike ; and 1o of men. 
Now, 1: you have a lation in the file, 
— worlt ran+.c of Manko04, tay, 
dT will put that - ow 11 your Botome* R 
* hotc execution ta kes your Encimic of, 
Grappics zouto! he he :;and love of us, 
W ho wcare ov! jealth) by it ſickly in his Life, 
Which in his De * were perfect. 
2. Mwith, Iamoncemy Licge, 
\W hom the v iic Blo cs and Buffers of the World 
Hath fo incers'd; that I am recklefic what I docs 
To {p12ht the World. 
I. Afwrth, And | arjther, 
So wcaric with Diſaſters, woz'd with Fortune, 
That I would (ct wy Lite on any Chance, 
Tomend i or bc 
Alaca. Boti: ot you know [347 910 \\ 
_Murth. Trac, my Lord 
Atach. S91s he mine : 2nd in fi.ch bl 
_ t 16.4 umern this betng,thruſts 
my necr'it of Lite: and rhovgh I could 
W:th bare-tac'd pon er {weepe him from my hght, 
And bid my will avouch it; yer | mult nor, 
For certaine tricndsth 2 Are, th bis, and mine, 
W hotc loves I may not drop, but way Ic his fall, 
Whol my teltc hacks d ne: : and thence 1t 1s, 
That Ito your a0ifiance d doe make love, 
Maski! ; the Bu an <fic from the common Eye, 
hiuc Reaſons. 
>. 1turth, We ſhall, my Lord, 
Pertorme _ 1T you Command uss 
"Tt n0ugh our Lives ——— 
CAach. Your Spirits thine through y0Uus 
Within -this houre, at mu?, 
1 willadviſe you whereto p ant your fclves, 
\cquaint you With the pertect Spy oth” rune, 
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T he moment on't, . for” emuſt be h_ to Night, 
And ſomething from the Palace ; alwayes thought, 
That 1 require a cleareneſle ; - and with him, 
Toleaveno Rubs nor Botches i inthe W orke : 
F leans, his Sonne, that kecepes him companic, 
Whoſe abſence is nolefle materiallro me, 

Thenis his Fathers, muſt embracethe fate 
Of that darke boure reſolue your {elves apart, 
lle come to you anon. 

Afwrth, Ve are refolu'd, my Lord. 

Alacb. le call upon you firaight : abide within, 
It is concluded : Banque, thy Soules flight, 
It it inde Heaven, muſt rnde it out to Night. 


————— RR 


EF x(unt. 


Scena Secunda, 


E nter Macbeth Lady aud a Ser vant, 


$ Laay, Is B B nquo gone from Court? 
S&v4%8, |, Madame, out returnes againe tO Night, 


Laay. Say tothe King, 1 would attend his leyſure, 
For a tew words. 
Servant, Madame, I wil I. Exu, 
Lady. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our delire is s got without content ? 
T5 fater, to be that wi hich wedeltroy 
Tin by delicuction dwell tn doubrfull joy. 
E mer Macbeth, 
How now, my Lord, why doe you keepe alone? 
Of ſorryectt Francies your Companic ns making, 
Vſing thoſe Thoughts, which Hould indeed have dy'd 
With themthey thinke on : things without all remedic 
Shi _ be without regard : what's done, is dones 
(ach. We havel corchi'd the Snake, not Kill'd it : 
Shee' e cloſe,and bc her lelfe, whileſt our puore Malice 
Remainecs in "na her former Tooth, 
Burlet the trame ot things dil-joynt, 
Both the Worlds ſuffer, 
: re we will eate our Meale in teare, and flecpe 
| the aPiRion of theſe terrible Dreames, 
] That ſhake us Nightly : Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gayne our place , have ſcent to peace 
Then on the torture of the Minde tolye 
Inreſtle(leextatic: 
Dwncane 1$1n his Grave ? 
Atter Lites fitfull Fever, he flcepes well, 
Treaton ha” — wn his worſt : nor Stcele nor Poyton, 
Malice domcitique, forraine Levie,nothing, 
Can touch him further. 
Laay. Come en : 
Gentle my Lord, flecke o're your rugged Looxes, 
Be bright and [ovial mong your Gucits ro Night, 
Mach. So ſhall 1 Love.,and fo | pra) be you: 
Let your remembrance {ti1] apply to Langue, 
Preient him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue: 
Voltatc the while, that we mult lave 
Our Honorsin theſe flattering ſtreames , 
And make our Faces V 1zards to our Hearts, 
Diſguiting what they are. 
Laiy. You mult leave this. 
AMacb, O, full of Scorpions is my Minde, deare Wife: 
Thou know'lt, that Bangwoand his Feans lives, 
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Ladj. But in them, Natures Coppie's not eterne. 

Mach, 1 here's comfort yer, they are aſſaileable, 
Then be thou jocund; ere the Bat hath flowne 
His Cloyfter'd flight, ere to blacke Hereats ſummons 
The ſhard-borne Beetle, with his drowſic hums, 
Hath rung Nights yawning Peale, 

There ſhall be done a deed of dreadfull note. 

Lady. What's tobe done ? 

Mach: Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed : Come, fecling Night, 
Skarfe up the tender Eye of pittifull Day, 

And with thy bloody and inviſible Hand 

Cancell and teareto picces that great Bond, 

| Which kerpes me pale. Light thickens, 

| And the Crow makes Wing toth' Rookie Wood: 
Good things of Day begin todroope, and drowſe, 

W hiles nights black Agents to their Prey's doe rowſe, 
Thou marvell'ſt at my words : but hold thee ſtill, 

| Things bad begun, make ſtrong thsmlelyesby ill : 

| Soprythee goe with me. Exennt. 
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Scena T ertia. 


: 
| 
| 
FOES 
Enter three murtberers. 


r- But who did bid thee joyne with us ? 

3. Marbeth, 

2, Heneedes not our miſtruſt, ſince he delivers 
Our Orhices, and what we have rodoe, 
Tothedireion jult, 
| 1, Thenſtand with us, 
| The Welt yer g'immers with ſome ſtreakes of Day, 
Now {purres the latelt Traveller apace, 

To gayne the timely Inne, and neeze approches 
The tubjeR of our Watch. 

z, Hcarke, I hcarc Horſes. 

Banque within, Give us a Light there, hos, 

2. Then tis hee : 
The ret, that are within the note of expetation, 
Already are 1'th' Court. 

1. His Horſes goc about. 

3. Almoſt a mile : but he does uſually, 
$o all men doe, from hence to th' Pallace Gate 
Make it their Walke, 


Enter Ban quo and F leans, with a Torch. 


2. A Light, a Light. 
3. Tis hce, 
t. Standtoo't, 
Bax. It will be Rayne to Night, 
1. Let i: come downe. 
Bax. O, Trecherie ! 
Flye godd Fleans, flyc, flye, flyc, 
Thou may'ſt revenge. O Slave ! 
3+ Whodid ſtrike out the Light ? 
1. Was't notthe way ? 
3- There's but one downe : the Sonne is fled. 
2, We have loſt 


| 


l 


1] Then pitty for Miſchance. 


Beſt balfe of our Aﬀaire. | Refſe. His abſence (Sir) 
1. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done: Layes blame upon his promiſe, Pleas't yonr highneſſe 
Exemmt. Tograg@ us with your Royall Company ? 


Scana Quarta. 


— —— 


Banquet 'prepar'd. Emter (Macbeth, Lady,Roſe, Len'* , 
Lords, and «Attendants, 


Aacb. You know your owne degrees ,fit downe- 
At firſt and laſt, the hearty welcome. | 
Lords. Thankes to your Majclty. 
«Aach, Our (ele will mingle with Society, 
And play the humble Hoſt ; 
Our Hoſtefſe keepes her State, but ia the beſt tirac 
We will require her welcome. 
£4. Pronounce it for me Sir, toall our Fricnds, 
For my heart ſpeakes, they are weicome. 
Emer firſt ſurtherer, 
MacbSce they encounter thee with their hearts thanks 
Both ſides are even ycere Ile fit i'th* mid'(t, 
Be large in mirth, an&h wee'l drinke a Meaſure 
The Table round. There's blood uponthy tace. 
Aur. "Tis Banquo's then. 
CAacb. Tis better thee without, then he within. | 
Is he difpatch'd? 
CAler. My Lord his throat is cut, that I did for him: 
Mac Thou artthe beſt o'th' Cut-throats, 
Yet hee's goud that did the like for Fleas : 
It thou d19'ſt it, thou art the Non-pareill. 
Aur. Molt Royall Sir 
Fleans is (cap'd. 
Afach. Then comes my Fit againe : 
had elſe beene pertect ; | 
W hole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke, 
As broad, and generall, as the caſing Ayre : 
But now I am cabin'd, crib'd, confin'd, bound in 
Toſawcy doubts, and feares. Bur Bangwo's ſafe ? 
Mor. 1, my good Lord : fate ina ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head ; 
Thelcaſt a Death to Nature. 
AMacb. Thankes for that, 
There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that's fled 
Hath Nature that in time wiil Venom breed, 
No teeth for th' preſent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
Wee'l heare our ſelves againzes Exun Murderer. 
Lady, My Royzll Lord, 
You donotgive the Cheere, the Fealt is ſold 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tismaxing : 
Tis given, with welcome : to teede were bit at home: 
From thence, the ſawce to meate 1s Ceremony, 
Meeting werebare without it. 


Enter the Ghei? of Banquo,and fits in © Macheths place. 


AMach. Sweet Remembrancer : 
Now gooddigeſtion waite on Appetite, 
And hcalth on both. 
Lenox, May't pleaſc your Highneile (ir, 
Mach. Here bad we now our Countries Honor,root'd, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our Banque preſent : 
W ho may | rather challenge tor cabindnefle , 


| 
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| Aacb, The Table'sfull. 
| "Lenox, Here is a place reſery d Sire 
CHMacb, WW here * 
| Lenox. Hecre my good I ord, 
| What:s'tthat moves your Highneſlc ? 
| Mah. Which of you have done this? 
Lordi, What, my good Lord? 
Mach, Thou canſtnot (ay Id:d it;never ſhake 
Thy goary locks at me, 
Roſſe. Gentlemen riſe, his Highneſle is not well, 
Lady. Sit worthy Friends: my Lord is oftcnthus, 
| And hath becne from his youth, Pray you keepe Scat, 
| The fit is momentany , upon a thought 
| He will egaine be well. If much you note him 
| *7ou ſhall offend him, and extend his Paſſion, 
; iced, and regard him nor, Are youa man? 
| Mach. 1,and a bold one, that darclooke on that 
| V/hich might appall the Dtvcil. 
| LC1sa, Oproperſitufte: | 
| T 11s is the very paincang of your trars : | 
This isthe Ayre-drawne-Daggcr which you faid 
Led you to Dwncar. O, theic flaws 2nd ftarts 
(Impoſters to truc feare) would well become 
A womans ſtory ata Winters hre 
Authoriz'd by her Grandam : ſhame it {elte, 
Why do you make ſuch faces > W hen all's done 
You looke but on a ſtoole. 
CAacb, Prythee (ce there : * 
Behold, looke, loc, how fay you : 
Why what carc 1, if thou cant nod, ſpeake too, 
It Charnell houſes, and our Graves mult ſcad 
Tholethat we bury, backe; our Monuments 
Shall be the Mawes of Kytes. 
La. What ? quite unmwann'd in folly. 
Mach. 1t 1 itand heere, Ifaw him. 
La. Fic tor ſhame. 
Mach, Blood hath bene ſhed cre now, i'th' olden time 
Ere hugnne Statute purg'dthe gentle Weale ; 
I, and fince too, Murthers have bene pertorm'd 
Too terrible tor rh: care. The times have beenc, 
| That when the Brainzs were out, the man would dye, 
 Andthere an end ; But now they rite againe 
Withtiwenty mortall murthers on their crownes, 
And pulh us trom our ſtooles. This 1s more itrange 
| Then 1tuch a murther 1s. 
La. My worthy Lord 
Your Noble Friends dolacke you. 
AMacb, I do forge: : 
Donot mulc at me wy moſt worthy Friends, 
| have a {trange infirmity, which is nothing 
Tothoſethat know me, Comc, love and Health to all, 
| Then Llc (it downec : Give me ſome Wane, fill full: 
Enter Ghof#, 
I drinke toth' gencrall joy o'th' whole Table, 
And roour deere Friend Baxqus, whom we miſle : 
| Would he were heere : to all; and him we thirſt, 
| And alltoal!. 

Lords. Our dutics, and the pledge. 

Mar. Auant, & quir my fightlct the earth hide thee; 
Thy bones are marrowlefie, thy blood 1s cold : 
Thou haſt no {peculation inthole eyes 

| Which thou dolt elarc with. 

La. Thinke ofthis good Pceres 

| Burt as athing of Cuſtvme ;Tisno other, 
Onely it ſpovlesthe pleature of the time. 

| Mach. Whar man dare, I dare : 

i 
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| Approach thoulike the rugged Ruſſian Beare, 


| Returning wereas tedious as go ore: 


| Thearm'd Rhinoceros, or th'Hircan Tiger, 

| Takeany ſhape but that, and my firme Nerves 
Shall never tremble, Or be alive again, | 
And dare meto the Defart withthy Sword : 
It crembling I inhabit ,then proteſt me | 
The Baby of a Girle. Hence horribkk ſhadow, Ex. 
Varea'lmock'ry hence. W hy fo, being gone | 
I am a managaine : pray you fit ſtill, 

£4, You have dilplac'd the mirth, 

Broke the good arecting , with moſt admir'd diſorder. | 
Alacb. Can tuch things be, | 
And overcome us like a Surnmers Clowd, 
VV ithout our ſpectall wonder ? You make me ſtrange | 
Even tothe ditpolition that I owe, 
W hen now 1 thinke you can behold ſuch fights, 
And kcepe the naturali Rubie of your Checkes, 
| Whcnanne is blanchd with feare, 
Roſſe. Whart lignes. my Lord ? 
Le. I pray you ipcake not ; he growes worle & worſe, 
Queltionenrages him : at orc: gocenight. 
Scand not upon the order of your going, 
But gv at OnCe. | 
Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his Majcity. 
£1. A kindc goodnight to all. 
Mach. 'twili have blood they tay : 
Blood will have Blood : 
Stones have bene knou ne to meve,& Trees to ſpeake : 
Augures, and underitood Relations, bave | 
By Maggot Pycs, & Choughes, & Rookes brought forth | 
' Thelecrerſt man ot blood. Whatisthe night? 
£4. Aiaolt zt oddes with morning, whichis which. 
| OMacb.How ay!trhou that AMacdeff denies his perion 
At our great bidding, | 
La. Did you fend to him Sir? 
Atach. I heare itby the way : ButT will ſend ; 
Th:rc's nota ore of them but in his houſe 
| keepe a Servant Feed, I will romorrow 
(And betimes 1 will) tothe wizard Siſters. 

{orc ſha'l *hey ſpeake:; for now I am bentra know 
By t- worſt meanes, the worſt, for mine owne good, 
Ail caules ſhall give way, I am in blood 
Spent info farre, that ſhould I wade no more, 
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Strange thingsI have in head, that will to hand, 
W hich mult be ated, ere they may be ſcand, 
La. Youlacketke icalon of a!l Natures, ſlcepe. 
Mach. Come, weelto fleepey My ſtrange & ſelf-abute 
Is the initiate tare, that wants hard ulc : 
Weare yet but young indeed, Exennt. 


Scana Quinta, 
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Thunder, Enter the three Waches, meering 
Heeat. 


1. Why how now Hecat, you looke angerly? 
Hee. Have I not reaſon (Beidams) as you are ? 
Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 


| To Trade, and Traikicke with Macbeth, 


In Riddles, and Aﬀaires of death ; 
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And I the Miſtris of your Charmes, 
The cloſe contriver of all harmes, 
Was never call'd rs beare my parc, 
Qr ſhew the glory of our Art ? 
And which is worlc, all you have done 
Hath becne but for a way ward Sonne, 
Spightfull, and wrathfull, who (as others do) 
Loves for his owne ends, notfor you. 
Bur make amends now : Get you gon, 
And at the pit of Acheren 
Meete me 1'th' Morning : thither he 
Will come, to know his Dettinte, 
Your Velcls, and your Spels provide, 
Your Charmes, and every thing befice ; 
L am for th Ayre : This night Ile ſpend 
Ynto a diſmall, anda tatall end, 
Great buſineſle mult be wrought ere Noone. 
Vpon the Corner of the Moone, 
There hangs a vap'rous drop,protound, 
lle catch it ere it come roground ; 
And that diſtil'd by Magicke fights, 
Shall rife ſuch Artihciall Sprights, 
As by the itrength of their illuſion, 
Shall draw him on t@ his Confuſion. 
He ſhall ſpurne Fare, (corne Death,and beare 
His hopes 'bove Wiledome, Grace, and Feare : 
And you all know, Security 
| Ismoxrtals cheetelt Enemi-, 

CMmnſicke, and 4 Song. 
Hearke, I am call'd : my little Spirit fee 
Sits in a Foggy cloud, and ſtayes for me. 

Sw wii bs, Come aFAy come AWAY, 

1 Come, let's make hatt, ſheet ſoone be 

Backe ag-inc. F xeunt. 
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Enter Lenox, and another Lord, 


Lenox, My former Spreches, 
Have but hit your Thoughts 
Which can interpret farther; Onely Iiay 
Things have bin ſtrangely boruc, The gracious Duncan 
Was pitticd of Macheth ; marry he was dead : 
And the right valiant Barquo walk'd too late, 
\Whom you may fay (it't plcate you) F&anr kill'd, 
For Fleang fied ; Men mult not walke too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous 
It was tor Afalcs/me, and tor Donalbane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fac, 
ow it did greeve AMacbert ? Did he not firaight 
In pious rage, the two delinquents teare, 
That were the Slaves of drinke, and thralles of ſleepe ? 
Was not that Novly done? I, and wiſely too ; 
For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive 
| To hearethe men deny'r, So that I ſay, 
| He ha's borne all things well , and [ dothinke, 
| That had he Dancers Sonnes under the Key, 
; (As and't pleate Heaven he thall not) they ſhall inde 
| What 'twwere to kill a Father : So ſhould Fleans, 
| Bat peace; for from broad words, and cauſc he fayl'd 
His preſence at the Tyrants Feaſt; I heare 


| MacauFe lives indiſgrace, Sir, can you tell 


to, 
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Where he beſtowes himlclfe? 
Lord, The Sonnes of Dwncane 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth ) 
Liveio the Engliſh Court, and is receyv'd 
Ofche moſt Piuus Edward, with ſuch grace, 
Thar the malevolence of Fortune, nothing 
Takes from his high reſpect. Thither CAfacdefe 
Is gone, to pray the Hoiy King, upon hisayd 
To wake Northumberland , and warlikc Seyward, 
That by the helpe ot thete (with him above 
To ratthe the Worke) we may againe 
Giveto our Tables meate, fleeperg our Nights : 


Do faithfull Homage, and receive free Honors, 
All which we pine tor now. And this report 
Hath fo exaſperate their King, that hee 
Prepares tor ſomebtrempt of Warre, 

Len, Sent he to CMacdvuffe ? 

Lord. He did:and with an abſolute,Sir,nor 1, 
Theclowdy Meflenger turnes me his backe, 
And hums; as who ſhould tay, you'l rue the time 
Thar clogges me with this Anſwer, 

Lenox. And that well might 
Adviſc himtga Caution,t'ho!d what diſtance 
His wifedome can provide, Some boly Angell 
Hye to the Court of England, and unfold 
His Meſlage ere he come, that a ſwift bleſſing 
May ſoone returne to this our ſuffering Country, 
Vuder a hand accurs'd, 


Aus Quintus. Scaena Prima, 


T bun der. Enter the three Witches. 


1 Thricethe brindcd Cat hath mew'd, 
2 Thrice,and once the Hedges P igee whin'd,” 
3 Hwrplcr crics, 't1s time, *as tune, 
1 Roundaboutthe Caldron go : 
In the poytond Entrailes thoovs 
Toad, that under coid fone, 
Dayes and Nights, ha'sthirty one : 
Sweltred Venom flceping got, 
Boyle theu firſt i'th* charmed pot, 
ell. Double, double, toile and trouble ; 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 
2 Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 
In the Cauldron boyle and bake : 
Eye of Newt, and Tocof Frogge : 
Wooall of Bat,and Tongue of Dogee : 
Adders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Scing, 
Lizards legge, 31d Howlets wing : 
For a Charme of powertull trouble, 
Like a Hell-broth, boyle and bubble. 
eAll. Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 
3 Scalc of Dragon, Toothof Wolfe, 
Witches Mumayy, Maw, and Gulte 
Of the ravin'd falrSca ſharke ; 
Roote of Hemlocke, digg*d1'th darke : 
Liver of Blaſpheming lew. 
Gall of Goare, and Slippes of Yew, 
Sliver'd in the Moones Ecclipſc: 


Free from our Fealts, and Banquets bloody knives ; 


£rrd. le fend my Prayers with him, Exemnt 
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Noſe of Turke, and Tartars lips - | 
Finger of Birth-{trangled Babe, 
Duch-deliver'd by a Drab, 
Make the Grwell thicke, and lab. 
Adde theretoa Tigars Chawdron, 
For th' Ingredience of our Cawdron. 

All. Double, double, toylc and trouble, 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Coole it with a Baboones blood, 

Tken the Charme is firme and good. 


Enter Hec1t, and the other three tutches. 


Hae. O well done: I commend your paines, 
And every one.ſhall ſhare 1'th' gaines : 
And now about the Cauldron ſing 
Like Elvesand Fairtesina Ring, 
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Laugh to ſcorne 
The power of man : For none of goman borne | 
Shall harme Macbeth, Deſcends. | 
Mac. Then live Macdwuffe : what need I feare of thee ? * 
But yet Ile make aſſurance , double ſure, | 
And take a Bond of Fate : thou ſhalt notlive, | 
T hat 1 may cell palc-hearted Feare, it lics ; | 
And ſlcepe in ſpight of Thunder. T hunder. | 
3 *Apparation,a Childe Crowned, with a Tree 1» bs havd. | 
V hat is this, that riſes like the iſſue of a King, | 
And wearcsupon his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soveraignty 2 | 

Al. Liſten, but ſpeake not too't, 

3 eAppar. Bc Lyon metled, _, and take no care; 
W hochafes, who frets, or where Conipirers are : 
Macbeth ſhall never vanquiſh'd be, untill 
Great Byruam W oed, to high Dunſinane Hull 


Shall come againſt him. Deſcend ; 


Inchancng all that you put in. 
HMuſichs and a Song. Blacks Spirits ,Co0- 

2 By the pricking of my Thumdes, 
Something wicked chis way comes: 
Open Lockcs, who cver knockes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Alach. How now you lecret, black,& midnight Hags? 
What is'r you do ? 

All A deed withouta name. | 

Macb. I conjure you, by that which you Profeſle, 
(How cre you come to know it) an{wer me : 
Though you untye the Windes, and let them hight 
Againit the Churches; Though the yelly Waves 
Corfound and {wallow Navigation up : 
Though bladed Corne be lodg'd, & Trees blown downe, 
Though Caitlcs topple on their Warders heads ; 
Though Palaces, and Pyramids do ſlope 
Their heads to their Foundations : Though the treaſure 
Of Natures Germaine,tumble altogecher, 
Even tilldeſtraQtion ſicken ; Antwere me 
To what 1 aske you, 

1 Spcake, 

2 Demand. 


wy 


1 Say, itth' hadſt rathcr hearc it from our mouthes, 
Or from our Maſters. 
Afacb. Call'em: let me {ce 'em. | 
1 Poxrc in Sowes blocd, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow : Greace that's {weaten 
From the Murtherers Givobct, throw 
Into the Flame, 


2 Wcee'l anſwer. | 


| A third, islike the tormer, Hilthy Hagges, 


eAl. Come high or low : 
Thy Selte and Olice deaftly ſhow. T bunder, 
I. Apperation, an Armed Head. 
Macb. Tell me thouunknowne power. 
xz He knowes thy thought : 
Heare his ſpecclt, but {ay thou ought, 
1 Apper. Macbeth, Macberb, Flacberb: 
Beware IMacarufe, 


Beware the Thane of Fife : ditmiſſe me. Enough. 
He Deſcends. 


ack, W hat ere thou art, tor thy good caution,thanks 
| Thou haſt harp'd my feare aright. But one word more. 
1 He will not be commandcd : hcere's another 
More potent then the firſt. T bunder 
2 Apparition, « Bloody Childe, 
2 eApper. Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth. 
Mach. Had i threecat es, 1i'd heare thee. 
2 Appar. Bc bloody, bold, and reſolute : 
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Mach, '1 hat will never be : 
W ho can impreſſe the Forreſt, bid the Tree 
Vontixe his carth-bound Root? Sweet boadments, good : 
Revellious dead,riſe never tillthe Wood 


Ot Byrnam riſe, and = high plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the Leaſe of Nature, pay his breath 
Torme, and mortall Cultome. Yer my heart | 
T hrobs to know one thing : Tell me, if your Art | 
Can reli fo miich ; Shall Bangwo"s 1ſſuc ever | 
Retgne in this Kingdome 7? | 
All Sccketoknow no more, 
Ald, I willbe ſatisfied, Deny me this, 
And an cternall Curie fall on you : Let me know. 
Why ſinkes that Caldron ? & what noyſe is this ? Hoboye: 
I, Shew, 
2 Shew. 
3 Shew, 
eAll. Shew his Eyes, and greeve his Heart, 
Cume like ſhadowes,!o depart, | 
e ſhew of en, bt Kings, and Banquolaft, with a glaſſe 
1 his band. 
Mach. Thou art too like the Spirit of Banguo : Down; 
Thy Crownedo's {care mine Eye-vals. And thy haue 
Tnou other Gold-bound-brow, 1s ike the firlt : 


Why do you ſhew me this ? =—— A fourth ? Start eye | 
W hat will the Line {trerch out to'rh' cracke of Doome? 
Another yet? A ſeaventh?lle ſee no more : 
And yet the eight appears, who beares a glaſle, 
W hich ſhewes me many more : and ſome 1 fee,” 
That two-fold Balles, and trebble Scepters carry. 
Horrible ſight : Now I ſee tis true, | 
For the Blood-bolter'd Banguo\{miles upon me, 
And points atthem for his. W hat isthis {o ? 

1 ISir,allthisis ſo. But wby 
Stands CMacberb thus amazcdly ? 
Come Siſters, chcere we vp his ſprights, 
And ſhew the beſt of our delights. 
He Cha:rme the Ayre togivca ſound, 
Whulc you performe your Antique round ; | 
That this great King may kindly ay, | 
Our durics, did his welcome pay. eWuicks. 

The Witches Dance, and vaniſt. 

Aach.\W herearc they ? Gone ? | 
\ Let this pernitious houre, 
Stand ayc accurſcd inthe Kalender. 
Come 1n, without there, 

Lenox. W hat's your Graces will, 
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Enter Lenex- 


Mach. | 
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| ſr ould be my diſgrace, and your ducomforr, 
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Mach. Saw you the Wizard Sihers ? 

Lemx. No my Lord. 

AMacb. Came they not by you? 

Lemx. Noindced my Lord. 

Mach, Infected be the Ayre whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that trult them. I did heare 
The gallopping of Horſe, W ho was't came by ? 

Len, 'Tis two or three my Lord, that bring yuu word ; 
Macdsaff 1s fied to England. 

Mach. Fledto England ? 

Len. 1, my good Lord. 

March, Time, thou anticipat't my dread exploits : 
The flighty purpole never 1s o're-tooke 
Vnlefle the deed go with it, From this moment, 
| The very firithng of my heart thall be 
| The firttlings of my hand. Andeven now 


| To Crown my thoughts with Ads: be it thought & done: | 


; The Calile of £Macdeff, I will turprizes 
Scize upon Fite ;give to th' edge o'th? Sword 
' His Waite, bis Babes, and all untortunate Soules 
| Thattrace him in his Line. No boaſting ikea Foole, 
| Thisdeed Ile do, before this purpotle coole, 
| But no more ſights. Where are thele Gentlemen ? 
| Come bring me where they arcs Exeunt, 
| 


| 
| 
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Scena Srcunda. 
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Emter Macdufes Wife, her Son, ard Roſſe. 


Wife. What had hee done, to make him fly the Land ? 
Roſſe, You muſt have paticnce Madam. 
We. He had none; 
His flight was madacdle : wh:n our ARtions donor, 
Our tcares do make us Traitors, 
| Rojſe, Y ou Ki110\v not 


Wife. Sirra, your Fathers dead, 

And what will you donow 2 Hoty will you live ? 

Son, As Birds do Mother. 

Fife. What with Wo:mcs, and Flyes? 

Son. With what [| get,andto dothey, 

Wife. P oore bird, 

Thoud'(t never Feare the Net,nor Line, 

| The Pirfail, nor the Gin, 

Son, Why ſhould 1 Mother ? 

Poore Birds they are not let for : 

My Father is not dead for all your fayirg 

| Wife, Yes, heis dead: 

| How wile thou doc for a Father ? 

| Son. Nay how will you doe tor a husband ? 

| Wife, Whyl canbuy me twenty at any Market, 

| Sos, Then you'i by *em 0 ell againe, 

Wife, 1 hoy {peaK'it with all thy Wit, 

| Andyect I faich with wit enough tor thee, 

| Son, Wes my Father a Traitor, Mether ? 
Wife, I, that tie was. 

Son, What is a Traitor ? 

Wife, Why one that ſweares, and lyes, 

Sow. And be a'l Traytors, that doe 10, 

&*Ife, Every one that do's 10, isa Traitor, 

And muſt be hang d. 

Sor, And mult they all be hang'd, that ſwear and lye ? 
| Wife, Everyone. 
| Son, VVhomuli hang them ? 

Wife. V Vhy, th: honeſt men, 

Son, Then the Liarsand Swearersare Fools: for there 
are Lyars and Swcarerseno\w, tobeate the honeſt aca, 
and hang upthem. 

Wife Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie : 

ut how wilt thou doe tor a Father ? 

Sen, Ifhec wearcdead, youl'd weepe for him : if you 
would not it wer c a good figne, that I ſhould quicktly 
have a new Fatlicy, 

Son, Poorepraticr, how thoutalK'|t / 


— 
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| Whether it was his witedome, or his feare. = 
Wife. Wiledom? to leave his wite, to leave his Baves, | 
| His Manſion, and his Titles, ina place 
| From whence bi:n\s lte does fly C2? lic loves us nor, 
| He wants the naturall tci:ch. tor the poore VV ren 
[hemoſt diminiuive of Birds) will fight, | 
| Her young ones in her Neſt, agaivit tac Owle : 
| Al isthe Feare, and nothing is the Love; 
| ASlittle 15 the Wilcdome, where the flight 
| Sorunnes againlt all reaſon, 
Reſſe, My doerelt Coor, 
[ pray you ichoole your telfe, But for your Husband, 
He is Noble, Wiſe, [uS1c1ous, and bet Kknowes 
| The firs o'th* Seaſon. 1 dare not fpeake much further, 
| Butcruc!l are the times, when we are 1rawors 
| And do not know our ſclves: when we hold Rumor 
From what we feare,yet know not w hat we feare, 
But fioate upona wilde and violent Sea 
Each way, and move. Itake my leave of you: 
Shall not be long bur Ile be here againe: 
Things at the worlt will ceafe, or cliechmbe upward, 


= a 


lo what they were before, My pretty Coline, 
vleNing upon you, 

Wye.tather'd oc is, 
And vet hee's Fatherlefle. 

iise. Tam {o mucha Foole,ſhould I ſtay longer 
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| taxe my leaveat once « 


' To fright you thus , Mc thinkest am to [2, age : 
| Todo worſeto you, were fell Cruclty, | 


Enter 4 Meſſenger, 
Aef, Blette you faire Daine; 1 aginot to you knowne, 
Though in your itate of hononr Lam perfect; 
| doubt tome danger «does approach you ncerely, 
It you will cake a homely mans advice, 
Be notfownd heere : hence with your hitile ones 3 


V V hich is coo nic your perian. Heauen preſerve you, 
[ dareabide no longer, E xt Meſſenger. 
Wife, Whether thould I fiye? 
[ have done no harme, But I semember now | 
[ am inthis carthly world ; where to doe harme 
[s often laudable, to doe g004d lometime 
Accounted dangerous fol'y. Why then (alas) 
Doc I put up thac woinanly detence, 
To fay I had done no harme? * 
What are theſe faces? 
Enter Murtherer 1. 
Alnr., Where 1s your husband ? 
Wife. Ihope inno place founſanditice, 
Where ſuch as thou maylt find him. 

AMur. He's a Traitor. | 
| 
| 
| 
{ 


Sor, Thou lyſt thou Chagge-car'd Vi!laine. 
CAur, What you Egge ? 

Yorg fry of Treachery ? 
Son, He has killd me Mother, 


Exit Roſſe, Run away I pray you. E xut crying CMurthey, 
Serng + 
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Scena Tertia. 
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Emer Malcolme and Macani, e- 


Afal. Letus ſecke out ſome deſolate ſhade, & there 


VV cepe our fad bolomes cmpty. 

CWacd. Let us rather 
Hold falt the mortall Sword ; and like good men, 
Beitride our downfall Birthdome : cach new d{ornc, 


New Widdowes howle,new Orphans cry, new Lorowes 


Strike Heaven on the face, that it refounds 
As it ittelt with Scotland, and yell'd our 


. Like Syllableof Dolour, 


Alal. What | beleeve, Ie waile ; 
W hat know, beleeve ; and what I can recrelle, 
As 1 ſhall findethe time to friend, I will. 
W hat you have ſpoke, it may be ſo perchance 
This Tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our rongues, 
Ws once thought honeſt : you have lov'd him well, 


He hath not touch'd you yer, I am young, but fomethung 


You may diſccrne of him through mc, and wiſedome 
To offer up a wceake, poore innoccat Lamoe 
T appealcan angry God. 

Aﬀſacd. 1 am not treacherous. 

Afalc. But Aacbeth is. 
A good and vertuous Nature may recovic 
In an Imperiall charge. But 1 ſhall crave your pardon : 
T hat which you are, my thoughts cannot trantpoie ; 
Angels aic bright ſtill, though the brightell tell. 
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That when they ſhall be open'd, blacke Afacberh 
Will teeme as pure as Snow, and the ggore State 
Eitecme him as a Lambe, being cond 
With my contineleſle harmes. 

Aacd, Not inthe Legions 
Ot horrid Hell, can come a Divell more damn'd 


; Incvils, torop Macberh. 


| 
| 
| 


/ 
| 
. 


: 
: 


: 
: 
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Macb. 1 grant him Bloody, | 
Luxurious, Auaricious, Falic,Dece:thull, 
SOGaine, Malicious, tmoak ing of every finnc 
That ka's a namc. But there's no bottome,none 


In my Voluptuouſneile : Your Wives, your Daughters, 


Your Matrons, and your Maides, could not fill up 
The Ceſterne of my Luſt, and my Detire 


' All continent Impediments would ore-bcarc 


That did oppoſe my will. Better Afacberh, 
Then ſuch an one to reigne. 

AMacd. Boundlefle incemperance 
In Nature 1s a Tyranny : It hath beene 
Th untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall ot many Kings. Burt tcarc nor yer 
Torake upon you what is yours : you may 


| : . . * ' 
| Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, 
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Though all things foule , would wear the brows of grace | 


| Yet Grace muſt {till looke ſo. 


Aacd, I have loit my Hopes, 
alc, Perchance even there 
Where I did inde my doubts 


| Whyinthat rawneſlc lcft you Wite,and Chuagren? 


Thole Precious Motivcs, thoſc {trong knots of Love, 
Without leave-taking. I pray you, 


\ Let notmy Icalouſics, be your Diſhonors, 
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But mine owne Safcties : you may be right), zalt, 
VW hat cvcr I ſhail think. | 

Atacd. Blced, bleed poore Country, 
Great Tyrany , lay thou thy balis ture, 


For goodneſle dare not check thee ; weare thy wrongs 


The Ti:le 1s a#car'd. Farcthece well Lord, 
I would not bc the Villaine that thou think'ſt, 


' For the whole Space that's in the Tyrants Gralpe, 
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-. And the rich Eatit to boot, 


Aal. Be not oftcnded : 
I {peake not as in ablo!ute feare of you : 


' I thinke our Country ſinkes beneath the yoake, 


— 
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t wweepcs, it blecds, and cach new day a gath 
Is added to her wounds, I thinke withall, 
There would be hands uplitted in my right ; 
And here from gracious England have I offe: 
Ot'goodly thoulands. But tor all this, 
\W hen I {hull tread upoa the Tyrants head, 
Or weare it on my Sword; yetiny poore Country 
Shall have murc vices then it had betore, 
Morc ſuffer, and more ſundry waycsthen eycr, 


' By him that (hall ſucceede. 


_— 


AMaca, What ſhould he be ? 
Cad. Itismy tclte I mezne . in whom I know 


All the particularsof Vice fo grafted, 
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And yet {eeme cold. The rime you may 10 hoodwinke : 


We have willing Dames enough : there cannot bc 
That Vulture in you, to dev@ure 10 many 
As will to Greatntfle dedicate themiclves 
Finding it fo inclinde. 

Mat. With this, there growes 
[n my molt ill-compoy'd Aﬀtection, ſuch: 
A {tanchletſe Auarice, that were I King, 
[ ſhould cut off the Nobles tor their Lancs, 
Delire his lewels, and this others Houle, 
And my more-having,would bc as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I ſhould torge 


| Quarrels unjult againlt the Good and Loyall, 
* Dettroying them tor wealth. 


—— 


CAlacd. This Attarice 
{tickes deeper : growes with more pernicious roote 


; Then Summer-ſecming Luſt : and it hath bin 


TheSword ot our flaine Kings : yet do not teare, 
Scotland hath Foyſonsto fill up your will 

Ot your meere Owne. All thetic are portable, 
\With other Graces weigh'd. 


CMal. But I have none. The King-bvecoming Graces, 


As lultice, Verity, Temp'rance, Stavleneſlc, 
Bounty, Pericverance, Mercy, Lowlinefle, 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, fortituce, 

I have no reliſh of them, but abound 

I the diviſion of cach ſeverall Crime, 


' Aftiug it many wayes. Nay had | power I ſhould 
| Ponre the {weet Milke of Concord , into Hell, 

| Vprore the univerſall peace, contound 

' All unity onearth. 


Afacd. O Scotland, Scotland. 
Mat. It ſuch a one be fitto governe, ipcake : 
[ am as 1 have ſpoken. 


Mac.Fit to govern?No not tolive.O Nation tniſcrabic; 


With an untitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 
WW hen (halt thou fce thy whollome dayes againe ? 


' Since that the trucit Iflue of thy Throne 


: 


| By Ins owne Interdiction ſtands accurſt, 


And do's blaſpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Father 
\Was a moſt Sainted-King ; the Queene that bore thee, 
Otrner upon her knees, then on her teet, 

Dy 'decvery day (ſhe liv'd. Fare thee well, 
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Are made, not mark'd ; Where violencforrow leemes | 
A Moderne extalie : The Deadmans knell, 
ISthere ſcarte ask'd for who, and good mens lives 


| Theſe Evils thou repear'ſt upon thy ſeite, 
| Hath baniſht me trom Scotland, O my Breſt, 
Thy hope ends heere. 


All. lecdaff his Noble paſſion | Expire before the Flowers intheir Caps, 
Childe of intcg.ity, hath from my ſouls Dying, or ere they fickens 
| | | Wip'dthe blacke Scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts Macd. Ohrelation ; too nice, and yet too truce 
| Tothy good Truth, and Honor. D;velliſh CAacherh, { CAMat. What'sthe neweſt griefe? 
By many of chcle traines, bath ſought ro win me | Roſe. That of an houeres age,doth hifle the ſpeaker, | 
' Into his power: and modeſt Witedome pluckes me Each minute teemes a new ones 
| ' From over-credulous haſt : bur God avove AMacd. How does my Waite? 


| Deale berweene thee and me ; For even now Roſe, Why well. 
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| | I pnt my (cle rothy direction, and . Macd, And all my Children ? 
| V nſpeake mine owne decraction. Heere abiure Reſſe, Well too» | 
| The taints, and blames I laid upon my lelte, | Aaed. The Tyrant has notbatter'd at their peace? 
| For ſtrangers ro my Nature, 1 am yet Rs fſe.Nothey were well at peace when I did leave 'em- 
| | Vnknowne to womengnever was forſwore, | Card. Benot aniggardet your ſpeech: How gov't * 
| | Scarſely have covered what was mine Owne , | Moſſe. When I came hither to tranſport the T icings 
| Ano time Hoke my Faith, would not betray Whuch I have heavily borne, there ran a Rumour 
| The Diveil to his Fe low,and delight ; Of many worthy Fellowes, that were out, 
| | No lefle in truth thealife. My firtt falle ſpeaking ' Which was to my belcefe witneſt the rather, 
| Was this upon my ſeife, what Lam truly For that I ſaw the Tyrants Power a-foot, 
| Isthine, and azy poore Countries to command : | Now isthe time of helpe : your eye in Scotland 
| Wtather 1:-dees, before thy heere approach, Would create Soldiours, make our women tight, 
Old Serward with ten thoutand warlike men To dot their dire diltcefles. [1 
| | Alrcady ata point, was ſetting foorth ? CAMale. Bee't their comfort 
06 | Now wee'l together, and the chance of goodneſſe We are comming thither - Gracious England hath 
| | Pelike our warranted Quarreli. W hy are youſilent? »* | Lentus good Serward, and tentboutand men, 
| | HMacd. Such welcome, and unwelcome thingsat once | Anolder and a b<tter Souldier,none 
| 'Tis hardro reconcile. That Chriltendome gives out. 
| Enter a Do(tor, Rofe. Would I could anfwer 
Aal.: Well, more anon. Comes the King forth This comfort with the like. But I bave words 
TT. I pray you ? That would be how!'d out in che deicrt ayre , 
| Def. 1 Sir : there are a crew of wretched Soules Where hearing ſhouldnor latch :heais 
| That ſtay his Cure : their walaCy convinces CAacd, W hat conceruc they, | 
| | The great a\lay of Arr. Burt at lustouch, The generall Cate, Or 15 ita Fee-gricte 
| | Sech tarity hath Heaven given his hand, Due to ſom: ſingle breit ? 
| | They preſently ame:.d. Ex, R+fſe. No minde that's honeſt 
Mat. ! thanke you DoRor. But 112t ſhares ſog:e wor, though the maine part 
CAacd, W hat's the Ditcalc te meanes ? Pertaines tO you ai. 
Ala. Tis call'd the Evill, Atacd, If tt be mine 
BE | Amott 1ni;aculous worke tn thisgood King, Keepe it not from me ,cuickly let me have it, 
| Which often !1oce my heere remaine in England, Roſſe. Let not your earcsdetpiſi: my tongue tor ever, 
| I have feene him2 doe £ How hetolicites heaven Which ſhall pofkfle them withthe heavielt tound | 
Himſe'fe belt knowes ; but ftrangely viſited people T hat ever yet they heard. 
All fwolne and Viceroas, ptt.itull to the eye,  CHMacd. Humb: I gueſſeatit. 
The mcere detpaire of >urgery, hecures, | Roſe. Your Caſtle is ſurpriz'd ; your Wife, and Babes | 
Hanging a goluca ffampe abour their neckes, | Savagely flaughter'd : To relate the manner 
Put on wich buly Praycrs, and 'tis ſpoken | Were on the Quarry of thele murther'd Deere 
Tothe ſucceeding Royalty ke leaves | To addethedeath of you. : | 
| The healing Benedition. with this (range vertue, Male. Mercitull Heaven : 
He hacha heavenly gwift of Prophehee, VW hat man, ne*re pull vour hat non your browes: 


Ana for:dry Bleftings hang abcurt bis Throne, 
{ Thar Peake him tull of Grace. 


Give forrow words; the o71ctethar do's not pecke, 
W hiſpers the o'ro-traugh: heart, 411d 0145 it Drakes 
DO b 


- 


—— 


E ter Refſe, 4 And. My *71 lier roo e 
|  MXa:d. Se whocomes heere. | | Rs. Wie, Children, Servants, vi that cor'd be found, 
| | Vdc. My Countryman : but yet IT know hic not, | Af. And | miſt be trom theacet ily wits killt'd roo? 
Aſard. My euer gentle Cozen, welcome bither. | Roſe. | have tad. 
Afale. 1 know him now. Good God verimes remoue | CAate, B: comforts, 
The nvanes,che meanes that makes us itrangers, I et's mabe us 24:4 cines of our rreat Revenge, | 
Re?, Sir. Amen. | To care this dealty greete. 
Afecd. Stands Scotland where ir did? | Afecd. H:ha'sno Cnitren. Ail my pretty unes? 
; #«ff. Alas poore Countey, Did vou (av All? Oh Hcl!-Kitc 1 All? 
[ 


| Alinott afraid to know it ſelfe. It cannot W hat, All my pretty Chickens, and their Damme 
be calid our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing At anefeil iryorpe 2 | 
vat who knowes nothing is once ſcene to (mile : Male. Ditaue it !ike 2 mane 
| Where ſighes, and groanes, and ſiricksthat rent the ayre Atfacd. 1 ſhiil doto; 0 | 
#1. 
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But 1 _ al ſofeele itasSa man ; 

| canmor but remember fuch things were 

That were molit precious to me : Did heaven looke on, 

And wouid not takc thcir part ? Sintull AMacduſſe, 

They were all {ttrooke tor thee : Naughe that I am, 

Nor tor thetr owne demerits, but tor mine 

Fell nn: ron cher toulcs : Heaven reſt them now. 
Val. Be this the W hetitone of your {word, let gr ickc 

Co: nvert to anger : blunt not the heart, cnrage it. 

Maca, © Ic ald play the wowan with wine cyes, 
And Brag gart with my tonguc. But gentle Heavens, 
Cut ſhor: all ntFc tmilhon : Fronmto Front, 

b ing thou this Ficnd of Scotland , and my icite 

Within my Swords length let him, it he ſcape 

Hcaven forgivehim too, 

«Mat. T histimegocs manly : 

Come go we to the Kring, our Power 15 ready, 

Our lacke is nothing bur our leave. CHMacberb 

Is ripe tor ſhaking,and'the Powers aboue 

Pur on their Inſtruments:Receiue what cheere you may, 

T he mghr 15 long that never findes the Day, ZExenrne, 


O_o — CC ———_— 


— _ 


@f (lus Quin! us. Scana Prima. 


Cntr «6 Dolls? of Phyſicke, and a Ways 
Geotlewoman, 


DoF. I have two Nights watch'd with you, but can 
PErCCLVC no truth in your report, When was 1t ſhe laſt 
waikde 

Gent. Since his Majcity went into the Field, I have 
ſeenc her ritc trom her bxd, throw her Night-Gown up- 
on hcr , ualocke her cloſler, rake fuorth yaper, tolde it, 
Write upon 't, read it, after ards ſcale it, and againe re- 
cturne to bed ; yet all rhis while in a molt taſt fleepe, 

Dott. A great PC 'rbation in Nature, to receive at 
once the bunent of ans and dothe cttects of watching 
Inthis lumbry 2g:ication, beſides her watking, and other | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


| 


aRuall pcrtortnances, what (at any time) have you heard | 


her lav P 
Gent. That Sits which I will not report after her. 

Dott, Y« © Mc, and 'tis moſt meet you thould. 
Neither ts Y0U,nor any one, having no witneſle 
toconirime wy lpecch. t ter Ladywith a T aper. 

e ſhe comes: IM Is15 I 'r very gutic, and ap- 
Filt allccpe, oblerve her Nand Cloſe. 
1.4! Tr he ? 
: the ha's 


Cent. 


LOYOU, 1 
ON my it; 
Dot. How caaic theb. t 

wit ſtood by bet 
tinually, 'tis her commands 

DofF. You fceicr eves are Opel. 
Cert, I burtheir ſcenic arc thut. 
Dott, ad "at 15 it ſhe do's now 7? 


Cert, 112he by her CON- 


T o0ke hor Cc r2bbes hor | hangs. 
Gent. 4 an accultom'd action with her, tofceme 
thus wathing her hands -I have knowne her continue in | 


this a quarter ot an houre. 
Lad. ct hecerc's a lpot. 
DoZ. Heark,ſhe -ſpeakes, [ w ict downe what comes 
from her, to ſatisfie my re:1nemorance the more decnihs 
La. Our damned ſpot : out 1 ſay. One: Two: Why 
then t1s time todoo't s Hellis murky. Fye,my Lord, tic 
a Souldier, and affcar'd? what need we teare? who knows 
it, when none cancall our power to accompt : 


; 
« 


| 


» | 
Some {ay hee's mad : 
yet who | 


would hevedt though: the olde man to have had lo much | 
blood 1n him. | 
Dot, Do you marke that ? | 
Las. The Thanc of Hte, had a wite: where 1s ſhe n; wm ? | 
W ha: will theſe hands neere be cleane ? No more o'that 
my Lord, no more o'that : you marre all with fiat. 
ting. 
Doett. Goto, goto: 
You haveknow ne what you ſhould nor. | 
Gent. She ha's (poke what ſhe ſhould not, I am ſure | 


of that : Heaven knowes what ſhe ha's knowne. 


La. Here's the {mcll of the blood fill : all the per- | 
tumesct Arabia will not {weeten this little hand. 

Oh, ob, oh, | 
Dot. What a ligh is there? The heart is ſorely charg'd | 
Gent. I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſome, | 

tor the dignity of the whole body. 

Det. Well, well, well. 

Gent. Pray God it be fir, | 

Do&, This diſcalc is beyond my prattiſe : yet I have | 
| knowne thoſe which have walkt in therr fleep,who have | 
di cd holily in their beds. 

Lad. Waſh your hands, put on your Night-Goxne, 
looke not {0 pale : | tell you yet againe Barquo's | buricd 
he cannot come cut on's grave. 

D:t. Evenlo ? 

Lady. Tobed, ro bed : 
Come, come, come, come, give me your hand : 
done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed, 

Exit Laay 

Dot, Will ſhe go now to bed ? | 

Gent, Directly. | 

Doft. Foule whiſp' ringsarc abroad : unnaturall deeds | 
Do breed wanaturall troubles ; infeted mimdes | 
Totheir deafe pillowes will diicharge their Secrets: 
More needes ſh: the Divine, then che Phyſitian ; | 


there's knocking at the one ; 
What's 


God, God forgive usall. Looke atter her, ; 


Remove from ber the mcanes of all a; noyante, | 
And ll keepe e) yesupon her : $0 goodnight; | 
My minde ſhe ha's mated, and amaz'd my {1ght, | 
I tbinke , but dare not ipeake. | 

Gent, Good night £ good Dottor, £ xenr, | 


Scena Secunda. | 


_ —— — — CG 


|  — —— 


-_— — — —— 


Drum and Colours, Emer Menteth, Cathne:, 
Angus, Lenx, Soula,ers. 


Aﬀet. The Engliſh power is ncere, led on by ©Afalcom, 
His Vnkle Seyward, and the good Macduf. 
Revenges burne inthem : for their deere cauſes | 
Excite the mortihed man. | 
Ang. Necre Byrnan wood 
Shall we well mcet them, that way arc they comming- | 
Cath, \W ho knowes1t Donalbave be with his bro! ther ? | 


Len. For ccrtaine Sir, he 1snot : Thavea Hile 


| Ot all the Gentry ; there is Seywerds Sonne, 


And many unruffe youths, that evennow 
Proteſt their firlt of Manhood. 
Alent, \W hat do's the Tyrant. 
Cath. Great Dunſinane he ſtrongly Fortifes , | 
Others, thatlefler hate him, « | 
Do call it valiant Fury, bur for certaine 
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He cannot backle his diſtemper'd caule 
Within the welt of Rule. 
Ang, Now doe's he feele 
His ſecret Murthers ſtickingon his hands, 
Now minutely Revolts id his faith-breach : 
Tholc he commands,move onely in command, 
Nothing in love : Now doe”s he feele his Title 
Hang looſe about him,like a Giants Robe 
Vpona Dwariſh Theete. 
Mext. \W ho then ſha!l blame 

Hispeſter'd Senſes to recoyle,and fart, 
When all that is within him,doe's condemne 
[t (elfe, for being there. 

Cath. Well,march weon, 
To give obedicace where tis truely ow'd : 
Mect we the Med'cire of the ſickly Weale, 
And with him powre we in our Countries purge, 
Each drop of us. 

Lenex, Orſo muck as itneeds, 
To dew the Soveraigae Flower,and drowne the Weeds 


Make we our March towards Birnam - E xe wn: marching 


— 


Scana T ertia. 


CY CO mm le. md 


0 EI EE 


Enter Macbeth, Dotter and Attendants. 


Mach. Bring me no more Reports,letthem flyeall : | 
Till Byrnam Wood remove to Dunfinaue, 
| cannot taint with Feare. Whats the Boy Aﬀalcolme? 
Was he not borne cf woman ? T he Spirits that know 
All nortall Conſequences, have pronounc'd me thus : 
Feare not Atacberh,no man that's borne of woman 
| Shall ere have power upun thee, Then fly falle ſhanes, 
| And mingle with the Engliſh Epicures, 
| The minde | ſway by ,and the heart 1 beare, 
Shall never ſagge with doubt,nor ſhake with feare. 
| Enter Servant, 
' The Divell damne thee blacke, thou cream-fac'd Loohe : 
' Where got'tt thou that Goote-Jooke. 
| Fer. Thercis ten thouſand. 
| CAach, Geclc Villaine? | 

Ser. Souldiers fir. 
Alacb. Gocpricke thy face,and over-red thy fearc | 

' Thou Lilly-liver'd Boy. W hat Souldicrs, Patch? 
| Death of thy ſoule,thoſe linnen cheekes of thine 
| Ace Counfailourstofeare, W hat Souldiers Whay-tace? 
| Ser, The Engliſh Force,ſo pleaſe you. 
| Macb.Take thy tac hence. Seyron,l am ſicke at heart, 
| When I bchold : Seyren,l fay,this puſh 
| 


| 


Will cheere nie ever,or diſcale menow. 

[ have liv'd long enough : my way of lite 

Is falne into the Searc,the yellow Leafe, 
| And that which ſhould accompany Old Age, 
| As honour, love,obedience, Troopes of Friends, 

I wuſt notlooke to have $ bur in their ſtead, 
| Curſes,not lowd but deepe,Mouth-honour,breath 
| Which the poore heart would faine deny ,andearc net. 
| Seyton ? ; 

Enter Seyrow., 

Sey. Whats your Gracious pleaſure ? 
Mar, W hat newes more? 


| 
| 
| Sey. Allis confirm'd my Lord, which was 
| 


ac, Ie hght,nill from my bones,my fleſh is hackt. | 


Give me my Armour, 

Sey. Tisnot needed yer. 

Mac. leputiton: 
Scnd out moe hortes,skirre the Countrey round, 
Hang thoſe thar ſtand in feare.Give me mine Armor : 
How do's your Patient, Do tor ? 

Do#, Not ſo licke my Lord, 
As ſhe 15 troubled with thicke-comming Fancics 
That keepe her from herre(t, 

Macs. Cure her of that : 

Canſt chou not Miniſter ro a minde diſcas'd, 
Plucke from the Mcmory a rooted Sorrow, 
Raze out the written troubles of the Braine, 
And with ſome f\yect oblivious Antidote 
Cleanfe the ſtuft boſome,of that periuious ſuffe 
W hich weighes upon the heart ? 

Do, Therein the Patient 
Mu't Miniſteg unto himſclfe, 

ach. Throw Phyſicke to the Dogs, Ile none of it, 
Come,put mine Armor on : give me my Scafte ; 
S$eyren,{(cnd out : DoRtor,the Thanes fliye from me : 
Come (ir,dif patch. If thou could'it Dotor,cait 
The water of my Land, fiad her diſcaſe, 
And purge it to a found and priſtine H:alth, 
[ would applaud thee tothe very Eccho, 
Thar ſhuuld applaudagaine, Pull'r off 1 fay, 
What Rubarb, Cz19,57 ..; hat Purgative drug 


Wouid (cowre thele Engliſh hence:hearſt rhou of them? { 


Dot. 1 my good Lord : your Royal! preparation 
Makes us haefomaking, Me 

CAac, Bring it afrer me : 
[ will no: be afraid of Dearhand Bane, 
Till Birnam Forrett come to Dunſinane, 

Doe#. Wee 1 from Dunſinane away, and cleare, 
Proht againe ſhould hardly drayy me here. Exennt. 


*——_  — — —— — ——_—_—_———_—_ —_— _ — CY 


Scana Quarta, 


<> ————_ 


ee OA A ny, 


Drum and Colonri, Enter Malcobme, Seyward, © Alac- 
duffe,Se ywards Soune, Menteth,C athneso Ang, 
and Souldiers 1 farching, 


alc. ColinsI hope the dayes are neereat hand | 
That Chambers will be ſafe. 

Ment. We doubt it nothing. j 

Seyw, What Wood is this before us ? | 

Atent. The Wood of Byrnam. 

AMalc, Let every Souldier hew him downe a Bough, 
And bear't betore him,thereby ſhall we ſhadow | 
The numbers of our Hoaſt,and make diſcovery 
Erre in report of us. | 

Sold, It (hall be done. 

Seyw, Welcarne no other, but the confident Tyrant, ' 
Keepes fill in Dunſinane,and will indure "I 
Our ſetting downe befor't, | 

Mealc. Tis his maine hope : | 
For where there is advantage to be given, 

Both more and leſſc have given him the Revolt, 
And none ſerve with him, bur conſtrained things, 
Whole hearts are #bſcnt too. | 

AMeacd. Let our belt Cenſures | 
Before the truc cvent,and put we on 
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Induſtrious S ouldicrihip- 

Se. The time approaches, 
That will with due deciſion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have,and what we owe ; 
Thoughts ſpeculative,their unſure hopes relate, 
But certaine iſſue, {trokes muſt arbitrate, 
Towards which, advance the warre, Exeunt marching. 


Scena Quinta. 


Woe — cn 


Emer Macbeth, Segton ud Seuldiers with 
| Dram and Colours. 


HMacb. Hang out our Banners on the outware walls, 
The Cry is ſtill, they come ; Our Caſtles ſtrergrh 
Will laugh a +1ege to {corne ; Here let them lye, 
Till Famine and the Aguecate them up » + 
Were they not forc'd with thole that ſhould be ours, 
We might have met them darctull,beard to beard, 
And beat them backeward home. What is that noyſc ? 


——_— 


Sey. Itisthe cry of women, my good Lord, 

CAacb. 1 havealmoſt torgot the taite of Feares : 
The time has beene,my icnies would have cool'd 
To heare a Night-ſhricke,and my Fell of hairc 
Would at a ditmali Treatile rowze,and itirre 
| As life weren't. I have (fupt full with horrors, 
| Dircneſic tamiliar to my flaughterous thoughts 
Cannot once {tart me. W beretore was that cry ? 
Sey. The Quzene (my Lord)is dead. 

CAlacb. Shc thould have dy'd kecreafter ; 
There would have been a time tor ſuch a word : 
To morrow,and to morrow,and tomorrow, 
Creepes in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the latt $yllable of Recorded time ; 

And ail our yelterdayes, have lighted Fooles 

The way to ltudy d:ath. Out,out, briefe Candle, 

Life's but a2 alking Shadow, a poorc Player, 

That ſtruts and frets his houre upon the Stage, 

And then is hcard no more. It isa Tale 

Told by an Idcor,full of tound and tury 

Signitying nothing. Emer a CAleſſen ger 

Thou com'ſt to ute thy Tongue : thy ſtory quickly, 
Aeſ, My Gracious Lord, 

I ſhould report that which I fay I far, 

But know not how to doo't. 

Mach. Well,lay ir, 

Aeſ, As Idid ftand my watch upon the hill 
Ilook't toward Byrnam.and anon me thought 
The Wood began to move. 

CAMactk. Lyarand Siave. 

Acſ. Let me endure your wrath,it't be not fo ; 
/ Within thisrbree mile may you fcc it comming. 
| 1 fay.a moving Grove. 
| CMacb, It thou ſpeak'it falſe, 
| Vponthe next tree ſhalt thou harg alive 
Till Famine cling thee : It thy ſpeech be {ooth, 


_ ns 


I care not if thou dolt for me as much, 

I pull in Reſclution,and begin 
| Todoubt the Equivocation of the Fiend, 
That lies like truth. Feare not, till Byrnagyz Wood 
Doe come to Dunſinane,and now a Wood 


of ery w:thin of WWornen, 


Comes toward Dunſinane, Arme,arme,and out, 

If this which he avouchcs doe's appeare, 

There is nor flying hence,nor tarrying here, 

I 'gin to be a weary of the Sunne, 

And wiſh th'eſtate o*th'world were now undon, 

Ring the alarum Bell,blow W ind,come wracke, 

Art lealt wee*l dye with Harneſle on our backe. © xemyr, 


O—— 
Ee, 


ScenaSexta. 


Drumme and ( olours. 
Enter Malcelme, Seyward, Mackdnffe,and their Army, 


with Powehes. 


Mal. Now neere enough : 

Your Leavy Screcnes throw downe, 
And ſhew likerthoſc you arc : You( worthy Vncle) 
Shall with my Couſin, your right Noble ſonne, 
Lead our firſt Battell. Worthy CAacdaffe aud we 
Shall take upon's whar clic remaines to doe 
According to our order. 
| Sep, Fare youwell: 
| Dec we but find the Tyrants power to night, 
| Let us be beaten,if we cannot fight. (breath, 
| Aacd. Make all our Trumpers ſpeake, give them all 

Thoſe clamourous Harbingers of blood, and death. Exew. 
| Alarums continued, 


| Scena Septima. 


Enter Macbeth. 
| CHMacb, They havetyed me to a ſtake,] cannot flye, 
But Beare-like 1 muſt hght the courſe. W hats he 
That was not borne of woman ? Sucha one 
Am I to tearc,or none, 
Enter youg Seyward, 

7.Sey. Whatis thy name? 

e211 ab. Thou'lt be afraid to heare is, 

T7.Sey. No: though thou call't thy (clfe a hotter name 
| Thananyisin hell. 


1  <— - 


| Mach, My name's Macbeth, | 
| T,Sey. The Divell him{elfe could not pronounce a Title | 
| More hatefull ro mine care, 
Mach. No; nor more fearefull, 
7,Sey.Thoulic{t rhou abhorred Tyrant, with my ſword 
Ile prove the lye thou {pcak'lt, 
Figbrt and youg Seqward ſiaine, | 
Mach. Thou walt borne of Women ; | 
| Butfwords If{mileat, Weapons laugh to ſcorne, | 
| Brand:ſh'dby manthat's of a Woman borne. Ex18. | 
| eMlarums, Emer Macduffe, | 
; Mad. That way the noyſeis : Tyrant ſhew thy face, | 
| 
| 
| 


| Tfthou beeſt flaine,and with no ſtroake of mine, 

| My Wife and Childrens Ghoſts will haunt me hill: | 

| T cannot ſtrike at wretched Kernes,whoſe armes 

| Are hyr'd to beare their Staves ; either thou Macbeth, 
Or clic my ſword with an unbatterred edge | 
I ſheath againe undeeded. There thou ſhould'it be; | 
By this great clatter,one of greateſt note 
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Seemes bruited. Let me finde him Fortune, 
And more I begnot. Exit, 


Enter Malcolme and Seyward. 


The 1[yrants people,on both fides doe fight, 
The Noble Thanes doe bravely in the Warre, 
Theday almolt it {|fe profeſſes yorrs, 
And little 1s to doe, 
Afalc. We have mct with Foes 
Thar {trike befide us, 
Seyw. Enter,Sir,the Caſtle. 
Enter (Macbeth, 
Mac. Why ſhould I play rke Roman Foole,and dye 
On mine owne fword? whiles I ice lives,the galhes 
Doe better upon them. 
Enter Macdafe. 
| Aacd. Turne Hell-hound,turne. 
| <AMac. Ofallmenelle I haveavoydedthee : 
| Bur get thee backe,my ſoule is roo much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. | 
*Macd, I have no words, 
' My voyce is in my Sword,thou bloodier Villainc 
| Than tearmescan give thee out. Fight pg Alarum, 
| Macb. Thoulcicit labour, 
Aseaſic may'it thou the intrenchant Ayre 
With thy keene Sword impreffe,as make me bleed : 
| Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Creſts, 
[ beare a charmcd life, which mult not yeeld 
| To one of woman borne. 
| Macd, Diſpaue thy Charme, 
| Andletthe Angell whom thou {till haſt ſerv'd 
| Tell thee, Alacdwffe was from his Mothers wombve 
Vnttwnely ript. 
Mach. Accurſed be that tongue that tels meſo ; 
For it hath Cow'd my better part of nan : 
And be theſe Iugling Ficnds no more belcev'd, 
| Thatpalrer withus in a double ſente, 
That keepe the word of promiſe to our earc, 
And breake it to our hope, Ile not fight with thee. 
Aacd, Then yecld thee Comard, 
| And live to be the ſhew,and gaze o th'time. 
| Wee'l have thee,as our Rater Monſters arc 
| Painted upon a Pole,and uncer-writ, 
| Here may you ſee the Tyrant. 
Aſacb. 1 willnotyerld : 
| Tokiſle the ground before yong AMalco!mes feet 
| Andto be baited with the Rabbles curic, 
Though Byrnam Wood be come to Dunlinane, 
And thou oppos'd.being of no woman borne, 
Yet I will try thelaſt. Before my body, 
| I throw my warlike Shield :Lay on Aacdeffe, 
| Anddamn'd be him,that firſt cryes hold,;cnough 
Exennt fi ghiing, Alarums. 


: 
HE 


: ——— 


—— 


eAlarums. 


Seyw. This way my Lord,the Caſtles penely rendred: 


£ xecant. &Alarum. 


| 


' 


| 
| 
| 
\ 
[ 


' 


| 


: 


| 


_— — 


| He onely liv'd but till he wasa man, 


| Inthe unſhrinking ttatioa where he touzhr, 
| Butlike a man he dy'd. 


| Th'Vſurpers curſed head : thetime is free ; 


Enter Ft grins and Macbeth ſlarne, 


Retreat and Flouriſh, Enter with Drumme and (ol0urs, 
HMalcolme Seyward,Rofſe,T banter and Soldiers. 
Mal. 1 would the Friends we miſſe, were fofe arriv'd, 
S$ey. Some mult goe off : and yer by thelc 1 ice, 
So great aday as this 1s cheapely bought. 
Mal. Macduffe is miſſing,and your noble Sonne- 
R»ofſ. Your ſonnc my Lord, ha's paid a Souldicrs ded, 


The which no ſooner had his Prowefle contirm'd 


Sey. Thenheisdead ? 
Roſſe.l,and brought off the Ficld:your caute of forrow 
Mult not be mcaſur'd by his worthfor then 
It hath no end, 
Sey, Had he his hurts before. 
Rofſ. I,onthe Front, 
Sey, Why then,Gods Souldier be he : 
Had I as many ſonnes,as I have haires, 
I would not wiſh them toa fairer death ; 
And fo his Knell is knoll'd. 
Mat. Hee's worth more ſorrow, 
And that Ile ſpend tor him. 
Sey, He's worth no m« re, 
They fay he parted well,and paid his ſcore, 
And fo God be with him. Here comesnewer comfort, 
Enter Macdnuffewith Macbeth; head, 
Macd, Haile King, for ſo thouart. 
Behold where ſtands 
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I fee thee compalt withthy Kingdomes Pearle, 
That ſpeake my falurationin their minds : 
Whole voyces | defire alowd with mine, 
Haile King of Scotland. 
All. Haile King of Scotland, Flow i(h, 
CHal, We ſhail not ipenda large expence of time, | 
Before wereckon with your {everall loves, 
And make us evca with you. My Thanes and Kinſmen 
Henceforth be Earles,the firſt that ever Scotland | 
Inſuchan honor nam'd : Whats more ro doc 
Which would bc planted newly withthe time, 
As calling home our cxil'd Friends abroad, 
Thar fied the Snares of watchtull tyranny, 
Producing torth the cruell Miniſters 
Ofthis dead Burcher,and his Ficnd-like Queene ; 
Who(as 'tisthought )Þy ſelte and violent hands, | 
Tooke off her lite,” This,and what necdfull clic 
That cals upon us,by the Grace of Grace, 
We will performe in mealure,time.and place : 
So thankes to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite,to fee us Crown'd at Scone, 
Flourifh, Exennt onners. 


| FINIS. 
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HAMLET, Prince of Denmarke. 
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Aitus Primus. Scana Prima, 
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Entcr Barnardo and Franciſco two Centinels, 


Barzardo. 


Fran, Barnards ? 
Bar. He. 
Fran. You come moſt carefully upon your houre, 


| 


Ho'sthere ? | 
Fra%, Nay anſwer me : Stand and unfold | 
your (clfe. | 
Bar. Long live the Kings | 


' 
| 


| 


Bar.Tis now itruck twclvc-yer thee 20 bed Franceſco. , 


Fran, Tor this relicte much thankes : Tis bitter cole, | Together with that faire and warlike forme 


And I am ficke at hearr. 
Barn. Have you hid quiet Guard ? 
Fran. Not a Mouſe ftirring, 
Barn. Well,goodnight. It you doc meet Horatie and 
Marcellw, the Rivals oft my Watch,bid them make haſt. 
Enter Horatio and « 1M arceltus, 
Fran, 1 thinke I heare them. Stand: who's there ? 
Hoy, Friznds to this ground. 
Aſar. And Licgc-men tothe Dane. 
Fran, Give you good night, 
Aar.O farewel honeſt Soidicr,who hath reliev'd you? 
Fra, Barnard ha's my place : give you good night, 


E xit Franciſco, 
Mzr. Holla Barnarde, 
Bar, Say,what is Horatis there ? 
Hor. A pecce of him. 
Bar, Welcome Horatio, welcome CMarcellaa. 


Clay. WW hat,ba's this thing appear'd againe to night, 
Bar. ] have icenc nothing. 
IMar. Horatio (ayes,ris but otr phantaſic, 
And will not kt belcefe take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded ſight.twice feenc of us, 
Therefore 1 tave intreated him along 
With us,to watch the minutes of this night, 
Thar if againe this Apparition come, 


' He miy approve our cyes,and ſpeake to it, 


Her. Tu(h,tuſh, twill notappearc. 
Bar. Sit downe a while, 
Andletus once againe affaile your cares, 
Thatare ſo fortified againſt our Story, 
What we two nights have ſ{cenc. 
Hor, Well,ſit we downe, 
And let us hcare Zarmardo ſpeake of this. 
Barn, Laſt night of all, 
W hon yond ſame Starre thts Weſtward from the Pole 
Had made his courſe t'illume that part of heaven 


| 


: 


' 
j 


: 
: 


| 


| 


| 
' 


| 


Where now it burnes, Marcellw and my lelte, 
The Bell then beating one. 
Mar. Peate,breake thee oft : Enter the Gheſt, 
Looke where it comes againe. 
Bar. In the ſeme figure like the Kivg thats dead. 
CAlar, Thouart a Schcller ; ſpeake to it Horatio, 
Bar, Looke it not like the King ? Marke it Horatie, 
Hor. Moſtlike : It baxrrowes me with fearc and won- 
Bar, It would be ſpoke to. (der 
CAlar. Queſtion it Horaris, 
Hor, WW tat art thou that uſurp'ſt this time ct night, 


In which the Majeſty of buried Denmarke 

Did ſometimes march : By heaven I charge thee ſpeake, 
Mar. It is offended. 
Bar. Scc,it ſtalkes away- 


Her, Stay : ſpeake ; ſpeake: I charge thee,ſpeake* | 
4 Y Exit the Gheſt. | 


Mar. Tis gone,and will not anſwer. 
Bar. How now Heratio ? You tremble & looke pale: | 
Is not this ſomething more than phantafic ? | 
What thinke you on't ? 
Her, Before my God I might nor this beleeve 
Wathour the ſen(;ble and true ayouch 
Ot minc owne cycs- 
Mar, Is it not like the King ? 
Hor, Asthou artto thy felte, 
Such was the Armour he h:d on, 
When th'Ambitious Norway cotnbatted : 
So trown'd he once, when in an angry patle 
He 1mot the fledded Pollax on the Ice. | 
Tis ſtrange, | 
Mar. Thus twice beforc,and juſt at this ſame how, | 
With Marrtiall ſtalke,hath he gone by our Watch, | 
Heor.1n what particular thought to worke, I know not; 
Bur in the grofle and ſcope of my opinion, | 
This boads ſome ſtrange cruption to our State, 
Mar. Good now fit downe,and tell me he that knowes 
W hy this ſame ſtritand moſt obſervant Watch, 
So nightly toytes the ſubje of the Land, 
And why ſuch daily Caſt of Brazen Cannon | 
And forraigne Mart for Implements of Warre : | 
Why ſuch impreſle of Shipwrights,wheſe fore Taske | 


p———_ — — —— 


| Do's not divide the Sunday fromthe weeke, | 


W hat might be toward,that this ſweaty haſte 
Doth make the night joynt-labourer with the day ; 
Who is'tthat can informe me ? | 
Hoy, That can A | 
| 
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Atleaſt the whiſper goes ſo : Our laſt King, 
Whoſe Image even but now appear'd to us, 
Was (as you know) by Fertinbras of Norway, 
(Thereto prick'd on by a moſt emulare pride) 
Par'd tothe Combate, In which,our valiant Hamlct, 
(For ſo this fide of our Knowge world cſteem'd him ) 
Did (ly this Forrinbras +: Who by a {cal'd Compatt, 
Well ratified by Law,and Heraldry, 
Did forfeit (with his lifc)all thoſe his Lands 
Which he ſtood ſeiz'd on,torhe Conqueror : 
Againſt the which, a Moity competent 
Was gaged by our King : which had return'd 
Tothe inheritance of Fortsnbras . 
Had he bin Vanquiſher,as by the ſame Cov'nant 
And carriage of the Article defign'd, 
His tellto Hamier. Now fir,youg Fortinbryas, 
| Of unimproved mettle, hot and full, 
| Hathn che skirts of Nurway,ere and there, 
Shark'd up a Litt of Landlcflc Refolutes, 
For teod and Dyet,to fome Enterprize 
That hath a {tomake in'r : whichis no other 
(And it doth wc<1! appeare unto our State ) 
But to recover of us by ſtrong band 
And termes Compulſative,tholc forefaid Lands 
So by his father loſt : and this(l take ir ) 
Is the maine motive of our Preparations, 
The fourle of this eur Watch,and the chiete head 
Ot this poſt-haſte,and Romage in the Land, 
Emer Ghoſt againe, 
| But ſoft, behold : Loe,where it comes againe : 
| Ile crofle it, though it blaſt me. Stay Illuſion : 
It chou halt auy found,or ufc of voyce, 
Speake to me. If there be any good thing to be done, 
T hat may to thee doe calc,and grace to me; ſpeake to me, 
It thou art privy tothy Countr1ics Fate 
| (Which happily forcknowing may avoyd)Oh ſpeake. 
| Or,it rnou haſt uphoorged in thy life 
| Extortcd Treafure in the wombe of Earth, 
(For which, they fay,you ſpirits oft walk c in death) 
Spcake of it. Stay,and ſpeake, Stop it Marcetre, 
Afar, Shall I ſtrike at it with my Partizan? 
Hor. Doe if it wall not ſtand, 
' S$arn, Tis here. 
| Hor, Tishcre, 
' Mar. Itsgone. 
We doe it wrong, being fo Majclticall 
To offer it the ſhew ot Violence, 
For it ts as the Ayre,invulnerable, 
And our vaine blowes,unalicions mockery, 
Barn, It was about to tpeake,when the Cocke crevw, 
Hor, And then it (tarted,like a guilty thing 
Vpona fearctall Summons. I have heard, 
The Cocke thar is the Trumpet to the day, 
Doth with his lofty and ſhrill-ſounding throat 
| Awake the god of Day : andat his warning, 
\W hether in Sca,or Fire,in Earth,or Ayrec, 
Th'ecxtravagant and erring ſpirit,hyes 
| Tohis Contine. And of thetruth herein, 
| Thisprefene Obje&t made probation, 
Mar. Itfaded on the crowing of the Cocke, 
Some fayes,that ever 'gainſt that ſeaſon comes 


— —— - 


©x1it Gho I's 


- | Wherein our Saviours Birth is celcbrated, 


| The Bird of Dawning fingethall nighr long : 
Ard (they ſay)no ſpirit can walke abroad, 
The nighes are wholſom, then no Planets ſtrike, 
No Fatery talkes,nor Witch hath power to Charme : 
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$0 hallow'*d and fo graciousis the rune. 

Hor. So have I hcard,and d-c in part beleeve it, 
But ooke,the Morne 17 Ruffet Manti clad, 
Walkcs ore the Dew of yon high Ealternc hill, 
Breake we our Watchup,and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have ſcene to nighe 


| Vntoyong Hamlet, For upon my life, 
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This fpiric dumbeto us, will fpcaketo him : 
Doe you conſent we ſhall acquaint hima-with it, 
As nzedtull im our Loves, fitting our duty ? 
Ala. Let's do": I pray,and I this morning know 
Where we ſhall inde him moſt convenicnutlys Evennt, 
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Enter Clandins, Kins of Denmarks , Gertrud the 
Lucene, Hamlet, Polonins, Larrtes and his Suſker 
Opbelia,l.»rds Attendants, 


King.Though yer of Ham/:r our deare Brothers death, 
The memory ue greenc : andthat it us vefitted 
Toteaic our hrcarts in griefe,and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 
Yet fo farre hath Diſcretion foughe with Nature, 


| That we verb wifelt forrow thinke on him, 


Togcther with remembrance of our ſelves. 
Therefore our ſometimes Sitter, now our Queene 
Th'Imperiall Foymtreſle of this worhke State, 
Have we,as twere,witha defeared joy, 

With onc Auſpicions,and ore Di oppwg Eye, 

With mirth i tFuncrall,and with Dirge in Marriage, 

In equal! Scale weighing Delight and Dole 

Taken to wite ; no; have we herein barr'd 

Your better Wiledomes, which have treely gone 

Vith this aftaire along, tor all our Ihankes. 

Now to.towes,that you know yung Fornnbras, 

Hoiding a weaxe ſuppotall of our warth ; 

Octhinking by vur late deare Brothers death, 

Our State to be diltoynt,and < ut of Frame, 

Colleagued withrthe dreame ot his Advantage 3 

He bath nor ta1i'd to peltcr us with Meſſage, 

Importing the furrenler of thoſe lands 

Lolt by kis Father , withall Bondsof Law 

To cur moſt val.ant Brother. So much tor him. 

Enter Volt imand and Cornelius, 

Now for our {elte,ard tor this time of meeting 

Thus much the butineſte is. We have here writ 

To Norway, V uclc of yong Fertinbrer, 

Who 1mpotent and bedrid, fcarce!y hearcs 

Of this his Nephewes purpole,to f:15pretſe 

His further gate herein, Inthat the Levies, 

The Litts,and full proportions arc all made 

Our of his ſubject: and ve here diſpatch 

Yougood Cornelixe,and you Voltimand, 

For bearing ofthts greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perlonall power 

To bulineſſe with the King,nore than the ſcope 

Of theſe dilated Articles allow : 

Farewell,and kt your hatte commend your duty. 
Vole. Inthat,and allthing<, will we ſhew our duty, 
King, We doubt it nothing, heartily farewell, 

ExitVoltimand and Cornelius, 

And now Laertes hats the newes with you ? 


OT. You 
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| The Tragedy of Hamlet. 


You told us of ſome ſuite, Whar is't Laertes? 
You cannot ſpeake of Reaſon to the Dane, 
And looſe your voyce. Wha: wouldit thou beg Leertes, 
That ſhallnotbe my Offer, rot thy Asking ? 
The hcad isnot more Nativeto the heart, 
The hand more inſt; umcntal!lro the Mouth, 
T hen is the Throne of Denmarke to thy father, 
What would{t thou have Laertes ? 
Laer, Dread my Lord, 
Your leave and tayour to returne to France, 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmarke 
Toſhew my duty 11 your Coronation, 
Yer no\y I mult contelle, that dury done, 
My thonghtsand wiſhes bend againe towards Fraxce, 
And bow thc to your gracious leave and pardon. 
K#no. Have yOu Your Fathcrsicave ? 
What faycs Polonimns ? 
Pol. He hath my Lor: : 
I doe beſcech you give hum leave to goo 
King. Take thy taire hovire Leertes, time bethine, 
And thy bcit graces ſpent at thy will: 
But no.y my Colia Hemler, and my Sonne ? 
Ham. A little more then kin, and Iefie then kind. 
Kms. How is1t that the Clouds (til! hang on you? 
Ham. Notio my Lord, Iam too much nh'$Sun, 
Dnee. Good Hamlet caſt thy nightly colour off, 
Andict thine eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke. 
Dozgnot for evcr with thy veylcd lids 
Seeke for thy Novle Father inthe duit ; 
Thou know(it tis common, ail that live mult dye, 
Paſſing threugh Nature, to Eternity. 
Ham. 1 Madam, 1t 1s Commons: 
nee. It it bez 
Why ſcemes it fo particular with thee. 
Ham, Scemes Madan ? Nay, it 1s : I know not Seemes: 
Tis not alone my Inky Cloake (good Mother) 
Nor Cuſtomary ſuites of folemne Blacke, 
Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 
No,nor the truntull River im the Eve, 
Nor the dc jeRtcd haviour of the Vitage, 
Togecth r with ali Formes, Moods, ſhewes of Crictc, 
That can denote me truly. Thete indeed Secime, 
For they are actions that a nan might play : 
But ] have that Within, w hich paſtcth ſhow ; 
Theſe, but the Trappings, 2nd the Suites of wore 
Kyo. Tis twectard cummencable 
In Our Nature FHam:ct, 
Togivc theſe mourning dutics to your Father z 
But vou muſt know, yeurtather loit a father, 
That father lo{t, lot his, and the Surviver bound 
In filia!l Oblication, for fcine terme 
;C QUIOUS yorrow. Butro peri Ver 


os 
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Ofimpious ſtubvornncfe. Tisunmarly gricte, 
It ſhewes a will mo!t incorrect to Heaven, 

A hcart unfortificd, a Mind impaticnt, 

An Vederſtanding itmplic, and unſchool'd : 
For, what we know mu!t be, and 18as common 
As any the moſt vulgar thingto {cnce, 

Why ſhould we in our peevith Oppoſition 

Take it to heart ? Fye,tisa faultto heaven, 

A fault againſt the Dead, a fault ro Nature, 

To Reaton mo't ablur'd, whoſe cc mMmon Theawe 
I; death of Fathers, and who ſtill hath cryed, 
From the firſt Coarlc, till he that dycd 9 cay, 
This muſt be to. We pray you throw to carth 


| This unprevayling woe, a:d thinke of us, 
| AS ota Father; tor letthe world take note 
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| Youare the moſt imtnediate to our Throne, 


And wich no leflc Nobility of Love, 

Then that which deereſt Father beares his Sonne, 

Doe 1 impart towards you, For your intent 

In going backe toSchoole in Wittenberg, 

It 1s molt retrogarde to our dcfire : 

And we bcleech you, bend you toremaine 

Heere in the cheere and comfort cf our eye, 

Our cheitcit Courtier Colin, and our Sonne. 
Lue. Let net thy Mother loſe her Prayers Ham: : 

I prethce ſtay with us, goc not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I ſhall inall my tcft 

Odcy you Madam, 
Ring. Why tis a loving, and a faire Reply, 

Be as our {clte in Denmarke. Madam come, 

1hisgenticand unforc'd accord of Hamlet 


| Sits{:niling to my beart, in grace wx hercof, 


No jocond health that Denmat ke drinkes to day, 

But the great Cannon to the Clowds ſhall tell, 

And the Kings Rouce, the heavens tha!l trune againe, 

Relpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. 
CAMance Hemlet. 


Ham, Oh that this too too ſolid Ficſh, would melt, 


Thaw, and rcfolve it ſelfe into a Dew : 


| Or that the Everlaſting had not fixt 
| His Cannon gainit tclfe-ſlaughter. O God, O God | 


| That growesto Seed : things rank, and groſle in Nature 


How weary, ſtale, fiat, and unprofitable 
Secmes to me all the uſes of this world ? 
Freon't? Oh fie, fic, tis anunweeded Garden 


Poſlcfle it meerely. That it ſhould come to this : 


| Butrwo monthsdecad : Nay, not ſo much ; not two, 


05 RAINS eas ants = 


$2 excellent a King, that was tothis 

Fyperzon to a Satyie : lo loving to my Mother, 
Ihathe might not betcene the wirdes of heaven 
Vitit her face too roughly. Heaven ard Earth 
Mult 1 remember : why ſhe would hang un him, 
Asitencreate of Appetite had growne 

By what1t ted on ; and yet within a month ? 

Let me notthinke cn't : Frailty, thy name 1s woman? 
A little Month, or cre thoſe ſhoocs were old, 
With which ſhe followed my poore Fathers body 
Like XN g95e, ail tcares, Why ſhe, even [he, 

(O heaven ! A bcalt that wants diſcourſe of Reaſon 


E Xtewrnt, 
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Wou'!d have mourn'd longer) married with mine Vnkle, | 


My tathers brother : but no more like my tather, 
Then I to Herenles, Withina Month ? 

Ere yet the ſalt of moitunrighteous Tearcs 

Had lctt the fluſhing of her gauled eyes, 

She married. O moſt wicked ſpeed topoſt 

\W ith ſuch dexterity toinceſtuous ſbeets . 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart, for 1 mult hold my tongue. 


Enter Horatio, Barnard, and Adarcilins, 


For. Haile to your Lordſhip. 
Flam. Tampglad to ſce you well : 
Her atio, or I doe forget my lelte. 
Hiy, The ſame my Lord, 
And your poore Servant ever. 
Ham. Sir my good friend, 
[le change that name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatve ? 
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T he Tragedy of Hamlet. 
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Marcellus, 
Afar. My good Lord, 
Ham. Iam very glad toſee you : good even (ir, 
But what in faith make you from Wirtenberges 
Hor. A Truant diſpotition,good my Lord. 
Ham. I would not have your cnemy fay o ; 
Nor ſhall you doe mine care that violence, 
Totake ittruſter of your owne report 
Againlt your ſelfe. I know you archo Truant : 
Burt whar is your affaire in E/ſenowr ? 
Wee'lteach you todrinke deepe cre you depart. 
Her. My Lord,I came toſce your Fathers Funerall. 
Ham, | prythee doenot mocke me(fellow Student) 
Ithinkeit was toſce my Mothers wedding. 
Hor. Indeed my Lord,it followeth hard upon- 
Ham,Thrift,thrift, Horatio: the Funerall Bak'd mcats, 
Did coldly turmiſh torththe Marriage Tables ; 
Would I had m:t my deareſt Foe in heaven, 
Ere I had ever ſcene that day Horatio, 
My father,me thinkes | ſee my facher. 
Hir. Oh where my Lord? 
Ham, In my mindseye( Horatio.) 
Hur, 1 ſaw him once, he was a goodly King, 
Ham, He was a man,rake him tor all in all : 
I ſhould not looke upon has like againe. 
Her. My Lord, I thinke I faw him yeſternight. 
Ham, Saw? Who? 
Hor, My Lord,the King your Father. 
Ham, The King my father } 
Hor. Seaton your admiration for a while 
Withan attent carc ; tiil I may deliver 
Vponthe witneflc ottheic Gentlemen, 
This marvell to you, 
Ham. bor tcavens love let me heare. 
Her. Two nightstogethcr tad thele Gentlemen 
( Marcella and Barnardo Joniheir Watch 
' Inthe dead walte and middle of : he night 
Bcene thus encountred. A figure lik ey our facher, 
Arm'd at ail points exactlv,Cap a Pe, 
App-arcs befor c them,an with tolemne March 
Gocs flaw 2nd ſtate'y : By them thrice he walker, 
By their oppreſt and tcarc-ſurprized eyes, 
Wichin his Traachcons icngrch; whilſt they beſtili'd 
Almolt to Iclly with the Act of teare, 
Stand dumbve and ipeake not to him. Thisto mc 
Indreadtull iccrecy umpart they did, 
And I with them the third night kept the Watch, 
| Whereas they had deliver'd both in time, 
| Forme of the thing ; cach word made truc and good, 
| The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 
| Thete hands are not more like, 
Ham, But where was this ? 
| Aar.My Lord upon the platforme where we watcher. 
| Ham, Did younotfpeaketo it? 
| Hor, MyLord,I did; 
| But anſwer made it none : yet once me thou 2ht 
| It lifted up it head, and did addrefſe 
| Itfelfe ro motion, lik: as it would ſpeake : 
But cven then, the morning Cocke crew lowd , 
| And atthe ſound it ſhrunke in haſte away, 
' And vanifht trom our t12ht, 
Ham. Tis very itranze, 
! Hor, Asidoclve my honourable Lord "tis true 1 
And we did thinkc it writ downe in our duty 
Tolet You know of it. ; 
Ham. Indeed, indeed Sirs ; out this troubles mc, 
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| Hold you the Watch to night ? 

Both. Wedoc my Lord. 

Ham. Army you? 

Both, Arm'd,my Lord. 

Ham, From top to toe ? 

Both. My Lord,trom head t» foote. 

Ham, Then ſaw younot his face? 

Hor. 'S] ves,my Lord, he wore his Beaver ups 
Fam. What,lookt he trowningly ? 

Hor. A countenance more tn ſorrow than in anger, 
Ham, Pale,or red? 

Hor, Nay,very pe. 

Fam, And hx: tiseyes upon you ? 

Hor, Molt conſtautly. 

Him, 1 would | had beene there. 

Hor. It woutd have much amaz'd you. 
Ham, Very likegvery like : ſtaid it long ? 


All, Longer, longer. 
Flar, Not when | faw't. 
Him, His Beard was grifly? 
Flor, It was,gas i have tcene 1t in his lite, 
A Sable Silvcr'd. 


Hor, I wariant you 1t Will. 

Ham. 1{ it aſſume my novle fathers perſon, 
Ile ſpeake to it,though Hell it feite ſhould gape 
And bid me ho!d my peace, I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto conccald this light ; 

Let it be crebble 1n your ſilence ſtill - 

And whatſoever eltec ſhall hap ro night, 

Give it an underftandwg, but notongue ; 

[ will require your loves; fo,tare ye well : 

V pon the Plattorme twixt cleven and tyelve, 
Ile vihit yUus 

eAll. Our duty to your Honour. 

Ham. Your love,as mine to you : farewell, 
My f-chersfpirit in Armes ? Allisnot well : 
| doubt ſome toule play : would the night were come ; 
| Til then fir {till my foule ; toule deeds will rife, 
Ihoughall che earth crewhelm them to mens eyes. Exit, 


Exewnt., 


VScena 7 ertta, 


Enter Laertes and Ophel1a, 
L1er, My necciaries are undat k totarewelt ; 
And liiter,as he Winds give venetrr, 
And Tonvoy 1s ailiftant; doc not fl.cpe, 
But let mc heare from you, 
Gphe, Doc You doubr that ? 
Laer. For Hamler,»nd th: trifling of his favours, 
Hold it a tathion and a toy 11 Bioud ; 
A Violet inthe youth of Pricmy Nature g 
Froward,not permanent; {wect not 14{tt: 8 
I hc ſupphance of a minute 3 No wwe, 
Ophel. No more but to. 
| Laer, Thinkeitno more: 
For nature creflant does not grow alone, 
| In thewes and Bulke : but as his Temple waxes, 
The inward fervice of the minde and toule 
Growes wide withall, Perhaps he loves you now, 
| And now no foyle nor c2utell doth beſmerch 
| The vertue of his teare ;but you mult teare 
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(dred. 
Hor. WV huc one with moudcrate haſte aught tell a kun- 


(gaine. 
Ham, |le watch tonight ; perchance twill walke a- 
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 TheTravedy of Hamlet. 


His greatneſſe weigh'd,his will 1s not his owne 3 

For he himſcife is tubject to his Birth x 

He may not,as unvalucd perſons doe, 

Carve tor him{clfc ; for,on his choyce depends 

The fanRity and health of the whole itate. 

And therctore mult his choyce be circumſcrib'd 

Vntothe voyce and yeciding of that body, 

W hereof he is the head. Then if ke ſayes he loves you, 

It fits your wiſedome to ftarre to Leiceve lt ; 

As he jn his peculiar Se and force | 

May give bis faying deed ; which is no further, 

Than the maine voyce of 'Dermarke goes 1: hall, 

T hen weigh what loſle your honour way fultaine, 

If with two credent care you lift his Sorgs ; 

Or loſc your heart ; or your chaltc treature open 

To his unmaſtred importunit y'. 

Feare it Ophelia, fearc it my dearc Siiter, 

And keepe within the reare of yeur altection ; 

Oat of the ſhot and danger 0t d&ct1 c, 

The charicſt Maid 15 prodigali cnough, 

If ihe unmaske her beaty tothe Movne : 

Vertucir ſeife (capes not calumnious !troaks, 

The Canker galls the 1r.fant of the Spring 

Too oft beforc the Buttons be ditclos'd, 

And inthe morne and liquid dey of Youth, 

Contagious blaſtments arc mo!t unmineur, 

Be wary than,beſt {atety lics in feare ; 

Youth tot ſelfe rebcls,though none cile ncere. 
Ophe, 1 ſhall th'cttect of this good Leflon keepe, 

As watchacn to my heart ; 57 good my Brother 

Doe not as lome ungrac [tors docy 

Shew me the {tccpe a iv way to heaven ; 


| Whilſt like a putt and reckiciic Libertine 
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Himſelfcthe Primroſe path of dallzavce treads, 
And reakes not his owne reade, 
Larry. Ol,kcarc mc not. 
Enter Polontzn, 
[ ſtay too long ; but kere my Father comes ; 
A double blelling is a double grace ; 
Occation {miles upona iccond leave, 
Polen. Yctincare Lacries 7 Aboord, aboord for ſhame, 
The wind fits i the ſhoulder cf your ſaile, 
Ard you are ſtaid tor there : my blething with you : 
And theſes few Precepts inthy m:mory, 
See thou Character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his Act ; 
Berthou familiar ; but by no mcancs vulgar ; 
The: friends thou haſt,andrheir adoption tride, 
Grayple them to thy touie, with hoopes of Steete : 
But doe not dullthy palme,wirh entcriamment 
Of cachurhatch t,ut fcdg'd Comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel! ; but being 11 
otce may bev2:c of thee. 
Giccevery mai thine care ;but tew thy voyce 2 
Take cach mans ccnfure ; brt reterve thy judgement : 
Coſtly thy habit as thy puric can buy ; 
Bur not exprettin tancy ; rich,not gaudy : 
For theapparell oft proclaimeFthe man, 
Andthey 1n France of the be{t ranke and Ration, 
Arc of a molt ſcl:t and generous chettiathar, 
Neither a borrower,nor a lender be ; 
For Loane oft loſes both it {cite and friend : 
A borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry. 
This above all; to thine owne f(cltc detrue : 
And it mult tcllowasthe Night the Day, 
Thou cant not then be talle ro any man. 


Farewell : my bleſling fcafon this in thee, 
Lacr, Moit humbly doc I take my leave,my Lord. 
Polen, The time invites you,goe,your lervantstend, 
Lier. Farew ell Ophelia,and remember well 

WW hat I have ſaid to you, 

Ophe, Tisin my memory lockt, | 
And you your ſelte ſhall keepe the Key of it. 
Laer. Farewell. 
Pelon. What ilt Ophelia,he hathſaidto you ? 
Ophe.So plcaſe you, ſomthing touching the L.Hamler, 
P«/;n, MNairry,well bethought ; 
T1s rold mc he hath very oft of late . 
Givcn private time to you ; and you your ſelfe 
Bave of your audierce beene moſt tree and bounteous, 
It ic beſoasfors puton me z 
And that in way of caution : I mult tell you, 
You doe not underſtand your ſclfe fo clearely, 
As tt brhoves my Daughter,and your honour, 
What is betwecene you,give me up the truth ? 
Ophe, He hath wy Lord of late, made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. 
Pelon, Aﬀ:tion,pub., You ſpeake like a greene Gitle, 
Vnſitted in ſuch perilious circumitance. 
Doe you beleeve his tenders,as you call them ? 
Ophe.I doe nat know,my Lord, what 1 ſhould thinke. 
P «on, Marry Ile teach you; thinke your lelte a Bavy, 
That yau havetanc histenders for trne pay, 
\V hich are not {tarling. Tender your ſelfe more dearely ; 
Or not to cracke the wind of the poore Phrale, 
| Roaming it thus,ycu'l render me a toole. 
{ Opre. My Lord,he hath importun'd me with love, 
[11 honourable taſhion, 
| Polen. 1 taſhion you may call it,goe to,goe to, 
| Ophe, And hath given couprenance to his ſpeech, 
| My Lord,with all the yowes of heaven. 
P»/on, I, Springes tocatch Woodcocks. I doe know 
When the blood burnes, how p:odigall the fo. le 
Givcs thetenguc voues ; thelc blazes, daughter, 
| Giving more |:ght than heat, extinct in both, 
| Even intheir promiſe,as it 15a making ; 
| You muſt not take for fire. For this time Daughter, 
Be ſomewhat {cantcr of your Maiden preſence, 
Set your entrearments at a higher rate, 
Thena command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Belceve to much in him,tbat he 1s yong, 
And with a larger tether may ite walke, 
Then may be given you. In tew,Ophelra, 
Doe not belceve his vowes; for they are Broakers, 
Nor of the eye,which their Inveltments ſhew : 
But mcere implorators of unholy Sutes, 
Breathing like ſanificd and pious bonds, 
The better to begaile, This 1s for all : 
I would not,in plaine termes, from this time forth, 
Have you {oflancer any mement letfure, 
Asto give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet ; 
Looke too't,I charge you ; come your way. 
| Op44. 1 ſhallovey my Lord. 


F xeunt. 


Enter Humler Horatio, Marcel, 
Ham. The Ayrc bites ſhrew'dly : is it vety cold? 
For, Itis a nipping and an eager ayrc. 
Ham. \\ hat hourc now ? 
Hor, 1 thinke it lackes of twcalve. ; 
Mar, No.it 1s {trooke. ( ſeal, 
Hor, Tndecd I heard it not : then it drawes neere *hc 
Wherein the Spirit held his woneto walk e. 
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the waggeri'® 

And as he dreines his draughts of Reniſh downe, 
The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
Therriumph of his pledge. 

Hor. It is a cuſtome ? 

Ham. I marry 1s't: 
And to my mind,though 1 am vative here, 
Andtothe manner borne : It is a cuſtome 
More honour'd irt the breach,than the obſervance. 

Enter Ghoſt, 

Hor. Looke my Lord it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Miniſters of grace defend us : 
Be thou a ſpirit of health,or Goblin damn'd,. 
Bring with thee ayres from heaven,or blaſts from hell," 
Be thy events wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'ſt in ſucha queltionable ſhape 
That I will ſpeake tothee. Ile call thee Hamer, 
King, Father, Royall Danc : Oh,oh,anſwer me; - 
Let me 


burſt in 1gnorance ; but tell 
Why thy Canoniz'd bones hearſed in death, 
Have burſttheir Cearments, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we law thee quietly Inurn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and Marble jawes, 
Tocalt thee up againe? W hat may this meane ? 
That thou dead Coarſe againe in compleat lteele, 
Revilieſt thus the glimpſes of the Moone, 
Making night hideous ? And we fcoles of Nature, 
So horridly to ſhake our diſpoſition, 
With thoughts beyond thee; reaches of our ſoules, 
Saygwhy is this, wherefore ? what ſhould we doe ? 
Ghoſt Beckens Hamlet 
Fr. It beckens youto goe away with it, 
| As if it ſome impartment did defire 
To you alone, 
Mar. Looke with what courregus ation 
[t waftsyoutoa more removed ground : 
But doe not goe with it. 
Hor. Nogby no meanes- 
Ham. It will nocſpeake ; then will I follow it, 
Hor, Doe not my Lord. 
Ham. Why,what ſhould be the feare ? 
[ doe not ſet my lite at a Pins fee ; 
And for my ſoule what canit doetothat ? 
' Being a thing ummorrtall as it ſelfe ; 
| It waves me forth againe; Ile follow it. 
 Hor,Whatif it tewpt you toward the Floud my Lord ? 
Or to the dreadtull Sonnet of the Cliffe, 
| That beetles o're his baſe inte the Sea, 
| And there aſſumes ſome other horrible forme, 
| Which mighe deprive your Soveraignty of Realon, 
And draw you into madneſle 2 thinke oft. 
Ham. It watts me till : goe on,lle follow thee. 
| Aar, You ſhallnorgoe my Lord. 
/ Ham, Hold off your hard. 
| 
| 
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Hor. Be rul'd,you ſhall not goe. 
Ham My fate cries out, 
| And makes each petty Artice in this body, 
As hardy as the Nemian Lions Nerve: 
, Still am I call'd? Vnhand me Gentlemen : 
| By heav'n, Ile make a Ghoſt ofhim that lets me : 
' I fay away,goe on. Ile follow thee, 


Exeunt Ghoſt and Hamlet. 


Hor. He waxes deſperate with imagination. 
Mar, Let's tollow ; tis not fit thus to obey him. 


What docs this meanc my Lord ? (roule, 
Ham. The King doth waketo night,andtakes his 
waſſ«1s upſpring reeles, 


— —_ 


Hor. Have after,to what ifſue will this come ? 

Mar, Something is rotten inthe S:ate of Denmarke. 

Hor. Heaven willdireR it, 

AMar. Nay,let's follow him. 
Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 

Ham. Where wilt thou leade me? ſpeake; Ile goe no 

Ghoſt. Marke me, (turther. 

Ham, I will. 

Gbo. My honour isalmoſt come, 

W hen I ro fulphurous and rormenting Flames 


Excant, 


| Muſtrender up my lelte. 


Ham, Alas poore Ghoſt, 
Ghoſt. Pitry me not but lend thy ſcrious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold. 
Ham. $peake,1 am beand to heare., 
Ghe, Soait thou to revenge,whenthou ſhalt heare, 
Ham. What? 
G-of. Iam thy fathers ſpiric, 
Doom'd for a certaine terme to walke the night ; 
And for the day contin'd to faſt in fiers, 
Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away ? But that Iam forbid 
Torell the ſecrets of my Priſor-houſe ; 
I could a Tale untold, whoſe 9hreit word 
Would harrow up thy ſoule,freeze thy yong blood, 
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Make thy twoeyes like Starres, ſtart from their Spheres, | 


Thy knotty and combined lockes to part, 
And each particular haire to ſtand an cnd, 
Like Q 1i!ls npon the frerfull Porpentine : 
Burt o145 Ecernall blazen muſt not be 


To cares of Fiſh and Blood ; liſt Hamle,oh kf, 


| It thou didſteverthy deare father love. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| Will ate it ſcelte in a Ccleftiall 


Ham , Oh heaven | 

Ghoſt. Revenge his fouleand moſt unnaturall Murther. 

Ham. Marther ? 

Gheft. Murther moſt foule,as inthe beſt it is; 
But this moſt foule,ſtrange,and unnatural, 

Ham, Haſtc,baſte me to know it, 

That I with wings as \witc 
As Mcditation,cr the thoughts of Love, 
May (weepe to my Revenge. 

Ghoſt. | tiadethee ap”, 
And duller (houl4'it thou be than the fat weed 
That rots it felfe in eaſe,on Lethe W harfc, 
Would'ſt thou not ſtirre in this. Now Hamlce beare : 
It's given out,that ſleeping in mine Orct ad, 
A Serpert ſtung me : fothe whole care of Denmarke, 
Is by a forged proceſle of my death 
Rankly abus'd : But know thou noble youth, 
The Serpentrhat did ſting thy fathers lite, 
Now weares his Crowne, 

Ham, O my Prophetickeſoule - mine Vacle ? 

Ghoſt, I,that inceſtuous,that adulterate Beaſt 

With witchratr of his wits, hath traiterous gifts, 
Oh wicked wit,and gifts,that have the power 
So to ſeduce? Won tothis thamefull Lu? 
The will of my moſt ſeeming vertuons Qucene : 
Oh Hamler,what a falling off was there, 
From me, whole love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand ,even with the Vow 
I made to her in Marriage ; and to dec'ine 
Vpon a Wretch,whoſe naturall gifts were poore 
To thoſe of mine, Bur Yertue, as it never will be moved, 
Though Lewdnefle court it ina ſhapeof heaven : 
So Lult,though to a radiant Angell link'd, 


Bur 
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But ſoft, me thinks 1 ſcent the Mornings Ayre: 
Briefe let me be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, 
My coſtome alwsyes 11 the attcrnoone ;; 

Vpon my {ccure howre thy Vncle ſtole 

With juyce of curſed Hebenon ina Vio!l, 

And in the Porches of mine carcs did poure 
The leaperous Diſtilment ; whole effect 

Holds {uch a! enmity with blond of Man, 

Th. {wift as Quick-filver it courſes through 
The naturall Gates and Allics of the bod y ; 
And with a ſodaine vigeur it doth pollict 

And curd, like Aygredroppings into Milke, 
The thin and wholifome blood : {0 did 1t mine ; 
And a moſt inſtant Tetter bak'd about, 

Moſt Lazar-like, with vileand loathiome cruſt, 
All my {m9oth body. 

Thus was I, flecping, by a Brothers hand, 

Of Life, of Crowne, and Queene at once di{patcht 
Cat oft eveninthe bloſlomes of my Stone, 
Vnhouzzled, diſappointed, unnancld, 

No reckoning made, but ſent to my account 
With all my umpertectionson my head , 

Oh, korrivie, Oh horrible, molt horrible : 

It thou haſt nature in thee bearc it not ; 

Let not the Royall Bed of Dermarke be 

A Couch for Luxury and damned Incelt, 

But howſoever thou purluclt this Act, 

Taint not thy mind ; nor lct thy loulc contrive 
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Azaiuit thy Mother ought ; leave her to heaven, 

And tothole Thoracs that in her bolome lodge, 

To pricke and (ting here Farc thee well at once, 

Thc Glow-worme ſhawcs the Matine to de nccre, 

And g1ts to pale his uneffectuall Fire : 

Adue, aduec, Hamlet ; remember me. Ext!, 
« Ham. Ohall you holt of heaven 'Oh Earth; whatelic? 
And ſhall I couple hell? Oh tie : hold my heart ; 

And you my fingewcs,grow not inſtant Old ; 

But beare me itiffely up: remember thee? 

I, thou poorc Ghcit, while memory bolds aſcatc 

[n this diſtracted Globe : Remember thee 7 


| Yea, from rhe Table of yy Memory, 


— _—_ 


Ile wipe away all criv.all tond Records, 

Allſawes of boukes, all tormes, all preſſures pait, 
That youth and obſecyaticncoppicd there ; 

And thy Commandment all aloe ſhall live 
\Vithin the bouke ard Volume of my brainc, 
Vnmixt with batcr matter ; ycs, yes, by heaven : 
Oh moſt pernicious woman |! 

Oh Villaine, Villaine, {milizgg damned V illaine ! 
My Tables, my Tavics : mcer it 15 I ferit downe, 
1 hat one may tmilc, and {mile and bea Villaine ; 


' Aticaſt I'm {urc ir may bedg in Demmarke ; 


So Vnc\lc there you ar? : now to my word; 
Itis; Adue, Aduc, Remember anc : I kzve tworu't. 
Hor. + Atavr. within. My Lord, my Lord. 
Emntr Heratso and Marcel, 
CIay, Lord Flame: . 
Hor. Heaven {ccure him». 
eAlar. SO ''e it. 
Hor. lllo, ho, ho, my Lord. 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ; comebird, come. 
Mar. How iſi'tmy Noble Lord ? 
Hor, What newes, my Lord 7 
Ham, Oh wondcrtull ! 
Hor. Good my Lord tcl! ir. 
Ham. No you'll revcale it, 
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| Looke you,lle goe pray, 


Hor. Not T,my Lord,by heaven. | 
Afar. Nor I,my Lord, (thinke it? | 
Ham, How lay you then, would heart of man once 
Bur you'l be fecrct ? 
Both, 1,by heav'a,my Lord- | 
Ham, There's neer a villaine dwelling inall Denmark | 
But he's an arrant Knave. | 
Hor, There needs no Ghoſt my Lord, come frum the 
Grave totell us this, 
Ham, Why right,yeu are i'th'cight ; 
And 10 without more circumſtance at all, 
| hold it fie that we ſhake hands,and part : 
You,as your bufinefle and deſires ſhall point you ; 
For every man has buſineſlc and deſire, 
Such as 1t is : and for minc ow ne poote part, 
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Hor, Theſe are but wilde and hurling words,my Lord. | 

Flam, Im lorry they offend you heartily ; 
Yes faith, heartily, | 

Hor, There's no offence wy Lord. 

Ham, Yes,by Saint Parricke,butthere is wy Lord, | 
And much offence too,touchivg this Viſioa bere : 


' It 15 an honeſt Ghoſt,that let me tell you : | 
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For your deſire to know what is betweene us, 
O re-mafter'tas you may. And now good triends, 
As you arc Frieuds,Schollers,and Souldicrs, | 
G1ve me cne poore requeſt. | 
Hor. Whatist my Lord? we will, | 
Ham, Never make knowne what you have (ceneto 
Both, My Lord,we will not. ( ghr, 
Flam, Nay,but twcar't, 
Hor. In faith my Lord,not I, 
Car. Norl my Lord ; 1nfaith. | 
Ham. Vpon my Swerd, | 
Aar, We have {worne my Lordalready. 
Ham, Indecd,upon my tword, indeed, 
Gha, SWceat!ce. Ghoſt cries under the Stage, 
Ham, Ah ha boy.faycſt thou to, Art thouthere cruc» 
penny? Come on ,you hcarethis tcllow in the felleridge, 
Conſcnt to 1weare. 
Hey. Propolethe oath my Lord, 
Ham. Never to ſpeake of thisthat you have ſeene, | 
Swcare by my Sword, | 
[ 
[ 
| 


Ghe, Sweare, 
Ham. Hic & wbique ? Then wee'l ſhift tor ground, 
Come hither Grntleren, 
Andlay your hands againe upon my ſword, 
Never toſpeake of this that you have heard : 
Sweare by my Sword. 7 
Ghoſt, Sweare. (taſt? 
Ham, Wellſaid old Moc,can'it worke i'th'ground 10 | 
A worthy Pioner,once moreremove good tricnd, 
Hor. Oh day and night, but this is wondrous ſtrange. 
Haw. Andtherctore as a ſtranger give 1t welcome- 
There are more things in heaven and carth Hor at'9, 
Than are dream't of in our Philolophy, But come, 
Here as before,never lo helpe you mercy, 
How ſtrange or odde focre I beare my ſelfe ; 
(As Tperchance hereafter ſhall thinke mect 
To put an Anticke di{poſition on : ) 
Thar you at ſuch time lecing me,never ſhall 
With Armes encombred thus,or thus, head ſhake ; 
Or by pronouncing of ſome doubttull phrate ; 
As well,we know,or we could,and if we would, 
Or if we liſt to ſpeake ; or there be andit there might, 
Or tuch ambiguous giving out tonote, This 
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That you know ought of we ; this not to doe : 
So grace and mercy at your moſt need helpe you : 


$WeArce. 

_ Sweare. ” 

Ham. Reſt,re{t perturbed Spirit : ſo Gentlemen, 
With all my love commend me to you ; 
And what fo poore a man as Hamlet 1s, 
May doe texpreſlc his love and friending to you, 
God willing (hall not lacke : let us goe in together, 
And ſtill yeur fingers on your lippes | pray, 
The time is out of joyut : Ohcurſed (pight, 
That ever I was borne to (et it right, 


Nay,come, lets goe together. Exennt. 
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Enter Polonims and Reynolds. : 
Polon.Give him his money,and thoſe notes Reynolds, 
Reynold, I will my Lord, 
Polo. You ſhall doe marvels wiſely : good Reynoldo, 
Before you viſits him you make inquiry 
Ot his behaviour. 
Reynold, My Lord, I did intend it. 
Pol». Marry, well ſaid : 
Very well faid. Looke youtir, - 
Enquire me firſt what Danskers art in Paris ; 
And how,and who; what meanes ; and where they keepe: 
What compaay,at what expence : and finding 
By this encompaſlcmcnt and drift of queſtion, 
That they dee ve my {onne : Come you more necre 
Than your particalar demaunds will rouch it, 
Take you as twere fame diitant knowledge of him, 
And thus, I know his tather and his friends, 
; Andin part him. Doe you merke this Keyneddo * 
Reynold, 1, very weil my Lord, 
Polon. And in part hum, but you may lay not well ; 
But if t be he 1 meane,hees very wilde 
Addicted fo and to ; and there put on him 
What forgeries you picale : marry,uone fo ranke, 
As may diſhonour hiazz take heed of that : 
Bat Sir,fuch wanton, wilde,and uſuail ſlips, 
Asare companions noted and molt know1e 
To youth and liverty. 
R-ynold As gaming my Lord. 
| Peolon, I,or drinking,tcncing,t wearing, 
| Quarrelling, Dcadbing, You may goe lo tarre. 
| Rey. My Lord that would dithonour him, 
| Pelon, Faith noas you may fralonit in thecharge ; 
| Tou muſt not put another ſcanda!l on him, 
| That he is opento Incontinency ; 
Thats not my meaning;but breathe his faulesto quaintly, 
| Thatthey may ſeeme the taints of liberty 3 
| The aſh and out-breake of a fiery minde, 
| Aſavageneſſc in unreclaim'd blood of generall afſaule. 
| KR "ynold. But my good Lord, 
Polon, Wheretore ſhould you doe this ? 
Reynel. I my Lord,lI would know that. 
| Polon, Marry Sir,here's my drift, 
; And | beleeve icis4 fetch of warrant; 
; Youlaying theſe {iight ſulleyes on my Sonne, 
| AStiwere a thing 8 little ſoil'd Vth'working : (found, 
' Marke you your party in converſe ; him 'you would 
' Having ever ſcene. Inthe prenominate crimes, 
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| The youth you breath ofguilty,be aſlur'd 
He cloſes with you in this conſequence : 
Good (ir,or (0,0r fricnd,or Gentleman. 
According tothe Phrale and the Addition, 
Of man and Countrey, 

Reynol. Very good my Lord. 


Polen. And then fir does he this ? 
He does : what was I about to fay ? 
I was about tofay nothing : wheredidT leave ? 
Rejnol, At cloſes inthe conſequence : 
At tricnd,or fo,and Gentleman. 
Reynol, Atclotes inthe conſequence,l marry, 
He ciotes with you thus, I know the Gentic man, 
[ {aw hia yeſtereay,or tother day 
Orthen,or then,with ſuchand tuch,and as you ſay; 
[here was he gaming,there o'retooke in's Route, 
Their filling out at Tennis ; or perchance, 
I ſaw him enter ſuch a houſe of {aile; 
UViaelicet a Brothell,or to forth.See you now ; 
Your bait of faiſhood,takes this Cape ot truth ; 


— 


- 
And with a looke 1o pitrequs un purport, 


And thus doe we of wiledome and of reach 

With Wirlefſes,and with afla) es of Byas, 

By indirections finde directions out : 

So by my former Lecture and advice 

Shall you my ſonne ; you have me, have you not ? 
Reynol, My Lord I have. | 
Pol»n, God buy you ; fare you well. | 
Reynol. Good my Lord. | 
Polen. Oblerve his inclination in your (clfe. | 
Reynol. | ſhall iny Lord. 
Polon, And let him ply tis Muficke, 
Reyno!. Well, ,ny Lord. Exit, 


Emer Ophelia. 

Pol, Farewell : 
How now Ophelia,whats the matter ? 

Ophe. Alas my Lo1d, 1 have been to aftrightcd. 

Pol, With what,in the Name of Heaven ? 

Ophe. My Lords I was ſowing inmy Chamber, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac'd, 
No Hat upon his head,his ſtockings foul'd, 
Vngartte:*d,and downe-gyved to his Ancle, 
Pale as his ſhirt, hts knees knocking cach other, 


As if he had bccn looted our of ricll, 
To ſpcake of horrors : he comes b<tore me. 
Polox, Mad tor thy Love ? 
Ophe, MYLord,lI do not know:bur truly I do feare it. 
Polon. What faid he ? | 
Ophe. Hetooke me by the wriſt. 
Then goes he to th: length of all his Arme ; 
And with his ather hand,thus o're his brow, 
He fals to ſuch peruſall of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long itaid he fo, 
Aclaſt,alittle ſhaking of my arme, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and downe, 
He rais'd a {igh, ſo hideous and profound, 
That it did ſceme to ſhatter all his bulke, | 
Andend his being. That doneghe lets goe, 
And with his head ovcr his ſhoulders turn'd, | 
He ſcem'd to find his way without his eyes, | 
For out adores he went without their helpe ; 
And to the laſt, bended their light on me, 
Polon. Goe withme,l will goe feeke the King, | 
This is the very extaſic ofLove, | 
W hoſe violent propertie toredoes it ſelfe, | 
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And leads the will todefperate Vndenakings, | Aween, Amen. "gs d 
As oft as ary pation under heaven, | Enter Polonins, ; 
Thar does affiictour Natures, Iam ſorry, Pet. The Ambafladors from Norway, my good Lord, C 
W har have 3 0u given him any hard words of late ? Arc joy fully return'd, |; | 
Ophe. No my good Lord : but as youdid command, Ki», Thou ſtill haſt bin thefather of good Newes, 1 
I did repeil his Letters,and deny'd Pe/, Have l,my Lord? Aſſure you,my good Liege, [ 
His accefle to me. I hold my duty,as I hold my Soulc, \ 
» Pol. That hath made him mad. Both to my God,one to my gracious King : h 
T am ſorry that with better ſpeed and judgement And I doe thinke,or elſe this braine of munc 
I h:d not quoted him. I fcare he did but trifle, Hunts not the traile of Policy,{o fure 7 
And mcantto wracke thee : but beſhrew wy jealouſic : | As I have us'd to doe , that I have found ph 
It ſecmes it 15a$ proper to Our Ape, The very caufe of Hamlers Lunacy. I 
To caſt beyond our ſclvesin our opIniOns, Kin, Oh {peake ot that,thar 1 doe long to heare Pl 
Asit is common for the yonger ſort Pol, Give firſt adnutraiice to th Ambaſſadors, bc 
To lacke diſeretion. Come goe we to the King, (move My Newes (hall be the Newes to that gr at Feal!, 
This wuſt be knowne , which beg kept ciole might K ing. Thy (clte doe grace tothem, and bring them in. *s 
More gricte ro hidc,than hare to utter loVCs Exenny. He tcls me ny {wect Queenc,that he hath tound D 
6 The head and fourſe ot all your ſonnes diſtemper. ; Kh 
OT — CT _— LOA n doubt it is no other,but the maine, | - 
H1stathers dcath,and our orc-haſty Marriage. * Hg 
Sce ua Secunda ; Enter Polonins,Ueltimand, xt G ven... [0 
160". HOY dmg _—_ King, Well, we ſha.l ſift him. Welcome good Friends; lap 
| __ ' Say # o/rtmand,vyhat from our Brother Norway ? | bel 
Emer King, Q ucene Reſiners ſſe,and Guildene F'slr. Moſt fairercturne of Greetirgs,and Dcfires. | 
ftare Cumalys Vponour firſt, he {cnt out to ſuppreſic F--Y 
King. Welcome deare Rofencro7 and Guilderſtare. Hrs Nepheues Levics,which to him appeu'd | | Th 
Morcover,that we much c1d lov g ry ICC you, Tobe a piepai ation 'gainlt the Polak : | | An 
The need we have to utc you,did provoke But bercer look'd intoghe truly found [i As 
Our halt y ſending. Somerki::g have you heard 't wasagainſt your Highn- fle,whereatgrieved, All 
Of Hamlets transformation : tol call it, Ttart fo his Sics. neſſe, Age,and Imporence q Ws 
Sincenot th'exterior, nor the inward man Was faltely borne in hand,ſends out Arreſts ; þ:.- 
Reſembles that ir was. W hat it ſhould be On Fertinbras which hc(in briefe)obeyes, ; | : 
More than his fathers death,thatihns hath put hun R-ceives rebuke from Norway : and in fine, | oy 
So mach troa th'underſtanding of himlſclte, | Makes Vow before his Vncle,never more " 
[ cannot deeme of. 1 intceat you both, : ' Togivett'allay of Armesagainſt your Majeſty. | " y 
That being of fo yong dayes brought up with him : | \W hereon old Norway,overcome with joy, | | 0; 
And (ince fo Neighbour'd to his yourh,and humour, | Gives himth-ce thoutand Crownes in Annuall Fee, | | IFt 
That you vouchlafe your relt here in our Court | Ard lus Commillionto imploy thoſe Souldicrs | 0 
Some little time : fo by your Companies | So levied as betore,2gainſt the Polak ; | Ort 
To draw him onto pleafures,and to gather | Withanintreaty herein further ſhewne, \W " 
So muchas from Occahons you may gleanc, | Tha: it might plcale you to give quiet paſle | And 
That opcn'd {ics within our remedy, { Through your Domigions for his enterprize, | = 4 
£%. Good Gentlemen, he hath much ralk'd of you, | On luch regards of lafety and allowance, This 
And ſure Iam,two mentkere are not living, | Asthercin are ſer downe, That 
To whom he morc adhcres. If it will pleate you | King, Itlikes us well: | Adm 
| To ſhew us ſo wuch gentry anc good will, | Andat our more conſider'd time wee'l read, \W hi 
As ro expend your time with usa while, Anſwer,and thinke upon this Buſineſle. [= And | 
For the ſupply and profit of our hope, Mcane time we thanke you,for your well-look't labour. | © Fell 
Your Viſitation ſhall receive luch thankes, Goe to your reſt; at aighe weel Feafſtt together. F Then 
As fits a Kings rem<mbvrance. Mult welcome home, Exit eAmba/, | | Theo 
Roſin, Both your Maicſtics | Pol, This buſineſle is very well ended. FM Into 1 
Might by the Soveraigne power you have of us, My Liege and Madrm,toexpoſltulate | | And a 
Pur your dread plcatuics,more inco couunand W har Majcſtic ſhould be,w hat Duty is, | Ks: 
Than to Entreaty. W hy day is diy ; night,night ; and time is time, | | Og 
Gul, We both obey, Were nothing but ro waſte Night,Day,and Time. mr | PX 
And here give up our ſelves,in the fullbent, Thercfore,fince Brevitic is the Soule of Wir, - | Thar 1 
' Tolay our Services treely at your fect, | And tediouſneſſe,the limbes and outward flouriſhes, | Wher 
| Tobe commanecd, | | I will bebricfe, Your Noble Sonne is mad : 2 King 
Kum. Thankes R oſincros,and gentle Gmildenſtaye, | Mad call 1 it R for to define true Madneſle, Pol 
® 2%. Thankes Guudenſtare and gentle Roſencros, What is't, butto be nothing clſc but mad. EY If Cir, 
And I beſ.ech you inſtantly to viſit | Bur letthat gOC. | þ Wher 
My roo-much changed {onne. | ,2s. More matter,with leſſe Arr. 20 Witht 
Goe {ome of ye, Pol. Madam,! {weere 1 uſe no Art at all. F- | K ung 
| And bri:gthe Gentlemen where Hamler js, : That he is mad*tistrue : Tis rrue,tis pitty, Po! 
| Cm. Heavens make our preſenceand our praiſes, And pitty it is true : A fooliſh figure, | i He wal 
| Pleaſant and helpcfull co him. Exennt. | Butfarcwell it: forI will uſeno Art. +» : 0 
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Mad letus grant him then : and now remaines, 
That we find out the the caule of this eftect, 
Or rather ſay, the cauſe of this detect ; 
For this fe defective, comes by caule, 
Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus, Perpend. 
I have a daughter : have, whilſt (heis mine, 
Who in her Duty and Obedience, marke, 
Hath giveu me chis : now gather, and ſurmilc. 
The Leiter. 
Tothe Celeftiall, and my Son!es [doll, the moit beamtified O- 
{4s 
ws an ill Phraſe, a vilde Phraſe, beautiticd is a vilde 
Phrate : but you ſhall hcare thetc in her excellent white 
bolome, thei. 
Dnee. Came this from Hamlet to her. 
Fol. Good Madam ſtay au hile, I will be faithfull. 
Doubt thew, the Stare; are fe, 
| Nour, that the Sunne doth move : 
| Donbt Truth to be a Lier, 
| Butnever Doubt, [ love. 
| O deere Ophelia, [ am ill at theſe Number : 1 have not «Art 
| tavechon my grones z but that 1 love thee beit, oh moit Beft 
beleeven. dren 


A aven, 
T hine evermore moſt deere Lady, whilſt this 
Machme u to bim, Hamlet. 
This in Obedience hath my daughter ſhew'd me : 


| And more above hath his ſoliciting, 


As they fell out by Time, by meanes, and place, 
All given ro mine carc, 
Kwig. But how hath ſhe recceiv'd his Love? 
Pol. What doe you thinke of me? 


| Kg. As ofa man, faichfull and honorable. ; 
| Pe. would faine prove ſo.But what might you think? 
| When T had feene this hot love on the wing, 


| 


: 


As ! perceived it, I muſt tellyou that 
B:tore my daughter told me, what might you 
Or my deere Majeſty you Queene heere, thinke, 


If had playd the Deske or Table-booke, 


Or given wy heart a winking, mute and dumbe, 
Or look'd uponthis Love, with idle tight, 

What might you thinke ? No, I went round to worke, 
And my yong Miſtris thas 1 did betpcake ; 

Lord Hamlet 18 a Prince out of chy Sphere, 

This muft not be: and then, I precepts gave her, 
That the ſhoukd locke her leltc trom lus Refort, 
Admit no Meſſengers, receive no Tokens : 
Whichdone, ſhe tooke the truites of my Advice, 
And he repulſed , a ſhort Tale to make, 

Fell into a Sadnefle, thenintoa Faſt, 

Thence toa Watch, thence intoa Weakeneſle, 
Thence roa Lightnefle, and by thisdeclention 
Intothe Miadlncfle whereon now he raves, 


| 


' 
' 
' 


Ki:g. Doc you thinketis this ? 

L ne. It may be very likely. 

# ol. Hath there bene ſucha time, Ide faine know that, 
ThatI have poſitively ſaid ,tis fo, 
When it prov'd otherwiſe ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Takethis from this , it this be otherwilc, 
If Circumſtances leade me, I will find | 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 

King, How may we try it further ? 

Po', You know ſometimes 
He walkes foure houres together, hceere 


—. 
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Iathe Lobby: 
| Lee. So he has indeed. 
| Sel. Artiicha time Ilevlooſe my Daughter to him, 
| Be youand I behinge an Arrasthen, 
Marke the encounter ; It he love her not, 
And be not trom his reaſon falne thereon ; 
Let mebe no Alliſtant for a State, 
And keepe a Farme and Carters, 
King. We wall ery it. 


Emer Ham'/et reading on a Books, 


we, Bur looke where (adly che poore wretch 
Cores reading. 

Pol. Away I doe beſcech you, both away, 

Ile boord him preſently. Exit King and Y weene. 
Oh give mclcave. How does my good Lord Hamlet. 

Ham. \V ell, gc d-1-mercy. 

Pot. Doe you know mc, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent, excellent well: y'arc a Fiſhmonger. 

Pol. Not 1 my Lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honeſt a man. 

Fol. Honelt, tiny Lord? 

Ham. 1 ſir,tobe honeſt as this world goes, is to be 
oneman pick'd oat of two thouſand, 

Pol. Thats very crue, my Lord. 

Ham. For it the Sun breed Magots in a dead dogge, 
being a good kiiling Carrion 
Have you a daughter ? 

Pol, I have my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walke i'th Sunne : Conception is a 
bleſing, but notas your daughter may conceive. Friend 
looke too't. 

Pol. How ſay you by that ?Still harping on my daugh- 
ter : yet he knew me not at firſt;he ſaid 1 was a Fiſhmon- 
ger 3 heis tarre gonc, farre gone : and truly in my youth, 
1 ſuffred much cxtreamiry tor love ; very neerethis. Ile 
fpeake to him againe, Whar doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words: | 

Pol. What is the matter, my Lord e 

Ham. Bctweene whom ? 

Pol, 1 mcane the matter you meanc, my Lord. 

Ham. Slandgers fir: tor the Satyricall ſlave fayes here, 
that old men have gray Beards ;rhat ther taces are wrin- 
Kled ; their eyespurging thicke Amber, or Plum-Tret 
Gumie : aid that they have a plentifull locke of Wir, 
together with weake hamines. All which Sir, though 1 
molt powertully, and potently belceve, yer I hold it 
not Honeſty to have tt thus ſet downe : For you your 
felte Sir, ſhould be old as 1 am, if like a Crab you could 
goe backward. 


And a'! we waile tor. | 


— O—— 


Pol. Though this be auadnefle, 
Yetthere is Method in't x will you walke 
Out of the ayre my Lord ? 
Ham. Into my Grave ? 
Pol. Indeed that is out oth'Ayre : 
How pregnant (tometimes) his Repliesare ? 
inefle, 
That often Madnefſe hits on, 
Which Reaſon and Sanity could not 
So profperoully be deliver'd of, 
I will leave him, 
And ſodainely contrive the meancs of meeting 
Betweene him, and my daughter. 
My honorable Lord, 1 will moſt humbly 
Take my leave of you. 
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Haws. You cannot Sir take f om me any thing, that 1 | 


will more willingly part withall, except my lite, my ' 


| life, 
Pulon, Fare yon #.1! my Lord. 
Ham. Thcic tedious 014 tools. 
Polon, You got toicche my Lo: d Hewlt, there he | 
1S+ 
Enter Roſincros and G nildeniTar. 


Roſin, God fave you Sir. 

Gwild. Mine honour'd Lord ? 

Roſiz. My moſt dearc Lord 3 

Ham, My eaxccilen: 200d friends > How do'ſt thou 
Gmildenſt ar ? Oh , Reſincros, g ov00d Lads: how doe yec 
both ? 

Reſin. As the indifferent Children of the earch. 

Guidd. Happy,inthat we are not ovei-happy: on For- 
run ap, we arc not the very Button. 

Ham. Nor the Soales of her Shook ? 

Ro/in. Nenther my Lord. 

Ham. Then youlive about her waſte, or in the mid- 
dle of her favour ? 

Gwld. Haith, her privates, wes 

Ham. lathe (ecrer parts of Fortune ? Oh, moſt true : 
ſhe 15 a Strumpcc. Whats the newes. 

Rojin. None my Lord ; but that the Worlds growne 
honelt. 

Hom, Thenis Doomeſday necre : But your newes 1s 
nor true. Let me queltion more 1n particular: what have 
you m. good tricads, deſerved ar the haads_ of furtugc, 
that ſhe lends you to Priion hither e 

Gila. Prilon,my Lord? 

Ham. Dexzmark's a Prifon. 

Koſfm, 1 hen 1s the World one. 

Ham, A goody one, 1n which there are many Con- 


| fines, Wards, and Dungcons ; Lenmmerke being one 0'th' 


wcrit. 
Rofin. Wethinke not ſo my Lord. 
Ham. \W hy then tis noneto , 04; torthere is nothing 


| 


— Ne —— Hr _— — 


dcale juſtly with me : come, come ; nay ſpeake, 

Gwid, What ſhould we ſay my Lord ? 

Ham, Why any thing. Butto the purpoſe ; you were 
lent tor ; and there isa kind confeilion 1n your lockes! 


| | 
| which your modcitics have not cratt enough tO C0» 


| 
| 
| 
| 


_ 
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Noe 


| either good or bad, but thuzking makes it 10 :to me it 1» | 


2 prilon, 
Rin, Why then your Ambition makes it one : tis 


to00 narrow for your minde, 


: 


/ 
' 


Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a nutſhell, and 
count my ſelfe a King of intiatte (pace 3 were it not thet 

| have bad drcamnes- 

Guild, Which dreames indeed are Ambition: for the 
very labſtance of the Amnvitious, 15 mcerely the ſhadow 


| of a Dreame. 


| 


i 


| 


: 
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' 


| 


| 
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| 
( 
F 
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Ham, A dreame it ſelfe is but 3 ſh:dow, 

Rofin. Trucly, and I held Ainbicion of ſo ayry and 
light a quality, that it is buta ſhadowes ſhadow. 

Ham. Then are our Beggers _— ; and our Mo- 
| narchs and our-ſtrerche Heroes the B e22crs Shadowes : 
| (hall we to th'Court : for, by my tey I cannot rea- 
lon? 

Poth. Wcll wait upon you» 

Ham. No (uch matter. I will not fort you with the 
reſt of my {erva'1ts : tor ro ſpeake to you hike an honeſt 
man : | am molt dicadfully arccnded ;but in rhe beaten 
way of friendſhip. W hat make you at E//inover ? 

Ro/m. To vilityou my Lord, no other occaſion. 

Ham. . Begger | thar I amy, I am even poore in thankes ; 
but I th. ake you 2 and ſure drare friends my thankes 
a! 'ero0 dearea halfepeny ; were you not fent for? Is it 
your owne incluing ? Is ita tree viſitation > Come, 


' from zou £ we coated rhem-on the way, and hither arc 


ee OE CCR — 


| 


| lour l knowthes od King and Quecne have fcut tor you, 
keſin. To what end my Lord ? 

Ham, That you muſt teach me: but let me conjure 
you :y the rights of our ft: lowſhip, by the confurancy of 
our » outh,b, the Obligation of our ever-preterved love, | 
and by wtat more deare, a better propoſer could charge 
you withal' ; be ever 1a:d direct with me, whether you 
«cre fent tor or no. | 

Ro/im, What lay you ? 

Ham. Nay tn I have ancye of you if you love m 
hold nox oft. 

Gnild. My Lord, we were {cnt for. 

Hem. I wil eliyou wry; fo ſhall my anticipation | 
prevent your dilcorviry of your lecrecy to the King and | 
Quienc ; mouit no feather, i have of late,bur whe ctore | 
I know nor, loſt ail my muth, forgonc all cuitome of ex- 
erciie ;zand indeed, it gots fo bea\ only with wy difpolts 
tion ; that this goodly tramwe the eaith,, fremes fo inc a 
(terriul Proms oy: ;this mult exccllent Canopy the Ay: 
looke you.this brave ore-hanginggth:s Majettical/ Roc fe 
treered v i [den fire: why,it appearcc no other thing | 
rom /,then a {oule and petii'ent cor pr___ of va- | 
p"ur*. What a picce of worke isa man! H 
Reaſon? how intinite in faculty ? in forme and moving 
how cxprefie and admirable? m Action, how like an An- 
gell? in apprebenfion,how like a god ? the beauty of the 
world, te Parragon of Animals; and yet tome, what is | 
echis Qui teſience of Duſt ? Man delights not wnee.z No, | 
nor Womar neither ; though by your 1auling you ſce me 
co lay ſo, 

Ro/in. My Lcrd, there was no ſuch ſtuffe in 
thoughts, 

Ham. \V iy did you langh, when I ſazd, Man delights 
Mm: 4 
//n. Tothinke, my Lord, if you deiight not in Man, 
\ = Lenton entertanment the Players ſhall receive 


— 


— 
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they commu'g to tterx you Service. 

Ham. tic thac piay cs the King ſhall be welcome ; his 
Mzje'ly (hail have Tribute ot me ; the a«lventurous 
Knight Quite bis Foyle and Target : The Lover (hall 
not ſigh grew, the humorous may; ſhall end his part it 
PCACe : the Clowne ſhali make thoſe laugh whole lungs 
a: e tickled ath' tere: and the Lady ſhall fay her mind 
treely ; or theblanke Verſe ſhall bait for't; whar Players 
aicthcy e 

Roſm, Even thoſe you were wont to take delight inthe 
Tragedia:s of the City, 

Ham. How chances it they travaile ? thr-ic reli- | 
dence both in reputation and profit was better both | 
Waves. | 

Roſm. 1 thinke their Inhibition comes by the mcanes | 
of the late innovation ? | 

Hem. Doe they bold the ſame eſtimation they did | 
when 1 was in the City ? Are they fo follow'd ? 

Rofſin. No indeed, they arc nor. 

Ham, How comes it ? doc they grow ruſty ? | 

Reſin. Nay, their indeavour keepes in the wonted | 
pace; But there is Sir an ayry of Children, littlc 
Yales, that cry our on the top of queltion ; ane | 


are molt tyrannically clapt fort : theſe are now the | 
tathion, 
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> Ham \VWhy oaec faire Daughter, aad no more. 
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| Edhion, and (o be ratle the common Stages (ot hey 
| call them) that many wearing Rapiers, aic attraid of 
| Gooſc-quils, and dare (carte come thither. | 

Ham, \W hat are they Children? W ho @aintaines em? 
| How are they eſcoted ? Wiil they purſue the Quality no 
| longer then they can ſing ? Willthey not ſay atierwards 


| it they hovld grow themſclves to common Players (as | 


| it 15 like moſt it their mcanes arc not better) their Wrk 

| ters doethem wrong,to make themexclaim againlt thetr 
owne Succeſhion, : 

Kofin, Faith there has becn much to doe on both fices: 

' and the Nation holds it no ſinne, totarre them to Con- 

| troverſie. There was for a while,no money bid for argu- 

' ment, unkfle the Poct and the Player weat to Cuffes in 


| the Queſtion, 


: 


| Ham. Istpoſlible? 


| draines. 
| Ham, Doe the Boycs carry itaway ? | 
| eſin, I that they do my Lord, H renler & his load roo 
Haw. It is not itraoge for mine Vncke is King of 
Temarke, and thoſe that would make mowes at hum 
' while ay father lived ; give twenty, forty, an hundred 
| Ducates a peeceyfor his picture in Little, There 1s ſomc- 
| thing inthis more then Natural, if Philoſophy could 


find 1t ont. \ 
Flowriſh for the Players. 

Gw/d, There are the Players, 

Ham. Cerrlkmen, youare welcome to E//;neoer: your 
| bands, come: The appartenance of Welcome,is Faſhion 
and Ceremony, Let me comply wich youin the Garde, 
leſt my extent to the Players ( which I tell you muſt ſhew 
faircly outward) ſhould more appeare like entertainment 
then yours. You are welcome ; but my Vnckle Father, 
' 2nd Aunt Mother are deceiv'd. 

GwmlJ, In what my decre Lord ? 
Ham. 1 2m but mad North, North. Weſt : when the 


| Winde is Southerly, | know a Hawke from a Handiaw- 


Enter Poloaue. 

Polo, Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hearke you Gmlaenſtar, and you to0: at each 
care a heater : that great Baby you ſeethere, 1s not yet! 
out of hu; tw<chung Elouts, 

Ko/in, Happily hes the {econdtime come to them : for 
they ſay,an 0d man istwice a childs 

Ham, 1 will Prophelic, He comes to tetl me of the 
Players. Mar ke itgyou lay right Sir 3 for a Muncay moOr- 
ming rwas is inde cd. 

Po!, My Lord, | bave Newes to tell you. 

Ham, My Lord, | have Newes to tell you, 
When Roſcrus an A tor in Rome 

Pol. The Actors are come hither my Lord, 

{| Ham. Buzze,0uzze. 

Po!, Vpon mine bonor. 

Ham. Then ca? each Attor on his Aſſe —— 

Polo. The beſt Ators in the world, cither for Trage- 
dy, Comedy, hiſtory , Paſtorall : Paltorical-Coancall- 
Hiſt oricall-Paſtorall : Tragicall-Hiſtoricall; Tragicall- 
Comicall-Hiitorical-Paſtorali: Scznc indivible, or Po- 
em unlimiced. Sewece cannot be too heavy, nor Plantus 
too light. for the law of Writ, and'the Liberty. T heſe 
ae the onelv men. 

_ O lephra Tudge of Iſrael, what a Treaſure hadſt 
thou ? 

Pol. W hat a Treaſure had he, my Lord? 


f 
| 
| 


i. 


A 


þ 


| Gmid. Ohthcre has beene much throwing about of | 


——— ——_— —_ 


| Ite which heloved palling well. 
| Pot. Still vn m y daughter, 
{ Ham, Al votich'right old Jephra ? 


Fol. It you cali we {ephramy Lord, I have a daugh- 


| terti ati lovepalhing well. 
| Ham, Nay tha: to.lowes not- 
' Feole. What tollowesthen, my Lord ? 


| ' Fn ' 
the Fans Chanſon will thew you mere, For looke where 


| my Abridgeuents come» 
Enter foure or five Players. 


thee well; Welcome good friends O my vid friend ? 


| Thy face is valiant fince lay thee laſt : Comit thou to 


beard mein Denmark: ? What, my yong Lady and Mi- 
{tris? Berlady your Ladiſhip 1s necrer heaven then when 
[ aw you laſt, by the alutugde of a Chop, ne» Pray God 
your vo: ce like a pcece of uncurrant gold be not crak'd 
within the rug. Maſters,you areall vc come - el e*'nc 
tot like French Faulconers,flye at any thingave feezwe% 
have afſpecch ſtraight, Come give us a talt of your que- 
lity : come, 2 pailionate ſpeech. 

I Play. What ſpeech, my Lord ? : 

Ham. | heard thee ſpeake me a {peech once,but it was 
never Acted : or if it was, notabove once, tor the Ylay 1 
remember pleas'd notthe Million, tw as Cawtery to the 
Generall : butic was (as I received it, and others, whoſe 
Judgement in ſuch matters, crycd inthe top of mine)an 
excellent Play ; welldigeſtcd inthe Scanes, fer downe 
with as much mod. ſt; as cunning | remember one faid, 
the e was no Sallets m tre linzs, to makethe matter fa- 
voury ; nor no matter inthe phraſe, that yight indite the 
Author of affe. tation, but ca''d it an honett me: hod. One 
chicte lpecch 11, Ichictciy lov'd, twas eEneas Tale 
wo Dado,and thereabout of it eſpecialiy,where he ipeakes 
of Priams (laughter. ſt iclive in your memory, begin ar 
this Line, let me (cc, let we ſee: The rugged Pyrobms like 
th' fyrcem ws» Beiik. tt isnor fot it begins with Pyrebus 
The rugged Pyrrhus, be who! Sable Armes 
B ack eas he pur poſe, did the might <icmdie 
Whe+ his lay couched in tie Ocomo. ts Horle, 
Hath now this dread and l-cike Lomplxion tmear'd 
With Heraldry more ditaiau ; hed to toote 
Now is heto take Geulles, horr:diy Trick'd 
\V ith blood of Fathers, Mochers, Da z%ters, Sonnes, 
Bak'd and impaſted with . he parchi'g 'trecrs, 


| Thatlenda tyra nous, and damnecl.zht 


To their vilde Murthers, rorited in wrath and fre, 
And thus o're-(ized with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like Carburcles, the heili{h Pyrroxs 
Old Grandfire Priam (cckes. 

Pol. Fore God, my Lord, well ſpoken, 1wwita good ac, 
cent, andgooddiſcretion. 

1 Play. Anon he findes him, : 
Striking too ſhort at Greekes. Hisanticke Sword, 
Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it falles 
Repugnant tocomaand : unequall match, 
Pyrrbuu at Priam drives, in Rage {trikes wide : 
But with the whitfe and wind of his fell Sword, 
Th'unnerved father fals. Then ſeafclefſe lilium, 
Sceming to feele his blow. with faming top 
Stoopes to his Bace, and witha hideous craſh 
Takes Priſoner Pyrrbhwus care. Forloe, his Sword 
W bich was declining on the Milky head 
Of Reverend Priam, (eem'd ith*Ayreto fticke ; 
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Ham, W hy, as by lot, God wot ? and then you KLOW, 
It came to pale, as moſt ake it was : the firit rowe of 


Y*arc welcome Maftess, weicome ail. I am 2lad to ſee 


| 


1 


En, 


| 


” 


| 
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| Andlik'd a Newtrallto his willand matter, didnothing- 


Burt as we often fe: againit tome {torme, 

A lilerice inthe heavens, the Racke fland ſtill, 

The bold windes ſpeechleſſe, and the Orbe below 
ASH uſh as death: Anon the dreadtull Thunder 
Duthrend the Regioa- So atter Fyrrbue paule, 
Arowled Vengeanse {ets him new a worke, 

And never did the Cyclops hamwers fall 

On Mars his Armours, ftorg'd tor proofe Eterne, 
With leile remorfe then Pyrebus bleeding ſword 
Now tails on Priam, 1 
Out, out, thou Strumpct-Fortune, all you gods, 
In generall 5ynod take away her power : 

Break all the Spokes and Faliies from her wheele, 
And boule the round Nave dowae the hill of heaven, 
As low as tothe hends. 

Pot. This is too long; 

Ham. It ſha'l co'th Barbars, wich your beard, Pre- 
thee ſay 0n 2 Hes for a ligge, or a rale of Baudry, or he 
fl.cpc*, Say on : come to Hecuba, 

1 P/ay.But who,O who,bad fecn the Mobled Queene, 

Fiem. The Mobled Queere ? 

Pol. Thats good : Movicd Queene 1s gocd, 

1 Play. Run barc-toot up and downe, 
Threatmng the fame 
With Biſſon Rheume : A clout about that head, 
Where late the Diadem (to00d, and for a Robe 
About her lanke and all orc-tcamed Loynes, 
A vlanket1a th' Alarum of teare caught up. 
Who this had ſcene, with tongue in Venome ſteep'd, 
Gain(t fortunes State, woald Treafon have pronounc'd ? 
Bur it the godsthemſelves did (ce her then, 
W hen ſhe ſaw Pyrrhics make malicious ſport 
In mincing with his Sword her husbands lumbes, 


|. The inſtant Burſt of Clamour that ſhe made 
| (Vuleſle things mo;rall move them not at all) 


—— 
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Would have made milchc the Burning cycsot heaven, 
And pallion in the Gods. 

Fol. Looke where he has not tzrn'd his colour, and 
has tcarcs ins eyes. Pray you no more. 

Ham. Tis well, lle have thee {peake out the reſt, ſoone. 
Good my Lord, wiii you feethe Players well beſtow d. 
Doe ye hearc,\ctthem be well us'd : for they are the Ab- 
ſtratsand bricfe Chronicles of the time. After your 
death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, then their 
ill report wile you lived. 


Pol. My Lord, I will utc them according to their de- | 


(art. 
Ham. Godsbodykins man, better. Vic every man 
aftcr his delart, and who thould icape whipping : utc 


; them after your owne Honor and dignity. The lefle they 


_ MO —— —_— 


deſerve, the more merit is in your bounty. Toke them 
I! 

Pel. Come (irs. Erut Poloram, 

Hem. Vollow him friends : we'll heare a play to mor- 
row. Doft thou hcarc me old tricnd, caryou play the 
murther of Gor £400 e 

Ply. I my Lord, 

Ham. We'l. ha'tto morrow night. You could for a 
need ttudy « ſpeech of tome dofen or {ixteen lines, which 
I would fe: dowre, and infcrt int? Could yenot 3 

Fla, | my Lord. 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you 
mock® h1:n not, My good triends, le leave you till night 
yoa arc VCIceme to £l/onower ? 
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Ro/in, Good my Lord, 
«Alanet Hamict, 
Ham, I fo, god buy'ye: Now Iam 2'one. 
Oh what a Rogue and Peſant ſlave am 1 ? 
Is1t not monſtrous that this Player hcere, 


\ Butina Fiction, in a dreame of Paſſion, 


Could force his ſoule ſoto his whole conceit, 


| Thatfrom her working, all his uitage warm'd ; 

| Teares in his eyes, diſtraction ins AtpeR, 
A broken voyce, and his whole function fuiting 

| With formes, to his conceit? And all for uothing ? 

| For Heeaba? 

| Whats Heewba to him, or he to Heewba, 

| Thar he ſhould weepe tor her ? W hat would he doe, 

Had he the Motive and the Cue for paſion 

That I have ? Re would drowne the Stage with teares, 

| And cleavethe gencrall care with horrid ſpcech : 

| Make madthe guilty, and apale the free, 

| Contound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, 

| The very faculty ot eyes and Eares, Yet I, 

| A dull and muddy-metled Raſcall, peake 

| Like lohn a-ecames, unpregnant of my cauſe, 

| Andcanſay nothing: No, not for a King, 

V pon whole property, and molt dcere life, 

' Adamn'd detcate wasmede. / m 1 a Coward ? 
Who calles mc Villaine? break es my pate a-croſle ? 
Pluckes off my Beard, and blowes it in my face ? 
Tweakes me byth'Nole ? gives me the Lyc ith'Throate, 

' As Ccepeasto the Lungs 2 Who decs me this # 

| Ha? WhyT ſhould take it : for it cannot be, 

; But IamwPigeon-Liver'd, and lacke Gall 

| To make Oppreſlion bitter, or crethis, 

I ſhould have fatted ali the Region Kites 

| With this Slaves Offall, bloudy z a Bawdy villaine, 

; Remorſleſle, Treacherous, Letcherous, kindlefic villaine; 

Oh Vengeance ! 

Who ? What an Aſc am I? 1 fore, this is moſt brave, 

Thar 1, the Sonue of che Deere murthered, 

| Prompted to my Revenge by heaven,and hell, 

| Muſt (like a Whore) unpacke my heart with words, 

Ard falla Curing like a very Drab, 

A Scullion ? rye upon't, Foh. About my Brain. 

I have heard, that guilty Creatures ſiting at a Play, 

tave by the very cunning of the Scxne, 

Beene " ch {o tothe {oule, that prefertly 

They have pgreclaim'd their Malethctions, 

For Murther, though it have norongue, will ſpeake 

ith moſt my; aculcus Organ. Ic have theſe Players, 

| Play fomething [ke the waurder of my father, 
Before mine Vnkle. Ie obſerve his lookes 
lle rent him tothe quicke : if bebut blench 

| I know my courte. The Spirit chat 1 have feene 

| May bethe divell, aud the divell hath power 

| T'aſſumea pleaſing ſhape, yea and per hajs 

| Ourot my Weakaneile, and my Melancholly, 

| As he 1s very potent with ſach Spirits, 

A buſes me to damne ime. lie have grounds 

| More Relative then) this : The Flays the thing, 

Wherein Ile catch the Confctence of the King- 


— 
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Emer King, meme, Polonins, Opheha, Ro- 
ſracres , Gunldenitar, and Lords, 


Kg. Andcan you by nodrift of circumſtance 
Ger from bim why he puts on this Contuſfion 
Grating ſo harſkly all his dayes of quiet 
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy. 
Rojin, He does contelle he teeles himfelte diſtrated, 
But trom what cauſe he will by no meanes ipcake- 
Gil. Nor doe we find him forwardto de founded, 
But with acratty Madneſle keepes aloote ; 
When we would bring him onto fume Confeſſion 
Of his true ſtate, 
Luee. Did bereceive you well ? 
Ko/in, Moſt like a Gentleman, 
Gaild. But with much tercing of hisdiſpoſition. 
Rofin, Niggard of queſtion, but of our demands 
Mott free in his reply. 
ue. Did you aflay him to any paſtime? : 
Koſin. Madan, it fo fell out, that certaine Players 
We ore-wrought on the way : of theſe we told hum, 
And there did tceme in him a kind of joy 


To hearcofit : They are about the Court, 
| And (as I thinke) they have already order 
| This night to play before him. "> Wh 
| Pol. Tis molt true; ; 
| And he beſcech'd me to intreate your Majeſtics 
' To heare, and ſec the matter- 
Kg. With all my hoart,and it doth much content me 
| To heare um fo inclin'd. Good Gentlemen, 
| Give hima farther edge, and drive hispurpole on 
Totheſc delights. | 
Roſin. We ſhall my Lord. E xewnt. 
King. Sweet Gertreae leave us too, | 
For we have cloſcly ſent for Hamer hither, 
| That he, as twere by accident, may there 6: 
 Aﬀront Ophetia.Her farher,and my felfe(lawtull cſpials) 
; Will {o be{tow our ſclves, thar fecing unicene 
| We may of their encounter trankely judge, 
| And gather by him, as he is behaved, 
| If: be th'affirction of his lov c, or no» 
| That thus he ſuffers for. 
Le. I ſhall obey you, 
And tor your part Ophelia. I doe with 
That your good beautics be the happy cauſe 
Of Ham/ets wildnefle : 10 ſhall 1 tope your Vertucs 
W1libring him to his wonted way againe, 
Toboth your honours. 
Opke. Madan, I wiſh it may. 
Pol. Ophelia, walke you heere. Gracious lo pleale ye 
We wil! beſtow our {elves : Reade on this booke, 
That (hew of ſuch anexcercite may colour 
Your lonelinceſſe. We are ott too blame in this 
Tis roo much prev'd, that with Devotions vilage, 
And picus Action, we Coe furge ore 
The drvell himicitc. 
King. Ohris true ; 
How {mart a laſh that ſpeechdoth give wy Conſcience ? 
The Harlo:s Checke beautied with plaiſtring Art 
Is not more ugly to the thingthat helpes it, 
Then is my deede, to my moſt painted word, 
Oh kcavy burthen | 


Pol. I hearc him comming, lets withdraw my Lord. 
0 Exeun. 


Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the Queſtion : 
Whether tis Nobler inthe mind to ſuffer 
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Armes againſt a Seat troubles, 
Andby oppoſing end them : to dye, toſleepe 
No more : and by a fitepe, tolay weend 


The heart-ake, and the thouſand naturall ſheckes 
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fleſh is htireto ? Tisaconſummation 

utly to be wiſh'd. To dye to leepe, 

:, perchance to Dreame ; | there's the rub, 

| t ſleepe of death, what dreames may come, 

Wh@ hc have ſhufflel'd off this mortall coite, 
| Miſt give uspawſe. Theres the re{pe&t 
| That makes Calamity of (0 long lite : 
| For who would beare the Whips and Scornes of time, 
The Oppreflors wrong, the poore mans Contumely, 
The pangs of diſpriz'd Love,the Lawes delay, 

The 1nfolence of Oxhice, and the Spurnes 

That patient merit of the unworthy rakes, 
When be himfeltc might his Zuie:ws make 
With a bare Bodkin > Who would theſe Fardles beare 
Togrunt and fweat undera weary life, 

But that the dreal of ſomething after death, 
The undiſcov: red Country, from whoſe Borne 
No Traveller regurnes, Puzels the will, 

And makes us rather beare thoſe ilics we have, 
Then fiyeto others that we know not of. 

Thus Conſcience does make Cowards of us all, 
And thus the Native hew of Reſolution 

Is ficklied ore, withthe pale calt of rhought, 
Andenterprizes of great pith and moment, 
With this regard their Currants turne away, 
Andloote the name of Ation. Soft you now, 
The faire Ophelia? Nimph,in thy Horizons 
Beall my finnesremembred, 

Ope. Good my Lord, 

How does your honor for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you: well, well, well. 

Ophe. My Lord, I have Remembrances ef yours, 
That I have longed long to redeliver, 

I pray you now, reccive them, 

Ham, No, no, I never gave you ought. 

Ophe. My honor'd Lord, I know right well you did, 
And with them words of ſo ſweet breath compos'd, 

As made the things more rich, then perfume left ; 
Take theſe againe, for to the Noble mivid 

Rich gitts wax poore, whengivecs prove unkind. 
T kcre my Lord. 

Ham. Ha,ha: Are you hone't ? 

Ovbe. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you [aire ? 

Opke. What mcanes you Lordſhip ? 

Ham. That it you be honeſt and taire, your Honeſty 
ſhould aimit no diſcourſe to your Beauty. 

Ophe. Could beauty my Lord, have betrer Comerce 
then your honeſty ? 

Ham, Itruely : for the power of beauty, will ſooner 
transfurme honeity from what it is, toa Bawd, then the 
force of honeſty can trar{late Beauty iro his likencile, 
This was fometimea Paradox, but nov the time gives it 
proote. I did love you once. 

Ophe, Indeed my Lord, you made me belceve fo. 

Ham. You ſhould not have beleeved ime. For vertue 
cannot fo inocculate our old ſtocke, but we ſhall rellifh 
of it. I loved younot. © 

Ophe. I was the more deceived. 

Ham, Get thee to a Nunnery. Why wouldſt thou 
be a breeder of Sinners? I am my elfe indifferevt honelt, 
but yer 1 could accuſe me of ſuch things, thatit were bet- 


vengetull. Ambitious, with more offencesat my becke, 
then I have thoughts to putthem in 1magination,to give 
them ſhape, or time to ate them in. W hat ſhould 1uch 

qQq3 Fellowes 
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ter my Mother had not borne me. Iamvery prowd, rc- 
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Fellowes as I doe crawling betweene heaven and Earth. | 
We 2re arrant Knaves all, beleeve none of us. Goe thy 


wayestoa Nunnery. W heres your tathcr ? 
Ophe. At homc, iny Lord. 
Haw. Lt the doores be ſhut upon him , that be caay 


play the Foole no way, but ins owne houle. Farewell. 


Ophe. O helpe him, you tweet heavens® _ 
Ham. Ifthou doeſt Marry, Ile give thee this Plague 
for thy Dowry. Bc thouas chaſte as Ice,as pure as SNOW, 


| thou ſhal: noteſcape Calumny. Get thee toa Nunnery + 


Goc, farewcil. Or if thou wilt necds marry marry a 
toole : for Wiſz men know well cnough,what monſters 
you make ofthem. Toa Nunnery goc,and quickly to0- 


| Farewell. 


Ophe. O heavenly Powers reſtore him. 

Hem. | have hcard of your pratiing too well cnough- 
God has given you one pace, and you make your leitc an- 
other ; you gidge,you amble,ard you lifpe,and nickname 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonneſle,'your 1gn0- 
rance. Gore, ile no more on'c,it hath made me wad. I 
ſay, we will have no more Marriages. Thoſe that are 
married already, all but one ſhall, thc reſt ſhall keepe as 
they arc, Toa Nunnery, gocs Exit Ham. 

Ophe, O what a Noble minde is heere ore-throwne * 
The Courtiers, Soldiers,Schollers ? Eye, congue, {wor d, 
Th'expeRaaſie and Role cf the faire State, 

The glaſle of faſhion, and the mould of torme, 
Th'obſerv'd of all Obſervers, quite, quite downe. 
Have 1 of Ladics moſt dejeR and wretched, 
Thatſuck'd the Hony of his Muſicke Vowes: | 
Now fee that Noble, and molt Soveraigne Rezton, 
Like ſweet bels ianglcd out of tune, and barſh, 

That unmatch'd fortune and feature of blowne youth, 
Blaſted with extalic. Oh woe 1s rc, 

T'have ſeene what 1 have ſeene : ice what I (ce. 


Enter Kung, and Polonius. 

King. Love ? his affe tions doc not that way tend, 
Nor what he {pake, though it lack'd tormealittle, 
Was not like Madnefic. I heres ſomething 1n hus toulc, 
Ore which his Melancholly fits on brood, 


' And I doe doubt the hatch, and the di{clolte 
' Willbe tome danger, which to prevent 
| I bave in quicke determination 


S - —— 


— ” 


Thus tct it downe. He ſhall with ſpeed to Engiand 
For the demand of our negleRed Tribute: 
Haply the Seas ard Countrics different 
With variable Objects, (hall expell 

This ſomethingſcrled matter in his heart ; 


»"y 


- Whereon his braines ſtill bzating, puts him thus 


From taſhion of hium{elte. What thinke you on't? 
Pol. It ſhall doe well. But yer doe I beleeve 

The Origin and Commencement of this gricfe 

Sprung from negleted love. How now Opbelia? 

Youncede not tell vs, what Lord Hamlet ſaid, 

We heard itall. My Lord, doe as you plcalc, 

But if you hold it fit after the Play, 


| Let his Queene Mother all alone intreat him 


To ſhew his Grietes ; let her beround with him, 


| And lle be plac'd (o, pleale you inthe care 

' Of all their conterence. If the find him not, 

' To England ſend him : Or confine him where 
' Your wiſedome belt ſhall thinke. 


| Madnefle 1n great Ones, mult not unwatch'd gocs 


Kung. It ſhallbe fo: 


Exenm. 


| 


| 


| of paſſion, you muſt acquite and begera Temperance that 


' to ſeca robuſtious Pery-wig-partcd telloy, teare a Paili- 
' on totatters, to very ragges, to ſplit the cares of the 


> ——— — D——— 


; thing (o over-done,1ts from the purpote of Playing,whole 


on mo 


| us, YIrs, | 
| Ham, Orctorme italtogether, And let thoſe that play 


1 >< - 


- — 


| thePlay be then to be conſidered : thats Villanous, and 


o———— _ __ _ 


{ or Norman, have fo itrutted and beilowed, that I have 
| thought ſome of Natures loverney-men had made men, 


, How now my Lord, | 


Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Player, 


Ham, Spcake the Speech pray you, as I pronounc'd 
it to you trippingly on the Tongue , But it you mouth it, | 
as many of your Players doc, 1 had as live the Towne- 
Cryer had ſpokemy Lines;Nor doe not ſaw the Ayre too 
much your hand thus, butute all gently ; for in the very 
Torrent, Tempett, and (as I may tay) the W hirle-winde 


may give it Smoothneſle, O it oftends me to the Soule, 


Groundlings z: who (for the moſt part) are capeable of 
nothing, bur inexplicable dumbe ſhewess and noile : 1 
could have ſucha tellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant; 
It out-Her ods Hered. Pray you avoydi!, 

Player. I warrant your honor. 

Ham, Be not too tame neither : but let your owne 
Diſcretion be your Tutor. Surc the Action to the word, 
the word to the Aﬀtion, with this ſpeciall obſervance ; 
That you ore-ſtop not rhe modeſty of Nature ; for any 


end both art the firſt and now, was and 15,to hold as twere 
the Mirrour up to Nature ; to ſhew Vertue her owne 
Feature, Scorne her owne Image, and the very Age and 
Body ef the Time, his forme and preſlure. Now, this 
over-donc, or come tardy cft, thought make the unskil- 
tuil izugh, cannot but make the judicious greive ; The 


centure of the which one, araſt an {your aliowance orc» | 


{way a whole Theatcr of others. Oh, there be Players 


—_— 


—— 


that I have ſcene Play, and beard others praiſe, and that 
highly (not to ſpeake it prophanely )that neither having 
the accent of Chriſtians,nor the gate of Chriitian,Pagan, 


and not made them well, they imitated Humanity fo ab- 
hominably. 
Play. I hope we have reform'd that indifferently with 


your Clownes,fpeake no more then is {ct down for them. 
For there be of them, that will themſelves laugh, to {ct 
on tome quantity of barren Spectators to laugh tooy 
though m che mcanc time, ſome neceſſary queſtion of 


[hewesa molt pittifull Ambitian in the Foole that uſes it + 
Goc make you ready. E xem Players: 


Emery Polonine, Roſincror, and Guidldenitare. 


Willthe King beare this peece of 77 orke? 


Fel. And the Queene too, and that preſently. 
Ham. Bid the Players make haſt. Exut Polo. 
Will you two helpe to haſten them ? 
Bath. We wiil my Lord. E xennt? 
Emer Horatio, 
Ham, hat hoa, Horatio ? 
Hom. Heere {weet Lord, at your ſervices | 
Ham, Horatwo, thou art ecne as juſt a man | 
Asere my Convleration coap'd withall, 
Hors, O my decre Lord. 
Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter : 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
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To feed and cloath thee. Why ſhonld the poore be flat- 
No, let the Candicd tongue, like abſurd pompe, (terd 
And crooke the pregnant Hindges of the knee, 
Where thrift way follow taining ? Dolt thou hcare, 
Since my deere Soulc was Miitris of my choyte, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, hereletion 
Hath ſcal'd thee for her tclfe. Forthou haſt been= 
Asone in ſaffcring all,that ſuffers notinng. 
A man that Forruncs buffets, and Rewards | 
Hath tane withcquallthankes. Aud bleſtare thoſe, 
Whole blood and Iudgement are lo well co-mingled, 
That they are nota Pipe for fortunes hnger. 
Toſound what {top ſhe pleaſe. Give me that man, 
That isnot Pallions Slave, and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts Core : I, ja my heart of heart, 
As1 doe thee. Something roo much of this. 
There isa Vlay tonight betore the King, 
One Scxnc cf it comes neere the Circumſtance; 
W hich I have told thee, of my Fathers death- 
I prethce, when thou ſcelt that Act a-foor, 
Even with the Comment of my foule 
Oblerve mine Vukle : if his occulted guilt, 
Doe not it felfeunkennell in one ipeech, 
Itis a damned Ghoſt that we have ſcene: 
And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans Styth.. Give him ncedfull note, 
For | mine eyes will rivet to his face? 
And aftcr we will both our judgement joyne, 
To cenlure of his ſecming. 

Hora. Well my Lord. 
It he ſteale ought the whilſt this Play 1s playing, 
And ſcape detecting, 1 wiil pay the I hett. 


> —— 


Onter King » Lucene, Polonnts, Ophelia, Roſencror; 

| Cmldenſtar, aud other Lords attendant, with 

hs G nard carrying T orches, Daniſh 
CMarch. Sound a F lows/-, 


Hem, They arc commingrtothe Play : I muſt be adle, 
Ger youa place. 

& mg. How fares our Colin Hamlet ? 

Ham. E xccllcnt ifaith, of the Camelions diſh : I cate 
the Ayre promiic-cramm'd, you carnot feed Capons ſo. 

Kung. I have nothing with this antwer Hamlet, theie 
wordsarc 07 Miuice 


ith'Vniverſity, you ay ? 


Aftor; 
Ham. Aud what did you enact ? 
Polo. I did enact Julizes Ceſar, | was kill'd ith'Capitoll: 
Erntus Kill d me. 
Ham. It wasa bruite part of him, rok1ill fo Capitall a 
Calte there. Be the Players ready ? 
Koſin. 1 my Lord, they ſtay upon your patience. 
Luce, Come bither my good Hamlet, ſit by me. 
Ham. No good Mother,heres Mettle more attractive, 
Pole. Oh ho, doe you marke that ? 
Ham. Lady, ſhall I lye in your Lap? 
| Ophe. No my Lord. 
Ham. 1 meanc, my head npon your Lap ? 
Ophe, I my Lord, 
Ham. Doc yoathinke I meant Country matters? 
Ophe. Ithinke nothing, my Lord. 
Ham.Thats a faire thoughtro lyc between Maids legs 
Obpe. What is wy Lord? 


Ham. No, nor mine- Now my Lord, you plaid once | 


Polos, That 1 did my Lerd, and was accounted a good | 


| Han, Nothing. 

Ophe. Youare merry, my Lord? 

Ham. Who |? 

Ophbe, I my Lord. 

Ham. Oh God, your oncly iigge-maker : what (hovld 
a man doe, but be merry. For looke you how cheerctul- 
ly my Mother lookes, and my father dycd withia's two 
houres. 

Ophe, Nay, tistwice two moneths, my Lord. 

Ham, So long? Nay then let the Divcil weare blacke, 
for Ile hauca ſure of Sables. Oh heavens ! dye two mo» 
neths agoe, and not forgotten yet? Then theres hope, a 
; great mans Memory, may out-live his lite halte a yeare - 
| But berlady he muſt build Churches then : or elle ſhall 
| he ſuffer notthinking on, withthe Hoby-horfle, whole 
Epitaph 15, for o, for 0,the Hoby-horſe 1s torgor. 


Hebeyer play, T be dumbe ſew enterr. 

Enter a King and L nent, very lovingly ; the, ucene embra- 
cing hum. She kneeler; and makes hew of Pretefiation wnto 
him, He takes her up and d-clin's hi bead upon ber necke. 
Layes hm downe «yon a Banks of Flowers. She ſeeing him 
4-ſlcepe, leaves him. Anon comes in a fellow, takes off his 
Crowne, kiſſes it, and prwers poy(on in the Kings eares, and 
Exitr. The © neent returner, findes the King \dead, and 
makes paſſionate Ation. The Poyſoner, wuth ſame rwo or 
three (Mater comes m ag aint, ſeeming to lament with her, 
The dead body is carried away : T he Poyſoner Woes t 

| Qneeme with Gifts, ſhe ſcemes loath and wnvilling + while, 

but in the end, accepts his loves Ekennt. 


Ot IE en eo <<< 


| Ophe. What meanes this, my Lord? 
| Ham, Marry this is Miching 44alicho, that meanes 
| Miſchicfe, 

| _ Be like this ſhew imports the Argument ofthe , 
| Play? 

| How We ſhall know bythele fcllowes : the Players 
| cannot keepe counfell, they'll rell all. 

| Ophe. Willthey tcil us whar this ſkew meant? 

Ham, I, orany ſhew that you'!l ſhew him. Be not 
you aſham'd to ſhevy, he'll not ſhame to teil you what it 
meanes, 

an Youare naught, you are naught, Ile make the 
Play. 


Enter Prolopuc. 

| For us, and for owr Trageh, 

| Heere flooping to your Cl:mency : 

| We beg ge your hearing Patiently, 

| Hem. Isthisa Prologue, or th: Pochieofa Ring ? 
Ophe. Tisbriete my Lord. 

Ham. As Womans love. 


| Enter King, and 1114 Lucene, 
King. Fullthirty times hath Phorbus Cartgon round, 
Neptunes falt Waſh, and Teſles Orbed ground : 
And thirty dozen Moones with borreiwed ſheene, 
Aboutthe World have time, twelve thictics beene, 
Since love our hearts, and Hymend1d our hands 
Ynite comutuall; in moſt ſacred Bands, 
nee. So many journies may the Sunn* and Mocne 
Make usagaine count ore, ere love be done, 
But woe is me, youare fo licke ct late, 
So tarre from cheere,and from your forme: ſtate, 
ThatlI diſtruſt you : yer though i diitruft, 
Diſcomtfort you (my Lord) it 2othing muſt : 
For womens Feare and Love, holds quantity, 


———— 
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In neither ought, or 11 extremly : | 
Now what my love is, proofc hath made you know, | 
And as my Love is ſiz, my fcarc is ſo, 
Kim:, taith 1 wult leave thee Love, and ſhortly too: 
My 0erant Powers my tunRions leave to doe 
A: d hou ſhalt live ia this faire world behind, 
Honor 'd, belov'd, and haply, one as kind. 
For husband fha!t thou 
2ue, Oh confound the reſt ; 
Such Love, miſt needs be Treaſon in my brelt : 
Tn ſecond husbaad, let me be accurit, 
None wed the ſecond, but who killd the firſt, 
Ham. Wormeiwood, Wormewood, 
Fnee, The mitances that ſecond Marrage move, 
Are talc retp<As of Tritt, but none of Love. 
A .ecord time, 1Xkill my husband dcad, 
W hen tecod husband kiſſes me in Bed. 
Kimg. I doc belecve you-Thinke what now you ſpeake: 
But what we doe dcteraine, ott we breake ; 
Purpoſe 1s bur the llave to Memory, 
Ot violent Bicth, but poore validity ; 
W hich now like fruice unripe itickcs on the Tree, 
But fal{ unſhaken, when they mcilow be. 
Moſt neceſlary tis, that we forget 
To pay our ſelves, what to our fclves 1s debt : 
What to our (elves in pailion we propoſe, 
The paſſion ending, doth the purpole ioſc. 
The violence of other Gricte or joy, 
Their owne enactors with themlelves deſtroy # 
Where Ioy molt Revels, Grictedoth molt lament; 
Griefe joycs, loy giceves on ſlender accident, 
This world 1s not tor aye, nor tis not ſtrange 
That cven our Loves ſhould with our Fortunes change. 
For tisa queſtion left us yet toprove, 
W hether Love lead fortune, or clſe fortune Love. 
The great man downe, you marke his favourite fiyes, 
The poore aduanc'd makes (ſriendsof Encmies : 
And hither rodoth Love on fortune tend, 
For who not necds,ſhalineverlackea friend ? 
And who in want a hollow ftricnd doth try, 
DireAly ſcafons him his Enemy. 
But orderly to end, where I begun, 
| Our Wi-.les and Fares doc {o contrary run, 
{ That our Devices itill are overthrowne, 
Our thoughtes are ours, their ends none of our owne, 
So thinke thou wilt no {ccond husband wed, 
| But dyc thy thoughts, whenthy firſt Lord is dead. 
2 ee. Nor Earchto give me food, nor heaven light, 
Sport and repoſe locke from me day and night: 
Each oppolite thatblankesthe face of joy, 
Mcet what I would have well, and it deitroy : 
| Both heere, and hence, purſue me laſting ſtrife, 
If once a Widdow, ever I be Wife. 
| Ham. It ſhe ſhould breake it now. 
K mg. Tis deepely {worne ; 
S.veet, leave inc hewe a while, 


—— 


2. — 


| My ſpirits grow dull, and fainc I would begyile 
| The ted10us day with ficepe, 
| mee. Sleepe rocke thy braine, 
And never come milchance berweeneus tiyaine. 
| Ham. Madam,how like you the Play ? 
| Que, The Lady protcits roo much methinkes. 
Ham. Oh but ihe'll keepe her word, 
King. Have you heard the Argument, is there no OE. 
fence in't? 
| Ham. No, no, they doe but jeſt, poyſonin jeſt, no Of- 


S leeper. 
Exu, 


| For 1un« mult warch, while ſome mult fleepe? 


tence ith'world. 
King. W hat doe you call the Play ? 
Ham, The Moule-trap : Marry bew ? Tropically : | 
This Play is the image of a murder done in Utenna ; Gor, 
449915 the Dukes name, his wife Bapriits: you ſhall (ce 
anon; Us a knaviſh peece of worke: But what &'thart ? ' 
Your Majeſty, and we that have free loules, it touches 
us not:Ictthe gall'd jade winch: our withers are unrurg, | 
Emer Luicrantes. 
This is one Lxcianw nephew to the King. | 
Ophe, You arc a good Chorus. wy Lord. | 
Ham. 1 could interpret betweene you and your love : | 
it I could fee the Puppets dallying. 
Ophe. Youare kcene my Lord, you are keene. 
Ham. It would colt you a groaning, to take off my 
edge. 
Ophe. Stiij better and worſe. 
Ham, $0 you miſtake husbands. 
Bcgin Murderer, Pox, leave thy damnable Faces, and 
begin. Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow tor Re- 
VEnge. 
Lucian. Thonghts blacke, hands apt, 
Drugges fit, anc Time agreeing : 
Contederatc {+ aten, clfe no Creature iceing : 
Thou mixtu:crauke, of Midnigh:-W ceds colleted, 
| With Hcca's Ban, thrice blaſted, thrice inteRed, 
Thy natura'! Magicke, and dire property, 
On v kollume lite, ulurpe immediately. 
Powres the poyſon in his cares, 
Ham. He poyſons him 1th' Garden tors eſtate : His 
| nam<s Gonzago; the Story is extant and Writ 1N choyce 
Italian. You thall ſee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
love of Gonzagers wife, 
Opbe. T he King riſes. 
Ham. What, trighted with falſe fire, 
Unee, How fares wy Lord ? 
Pot. Give o're the Play, 
Kwig. Giue me ſome Light. Away, 
All. Lights, Lights, Lights. Exenn, 
AManet Hamlet and Horatio, 
Ham. \V hy ict the ttrucken Decre goe weepe, 
The Heart ungilled play : 


So runnes the worid aways 
Would not :þ1; Sir, anda Forreſt of Feathers, if the reft 
of my fortunes turne Torke with me ; withrwo Provit- 
ciall Roles vn my rac'd Shoges, get mea Fellowſhip un 
a cry of Paayers | r. 

Hor. Ha'te a (hare, - 

Ham. A who'e oneT, 


For thou doit vnow ; Oh Damondeere, 


This Realme difmanticd was of /ove himfelte, 

And now reignes heere, 

A very very Pajocke. 
Hora. Y ou might have Rim'd. 16 
Ham. Oh good Horatro, lie take the Ghoſts ord tor 

a thouſand peund. Did(t perceive ? 

Hera, Very well my Lord. 
Ham, V pon the talke of tke poyſonung ? | 
Hora. 1 did very well note him. 
Fnter Roſixcros, and Guildenſtar, 
Ham.Oh,hicome ſome Muſick.Come the Recorders 
For if the King like not the Comedy. 
Why then belike he li«es 1tnor perdy- 


Come ſome Mulicke. | 
| Gwild, Goodiny Lord,vouchſafe me a word with you, 


| Haw. 


—— 
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Ham. Sir, a whole Hiſtory. 
Gwild. The King, fits 
Hem. | fir, what of him. 
Guild, Isin his retyrement, marvellous diſtemper'd. 
Ham, With drinke Sr ? 
Gmild. No my Lord, rather with choller. 
Ham. Your wiſedome ſhould ſhew it telfe more rich 
to ſignifiethis to his Door z for meto put him to his 
Purgation, would perhaps plundge him into tarre more 
Choller. 
Guild. Good my Lord put your diſcourſe into tome 
framezand ſtart not fo wiidly from my attaire- 
Ham. | am tame Sir, pronounce. 


tion of ſpirit, hath ſent me to you, 
Ham. Youare welcome, 
Gmild. Nay, good my Lord, this courteſie is not of 


ſome antwer, I will doc your Mothers command'ment : 
if not, your pardon, and my returue ſhall be the end of 
my bulineſſe, 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guild. What my Lord? ; 

Ham. Make you a wholeſome anſwer : my wits dit- 
cas d. But fir, fuch anſwers as I can make, you ſhall com- 
mand : or rather you ſay, my mother : theretore no more 
but to the matter. My mother you ſay. 

Ko/in. Thenthus ſhe fayes : your behavior hath ſtroke 
cr 1nto amazement, and admiration. 

Ham. Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can fo aſtoniſha 


— 


_ 
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Gwld. The Queene your Mother, in moſt great affli- | 


| 


| 
| 
| 


the right breed. If it (hall pleaſe you to wake me a whol- | 


| 
| 
} 
| 
| 


— _ __ 


; Mother. But isthere no ſequell at the heelcs of this Mo- | 


| thers admiration ? 
| Reſin, She delires to ſpeake with you in her Cloſker, cre 
: you goe to bed, 


— 


Ham, We ſhall obey, were ſhe ten times our Mother. | 


| Have you any turther Trade with us ? 
| Roſin, My Lord, you once did love me. 
Ham. So 1 doe ſtill, by theſe pickers and tealers. 
Reſin, Good my Lord, what is your caule of d:item- 
per? You doc freely barre the doore of your owne Liber» 
ty, if youdeny your gricfes to your friend. 
Ham, Sir] lacke Advancement, : 
Rofin. How can that be, when you have the voyce of 
the King himleife, for your Succetlion w Denmartke ? | 
Hom. I, but whilc the grafle growes, the Proverbe 15 
ſomething multy. | 
Enter one with a Recorder, 
Othe Recorder. Let me ſec,to withdraw with you,why 
doe you goc about to recover the wind of me, as if yeu 
would drive me into 4 toile ? 
Gmild. O my Lord, if wy Duty be too bold, my love 
1s t00 unmannerly. 
Ham, 1 doe notwell underſtand that. WHl you phy 
upon this Pipe ? 
Guild. My Lord, I cannot. 
Ham. 1 pray you. 
Gmld, Belecve me, I cannot. 
Ham. 1 doe beſleech you. 
Gmild. 1 know no touch of it, my Lord. 


 — 


— — 


with your finger and thumbe, give 1t breath with your 
mouth, and it will diſcourſe molt exccllent Mulicke. 
Looke you, theſcare the [toppes, 

Gmild. But theſe cannot I command to any utterance 
| of harmony, I havenat the skill. 
| Hem. Why looke you now, how unworthy x thing 


—— 
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| Fixr onthe Somnert of the tighcſt Mount, 
Ham. Tis as caſie as lying: governe thele Ventiges | 


— ——— —— 


| I will comebyand by. 


you make of me : you would play upon me : you would 
leeme to know my {tops:you woule piucke out the heart | 
ot my Myſtery ; you would found me from my lowelt 
Note, to the top of my compaſle : and there 1s much Mu- 
Iicke,excellent Voyce,in this little Organe, yer cannot 
you tnake it, W hy doe you thinke, that 1 am eafierto be 
plaid on, thena Pipe 2 Call me what inflrument you will, 
chough } On Can tret me, you Cannor play UPON mc. God | 
blefle your Sir, | 


_— 


Emer Polonum. 


Poor, My Lord ; the Queene would fpeake with you | 
and pretently, 
Ham. Doe you fce that Clowd? thats almoſt in {bape 
like a Camell. 

Polon., By thi*Miile, and its like a Camell indecd. 

Ham. Mc thinkes it is hke a Weazell. 

Polen, Itisback'dlike a Weazeli. 

Him. Orlikea Whale? 

Poon. Verylikea Whale. 

Ham. Then will 1 come to my mother, by and by : 
They toole me to the top of my bene. 


Polen. 1 will fay to. Exit. | 
Ham. By and by, is calily ſaid. Leave me triends ; 
Tis now the very witching time ot night, 
When Churchyards yawne, and hell ut ielte breaths out 
Contagion tothis world. Now couid I drinke hot blood, 
And doe fuch bitter buſinefſe as the day 
Would quaketo looke on. Soft now, to my mother: 
Oh heart, looſe not thy Nature ; let notever 
The Soule of Neve, cnter this firme boſome : 
Ler me be cruell, not unnacurall, 
I will ipeake Daggers to her, but uſc none ; 
My tongue and foule in this be Hypocrites, | 
How in my words forever ſhe be ſhear, 
To give them feales, never my foule conſent. 


Entge King, Roſracros, and Guildenſtar. 

K mg. I ike him nor, nor {tznds it fafe with us, 

Tolet hismadaeſſe range. Theretore prepare you, 
[ v2ur Commiition will torthw ich Ciiparch, 
An Weiv Eroland ſhall along with you, 
The teriacs of our eltate, may not engdart 
Hazard fo dangerous 25 doth hourwly grow 
Out of his Lanac:es. 

Guild. We will our fclves provide ; 
Moſt holy and Religious tearc it ts 
To keepe thoie many bodies fate 
That liveand teede upon your Mazclty, 

Reſin, The lingle | 
And peculiar life is bound 
Withall cheſtrength and Armour of ths minde, 
To k:peitieite from noyatice ; but much more, | 
That: Spirit, upon whole tpirit depends and reſts | 
The lives of many, the ccale of Mazcity 
Dics not alone : but like a Gulte doth draw 
Whats neere it, withir, Itisa maſhe whecle 


Towhol: huge Spoakes, teff thouſand lefſer things 
Are in-+t1z'd andadjon'd : which when it falles, 
Fachimali annexment, petty confequence 
Attends the boyſtrous Rune. Never alone 
Did the King tighe, but with a generall grotc 

King. Arme you, I pray youtothis ſpeedy Voyage ; 
For we will Fetters put upon this feare, 


| 
| 
| 
Which | 


—— — — — 
—— —— 


—— _ > — — _ - 


_ - 
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| Whichnow gocs too free-footed. 

| Both. We will hate us. 

Emer Polonia, 

|  Po!. My Lord, hes going to his Mothers Cloſlet : 
Bekiade the Arras Ile convey my lclte 


| To hearethe eroceſſe. Ile warrant ſhe'll tax him home. | 


' Andas you faid, and wiſcly was it ſaid, 

Tis mecte that ſome more audience thena Mother, 
Since Nature makesthem partiall, ſhould o're-heare 
The ſpeech of vancage, Fare you well my Liege, 

Ile cali upon you cre you goe to Lea, 


King. Thankes decre my Lord, 

Oh my offence is ranke, it {mels ro heaven, 
It haththe primalleldett curte upon't, 
A brothers muciher. Pray can 1 not, 
Though inclination be as ſharpe as will 

My itronger gulit, def.ars my ltrong intent, 

And .tke a man todouble bulineſſe bound, 

| ſtand 1n paule where I ſha'l firlt begin, 

And both negleR ; « har if this curſed hand 

Were thicker then it ſelfe with brothers blood, 

[s there not Raine enough in the { weet heavens 

To wath it white as Snow 2 W hereto {erves mercy, 
But tocontront the viiage ot Oftence ? 

Ani whats in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 

To be ftore-ſalled ere we come to tall, 

Or pardon'd being downe? T hen lie louke up, 

My fault is palt. But oh, what forme of Prayer 
Cantcruc my turne ? Forgive me my toule Murther : 
That cannor be, ſince I am (till poſlelt 

Of choſe effeRs for which I did the Murther 

My Crowne, mine owne Ambition, and my Queene ; 
May one be pardon'd, and retaine th'oftence er 

In the corrupted currants of this world, 
Ofcncesguilded hand may ſhove by luſtice, 

and oft tis ſeenc, the wicked prize it ſelfe 

Buyes cut the Law ; but tis not {ſo above, 

There is 10 ſhuffling, therethe Action lyes 

In his true Nature, and we our ſelves compell'd 
Even to the tecth and forchead of our taulrs, 

To give inevidznce, \V hatthen ? Whet reſts? 

Try what Repentauce can» What can 1t not ? 

Yet hat can it, when one cannot repent ? 

Oh wreched tate? Oh boſome, blackeas death | 
Oh limecd foule, thar ſtrugling to be tree, 

Art more ingag'd ; Helpe Angels, make aflay : 

Bow ftubborne knees, and hcart with trings of Stecle, 
Be loft as finewes <«t the new -borne Babe, 

All may be weil. 


—D_—rRn—_ — on > —— 


Enter Hamlet. 


Ham. Now might I doe it pat, now he is praying, 
!- And now le doo't, and io he goes to heaven, 
| And ſo am Ireveng'd : that would be ſcann'd, 
| A Villaine killes my Father, and tor that 
| 1 his foulc Sonne, doc this ſame Villaine ſend 
| To heaven. Oh this 1s byre and Sallery, not Revenge- 
| Herooke my Father groſlely, full of bread, 
! With ali his Crimes broad blowne, as treſh as May, 
| And how his Audit ftands, who knowes, fave heaven ; 
Burt in our circumſtance and courſe of thought 
| Tis hzavy with him :andam T then reveng'd, 
To take him in the purging of his Soule, 
When he is fit and ſcaſon'd for his paflage ? No. 
Vp Sword, and know theu a more horrid heat 


| 


| When he isdrunke aſlcepe 3 or in his Rage, | 
Exennt Gent, | Or tn thyinceſtuous plcaſure of bis bed, 

' Art gamivg, (wearing, or about ſome ate 

; That hasnorelliſh of Salvation in't, 


And tel you w hat know. Ext. 


hat his Souls may be as damn'd and blacke 

| As hell, whereto it gots. My Morher ftayes, 

| This Phyſicke but prolongs thy ſickly dayes, Exit, 

| King. My words flycup,my thoughts remaine below, | 
Words without thoughts, never to heaven goce Ex, | 


Then trip him, that his heeles may kicke at heaven, | 

| 
| Andt | 
| 
| 


Emer A uerene and Polonins, | 

Polo. Hewill come ttraight : | 

Looke you lay home ro kim, | 
Tell him his prankes have beentoo broad to Lerre with, 

And that yovr grace hath ſoree'r.d, and ſtocd between 


| Much heat, and bim. lle ſilence me &'ne heere : | 
| 
| 
| 


Pray you be round with him. 
Ham. within. Mother, mother, mother. 
Axe. Ie warrant you, ſtare me not. 
Withdraw, I heare him comming- 
Enter Hamlet, 
Ham. Now mother, whats the matter ? | 
2 ue. Hemlet, thou haſt thy Father much offended, 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. | 
Owe. Come, come, you an{wer with an idle rongue. | 
| 


Ham, Goe ,goe, you queſtion with an idle tongue. 
L ne. Why how now Hamlet. 

Him, Whats the matter now ? 

Le, Have you forgot me ? 


Ham, No by the Rood, not ſo : 
Youarec the Queene, your husbands brothers wite, 
But would you were notſu. Yeu are my Mother. 

2 mee. Nay, then le ſet thoſe to you thatcan ſpeake. 
| Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, you thall not 


| boudge : 
| You goe no? till I ſet up a glaſle, | 
W here you may fee the inmeſt part of you? | 
| A we. Whar wilt thou doc? thou wil: not muniher me? | 
| Helpe, helpe, hoa. 
{ Pol. Wharthoa, helpe, helpe, helpe. 
' Ham, How now,a Rat ? dead tor a Ducate, dead, 
' Pel. OhTamſlaine. Killes Polonun, 
© me. Oh ime, what haſt thon dove ? 
| Ham, Nay | knownot, is itthc King? 
| Owee, Oh whataraſh, and bloody deed is this? 
' Ham. Alloody deed, almoſt as bad good Muther, 
| As killa King, and marry with his brother, 
Dee, As killd a King ? 
Ham. 1 Lady, twas my word. 
T hou wretched, raſh, intruding foole farewell, 
I reoke thee for thy Bettcrs, ta\.c thy fortune, | 
Thou findſt ro be too buſic, is tome danger. | 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe, | 
And let me wring your heart, tor fo I ſhall 
If itbe made of penetrable ſtuffe ; 
| If damned Cuftome have not braz'd it fo, 
| Thatit is procfe and bulwarke againſt Senſe. 
2». What have I done, that thou darſt wag thy 
Innoyſe ſo rude againſt me ? (tongue, 
Ham, Such an At 
That blurresthe grace and bluſh of Modeſty, 
Cals Vertue Hypocrue, takes cff the Roſe 


— —_ 
Orr 


From the faire forchead of an innocence love, | 
| And makes a bliſter there. Makes marriage vowes | 
| Asfalſeas Dicers Oathes. Ohſucha ind | 
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Asfrom the body of contraction pluckes 
The very ſoule, and ſweet Religion makes 
A raplody ot words. Heavens face doth glow, 
Yea this folidity and compound maſſe, 
With triſtfull viſage as againſt the doome, 
Isthought-licke at the act. 
nee. Aye me , what aft, that roares fo lowd, and 
thunders1n the Index. : 
Ham. Looke heere upon this Picture, andon this, 
The counterfet preſentinent of two brothers ; 
Sec what a grace tcatcd on his Brow, 
Hyperiens curles, the front of love him{. lfe, 
Ancycitke Mars, tothreatenor CO 
A Station, liks the Herald Mercury 
Now lighted on a heaver-killing hill ; 
A Combination, and a forme indeed, 
Where every goddid fer me tofet his Seale, 
Togive the worid aſlurarice of a man, 
This was your husband. Looke you now what followes. 
Hecre 1s your | usband, like a Mildew'd deare 
Blatting hi s wholtome breath. Have you eyes? 
Could you onthis faire Mountaine leave to teed,} 
Ard batten on this Moore ? Ha? have you eyes? 
You cannot call it Love : For at your age, 
The bey=day in hc Llood 15 rame, its humble, 
And waites upon the ludgement : and w hat judgement 
| Would ftep from this, tothis > Worat divell was t, 
| That thus hath coulcnd you at hovudman-blind? 
; OShame ! where 15thy bluſh ? Rebeilious Hell, 
| If thou canſt mutine in a Matrons bones, 
| Toſlaming youth, let Vertuc beas waxe. 
| And meltin hergwae fire. Proclaime no ſhame, 
| Wherrthe compulliue Ardure gives the charge, 
| Since Froit irſeife, as actively doth vburne, 
| As Keaton panders W1ll. 
D nee, © Hamlet, ſpeake nomore. 
Thou turnſt mi: eyes into wy very ſoulcy 
Andtherc | fee fuch blackeand griincd ipots- 
As will not leave their Tint, 
Ham, Nay, but co live 
Iuthe ranke {4 cat of an enſeamed ved, 
Stewd in Corrupaon; honyingaad making love 
Overthe naſty Stye. 
2 nee. Oh ſpcabe to me, no more, 
Thee words hike Daggers enter in mine cares. 
No more {wect Hair. 
Ham. A Murdercr, and a Villaine : 
A Slave, that is nor twen:icth part the tyrhe 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
A Cutpurſe of the Empire and the Rule. 
That from a (kelfe, the preciuus Diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his Pocket, 
Vur, No more. 


— 


Enter Gho#t. 
| Ham, A King of ſhreds and patches. 
| Save me : and hover o're me with your wings 
ou heavenly Guards. W bat would you gracious figure? 


Lee. Alas bes mad. 
Ham. Doe y 0u not come yourtardy Sonne to chide, 
| Thatlapst in Time and Yaſſion, lets goe by 
| Thiimportant ating of your dread command ? Oh fay. 
Ghoft, Doe not - And : this Vaſitation 
Is bur to « h..t thy alm»{t blunted purpoſe, 
Bur looke Amazcment on thy Mother hts ; 
O ſtep betweene her, ard her hghring Soule, 
Conceit in weakelt bodies, ſtrongeſt workes. 


__—__ 


Speake to her Hamlet, 
Ham. How is it with you Lady? 
Lure. Alas, how is't with you? 
That thus you bend your cyc on vacancy , 
And «ith the corporall ayredoe hold dilcourſe. 
rorth at your cyes, your {pirits w: dely pecpe, 
And as theflceping Souldiours in ch'Alarue, | 
Your bedded haire, like life in excrements, 
Start up, and ſtand an end, Ohgentle $0» oc, 
Vpon the heareand flame of ch; dittt mper 
Sprinkle coole patience. W hereon duc you looke ? 
- Hem. On him, on hum: looke you how pale he gaares, | 
His forme and cauſe conjoyn'd, preaching to itones, 
W ould make them capcable. Doc not lovke upon me, 
Lealt with this pitteQus a-tion you convert 
My ſterne effects : then what I have to doe, 
Will want true colour ; teares perciance tor blood. 
Luee. Towhom doe you tpeake this? 
Ham. Doe you (ſcenothing there? 
© mee. Nothing at all, yetall that 1s I ſe, 
Haw. Nordid you nothing heare ? 
Lure. No, nothing bur our ſelves, 
Hem." hy looke you there: {vwoke how it ſteals away 
My tather in his babice, as be lived, 
Looke where he goes even now outat the Portall. Ex#. 
Lute, This is the very coynage oi your braine, 
This bodilefſe Creation extafic is very cunning 11. 
Ham. Extalic ? 
My vulte as yourc dothtemperately keepe time, 
And makes as hea'thfull Muſicke. It 15nor madneſle 
That I have uttered 3 bringme tothe Teit 
And I the matrer will re-word : whicl; madneſſe 
Would gamboll from. Mother, tor love of Grace, 
Lay nota flattering Vnctiunto your foule, 
| hat not your treſpaſle, but my marncfic tpeakes : 
It wil; but skin and filme the Vicerous places 
W huiſt ranke corruption mming all within, 
Intets unſcene. Contelle your felte tro heaven, 
Repent whats paſt, avoyd whatis to come, 
And doe not ſpredthe Compolt or the Weedes, 
To make them ranke. Forgive me this my Vertue, 
For inthe fatn:fle of theſe purſic times, 
Vertue it ſelte, of Vice mult pardon begge, 
Yea courbe, and wooe, for leave to doe bim'good. 
Dnee, On Hamiat, 
Thou haſt cicft my heart in twaine, 
Ham. O throw away the worſer partof it, 
Andlivethe purer with the other halte, 
Good night, but goe not to mine Vnkles bed, 
Aſſume a Vertue, it you have tt not, refraine to night, 
And that ſhall lend a kind of cafinefle 
To the nextabliinence, Once more goodnight* 
And « hen you are deſirousto be blelt, 
lle ble{fing begge of you. For this ſame Lord, 
| doe repent : but heaven hath pleas'd it 10. 
To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 
That 1 mult be their Scourge and Minter. 
I wiilbe!low him, and «11; anſwer well 
The death | gave him : fo againe, good night. 
| mult be crucil, onetly to DC kiad ; 
Thas bad begins, and wor {e remaines behind. 
2 ue, \W hat (hali I doe? 
Ham. Notthis by no meanes that I bid you doe : 
Let the blunt King tempt you aganneto bed, 
Pinch Wan' on ot your cheeke, call vou 1s Mouſe, 
And kt him for a paire of reechy kifles, 


——n—_ 
— _—_ 
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| Or padliag in your necke with his damn'd fingers, 
| Make you toravell all this matter out, 
| That leflentially am not in madveſlc, 
| But mad 1n cratt. Twere good you let him know, 
For whothats but a Queene, faire, ſober, wile, 
Would trom a Paddocke, from a Bar, a Gibbe, _ 
Such deere concernings hide? W ho would doc 10? 
No, in deſpight of Senſe and Secrecy, 
Vnpegge the Basket on the houtes top : 
Let the Birds flyc,aad like the famous Ape, 
Totry Concluſions, inthe Basket creepe, 
' Andbreake your owne necke downe. : 
| F$xe. Bethou afſur'd, it words be made of breath, 
' Andbreath of life : 1 have no life to breath 
| What thou halt ſaid rome. 
| Ham. | nuſt to England, you know that ? 
Qmuee, Alacke I hzd forgot : Tis toconcluded vn. 
Ham, This man ſhall ict me packing : 
[le luggethe Gurs1nto the N-ighbor 10ome, 
Mother goodnight. Indecde this Conntcllor 
Is now moſt ſtill, moſt ſecret, and melt grave, 
Who was 1n life a fooliſh prating Knave., 
Come tir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night Mother. 


— 


— — 


_— _—— _ 


Exit Hamlet two ging in Poloma. 
Emer K mg, 
Rug. Theres marters in thclc l:ighes. 
Theſe profound heaves | 
You mutlt tranſlate , Tis fit we underſtand them. 
W here 1s your Sonne ? 


K ing. What Gertrude? How des Hamlet 7 


| Which is the Mightier, in his lawleſle fit 

Behind the Arras, hcaring ſomething ſtirre, 
| He whips his Rapicr out, and cryes a Rat, a Rat, 
| Andin his brainth apprehenſion killes 
| The unſcene good oid man. 
| Kme, Ohhcavy deed. 
| It had bine 10 with us had we beene there ; 
| His Liberty is full of threats to all, 
| To you your leltc, tous, to every onc. 
| Alas, how ſhall this bloody deede be anſwered ? 
| It willbe laid rous, whole providence 
Should have kept ſhort, rcſtrain'd, and out of haunt, 
This mad yong man. But ſo much was our love, 
We would not underſtand what was molt fit, 
But like the Owner of a foule diſcaſe, 
To kcepe it from divulging, lets it feede 
Even onthe pith of lite. Whcre is he gone ? 

Dwure. To draw apart the body he hath kild, 

Ore whom his very madneſlc like ſome Oare 
Among a Mincrall of Mettals baſc 
| Shewes it (clfe pure. He weepes for what is done. 
| King, Oh Gertraae, come away : 
| The Sunno ſooner ſhall che Mounta ines touch, 
| Bur we will ſhip hia here, and this viide deed, 
| We muſt with all our Majcſty and Skill 
| Both countenance, and exculc. Enter Roſincres, and 
| Friends both, go joyne you with ſome further ayde z 
| Hamlet in madneſic hath Pol2uncs ſlaine, 
And from his Mothers Cloflet hath he dragg'd him. 
| Goe ſeeke him out, {peake faire, and bring the 
Into the Chappell. | pray you haſte in this. ExifGent, 


| 


| Come Gertrude, we'll call up our wilelt friends, 


nee. Mad as the Seas, and windc,when both contend | 


| 


| 


mm — — 


— 


Tolet them know both what we meane todoe, 
And whats untimely done. Ohcome away, 


—  — ———_ CB __— ——_— —_ _—_——_— 


— 


| My oulc is tullof diſcord and diſmay. Exemnnt, 
| Emer Hamlet. 
| Ham. Safcly ſlowed. 
Gentlemen wathin. Hamlet, Lord Hamlet. 
Ham, \W hat noiſe 2 Who cals on Hamlet ? | 
Oh hcere they come. Enter Roſincros, and Gmildenſtar. | 


Reſin, Tellus where t1s, that we may take 1t thence, 
And beare 1t to the Chappell. 

Ham. Doe not beclecvc it, 

Rojmn, Brlerve what ? 

Ham. Thatl can keepe your counſell, and not mine 
owne. Beſides, to be demanded of a Syundge,what re- 
plication ſhould be made by the Sonne of a King- 

Roſen, Take you mc tor a wundge, my Lord ? 

Ham. | ſir,that ſokts up the Kings Countenance, his 
Rew ids, his Authorirics( but tuch Othcers do the King 
beit {er vice in the end, )He keepes them like an Ape in 
the corner of his jaw, fir{i mouth'd to be lalt ſwallowed, 
w hen he needes what you Fave glean'd, it 15 but fauce- 
zing you, and Spundge you thall be dry againe. 

Roſim. 1 underſtard you not my Lord. 

Ham. lamglad uf it; a knaviſh ſpeech leepes in a 
fooitth care. 

Refir. My Lord, you muſt tcll us where the body is, 
and goe with us to the King. 


— 


| Gmwild. A thing my Lord? 
Hem, Of cothing? bring me to him, hide Fox, and all 
| after. E xemunt, 
| Enter King. 
| King. T have ſent to ſecke lim, and to find the body : 
| How dangerous is it that this man goes looſe ; 
| Yet mult not we put the ſtrorg Law on him : 
| Hes loved of the difiated muitnude, 
| Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes : 
And where tis fo, th Offenders tcourge is weigh'd 
Bnt ncerer the offence : to beare all imooth, and even, 
This lodaine ſending bim away, muſt ſeeme 
Deitbcrate paule, dilcales delperate growne, 
By deſperate appliance are relieved, 
Or nor at all. Emer Rofmcros, 
How new ? what hathbefaine ? 

Roſin. Where the dead body isbeſtow'd my Lord, 
Wecannot get frem him. 

K wg. But where is he ? 

Roſie, Without my Lord, guarded to know your plea- 
{urc. 

Kg. Bring him before us. 

Koſin. Hoa, Gnildenftar ? bring in my Lord. 


Enter Hamlet and Guildenit av. 

King. Now Hamlet, wheres Polontn * 

Ham. Art Supper. 

K ing. At Supper ? Where? : 

Ham. Not where he cats, but where he 1s caten,a Cer- 
taine convocation of wormes arc ene at him. Y our werm 
is your onely Emperour for dict- We fat all creatures 
| elſeto fat us, and we fat our ſclurs for Magots. Your fat 
King and your leane Begger is but variable {ervice, two 
diſhcs,but ro one Table, thats the end. 


King. What doſtthou meane by this ? 
Han. 


——_— — 


_— — 


—_—— 


Ro. W hat bave you done my Lord with the dead body? | 
Ham. Cowpounded it wihduſt, wheretotis kinne, | 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| Ham. The body is withihe King, but the King 1s not | 
Bree. Ah my good Lord, what have 1 ſeene ro night ? | with the body. The King, isa thung« 


} 


lelfe 
(hall | 
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Ham, Nothing but to ſhew you how a King may goe | 
a Progrefſe through the gur of a Beggcr- 
King. Where is Polonime, 
Hams, In heaven,ſend thither to ſee. It your Meflen- 
er finde him net there,ſccke him 1'th other place your 
felfe : bur indeed, if you finde him not this moneth, you 
ſhall noſe him as you goe up the ſaires into the Lobby. 
King. Goe {ceke him there. 
Ham. He will ſtay till ye come. : 
K,Hamlet,this deed of thine, for thine eſpeciail fatety 
Which we doe tender,2s we dearely grieve 
For that which thou haſt done,muſt tend thee hence 
With fiery quickneſſe. Therefore prepare thy leltc, 
The Barke is ready,and the wind at helpe, 
Th' Aſſociates tend,and every thingat vent 
For England. 
Ham, For England 
Kms. I, Hamlet 
Ham, Good, : 
King. So isit,it thou knewſt our purpotcs. 
Ham. 1 ſee a Cherube that fees him : but come , for 
| England. Farewell deare Mother. | 
King. Thy loving Father Hamer. | 
Hamlet, My Mother : Father and Mother is Man and 
Wife : Manand Wife is one fleſh , and fo my Mother. 
Come, for England. | "XP, 
K tne, Follow him at foor, 
Tempt him with ſpeed aboord :; | 
Delay it not, Ile bave hum hence to night. 
Away,for every thing is Seal'd and done 
That clſc lcancs on th' Afﬀaire,pray you make haſte. 
And England,if my love thou hold(t at ought. 
As my great power thercot may give thee (enſc, 
Since yetthy Cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Daniſh Sword, and thy free awe 
Payes homage to us ; thou mailt not coldly ſet 
' Our Soveraigne Procefle, which imports at full 
By letrers conjuring to that efteRt 
| The preſentdeath of Hamer. Doe it England 
For like the Hecticke in my blood he 1 ages, 
| Andthou muſt cure mc : Till I know *tis done, 
How cre my haps, my joyes were ne're begun. 


- —_— 


” E xit * 
| Emer Fortinbrat with an eArmy. 
| For. Goe Captaine,from me tothe Daniſh King, 
Tell him that by his licenſe, Forrenbras 
Claimes the conveyance of 8promis'd March 
| Over bis Kingdome. You know the Rendevour : 
| Ifrhat his Majeſtic would ought with us, 
| We ſhallexpreſle eur durie in his cye. 
| Andlet him know 10. 
| Cap. I willdoo't,my Lord. 
| For. Goeſafcly on. 
| Enter © neene and Horatio, 
| 2. 1 will not ſpeake withher. 
| Hor. She isimportunare, indeed diſtrat, her mood: 
will nceds be pittied. 
2x. What would ſhe have ? 
| Hoy. She (peakes much of her Father;ſayes ſhe heares 
| There's trickes i'th'world,and hems, and bears her heart, 
| Spurnesenvioufly at Strawes,ſpeakes things in doubr, 
That carry but halfe ſenſe: Her ſpeech is nothing, 
| Yetthe unſhapecd uſe of it doth move 
| The hearers to Colletion; they aymeatit, 
And botch the words up fit ro their owne thoughts, 
| Which as her winkes,and nods.,and geſturss yeeld them, | 


Ext. 


| 
) 


_—_—_— 


Indeed would make one thinke there would be thought: 
Though nothing ture, yet much unhappily. 
L# 'Twere good the were ſpaken with, 
For the may ſtrew dangerous conjecures 
In ill breeding mindes. Let her come in 
To my ficke foule { as finnes true nature is) 
Each toy ſeemes Prologucytoſeme great amille, 
So full of Artiefle jealoufic is guilt, 
It ſpals 17 felte in tearing to be fpilt. 
Enter Gthelin diſtracted. 
Opy. Where is the beuncous Majeſty of Denmarke, 
Lu. How now Opbelra ? 
Ophe, How ſhould I y»ur truc love know from another 
By his Cockle Hat and Staſfeand his Sandal Shoone (one? 
Lu Alas fweet Lady : what imports thus Soig ? 
Opbe. Say you ? Nay pray you marke. 
He 1s dead and fone Lady he ts dead and goue, 
At his head a ar «(ſe -51eene Turfe,at hrs heeles a ſtone, 
Emter Kine, 
SOR Nay bit Oprelta, | 
(ph. Pray you marke. 
White hit Shraw'd as the © Mountaine Snow, 
Yu, Alas,looke here my Lord. 
Oph. Larded with ſweet flowers . 
Winch bervept ro the grave did not ove. 
With True-lo ve ſhowers. 
King. How dogye,pretty Lady ? 
Opb. Wc<ll,God dil'd you. They ſay the Owle was 
2 Bakers daughter. Lord , wee know what we are , but 
Know not what we may bt. God be at your Table. 
King. Conceit upon her Father. 
Ophe. Pray you let's have no words of this; but when 
they aske yon what it meanes, lay you this: 
Tomorro® 14S, alentmes day,all in the morne betumc, 
And | a Afaid at your window,to be your Valentine. ( dore, 
Then of he roſe, don'd hs cloathes, + dupt the chamber 
Let mthe Maia les ima Mud, never departed more. 
Kino. Pretty Opbclun. 
Ophe, indeed la? without an oath Ic make an end ont. 
BY ons and by S.Chariu Y. 
eAlacke and fie for fame 
Tong men will doo't, if they come too't 
By Cocke they are tog blare. 
Dnoth ſhe vefore you tumbled me, 
Tou promi'd me towed : 
So would I ha done by youder Sunne, 
And thou hadſft net come tom J bed. 
King. Howlong hath ſhe been thus? 
2phe. I hope all will be well. Wee mult be patient, 
but 1 cannot ehooſe but weepe , to thinke they ſhould 
lay him i'th'cold ground ; My Brother ſhall know ot it, 
and fo I thanke you for your good countell. Come , my 
Coach : Goodnight Lalies : Goodnight tweet Ladies : 
Goodnight,goodmghr. Exit. 
King. Follow her cloſe, 
Give her good watch I pray you : 
Ohthis is the poyſon of deepe griefcae ſprings 
All from her Fathers death. Oh Gerrrade,Cerrrnde 
When ſorrowes come, they come not linglc tpies, 
But in Battaliacs. Firſt,her tather Nlaine, 
Next your ſonne gone,and h: moſt violent author 
Of his owne juſt remove : the people muddicd, 
Thicke and unwholſome in their thoughts and whiſpers, 
For good Polonims death ;and we have done bur greenly, | 
In hugger mugger to interre him. Poere Ophelia 
Divided from her (el fe,and her faire judgement, 
2 a6 Wirhowr 
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Without the which we are P1Aures, or mecre Beats, 
Laſt, and as much containing asall theſc, 

Her brother is 14 {ccret come from France, 

Keepes on his wonder, kcepes himlelte 1n clouds 

And wants not Buzzers to inte his care 

With peſtilent Spceches of h1s fathers death, 

W here in neceſlity of matter Beggard 

Will nothing iticke our perſonsto Arraigne 

In care and care. O my deere Gertrude, this, 

Like to a murdering Peece 119 many places, | 
Gives me ſuperfluous death. A Noiſe within, 


Fnter a le ſſenger. 
Due. Alacke, what ncylec 15 this ? 
King. W here are my Sms: ers ? 
Let them guard the doore. VV hat ts the matter ? 
Meſ. Savexyour {elte, my Lord. 
The Occan ( over-pecring of his Liit) 
Eates nor the Flats with more impetuous haſte 
Then young Laertes, ina Riotous head, 
Ore-beares your Onhicers, the rabble call him Lord, 
And as the world were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cultome not knowne, 
The Ratifiers and props of every word, 
They cry chooſe we ? Laerres ſhall be King. 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes (hall be King, Laertes King. 
© uees How cheerefully on the falſe Traile they cry, 
Ohthis 1s Counter, you falſe Daniſh Doggcs. 
N o#/e within. Enter Laertes, 
King. The dooresare broke. 
Laer. W heie is the Kine, firs? Stand you all without. 
All. No, lets come 1n. © 
Laer. I pray you give me lcave. 
All. We will, we will. 
Laer. I thanke you : Kcepe the doore, 
Oh thou vilde King, give me ty father. 

Due. Calmely good Laertes, 

Lacr. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimes mz Ealtard: 
Crics Cucko!d to wy father, brands the Harlot 
Even here betweene the chaſte unſ{mitched brow 
Of wy truc Mother. 

Kmy. Whar is the cauſc Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion lookes {o Gyant-ltke ? 
[ct him goc Gertrnge : Doe not teare our perſon * 
Theres ſuch Divinity doth bedgea King, 
1 hat Treaſon can butpeepe to what it would, 
ActsIlitleof his wil. Tell mc Zeerres, 
Why thou art thus mcenſt ? Let him goe Gerrrmae, 
Speake man. 

Laer. \V heres my Father ? 

King. Dead, 

De. But not by him, 

Kmg. Lethimdemand his hil. 

Laer. How came he dead e Ie not be Tuggel'd with. 
To hell Allegeance : Vowes, to the blacktſt divell, 
Conſcience and Grace, to the Protoundeſt Pit. 

[ dare Damnation 3 to this point I ſtand, 
That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes ; onely Ile be ;eveng'd 
Moſt throughiy for wy father, 

Kwg. Who ſhall ſtay you? 

Laer. My Will, notal! the world, 
And for my meanes, le husband them fo well, 
They ſhall goc farre with littic. 


L 
; 
i 
| 
| 
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| Tho ghts, 


; Of your deare fathers death,if writ in your revenge 


| Winger and Loofcr. 


Kirg, Good Laerres : 
It you deſire to know the certainty 


T hat Soep-ſtake you willdraw both friend and toc. 


Lacr. None but his Enemics. | 

King, Will you know them then. 

La. To his good Friends thus wide llc hope my 
And like thc kinde life-rendrivg Pelican, ( Armes. 
Repaſt chem with my blood. 

King, Why now? w hat noyſe 1s that ? 

Like a gocd chiid,and atrue Gentk man. 
T hat I am guiltlefle of your Fathers death. 
And am moſt ſenſible in griete for it, 
It ſhall as levell ro your Iudgement picrce 
As day do'sto your cye. 
A noyſe within, Let her come in, | 
Enter Op- elia, | 

Lacey. How now ? what noylie 15 that ? 

Oh heat dry up my braines,tcares te ven times ſalt, 
Burne our the tenic and vertue of mine cyc. 
By heaven thy macnctlc ſhall be pid by waight, 
Till our Scale turncs the beame. Oh Role of May, 
Deare Maide,kinde Siſter, fweet Ophelea : 
Oh heavens,is*t pollible, a yong Maids wits, 
Should be as mortall as an old mans life ? 
Nature 1s fine in Love,and where tis fre, 
I lends ſome vrecions witance of it ielfe 
After the thing it loves. 
Gph, They bore him bay fac'd on the Beere, 
Hey mon noxy noney fey noney : 
And on his orave raines 14ny Ateare, 


Fare you well my Dove, 

L1er, Hadit thou thy wits , and didſt perſwade Re- | 
venge,it could not move thus. | 

Oph, You mult ſing doune a-downe,and you call him | 
a-downe-a. Oh, how the wheeles become 1t? It isthe 
falle Stew. +rd that {ole his Maſters daughter. 

L cer, 1 his nothings more than matter. 

Oph+, There's Roſemary,thar's for Remembrance. 
Pray Lovc remember ; and there 1s Pancics , that's tor 


— — — — 


Laer, A document in madneſſc, thoughts and remem- 


| brance fitted. 


— — @_©_— 


' 


| Or yoa deny me right: goe but apart, 


Ophe.1hcre's Fennell tor you,and Columbines: there's 
Rue tor you.and herc's ſome tor me. Wee may Call it 
Herbe-Gracc a Sundayes : Oh you mull weare your Ruc | 
with a difference, There's a Dahe, 1 would give you ſome 
Violets,butthey wither'd all whe my Father dyed; They 
fay,he made a good end ; 

For Bonny ſweet Robin as all my J's | 

LCacr. Thought,and Affliction,Pailion, Hell it iclte ; 
She turnesto tavour;and to prettinefle. 

Oph, Ard wil he not come avaime, 
Ard wil he not come againe ? 
Nog he us dead,goe tothy Death-bed, 
He never will come againe, 
Hi Beard as white as Snow, 
All Flaxen was bu Pole : 
He us gone he 1s gone and we caft away more, 
Gramercy on his Soule, | 
And of all Chriſtian Soules, | pray God. 
God buy ye. 
Lacr.Doc you ſee this,you gods ? 7 
King. Laertes,1 muſt commune with your gricte, 


F xit Ophelia, 


Make 
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Make choyce of whom your wiſeſ friends you will, ={\ You mainely were ſtirr'd up ? 
And they thall heare and judge rwixt you and me ; K mg. O for two ſpeciall Reaſons, 
If by dire or by Collaterall band Which may to you (perhaps) ſeeme much unſinnowed, 
They find ustouch'd, we will our Kingdome give, And yet to methey are ſtrong. The Queene his Mother, 
Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call Ours Lives almoſt by his lookes : and for my felfe. 
To you in ſatisfation. Burt if nor, My Vertue or my Plazue, be it either which, 
Be you contentto lend your patience to us, Shes ſo conjunctive tomy life and foule ; 
And we ſhall joyntly labour with your {oulec Thar as the Starre moves not bur in his Sphere, 
Togive itdue content. I could not but by her. The other Motive, 

Laer, Letthis be fo: Why toa publike count I mighe nor gue, 
His meanes of death his obſcure buriall : [s the great love the generall gender beare him, 
No Trophee, S\yord, nor Hatchment ore his bones, \V ho dipping ll his taults in their fetton, 
No Noble rite, nor formall oftentation, Would like the Spcing that turnerh Wood to Stone, 
Cry tobe heard, astwere from heaven to carth, Convert his Gyves to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
That I muſt call in queſtion. Toothightly timbred for to louda Wind, 

King. So you ſhall ; Would have reverted ro my Bow againe, 
And where th'offence is, let rhe great Axe fall. Andnot where I had aym'd them. 
pray you goe with me. Exennt, Laer, And lo have 1 a Noble father loit, 

: A Sitter driven intodeſperare tearmes, 
Sauter Horatio, with an Attendant. Who was(if praiſes may goe backe againe ) 
| Stood Challenger on mount of al[the Age 


For her perte&ions. Bur my revenge will come, 


Hera. What zre they that would ſpeake with me ? 


Ser. Saylors fir, they ſa4 they have Letters tor you» K ing, Breake not your fleepes for that; | 
Hora, Let them comein, You muſt not thinke 
I doe not know from what part of the world That we are made of (tuffe, ſo flat, and dull, 
I ſhould be greeted, if not from Lor4 Hamlet, That we canlet our Beard be ſhooke with danger, 
Enter Saylor, And thinke it paſttime. You ſhortly ſhall heare more, 
$47. God blefle your Sir. Ilov'd your father, and we loye your fclfe, 
Hora. Let him bleſſe thee roo. And that I hope will teach yon to imagine»— 
Say. He ſhall Sir, and't plcaſe him. Theres a Lette Enter a (Meſſenger. 
for you Sir : It comes trom th' Ambaſſadonrs that was | How now ? W hat Newes ? 
bound for England, if your name bz Horet/o: as 1am let Ae. Letters my Lord from Hamler, This to your 
to know it 15. Majeſty : this to the Queene. 
King. From Hamler? \W hobrovghtthem ? 
| Reads the Letter, Meſ.: Saylors my Lord they fay, I taw them nor : 
| H Oratio, When thou ſalt hawe overlook' d this, $VEe They \erc given me dy Cl. 1nedto, he reccty'd them, 
theſe fellowes ſome meanes to the King: They | King, Laertes you ſtall them : 
Letters for him, Ere we were two dayes old at Sea, a Py- Leave us. Exit Heſſenger. 
\ rate of very Warlicke appointment gave us ( hace. Fig- HiTh and Mighty, you ſhall know 1 am (et naked on your 


ding our ſelves too flow of Saile we put on 4 compelled Vas . Kinodome. To mor ww (hall l bes leave to ſee your King- 
| lowr. Inthe Grapple, I boorded them : On the :nſtant they ty Eyes When I ſhall ( firſt aching your Pardon thereunts ) 
L-3 got cleave of our Ship, ſo I alone became their Priſoner, | recount th'Occaſion:s of ney ſodaine, ard more ſtrange re- 
They have dealt with me, lthe Theeves of Mercy, bur | twrne. Haml:ct. 

they knew what they did, 1 am to dee a good turne for | What ſhonld this mezne? Are alithereſt come backe ? 


d s SH a . 
| them, Let the King have the Letters I have ſent, ana re- | Or 1s 1t lome abuſc >? Or nofuch rhing ? 


parre thou to me with as much haſt xs thou wouldeſt fiye Lacr, Know you the hand ? 


> —————— 


| aeath 1] have words to ſpeaks m your care, will make thee King, Tis Hamlers Charafter, naked, and in a Poſt- 
| Awmbe, yet are they much t99 light for the bore of the | {cript here he fayesalone : Can you advife me ? | 
| Matter, Theſe good fellowes will bring thee where ] am. Laer. Vmloſt in nt my Lo: d , buticr him come, 
Rofincros and Guildenſtar, hold their conr(c for England. It warmes the very ficknellc in my h-art, 
| Of thems I have much to tell thee, Farewel. That 1 ſhall live and rell him to his tecth : 
| He that thou knoweſſt thine, Thus diddeſt thou. 
Hamlet. Kiwg, Wirbe fo Larrres, as how ſhould it be ſo? 
Come, ? wil give you way for theic your Letters, How herwiſe?will you berul'd by me ? 
And do't the tpecdicr, that you may direct me Laer, It fo you'll not 0 rerule me to peace. : 
To him from whom you brought them. Exit, Kin, Tothine owne peace: if he be now return'd, | 
Emer K ws and Laertcs, As checking at his Voyage, and that he meanes 
King. Now mult your confcicace my acquitrance ical, | No more to undertake it; 1 will worke him | 
And you mult put me in your hart for friend, Toan exployt now ripe 19 my Device, 
| Sith you have Dd and with a know ing carc, Vnder the which he {hall not chooſe but fall ; 
That he which hath your Noble father ine, And for his death no wind of blame (hall breath, 
| Purſued my lite. But even his Mother ſhall uncharge the practice, 
| Laer. It wellappeares. But tell me, And call it accident : Some two Monthes hence 
| Why you proceeded not againſt aheſ+ feates, Here was a Gentleman of Nor mandy . 
| Socrimefull, and ſo Cavita!l in Nature, I'veſecne my ſelfeand feru'd againſt the French, 
| As by your Safety, Wiſcdome, all things clſe, | And they ran well on Horledacke ; but this Gallant 
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Had witchcraft in't ; he grew 1ato his Scat, 
Andto ſuch wondrous doing brought his Horſe, 
As had he been encorps't and demy-Natur'd 
With the brave Bcaſt,ſo farre he paſt my thought, 
That I 1n forgery of ſhapes and trickes, 
Come ſhort of what he did. 
Laer. A Norman wast? 
King. A Norman. 
Lear. V pon my life Lawonnd. 
King, The very lame. 
Lacr. 1 know him well, ke is the Brogch indeed, 
And Iemme ot all our Nation. 
Kino. He made confeſſion of you, 
And gave youluch a Maſterly report, 
For Art and exerciſc in your detence ; 
And for your Rapicr moſt eſpecially, 
That he cryed out, would bea fight indeed, 
It one could match you Sir. This report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothing doe but wiſh and begge, 
Your ſodaine comming over to play with him; 
Now out of this. 
Laer. Why out of this,my Lord ? 
King. Laertes,vwas your Father deare to you ? 
Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 
A face without a heart ? 

Laer, Why aske you this ? | 

Kin, Not that 1 thinke you did not love your Father, 
But that I know Love is begun by Time: | 
And thar I ſec 1n paſlages of proote, 

Timequalifies the ſparke and fre of it : 

Hamles come backe , what would you undertake, 
To ſhew your (elfe your Fathers ſonne indeed, 
More than in werds? 

Laer, Tocut histhroat i'th'Church. 

Kin. No placc indeed ſhould murder SanQuarize; 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds : but geod Laerres, 
VVll you doe this,keepe cloſe within your Chamber ? 
Hamlet recurn'd, ſhall know you are come home : 
Wee'l put on thoſe ſhall praiſe your excellence, 

Aged ſera double varniſh on the fame 

The Frenchman gave you,bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads, he being remiſle, 

Moſt gencrous, and free from all contriving, 

Will not peruſe the Foiles ? So thar with caſe, 


4 Or witha little ſhuffling, you may chooſe 


ASword unbaitcd,and ina paſſe of practice, 
Requit him for your Father. 

Laex. 1 will doo't, 
And for that purpoſe Ile annoiot my Sword : 
I bought an VnAtion of a Mountebanke 
So mortall,I but dipt a knife in it, 
\V here it drawes blood,no Cataplaſme (o rare, 
Colieted from all Simples that have Vertue 
Vnder the Moone,can ſavethe thing from death, 
Thar is but ſcratcht withall : Netonch my point, 
With thiscentagion,that it I gall him lightly, 
It may be death. 

Kin. Let's further thinke of this, 
Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fit us to our ſhape, if this ſhould faile ; 
And that our driftlooke throughour bad performance, 
Twere better not aflaid ; therctore this Projet 
Should have a backe or ſecond,that might hold, 
If this hould blaft in proote:Soft,let me ſee 
Wee'l makea ſolemne wager on your commingys, 


| 
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[ ha't : when in your metion you are hotand dry, 

As make your bowts more violent tothe end, 
Andthat he calsfor drinke ; 11c have prepar'd him 

A Challice for the nonce ; whereon but ſipping, 

If he by chance eſcape your venom'd ſtuck, 

Our purpoſe may hold there ; how now ſweet Queene, 


Emer © meene, 

Lneen, One wor doth tread upon anothers heele, 
So falt they'i follow : your Siſter's drown'd Lavrres, 

Laer. Drown'd 1 O where? | 

Zncen, There is a Willow growes aſlant a Brooke, 

That ſhewes his hore leaves in the glallic ſtreawe : 
There with fantaſticke Garlands did ſhe come, 
Of Crow-flowers, Nettles, Dayfſics,and long Purples, 
1 hat liberall Shephcards give a grofſer name; | 
Bur our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them; 
There on the pendant boughes,her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang;an cnvious liver broke, 
When downe the weedy Trophies,aud her ſelte, 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes ſpred wide, 
And Mermaid-like,a while they bore her up, 
Which time ſhe chaunted ſnatches of old tunes, 
As one incapable of her owne diltrelle, 
Orlike a creature Native,and deduced 
Vnto that clement : but long it could net be, 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drioke, 
Pull'd the poore wretch from her mclodious by, 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas then,is ſhe drown'd ? 

Leen, Drown'dgdrown'd, 

Laer, Too much of water halt thou poore Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my teares : bur yer 
It1sour tricke, Nature her cuſtome holds, 
Let ſhame ſay whar it will ; whentheſe arc gone 
The woman will be out : Aduc my Lord, 
[ havea ſpeech of fire,that faiue would blaze, 


But rhat this folly drownes it. Exit, 
King. Let's tollow,Gertrmade : 
| How much I had to doe to calme his rage ? 
Now fzare I this will give it ſtart againe ; 
Therefore let's follow. Exit, 


Enter two Clownes, 

Clown, Is ſheeto be buried in Chriſtian buriall, that 
wilfully ſeekes her owne ſalvation? 

Other, I tell thee fhe is,and therefore make her Grave 
ſtraight,the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chri- 
{tian buriall, 

Clos, How canthat be,unleſſe ſhe drowned her (clic in 
her owne dctence ? 


| 


$ 
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| 


|; 
| 
| 


: 
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Other, Why 'tis fond ſo. | 


Cle. It muſt be Se effewdends, it cannot beelſe : for 
here lies the point:If 1 drowne my (elfe wittingly, it ar- 
guesan AR : and an AR hath three branches. It 1s an Act 


to doe,and to performe;argall ſhe drown'd her (clfe wit- 


ingly. 

Other. Nay but here you GoodmanDelver, 

{lewn. Giveme leave; heretics the water , good : 
here ſtands the man , geod : it the man goe to this wi- 


ter and drowne himſelfe ; it is will he, nill he, hee goes; | 


marke youthat ? But if the water come to him & drowne 


him ; he drownes not himſelfe. Argall , he that is not | 


guilty of his owne death, ſhortens not his owne lite. 
Other, But is this Law? 
(!o. 1 marry is't,Crowners Queſt Law, 
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Other. Will you ha the trath on't: if this had not 
been aGentlewoman , (hee [hould have beene buried out 
of Chriſtian Buriall. 

Clo, Why there thou ſay'ſt. Andthe more pitty that 
great folke (hould have countenance in this world to 
drowne or hang themſelves, morethan their even Chri- 
{1an.Come,my Spade ; there 15 no ancient Gentlemen, 
Lat Gardiners, Ditchers and Grave-makers ; they hold 
up Adams profeilion. 

Other, Was he a Gentleman ? 

lv. He was the firſtthat ever bore Armes. 

Other, Why he had none, 

{s. What,arta Heathen? how doſt thou underſtand 
the Scripture ? the Scripture layes eAdan digg'd - could 
hedigge without Armes?lle put another queſtion to thee? 
if thou an{wereſt mr not to the purpote , confelle thy 
(olfm—— 

Other, Goe to. 
| Clo. What is hethat builds ſtronger than either the 
| Maſon,the Shipwright or the Carpenter ? 

Other. The Gallowes maker, for that Frame out-lives 
athouſand Tenants, 

{'s. I like thy wit well in good faith , the Gallowes 
does well ; but how doesit well ? it does well to thoſe 
that doe ill ; now thou doſt ill to ſay the Gallowes 15 
| buileftronger thanthe Church : Argalt , the Galiowes 
may doe well rothee. Too't againe, Come. _ | 

Other. Who builds (tronger than a Maſon , a Ship- 
wriz ht,or a Carpenter ? 

C/o, I,tell me that,and unyoke. 

Other, Marry ,now I cantcll, 

Cln, Toots 

0 ther, Maſle,1 cannot tell. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farve off . 
Co. Cudgellthy braincs no more «bout ut ; for your 
| duil Afle will no: mend this pace with beating;and when 
| you are askt this queſtion nc xt, fay a Grave-maker : the 
| Houſes that he makes,laits till Doomes-day: go.vet thee 
| to Tawohban, fetch me aſtoape of Liquor. 
$S1m05, 
In youth when ] did love aid love, 
”c thought it was very/weet, 
Tocontratt O the for a my beho: Fa 
() me thought there was nothing meet, 
Ham. Ha's this fellow no tecling of his buſineſle, that 
| he ings at Grave-making ? 
| Hor, Cuſtome hath made it in him a property ot catt- 
| neſle. 
| Ham, Tisce'n o ; the hand of littls imployment hath 
| the daintier ſenſe. 


| ——— 


{ Inwne mg fs 
But »Age with hu ſtealing fteps 
| hath ausht me in hu clutch : 
And hath ſhrpped me tntsll the Lana, 
ar if I had never been ſuch. 

| Ham, That Scull had a rongue in it , and could ſling 
| once : how the Knave jowles it to th* ground , as if it 
| were Carnes law-bone, that did the firſt murther$ Tt 
| might be the Pate of a Polititian which this Aſle ore-Of- 
| ces : one that could circumvent God,might it nor ? 

Hor, It might,my Lord. 

Ham. Or of aCourtier, which could ſay, Good Mor- 
' row {weet Lord: how dofſt thou, good Lord ? rhis 
| Might be my Lord ſucha one,that prais'd my Lord ſuch 
| 20nes horſe, when he meant to begge it ; might it not ? 


| 
| 
| 
| 
: 


| 


Hor. I,my Lord. 

Ham. Why cc'n fo: and now my Lady Wormes, 
Chapicſle,and knockt about the Mazzard with a Sextons 
Spade ; heere's fine Revolution , if we had the tricke to 
(cet. Did theſe bones coſt no more the breeding , bur 
to play at Loggers with 'tm ? mine v)cto thinke on'e, 


Clowne fine f, 
eA Pueke-axe and i 3 ade, Spade 
f r 4nd 4 ſrowding-heet : 
0 + Pit of Clay for t2 be made, 
for [much 2 Gueſt Is meet. 

Har. 
Scull of a Lawyer? where be his Quiddits now ? his 
Qullets? his Cafcs? his Tenures,aud his Trickes 2 why 
doe's he ſuffer this rude knave now to knocks him abour 
theSconce with a dirty Shovcll,and will not tell him of 
his Action of Battery 2 hum. This {low might be 11's 
time 4 great buyer of Land, with lus Statutes, his Recog- 
m1zances, his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Recoveries ; 
[s this the tine of his Fines. a: d the recovery of his Re- 
coveries,to have his tine Pate tall of tine Dirt? will his 
Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchaſes , and dou- 
ble ones r00,then the lengeh and breadth of a pairc of In- 
dencures? the very Conveyances of his Lands will bard. 
ly lye ia this Boxe; and mutt the Inheritor himſelfe have 
no more ? ha ? 

Hor. Not ajot more my Lord. 

Him, 1s not Parchment made of Shcep-skinnes ? 

Hor. 1 my Lord and of Calve-5kinnes toos 

Ham, They arc Shcere and Calves that ſceke out afſu- 
rance inthat. I will ſpcake to this fellow: whole Grave's 
this Str ? 

C/o. Mine Ctr : 

0 apt of Clay for tobe made. 
for ſuch a Gu þþ is meer. 

Ham, 1 thinke it be thine indeed : for thou lieſt in't. 

Cle, Youlic out on't Sir,and therctore ir 15 not yours: 
tor my part I doc rot lic in't,and ycrit is mine, 

Ham, Thou doſt lyc in't, to be in'e, and fay tis thine x 
tis tor the dead, not for the quicke, theretore thou 
iyelt. 

Clo, Tis a quicke lye Sir, twill avyay ag2ine from mee 
to YOU. / 

Ham, What man dolt thou di2ve it for © 

C/o, Forno man Sir. 

Ham. \V hat woman then ? 

C/o. For none neither. 

Ham, Whois to be buricd in't? 

Clo. One that was a woman Sir; but reſt her ſoule 
(hee's dcad. | 

Ham, How abſolutethe Knave 15? wee mult fpeake 
by theCarde, or <quivocation will follow us: by the 
Lord Horatio,theiethree yearcs I have taken note of it, 
the Age ts growne ſo picked, and the toe of the Pefanr 
cones foneare the heele of our Courtier , hee gails his 
Kine. How long haſt tho been a Grave-maker ? 

Ct». Of all the dayes 'th'yeare, I came to9't that day 
that our lalt King Hamler orecame Fort:nbras, 

Ham, How long 1s that (11ce ? 


Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every foole can tell that ; | 


[t was the very day that yourg Hamler was borne, hee 
that was mad and (cnt into England. 
Ham, 1 marry,why was he fent into England ? 
Clo, Why,becauſc he was mad ; he ſhall recover his 
wits there z or it he doc not, its no great matterthere. 
rr ,t Flam » 
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Ham, Why? 

Clewn, Twill not beſeenc in him, there the men are 
as mad as he. 

Ham, How came he mad ? 

{'5, Very ſtrangely they ſay. 

Ham. How (trangcly ? 

Clo, Faithe'cne with looking ls wits, 

Him. Vpon what ground ? 

Clo. \Why here in Denmarke : I have been Sexeſtonc 

here, Man and Boy thuty yecrcs. 

Ham. How long will a man lie 'ith'carth ere he rot ? 

{o.ltaich,if he be not rotten betore he dye( as we have 
many pocky Coarles now adayes , that will i carce hold 
the laying in)be will laſt you ſome cight yeere, or nine 

care. A Tanncr will lalt you nine ycarcs. 

Ham, Why he,more than another ? 

{ 1». Why fic,his hide isfotzn d with his Trade, that 
he will kecpe out watcr a great while, And your water 
is a ſore Dccayer of your whorlon dead body , heres a 
Scullnow: this Scull has laine 1 the carth three and 
twenty yecres. 

Ham. \N hole wasit? 

Clo, A whoicion mad Feliouwes it was ; 

Whoſe doc vou thiake it was e 

Ham. Nay 1 know nor, 

Cle, Apcltiience on him tor a mad Rogue, a powr'd 
a Flagon of Remiſh on my Read once, This fame Scull 
Sir, this ſame Scall fir, was 7or:c%r Scull the Kings leſter, 

Ham, This? 

Clo, E'enc that. 

Ham, Let me (cc. Alas poore Toricke, I knew him 
Horatio,a fellow of infinit Iclt;ot molt excellin: tancy, he 
hath borne me on his backea thuutznd tuncs : And how 
abhorred my imagination is, my gorge nies at its» Here 
hung thoſe lippes , that 1 have kilt I know not how otr, 
W here be your libes row? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs? Your flaſhes ot Mcerriment that were wont to 
ſet the Table on a Rore? No one now to mocke your own 
leering ? Quite chopfalne ? Now get you to my Ladies 
Chamber,and tell her,ict ber paint an 19ch thicke,to this 
favour ſhe muſt come. Mzke her laugh at that : pry- 
thee Horatro tell me one thing , 

Her. What's that my Lord? 

Ham. Doſt thouthintke «Alexarder lookr 0'this fa- 
thion1'th'carth ? 

Hor, E'cnco. 

Ham, And imcit fo 5 Pull, 

Hor, Ecnc io my Lord. 

Ham. To what halc ulcs we may returne H:rarro, 
Why may not imagination trace the Noble duſt of A/cx- 

axder,till be find it {topping a dun4hole. 

Hor, Twcre to conſider: ro0 curtoully to cenfider (0. 

Ham, No faith,not a jot. Butto follow him thither 
with modeſty enough, and !ikclihood te lead it; as thus, 


sAl:xander dyed: Alexandey wes buried ; Alexander res | 


rurneth into dult ; the duit 1s carth; of carth we make 
Lome,and why of that Lome { whereto he was conver. 
ted) might they not ſtop a Bcc: e-barrell ? 
Imperiall Ca/ar,dcad and turn'dtoclay, 
Might top a holc io keepe the wind away. 
Oh,rhat that carth,u hich kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a Wall,cxpell the Winters Paw. 
But ſoftqburſoft.afide ; heere comes the King, 

Emer King, Qneenc,Laertes and a ( offn, 

with Lords attendant. 


The Queene,the Courticrs. Yho 1s that they follow, 
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And with ſuch maimed rights? This doth betoken, 
The Coarte they tollow,did with dctperate hand, 
| Furcdoe it owne life; twas ſome Eſtate. 
| Couch weawhile,and marke. 
| Latr. What Ceremony elle ? 
Ham, That is Laertes,a very Noble youth : Marke 
Lacr, What Ceremony elle ? 
Preeft. Her Obicquies have beeneas farre calarg'd, 
As we have warrantic,her death was deubttull, 
And but that great command, o'retway esthe order 
She ſhould ini ground unſanGiied have lodg'd, 
| Tillthelait Trumpet. For charitable prayer, 
' Shardes, | lints,and Pecbles, ſhould be throwne on ker : 
| Yet here ſhe 1s al/owed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden ttrewments,aiid the bringing home 
| Ct Bell and Burial, 
Latr. Mult there no more be done ? 
Prieſt, No more be dore : 
Wc ihould prophanethe tcrvice of the dead, 
To ling {age Requzews,and (uch ielt to her 
| As to peacc-par tec! Souls, 
| CLaer, Lay her i'th'carth, 
| And from her faire and unpo!luted fleſh, 
| May Vickts ſpring. i tcl thee (Chu lh Prieft) 
A Miniitiing Angell ſhall my Silter be, 
W nen thuu !1.{t bow li: oc 
Ham, WW kat,chc faire Ophelia ? 
Lncen, Yaccts,tothe tact tarewell, 
I hop'd thou ſhoutd'tt have becr ay Hamlets wife : 
| thuught thy Lride-bcd ro have decki(tweer Maid) 
Andnutr'tave ftrew'd thy Grave, 
Laer. Ohr:11r:ble wooer, 
Fall ten times tre bble on that curſed head 
W hoſe wicked deed,thy m« It ingenious ſenſe 
Depriv'd thee ot. Hold oft thecartha while, 
Till L have caught her once more 11 mine armes : 
Leaps mthe grave. 
Now pile your duſt upon the quicke and dead, 
Till otthus fiat a mountaine vou have made, 
| Too'rctop old Pelion,or the 5kyiſh head 
| Of blew C [ympus, 
Ham. \V hat is he, whoſe grictes 
{ Bearcsfuchan Emphaſis ? whole phraſe of forrow 
| Conjurcs the wandring Starres,and makes them ftand 
' Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is I, 
' Hamlet the Dane. 
Laer. I hc Divell takethy (oulc, 
Him, Thou prat'it not well, 
I pr; thee rake thy tngers from my throat ; 
Sir though I am not {plecnative and raſh, 
Yet have I fomcthivg in mc dangerous, 
Which tet thy witcneſle teare. Away thy hand 
King. Plucke them aſundcr. 
Dneem Hamlet Hamlet, 
Gen. Good my Lord be quict, 
Ham, Why I wi'l fight wich him ypon this Theame. 
V ntill my eyc-lids willno longer wag. 
Lueen,Oh my Sonne,what Theawe ? 
Ham, 1 lov'd Ophelia ; torty thouſand brothers 
; Could not(with all their quantity of love) 
; Makeup my ſumme. What wilt thou doe for her? 
| KA ime, Oh hc is mad Laerres, 
| 2x. Forloveot Gcod torbeare him, 
| Ham. Come (hew me whatthou'lt doe. | | 
| Woo't weepe ? woo' fight ? weo'tteare thy (elte ? | 
| Woo't drinke up E//c,cate a Crocodile ? 
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Ile doo't. Doſt thou come here to whine ; 
Tooutface me wich leaping in her Graue ? 
Be buried quicke with her, and ſo will 1. 
And if thou prate of Mountataes ; let them throw 
Millions of Akers on vs ; till our ground 
Sindging his pate againſt the burning Zone, 
Make Ofſ« like a Wart. Nay,andthou'it mouthe, 
lic rant as well as thou. 

King. Thisis mecre madaeſle : 
And thus a while the fit will worke on him : 
Anon as patient as the female Dove, 
W hen that her golden Cupletare diiclos'd ; 
His filence will (it drooping, 

Ham. Hcare you fir : 
W hat is the reaſon that you uſe me thus ? 
[ lov'd you ever ; bur it 15 no marter : 


Let Herenles himfelte doc what he may, 

The Cat will ax-w,and Dog will have his day. 
King. 1 pray you good Horat:o wait upon him, 

Serengchen you patience 11 our laſt nights ſpeech, 

Wee'l pur the marter tothe pretent puſh; 

Good Gertrrwde tet ſome watch over yeur fonne, 

This Grave ſhall have a living Monument : 

An houre of quict ſhortly thall we ce; 

1ill then in paticnce our procecding be. 


nw <> — 


Exenni. 
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Enter Hamlet and Horatio, 

Ham. So much for this firznow ict me {ce the other, 

You doe remember all the circuaſance. 
Hor, Remember it my Lord. 

Ham. Sir in av heart there wasa kind of fighting, 
That would nor iet me flecpe; me thought I lay 
\Worſc than the mutines1n the Bilboes,raſhly, 
(And praiſe be raſhaefle tor let vs know, 
Our i11d:icrction tometimes {cr ves us well, 


_—_—_— —— 


| The:e's a Divinity that thapes our ends, 
Rouch-hew them how we will. 
Hor. T hat is moit cerraine. 
Haim. Vp from my Cabin 
| My Sea-gouwne icartt azout me in the darke, 
Grop'd I co ftiad out them; had my dctire, 
Finger'd their Packert,and 1n hne, withirerw 
| To mine owne roume againegmaking to bold, 
| (My teares fargerting manners)to uſcalc 
Their grand Commillion, where 1 tound Horatro, 
Oh royal knavcry : An exact command, 
Larded with many tevcral!l torts of reaſon ; 
| Importing Denmarks health,and Englands too, 
With hoo,ſuch Bugges and Goblins in my lite, 
| That onthe ſupervize no leafure bated, 
Nonot to ſtay the gringding of the Axe, 
My head ſhou!d be ttrucke off. 
| Hor. Iſt pollible ? 
| Ham. Here's the Commiltion,reade it at more leifure: 
But wilt thou heare how I did proceed ? 
\ Hor, I befecch you. 
| Ham. Bcing thus benetted round with V illaincs 
' Ere I cauld make a Prologue to my braines, 
| They bad begun the Play. 1 fate me downe, 
| Devis'd a new Comantlion,wrote 1t faire, 
| I once did hold it as our Starilts doe, 
| Abaſcneſſe to write faire ; and laboured much 
| How to forget thar learning : but fir now, 
| It cid me yeomans ſervice ; wilt thou know 
| TheeffeRs of what I wrote ? 


— — —_— 


Exit, | | 
| Wasour Sea-tight,and what to this was ſement, | 
| 
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| Thou know'tt alrcady. 
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To lktthis Canker of our nature come | 
| When our deare plots do paulc,and that ſhould teach us, 


Ee er ee 


Flor. 1,good my Lord, 
Ham. Ancarncit Conjuration from the Kino, 
As England was his faithtull Tributai v, 
As love derweene them,as the Paline ſhould Reurifh, 
As Peace ſhouid (till her wheaten Garlatid weate, 
And l[tand a Comma tweene ther anities, 
And many tucl; like Afis of great charge, 
That on the view ad know of thele Contents, 
W r:bour debatement further,more or lic, 
He ſhould the bearcrs put to fodaine death, | 
Not thriving time allowed. 
Hor. How was this tcal'd 2 | 
Ham. \W hy.cvenin that was heaven ordinate ; 
| had my fathers Siguer in my Parte, 
W hich was the Model! ot that Daniſh Scale ; | 
Folded the Writ up tn forwe of the other, | 
Suvſcrib'd it gau'th'Immeition,plac'd it (afcly, 
The changling never knowne : Now,the next day 


— — — ——— 


Hor. So G=:lden(t we and Rofincros noe tnoft | 

Him, \Vby manthey did make love tothis imployment | 
They are net necre oy corulcicnce ; their devate / 
Dc th I ther Ownc Infinuation OroVv: | 
Tis dangerons when Later nature comes ' 
Berweene the paſſe,and fell incenfed points | 
Ot miglity oppotites. 

Her. Why, «har 2 King is this? 

Ham. Does it not thmk'tt thee, Rand ime now vpon 

He thac hath kil'&my King,and whor'd 2 Marker, 
Popt in betweene th'clection and my hope 
Throwne out his Angic tor my proper lite, 
And with ſachcgzcnage ;is'tnot pertet conſcience, 
To yuit him with his arme ? And is't ncrto be damn'd 


# 


In further evil. | 
: Hor. It muitbc ſhortly knowne to him from Englund 
VW hat is the 1flue of the buſtneile there, 
Ham. It wulbe thort, 
The witerims mine,and a mans life's no more 
Than to ſay one : out Lam very torry good Horatio, 
That to Laertes 1 forgor my teife; 
For by the i:nage of my caute | tee 
The portraicure of his; He count his favours : 
But fore the bravery of his grivte 1d pur mc 
laco a Towring psiiton. 

2 Hor, Peace, who comes here ? 

Emer {ſricoe. { warke, 
Or. Your Lordſhip 15 right welcome backe to Den- 

Hams.1 humbly thanke you fir, tolt know this watert!y? 

Hor. No my g304 Lord, 

Ham. 7 hy (tatc1is the more gracions; for tis a Viceto 
know him ; hee hath much Lind, and tertile ; ler a Beaſt 
be Lord of Beaſts, and his Crib fhall ſtand ac the Kings 
Mele x tisa Chouygh , but as 1 tay,fpacions inthe poſlet- 
(lion of dirt 

Oſr. Swet Lord, if your friendſhip were atleafure. 1 
ſhould iapart a thing to you trom his Majcity. 

Ham, 1 will reccive it withall diligence of ſpirit ; put | 
your Bonner to his right uſe,tis for the head. 

Oſr, I rhanke your Lordſhip,tis very hor. | 

Ham. No,beleeve mee,tis very cold, the wind is Nor- | 
therly. 

Oſr.Tt 15 indifferent cold my Lord indeed, ; 

Ham, Mce thinkes it 13 very foultry, and hot for my | 
Complexion. 
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Gr: Exceedingly,my Lord,itis very ſoultry,as 'twere 
I cannot tell how : but my Lord,his Majeſty bad me f1g- 
nific ro you,that he has laid a great wager cn your heas : 
vir,this 1s the matter. 

Ham, | belecch you remember. 

O/r. Nay, in good faith, for mine caſe in good faith : 
Sir,you arc not ignorant of what excellence Zertes 15 At 
his weapon, 

Ham, What's his weapon ? 

Or/. Rapier and Dagger. 

Ham, That's two of his weapons ; but wel!. 

Orſ. The King fir has wag'd with him fixe Barbary 


horſes, againſt the which he 1mpor''d, asItakeit, fixe | 


French Rapicrs and Poniards,with their aſſignes,as Gir- 
dle, Hangers,or ſo : three of the carriages infaithaze very 
deare to tancy,very reſponſive tothe hilts, moſt delicate 
car1iage*,and of very liberall concelt. 

Ham, \\ hat call you the Carriages? 

Or/. The Carriages Sir,are the Hangers. 

Ham. The pbraſe would be more Germane to the 
matter : If we could carry Cannon by our fides ; I would 
it might be Hangerstill then ; but on,fixe Barbary Hor- 
ſes,againſt fixe French Swords :their Alſignes and three 
liberall conc-iccd carriages, that's the | rench,but again(t 
the Daniſh ; Iv is thts impon'd as you call 1t ? 

Orſ. The King Sir,hath laid that 11 a dozen paſles be- 
eweene youand h1m,lic ſhall nor excced you three hits ; 
He hath one twelve t-r mine, and that would come to 
immediate triall , 1t your Lordſhip would vouchſate the 
Anſwer. 

Ham. How it | anlwer no ? 

Orſ. 1 means my Lord the oppolitiort of your perſon 
11 triall, 

Ham, Sir, 1 will walke here in the Hall; it it plcaſe 

his Majcſtie, 'ris the breathing time of day with me ; let 


the Foyles be brought , the Gentleman willing, and the | 


King ho!d hispurpoſc; I will winne for him it I can : it 
not, le gaine nothing but my ſhame,and the odde hits. 
Or, Shall I redchver youce nlo ? 


Ham. To this cfict Sir , after what flouriſh your na- | 


tire will. 


0/7, 1 commend my duty to your Lordihip.. Ext. | 
Ham. Y oars.yours ; hc docs welt to commend it | 


kianielfethcre arc notongues elſe tor's tongue; 


Hor, This Lapwing runs away with the ſhell on his 


hcad, 


it: thus had he and nine more of the {ame Beasy that 


1 know the droilic Age dotes on; onely got the tune of | 


che time, and outward habite of encounter, a kinde af 
reſty colle tion, which carries them through & through 


the mo't fond and winnowed opintons;and doe but blow | 


them to thcir tryails, the Bubbles are out. 

Hor. You will loſe this wager, my Lord. 

Ham. 1 doe notthinke to, tince he went into France, 
I have beene in contiauall praticey I ſhall winne at the 
oddes; but thou wouldeſt not thinke hoyw all heere a- 
bout my heart ; bur 1t 1s no matter. 

Hor, Nay, good my Lord. : 

Hm, It is but foolery ; but it 1s ſucha kind of gain- 
givingas would perhaps trouble a v-oman, 

Hor.If your mind diflike anv thing, obey. I will fore- 
ſtall their repaire hitkcr, and tay you are not fit. 

Ham, Not a whit, we deftie Angury z theres a {peciall 
Providence in the fall ofa tparrow. It it be now, tis not 
to come : 1t it be uot ro come, 1t will be now : if it 
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Ham. He did Comply with his Dug before he ſuck'r | 


— 


! be not now ; yet it will come; the readineflc 18 all, firce no | Gi 
{ man ha's oughtof what he leaves. What is't to leave be- An 
| times? Th 
Th 
Enter King, Queexe, Larrtes and L:rds, with other «At. Ne 
| rendants with Foyles, and Gamntlets,a Table and An 
| Flagons of Wine on it. 
Kin.Come Hamlet, come,and take this hand from me. 
Ham.Givc mc yCur pardon (ir,I've done you wrong 4 
But pardon't as you arca Gentleman. 
Thispreſence knowes, ( 
And _ mult needs have kcard how I am punif}'d 4 
With {ore diſtration ? What 1 have done , 
That might y our nature: honor,and exception | Ha! 
Roughly awake,1 here proclaime was madneſlc ; | Her 
Wx'r Hamlet wrung'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet; 
It Hamlet trom himiclfc be tanc away - 
| And when he's not himſclfe,do's wrong Laerres, Cor 
Then Hamlet doc's it not, Hamlet denics it ; Fi 
Whodoes it then ? His madneſſe 2 If"t be fo, 
Hamlet is of the Faction that is wror g'd, £ 
His Madneſſe is poore Hamlets cnemy- Her 
Sir,inthis Audience, . The 
Let my diſclaiming from apurpos'd cvill, H 
Free m2 ſo farre in your moſt generous thoughts, K 
That 1 have ſhot mine Arrow o're the houle, L 
And hurt my Mother. | ' Ipra 
Lacr. I am fatishcd in Nature, | | Ki 
W hoſe metive inthis cafe ſhould ſlirre me moſt H, 
To my Revenge. But in my termes of honor By at 
I {tandaloofe,and will noreconcilement, £ 
Tiil by ſome elder Maſters of knowne honour, L. 
| Thavea voyce, and preſident of peace K 
To keepe my name ungorg'd.Butill that time, L 
| Idoereceive your cttcr'd love like love, | H 
| And will not wrong its | Lacy 
Ham. I doe embrace it freely, | Ipray 
{ And will this brothers wager trankely play. | | Tam; 
{ Give us the Foyles : Come on. | £4 
| Laer, Come one for mc. | Of 
| Ham. llebe your Foyle Leerres, in minc ignorance, | £4 
' Your $kill ſhall like a Starre i'th'brighteſt night, | 
| Sticke fiery off indeed. | As 
Laer, You mocke me fir. | Ha 
| Ham, No,by this hand. | Of 
| Kin, Giverhe Foyles young O/71c4/ , | Ho 
| Couſen Hamler,you know the wager. | Ofr 
| Ham, Very well my Lord, | La 
| YourGrace hath laid the oddes a'th'weaker ſide. | Tomy 
| Kms, Idoe not feare it, | lam ji 
| I haveſeenc you both : | | Ha 
But tince he 1s better'd, we have therefore oddes. | Ky 
| Lzer, This 1s too heavy, | 2n 
Let me ſec another. ; | | Oh m) 
Ham, This likes me well, { lamp 
Theſe Foyles have have all a length, Prepare to Play, Ham 
Oſr, I my good Lord. | Treact 
King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Table : Lar 
1t Hamer givethe firit,or ſecond hit, | Hamle 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, | No me 
Let all the Batrlements their Ordnance hire, | in thee 
The King ſhall drinke tro Hamlers better breath, | The tre 
And in the Cup an union ſhall he throw Vnbare 
Richer than that,which foure ſucceſſive Kings | Hath tt 
| InDenmarkes Crowre have yyorne.' | | Nevert 
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Giveme the Cups, 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpers (peake, 
The Trumpetto the Canoneer without, 
The Cannons to the Heavens,the Heavento Earth, 
Now the King drinkes to Hamlet. Come,begin, 
And you the Indges beare a wary cye, 
Ham. Come on fir. 
Lacr. Come on fir. 
Ham, One. 
Lacr. No. 
Ham, Iudgement. 
Oſr. A hit,a very palpable hit. 
Larr, Well ; againe. | 
King. Stay,give me drinke, 
Hamlet this Pearle 18 thine, 
Here's to thy health. Give him the Cup, 
Trumpet ſound, ſhot goes off, 
Hams, Ile play this bout firſt, ferby a whilc. 
Come : Another hit ; what ſay you? 
Laer. Atouch,a tonch,l doe confeſlc, 
King. Our fonne ſhall win, 
9s, Ac's fat, and {cant of breath. 
Here's a Napkin,rub thy browes, 
The Queene Carowſes to thy fortune, Hamer, 
Ham. Good Madam. 
King. Gertrude,doe not drinke. 
2s. I will my Lord ; 
Ipray you pardon me. 
King. It isthe poylon'd Cup,it is too late. 
Ham. 1 dare not drinke yet Madam, 
By and by. 
2%. Come,let me wipe thy face, 
Laer. My Lord Ile hit him now- 
King, 1doe notthink't. | 
Laer. And yet "tis almoſt 'gainſt my conſcience, 
Ham. Come,tor the third. 
Laertes you but dally, 
Ipray yeu paſſe with your beſt violence, 
T am affeard you make a wantonot me. 
Laer, Say you lo? Come on. 
0/>. Nothing neither way. 
Lacr. Have at you now + 
In ſonffliing they change Raprers, 
King. Part them, rhey are uncens'd. 
Ham, Nay,come againe- 
0/7. Looke tothe Queene there hoa, 
Hor, They bleed on both ſides. How is'tmy Lord? 
O(r. How is't Laertes ? 
Laer, hy as a Woodcocke 
Tomy Sprindge,0/riche, 
lam jaſtly kill'd with mine owne treachery. 
Ham, How docs the Queene ? 
King. She ſounds to ſee them bleed, 
3%. No,no the drinke,the drinke, 
Oh my deare Hamer,the drinke,the drinke, 
Iam poyſon'd. 
Ham, Oh Villany ! How ? Let the doore belock'd; 
Treachery,ſecke it out. 
Laer, [tis here Hamler. 
Hamler,thou art ſlaine, 
No medicine in the world can doe thee good. 
In thee there is not halfc au houre of lite 3 


They plays 


Pha. 


| The treacheroas Inſirument is in thy hand, 


Vnbated and envenom'd :the foule praftiſe 
Hath turn'd it ſelfe on me, Loe,here I lye, 
Never to riſe againe : Thy Mothers poylon'd : 


I can no more, the King, the King's to blame. 
Ham, The point envenom'dtoo, 
Then venome to thy worke., 
Hart; the King, 
All. Treaſon, Treaſon, 
King. O yet defend me Friends, I am. but hurt. 
Hans, Heere thou inceſtuous, murdrous R 
Damned Dane. 
Drinke off this Potion : Isthy Vnion here? 
Follow wy Mother. K ing Dyer. 
Laer. He is juſtly ſery'd. 
It is a poyſon temp'red by himſelfe : 
Exchange forgiveneſſe with me, Noble Hamlet ; 
Mane and my Fathers death come notupon thee, 
Nor thine on mc. Dyer. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thee. 
I am dead Heratio, wretched Qucene adiew, 
You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience at this a : 
Had | but time ( as this fell Sergeant death 
Is ſtrick't in this Arreſt ) oh I couldrell you, j 
Butlet it be ; Horatio, L am dead, 
Thou liv'ſt, report me and my cauſes right 
To the unſatisfied. 2 
Her, Never belceve it. | 
] atm more an Antike Romanthen a Dane: * 
Heere's yerſome Liquor left. 
Ham, As th'art a man, give me the Cup, | 
Let go, by heaven Ile have't. 
Oh good Horatio, what a wounded name, | 
| 
| 


(Things ſtanding thus unknowne) ſhall live behind me. 

It thou did'ſt ever hold me inthy heart, 

Abſent thee from felicitie a while, | 

And in this harſh world draw thy breath in paine, 

To tell my Storic. | 
Afarch a farre off and ſhout within, 

What warlike noytc is this ? | 


Enter Ofricke, (land, } 
Or, Yong Fortinbras,with conqueſt come from Po- 
Toth'Amballadors of Exgland gives this warlike volly, 
Ham. O1 dyc Horatio ; | 
The potent poylon quie ore-crowes my ſpirit, 
I cannot hive to heare the Newes from Englard, 
But 1 doe propheſic th'cleRtion lights 
Oa Forcinbras he ha's my dying voyce, | 
So tell him with the occurrents more and lefle, 
W hich have ſolicited. The reſt is filence, O,0,0,0, Des. 
Hors, Now cracks a Noble heart : 
Goodnight ſweet Prience, 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reſt, 
Why do'sthe Drumme come hither ? 


Enter Fortimbras and Engliſh Ambaſſador with Drunme, | 
Colonrs and eAttendents, 

Fort, Where isthis fight ? | 
Hor, Whatis it ye would ſee; 

If ought of woe or wonder,ceaſe your ſearch, 
Fer. His quarry cries on Havocke.Oh proud death, | | 

VV hat Feaſt is toward in thine eternall Cell. | 

That thou ſo many Princes at a ſhoot, 

So bloodily haſt ſtrooke. 4 
«Amb, The fight is diſmall, * 

And our affaires trom Eng/and come too late, 

The cares are {enſcleſle that ſhould give us hearing, | 

To tell him his command ment is falfill'd, | 

That |} 
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That Roſixcros and Guildenſtar are dead : 
Where ſhould we have our thawkes ? 

Hor. Not from his mouwl, 
Had « th'abiliy ot lite to thanke you : 
He never gave command'ment for their death. 
Bur ince 1o jumpe upon this bloody queſtion, 
You trom the Polake warres,and you from England 
Are hercearrived. Give order that theſe bodies 
High on a ſtage be placed to the view, 
And let me ſpeaketoth'yet unknowing world, 
How thelc things came about. So ſhall you heare 
Of carnall,bloedy.and unnaturall as, 
Ot accidental! judgements,caluall Caughters 
Of death's put on by cunning,and forc'd cauſe, 
And in this upſtior, purpoſes miſtooke, 
Falne onthe Inventors heads. All this can I 
Truly deliver. 

For. I.ctus haſte to beare it, 
And call the Nobleſt tothe Audience. 
For mc,with ſorrow, I embrace my Fortune, 
I have ſome Rites of memory 1n this Kingdome, 


F —— — — — 
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V hich are toclaime,my vantage doth 
Invite me. 

Hor, Ofthat I ſhall alwayes cauſe to ſpeake 
And from his mouth 
\W hoſe voyce will draw on more : 
Burt let this ſame be preſently perform'd, 
Even whiles mens mindes are wilde , 
Leſt more mi{chance 
On plots.and errours happen. 

For. Let fourc Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldicr to the Stage, 
For he was likely, had he beene put on 
To have prov'd moſt royally : 
And tor his paſlage, 
The Souldicrs Muſicke,and the rites of Warre 
Speake loudly tor him. 
Takevp the body ; Such a fight as this 
Beeomes the Firld, bur here ſhewes much amiſle, 
Goc,bid the Souidicrs ſhoot. 

Exeunt (Marching : after the which a Peale of 
Ordnance are het off. ; 
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Enter Kent Gl: ceſter, and Edmond. 
Kent, 


of Albany then Cornew all. 

Glow. It did alwayes {eemeto us : But now 
in the divifionorthe Kingdome,lit appeares not 
which of the Dukes he values molt , for qualities are fo 
weigh'd, that curioſity inneither, can make choite of cl- 
thers moity. 

Kent, Is not this your ſonne,my Lord ? 

Glow, His bt cediag Sir hath beer! at my charge.I have 
{o often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, thatnow I am 
braz'd t00t. 

& ent, I cannet conceive you. 

Glox. Sir, this yong Fellowes mother could ; where- 
upon the grew round womb'd, and had deed (Sir ) a 
Sonne tor her Cradle, ere [hc had a husband for her bed, 
Doe you ſacl a taut ? 

Kent, I cannot with the fault undone , the ifſuc of it 
being ſo proper, ; 

Glou. But 1 have a Soinre, Sir, bv order of Law . fome 
veere clder thinthis ; who. yet is no dearer in my -ac- 
connt,though this Knave came ſomething tawcily to the 
world befor c hee was ſent for ; yet was his Mother faire, 
there was good {port at Þ1z making, and the whorſen 


Thought thc King had more afteed the Duke 
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| We havethis hourc a conſtant willto publiſh 


Our Daughters feverall [owers,that future [trife 
May De P! evetcd now. The Princes, France.& Bur gundy. 
Grear Rivals wm our yonger daughters love, 


| Long 1n var Cour, have inade their amorous fojourne, 


mult be acknowwI.dged. Doe y ou xnow this Nobleman, 


Famorna? 

Edm. No,my Lord. 
Glan, My Lord of Kent : 

Remember him hereat*cr,as my honourable Friend. 
Edam, My lcervices to your [ordihip. _ 
Kent. | mult love yen,and tae ro know yorrdettere 
fdm. Sir.l fhall [tud; deſerving. 
Glow. He hath been out nine yeares,and away he ſhall 


againe, The King is comming. 


Sewer Enter King [ nav (or mwall, Albany, Goner:t, Re- 
en.Cord:liaand attend ants. 

Lear, Attend the Lords of France & Burgundy,Gloſter 

Glow, 1 ſhall my Lord, Exit, 

Lear Mcane time we ſhal expreſle our darker purpolc. 


| Give me the Map there. Know,that we have divided 


In three,our Kingdome : and 'ris our talt intent, 


| To ſhake all cares and buſineſic from our Age, 


of ' Conferring them on yonger ſtrengths, whule we 


Vnburthen'd crawle toward death. Our fon of Cornwall, 


; And you our no lefle loving Sonne of eAlbany, 


| 


—  — 


—_ 


| ' — 3 
And liere ae 50 be anfever'd. Tcl! me my daughters 


{ Since now we wil! divett vs both - | Rule, 
Incere(t of Tcr1 ory ,< ai cs O1 Stare) 

Which of you (hall we {ay doth ove us molt. 
That we,our (argett boymty ws! extend 

Where nature doth with inertt chal'eng-.. Gonerih, 
Our cideit borne, {prake hr'?, 

Gon, Sir, love younmre than word can weild the 
Dearer than cye-light,fpace,and liberty, (matter, 
Beyond what can be valucd,rich or rare, 

Nolefle thanlite, with grace, kealth,beauty, honor : 
AS much as chilce erc lov d,or Father found. 
A love that makes brextiz poore,a2d ſpeech unable, 
Beyond all manner of fo nuch 1 love you. 
Cor. Whar ihall Cordel:a fpeake ? Love and be filent, 
Lear.Ot all chclebounds even trom this Line,to this, 
With ſhadowy Forreſts,and wich Champions rich'd 
With plenteous Rivers,and wide-rkirted Meades 
We makethee Lady. To thine and eA/bares iflucs 
Bc this perpet.:all. W har fayes our {econd Daughter, 
Our dearelt R-gan,witc of ( ornwal 7 
Reg. | at made of tha. ſe. tc-mcattle as my litter, 
And prize me at hier worth. In my true hcarr, 
] ade (ſhe names my very cecd of love : 


; Onely ſhe comes too ſhort that ! proteſſe 


My fclte anenemy to all ether joyes, 
W hichthe molt precious icuare of (ente profeſies, 
And findc | am alone t<lic.tate 
In your deere Highnclc love, 
Cor. Thenpoore Cordelia, 
And yet not fo, fince I am fure my love's 
More ponderous than my tongue. 

Lear. Tothee,and true hereditary ever, 
Remaine this ample third of our faire Kingdome, 
No leffe in ſpace, validiry,and pleaſure 
Than that conterr'd on Gonerl, Now our Toy, 
Although our laſt and leaft ; to whoſe yoog love, 
The Vines of France,and Milke of Zxrgurdy, 
Strive tobe intereſt. W hat can you {ay,ro draw 
A third, more opulent then your Siſters? ſpcake. 

Cor. Nothing my Lord, 
Leary. Nothing ? 
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Cor, Nothing. | 
Le «r. Nothing will come of nothing, ſpeake agaiug, 
Corn. Vahappy that Iam, I cannot heave 
My hcart into my mouth: I love your Majeſty 
According to my bond, no more nor lefle. | 
Lear. How, how (or dcha? Mend your ſpecch a little, 
Leſt you may marre your tortunes. 
Cor. Good my Lord, 
You have begor me, bred me, lov'd me. 
I returnethoſeduties backe as are right fit, 
Obey you, Love you, and moſt honour you- 
Why have my Silters husbands, it they fay 
They love you all? happily when I ſhall wed. 
That Lord, whoſe hand mult take my plight, ſhall carry 
Halfe my love with him, halfe my Carc, and Duty, 
Sure I ſhallnever marry like my Siſters. 
Leer. But gocs thy heart with this? 
{'or. 1 my good Lord. 
Lear. So young, and ſo untender ? 
Cor. So young my Lord, and true. 
Lear. Lt it be 1o, thy truth then be thy dowre : 
For bythe facred radience of the Sunne, 
The mylſtcrics of Hecatand the night ; 
By all the operations of the Orbes, 
From whom wedoecxilt, and ccaſc to be, 
Hceere 1 ditclatime all my Paternall care, 
Propinquity andproperty of blood, 
And as a (tranger to my heart ard me, 
Hold thec trom this tor ever. The barbarous Scythian, 
Or hc that makes his generation meſics 
To gorge his — ſhall to my boſome 
Be as well neigh>our'd, pittied, and relciv'd, 
As thou my ſometime Daughter. 
Kent, Good my Liege. 
Lear. Peace Kent, 
Come not betweene the Dragon and his wrath, 
Llov'd her moſt, and thought to ſct my reſt 
On her kind nurſcry. Hence and avoyd my fight ; 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her fathers hcart trom her ; call Fraxce, who ſtirres? 
Call Burgwndy, Cornwall, and eAlbery, 
With my two Daughters, Dowres, digeſt the third, 
Let —_ which (he calls plainnefſe, marry her : 
I doe inveit you jon:ly with my power, 
Preheminence, and all the large ciccts 
That troope with Majeſty. Our felte by Monthly courle, 
Withreſcrvationot an hundred Knights, 
By youro be ſultain'd, ſhall our abode 
Make with you by due turne, Onely we ſhall retaine 
The name, and a!l th'additionto a King : the Sway, 
Revennew, Execution of the reſt, 
Beloved Sonnes be yours, whichto confirme, 
This Coronet part betweene you, 
Kent. Royall Lear, 
W hom 1 have ever honor'd as my King, 
Lov'das my Father, as my Maſter tollow'd, 
As my Patron thought on in my pralers, 
Lear, The bow is bent and drawne,make from the ſhaft, 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the forke invade 
Thercgion of my heart, be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear 1s mad, what wouldeſt thou doe old man ? 
Thinkſt thou that duty ſhall have dread to ſpeake 
W hen power to flattery bowes ? 
To plainnefſe honour's bound, 
When Majeſty fallsto folly, reſerve thy ſtate, 
And in thy belt conſideration checke 


T he Tragedy of King Lear. 


; Thy fatery being motive. 


— 


| Thetrue blanke of thine eye. 


— 


{ But now her price is fallen : Sir,there ſhe ſtands, 


Shee's there,and ſhe is yours. 


Votriended,new adopted to our hate, 
Dowr'd with cur curſ.,and ſtranger'd with our oath; 


This hideous raſhneſſe,anſwer my life, my judgement : 
Thy yongeft Daughter do's not love thee leaſt, 
Norar< theſe cmty hearted, whoſe low ſounds 
Reverbe no hollowneſle. 

Lear. Kent,on thy life no more. 

Kino. My lifel never beld but as a pawne 
10 wage againſt thine enemies,nere feare to loſe it, 


Leary. Oat of my fight. 
Kent. Sce better Lear and let me ſtill :emaine 


Lear, Now by Apells. 

Kent. Now by eApolls,King 
Thou {wearſt thy gods in vaine., 

Lear. O Vaſlall ! Miſcreant. 

eAlb. Cor, Deare Sir forbeare, 

Kent, Kill thy Phy ſitian,and thy fee beſtory 
V pon the toule di{caſc,revoke thy gift, 
Or whilſt I can vent clatnour from my throat, 
lle tell thee thou doſt evil). 

Lear, Heare me recreant,on thine allegeance heare we; # 
Thar thou haſt ſought co make us breake cur vowes, 
Which we durk never yet ; and with {train'd pride, 
Tocome betwixt our (cntence,ard our POWErs 
W bich,nor our nature,” our piace can beare ; 

Our potency mac.c goud,take thy reward. 

Five dayes wc dec al'ot thee for proviſion, | 
To ſhield thee trom c1fat. ers of the wor'd, 

And on the fxt to turne thy hatce backe 

V pon our Kingdome ; it the tenth day following, 

Thy baniſht trunke be four:d in our Dominions, 

The moment 1: thy death,away. By /wprier, 

This ſhall not be revor.'d, 

Kent, Fare thee well Kiag,fith thus thou wilt appeare, 
Freedome lives hence,and baniſhmert 1s here ; 
The godsto heir deare ſheirer take thee Maid, 
That juſtly think.*{t,and haſt moſt rightly faid : 
And your large ſpeeches,may your deeds approve, 
That good cffeAs may ſpring from words of love ; 
Thus Kerr, O Princes,bids you all adict, 

Hee'l ſhape bis old courtc 11 a Countrey new. 


<— 


" _— - 


Exit. 


Enter Gloſter wuth France,aud Bur ound 'y 
Attendants. 


Cor. Here's France and Burgundy,my Noble Lord. 

Lear, My Lord of Burgundy, 
We hrit addreſſe toward you,who with this King 
Hath rival'd for our Daughter; what in the |calt 
Will you require in preſent Dower with her, 
Or ceaſe your queſt of Love ? 

Zur. Moſt Royall Majcftic, 
I crave no morethan hath your Highneſlc ofter'd, 
Nor will you tender lefle ? 

Leary. Right Noble B»rgwndy, 
W hen ſhe was deare tous, we held her fo, 


— — —— — 


———— 


It ought within that lictle ſeemipg ſubftance, 
Or all of it with our diſpleaſure picc'd, 
And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 


Bur, Iknowno anſwer. 
Lear, Wull vou withthoſe infirmitics ſhe owes, 


nn... 


Take her,or leave ber. | 
Bur, Tar- 


w—— — — - —— — 
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Bur. Pardon me Royall Sir, 
EleRtion makes not up in ſuch conditions. 
Lear. Then leave her (ir, for by the powre that made 
[tell you all her wealth. For you great King, 
1 would not from your love make ſuch a ſtray, 
To match you where T hate, therefore belcech you 
T avert your liking a more worthier way, 
Then on a wretch whom Nature is aſham'd 
Almoſt t'acknowledge hers. 
Fre. This 1s moſt (trange, 
That ſhe who even but now, was your beſt objet, 
The argument of your praiſe, balme of your age, 
The beſt, the deereſt, ſhould in this trice of time 
Commir a thing {0 monltrous, todiſmantle 
Somany folds of tavour ; ſure her offence 
Muſt be of ſuch unnatural degree, 
That monſters it ; Or your fore-vouckt affeion 
Fall into taint; which to beleeve of her 
Muſt be a faith that r.aton without miracle 
Should never plant in me, 
Cor. I yet beſecech your Majeity, 
If for I want that glib and oylye Arr, 
To ſpeake and purpoſe nor, {ince what I will intend, 
Ile do't before I ſpeake, that you make knowne 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or toulencſle, 
No unchaſte ation or diſhonored ſtep 
That bath depriv'd me of your Grace and favour, 
But even tor want of that, for which I am richer, 
A (till folicitingeye, and ſuch a tongue, 
That I am glad 1 have not, though not to have it, 
Hath loſt me in your liking. 
Lear. Better thou hadlt, 
Not beene borne, then not t'have pleas'd me better, 
Fra. Is it but this ? A tardinefic in nature, 
| Which ofren leaves the hiſtory unſpoke | 
Thar it intends to doe; my Lord of Burgundy, 
What ſay you tothe Lady ? Love'snot love 
When it 15 mingled with regards, that itands 
Aloofe from tt%;ntire point, will yon have her ? 
| She 15 herlcifc 8 Dowry. 
Bur. Royail Ki ?, 
| Give our tha: potion which your lfe propos'd, 
And here | tak.e Cordetraby the hand, 
| Durcheſle of Burr guns, 
| Lew. Nothing, I have ſworne, Iam firme. 
Buy. } ata ſorry then you have fo loſt a Father. 
That you mult looſe a husband. 
Cor, Peace be with Burguny, 
Since that reſpect and fortuncsare his love, 
I ſhallnotbe his wife. 
Fra, Faireſt Cordelia, that art moſt rich being poore, 
Moſt choiſe forlaken, and moſt lov'ddeſpis'd, 
Thee and thy vertucs here ſeize upon, 
Beit lawtull Trake up whats calt away, 
Gods, gods! Tis ſtrange, that from their cold'lt negle&t 
My love ſhould kindle to enflam'd refpeR, 
Thy dowrelefle Daughter, King, throwne to my chance, 
ls Queene of us, of ours, and our faire France ; 
v0t allthe Dukes of watriſh Burgundy, 
| Can buy this unpriz'd precious Maid of me. 
Bid chem farewell Cordelia, though unkind, 
Thou 'oofeſt herea better where to find. 
Lee, Thou haſt her Fr ance, let her bethine, for we 
| Have no ſuch Daughter, nor ſhall ever ſce 
| That face of hers againe, therefore be gone, 
| Without our Grace, our Love, our Benizon : 


- —— 
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( me,  (ordelia leaves you, 1 know you what you arc, 
|; Andlikea Siſter «m molt loth ro call 


— — 


Come Noble Bur gn: dy. Flw 1b, Exeunt. 
Fra. Bid tarewell to your Siſtcrs, 
Cor, The lewels of our tather, with waſh'd eyes 


Your faults as they are named. Love well our father ; 
Toyour profeſſed botomes I commir him, | 
But yet atas, ſtood i within his Grace, 

I would perter him toa Sciter place, 

So farewell to you both, 

Reg. Preicnbe nor us our duty. 

Gon, Let your ftuddy 
Beto coutenc your Lord, who bath recciv'd you, 

At fortunes almes, you have obedience ſcamed, 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted, 

Cer. Time (ha/l untold what pizghted cunning hides, 
W ho covers faults, at laſt with ſhame derives, 

Well may you proiper. 

Fra. Comeiy tairc Cordela, Enit France and Cor. 

Gon. Silter, it 1s not little I have to tay, 

Of what moſt neerely appertaines to us both, 

I thinke our father will 2cnce to nighe. (withus., 
Reg. Thatsmott certaine, and with you : next monerh 
Gen, You fce how tuil of changes his age is, the ob- 

{ſervation we have made of it hath beene little: he alwayes 

lov'd out Siſter molt,and with what poore judgement he 

bath now caſt her of, appcares too too grollely. 

Res. Tis the intirmity of his age, yet he hath ever but 
flenderly knowre himfelte. 

Gon, The beſt and foundelt of his time hath beene but 
raſh, then mult we looke from his age, toreceive not - | 
lone the imperfections of long ingraffed condition, but } 
therewithall the uaruly way-wardneſſe, that infirme and 
cholericke yeeres bring with them. 

Reg. Such nnconſtane ſtartsare we like to have from 
him, as this of Kents baniſhment. 

Gon, There is further compiement of leave-taking be- 
tweene France and im,pray y ou let us fit together,it our 
father carry authority with luch di{pofition as he beares 
this lalt ſurrerder cf his wili but oftend us. 

Reg: We hall further thinke of ir, 

Gon, We muſt doe founcthing, aud i'th'heate, £xenur. 


 —_ 


——_— 
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Sana Secund4. 


Stand in the plague of cuſtome, and permit | 

The curioſity of Nations, to deprive me ? 

For that I am ſome twelve, or tourteene Moonſhines | 

Lag of a brother * Why Baſtard? W herc fore baſe ? 

W hen my Dimenſions are as well compact, 

My mind as generous, and my ſhape as truc 

As hene(t Madams iſſue? Why brand they us 

With Baſe ? With baſeneſſe Baitardy ? Baſe, Baſe ? 

Who inthe luſty ſtealth of Nature, take 

More compoſition, and fierce quality, 

Then doth within a dull (faletyred bed 

Goe to th'creating a whole tide of Fops | 

Got *tweene a ſleepe, and wake ? Weli then, þ 

Legitimate Edoen, | mult have yourland, 

Our fathers love, 1srothe Bultard Fammd, | 

Astoth'legitimate ; fine word : Legitimate. | 
{f Well 


— — I _— — — 
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\Well, my Legittimare, if this Letter pee, 
And my invention thrive, Eamnd the Calc 
Shall ro'th'Legitimate : 1 grow, 1 prof per : 
Now gods, ſtand up tor Baltards. 


Enter Glomcester. 

Gle. Kent baniſh'd thus? and France in choller partcd ? 
Andthe King gone to night ? Preſcrid'd his power, 
Conhn'd to cxhibition ? All this gone 
Vpon the gad ? Edmund, how now? What neives ? 

Baft. So plcale your Lordihip, none. 

Glew. \W he 19 earncitly ſecke you ro put up that Let- 

Bait. 1 know no newes, my Lord. (ec ? 

Glox., "What Paper were you rcading ? 
Zaft. Nothing my Lord. | 
___ Glow. No? what needed then that terrible diſpatch of 


Itintoyour Pocket ? The quality of nothing, hath not | 
{pch neede to hide it ſelfe. Lets ter : come, uf 1t be nc- | 


thing, I hall not need Ypectacles. 

Baſt. 1 beſeech you Sir, pardon me ; it is a Letter from 
my Brother,that I have not all ore-read ;and torſo much 
as I bave perus'd, I findit not fit for your ore-looking. 

Glow, Give methe Letter, Sir, 

Baſt. I ſhall offend, either to detaine, or give it : 

The Contents, as in part I underſtand them, 
Are too blame. 

Glow, Lets lce, lcts ice. 

Ba#t. I hope for my brothers juſtification, he wrote 
this but asan eſſay, or taſte of my Vertue. 

Glow reads. Thu policy, and reverence of «Age, makes the 
world bitter to beft of our times : keepes our Fortunes from us, 
tull our oldneſſe cannot rehiſh them, I begin to find an idle and 

fond bondage, in the oppreſſion of aged tyranny, who [wajes not 
as it bath power, but as it i (uffer'd, Come to me, that of thu 
[ may [perhe more. [four Father would ſleepe txll I wak'd him, 
you ſhould enjoy balfe his Revennew fer ever , and live the belo- 

ved of ywr brother, Edgar. 
Hum 2 Conſpiracy? Slcepe till I wake him, you ſhould 
enjoy haltc lis Revennew ; my Sotme Edgar, had he a 
hand to 1write this? A heart and braine to breede 1t in ? 
\Vhen'came you tothis > Whobrovghtit? 

Baits 1t was not brought me, my Lord; theres the 


cunning of it. I found itthrouwne in at the Caſement of 


my Cloſict. 

Glu, You know the character to be your Brothers ? 

Baſt. If the matter were good my Lord, I durſt fweare 
i: were his: bur inrefpet ot that, l would taine thinke it 
were not. 

Glow, Itis his. 


Baſt. Itis his band, my Lord - | hope his heart 1s not | 


inthe Contents. 


Glo. Has he never before ſounded you in this buſineſſe? 
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| his obedierce. I dare pawne downe my lite for him, t!:ar 
he hath writ this to tecle my afteRion to your honor, and 
r0n0 other pretence of danger. 

Glow, Thinke you fo? 

Baſt. If your honor judge it meerte, I will place you 
where you ſhall heare us conterre of this, and by an Auri- 
cular aflurance have your {atisfaftion, and that without 
any turther delay, then this very Evening. 

Gs, He cannot be fuch a Monſter. £dmend (ceke him 
out : wince me into him, I pray you : tra!ne rhe Buſineſle 
atter ycur owne wiſedome. I would unſtate my ſelfe, to 
de 11 a due reſolution. 

Baſt. I will tecke him Sir, preſently : convey the buſi- 
neficasI ſhall find meanes, and acquaint you withall. 

Glow. Thelc late Elipics m the Sun and Moone por- 
tend no good to us: though the wiſedome of Nature can 
realon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it ſelfe ſcourg'd 
by the ſequent effects, Love cooles, fricndſhip falls cf, 
brothers divide. In Cirics, mutinics ; in Countries, dil- 
cord: tn Palaces, Treafon ; and the Bond crack'd,twix: 
Sonne and Father. This villainc of minc comes under the 
prediction : theres Son 2gainlt Father,the King fals from 
by as of Nature, theres father againſt Child, We have 
{cepe the beſt of our time. Machinations, hollowneſſc 
treachery, andall ruinous diforders follow us ditquictly 
to our Graves, Find outthis Villaine Edzwnd,it ſhall lofe 
thcenothing,doe it careſu}ly: and the Noble and true har- 
ted Kent baniſh'd ; his oftence, honeſty. Tis ſtrange. E xi, 

Baſt. Thisis the excellent foppery of the world, that 
when weare ſick info; tunc,often the ſurfets of our owne 
behaviour, we make guilty of our diſaſters, the Sun, the 
Moone, and Starres, as if we were villaines on necellity, 
Fooles by heavenly compulſion, Knaves, Thceves, and 
Treact ers by Sphzricall predominance. Drunkards, Ly- 
ars, and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedicnce of Planetary 
infiucnce ; and allthat we arcevill in, by a divine thru- 
ſting on. An admirable evaſion of W hore-maſter-man, 
to lay h!s Goatith difpolition on the charge of a Starre, 
My father compounded with my mother under the Dra- 
gonstaile, and my Nativity was under F7ſa Afaver, 10 
that it fcllowes, 1am rough ar.d Leacherous, I ſhould 
have bin that I am, had the maidenleſt Starre in the Fir- 
mament twinkled on my baſtard1zing. 

Enter Edgar. 
Pat: he comes like the Cataſtrophe of the old Comedy : 
my Cue isvillanous Melancholly, with a figh like Tm 
o'Bedlam.-——O thete Ecliptes do portend thele divi- 
ſtons. «Fa, Sol, La, Mc. 

Eag. How now brother Fdmrnd, what ſerious con- 


_— 


—— 
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Baſt. Never my Lord. But I hay c heard him oft main- | 


eaiqe it to befit , that Sonnes at perfe:t age, and Fathers 
declind, the Father ſhould be as Ward ro the Son, and 
the Sonne manage his Revennew. 

lou. O Villaine, villaine: his very opinion inthe Ler- 
ter. Abhorred Villaine, unnaturall, deteſted , brutiſh 
Villaine ; worſe then brutiſh : Goe firrah, ſecke him : Ile 
apprehend hime Abhominadle Villaine, where is he ? 


| 


| 
| 
| 


Ba#?. 1 doe not well know my L. it it ſhall pleaſe you | 
toſuſpend your indignstion againlt my brother, till you | 


can derive from him berter teſtimony of his intent, you | 
ſhould runa certaine courle : where, if you violently pro- | 
cced againſt him, miſtaking his purpole, it would make a 


great gap in your honor, and ſhake 1n peeces, the hezr; of 


1 
: 


4 


templationare you in ? 

Bf. 1 amthinking brother of a prediction I read thus 
other day, what ſhould follow thetic Elipſes. 

Eag. Dor you bulie your ſelfe with that ? 

Zaft* I promiſe,thee#:Rs he writes of, ſncccede une 
happily. 
W hen {aw you my Father laſt? 

Eds. Thenighr gone by, 

Baſt. Spake you with him ? 

Eag. 1, two houres together, | 

Bas. Parted you in good tearmes ? Found you 10 dil- 
pleaſure in him, by word, nor ceuntenance ? 

Epg. Noneat all- . 
Baft.Bethinke your {elfe wherein yon may have often- 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbeare his preſcnce, untill 
ſome little time hath qualified the hear of his diſpleaſure, 


which at this inſtaneſo rageth in him, that with m_ 
chicte 


— 
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chicfe of your perſon, it would icartety alay. 

Edg. Some Vulaine hath done me wrong. ; 

Edam. Thats my fearc, | pray you have a continent 
forbearance till the ſpced of his rage goes flower : and as | 
| fay, retire with me to my lodging, trom whence I will | 
fitly bring you to hcare my Lord tpeake :pray ye goe, 
theres my key : if youdoe ttirre abroad, goc arar'd. 

Eds. Arm'd, Brother ? 

Fam. Brother, | adviſe you to the beſt, I am no honel? 
man, if there be any g od meaning toward you : I have | 
told you what I have ſzene, and heard : Bur faintly. No- | 
thing like theimage, and horror of it, pray you away» 

Edga. Shall I heare from you anon ? Ex. 
| FEdm, I docicrveyou in this buſineſle : 
| ACredulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 
| Whoſe nature 15 {© farre from doing harmes, 
| That he ſuſpects none : on whole footith honeſty 
My praQtifes ride calic : I fee the buſinele. 

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit, 
All with me*s mecre, that I can faſhion tits Exit, 


| 
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Enter Gonerif, and Steward. 


#». Did my father !trike my Gentleman for chiving 
of his tool ? 
Stew, I Madam. 
Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me, every howre 
He flaſhes into one grofle crime, or other, 
That ſets us all at ods : le nor eadure it ; 
His Knights grow riotous, and himfclfe uptraides us 
| On every trifle, When he returnes trom hunting. 
| I willnot ſpeake with him, fay I am ticke, 
If you come flacke of tormer {ervices 
| You ſhall doe well, the fault of it Ie anſwer. 
| Stew, Hes comming Madam, I heare him. 
| FF |! Gor. Pat on what weary negligence you pleaſe. 
| MF | Youandyour Fellowes : I'dc have it come to queſtion ; 
| Ithediltalte ir, let him to wy Silter, | 
| Whoſe mind and mine I know tn that arc one, 
| Remember what } have ſaid, | 
Stew, Well Madam 
Gon. An ct his Knights have colder lookes among | 
you - what growes of ir no matter, adviſe your tellowes | 
ſo, Ile write ſtraight ro my Siſter to hold my courſe: pre- | 
pu for dinner, 


Exewnt. 


, 

4 

— 0 
ny OO 0 OD ——_ _ ————_—_ —- _ > —— Pe. ne ' 

: 


Scana (Quarta. 
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| ' 
| Enter K eat. | 
| 
Aent, It but as well 1 other accents borrow, | 
That can my ſpeech defuſe, my good intent 
May carry through it ſelfe rothar full iſſue : | 
For which I ;aiz'd my likenefſe. Now baniſht Kent, | 
| If thou canſt ſerve where thon doſt ſtand condemn'd, | 
| S0 may iz come, thy Maſter whom thou lov'ſt, 
| Shall find thee full of labours. | 


Re OR 
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Heornes within, Enter Lear and Attendants, 

Leer. Letme not tay a jor for dinner, goe get it 162+ 
dy : how now, what art thou ? 

A ent, A man Sire 

Lear. What doit thou prefefſe> What would thou 
with us@ 

K ext, 1 doe prot.fle to be nolefle then I teeme ;; to 
ſerve him trucly that will put mc in trutt, to love him 
thats honeit,tocomerfe with him that is wiſe and faves 
little, to feare judgements to tight when T cannot chooſe, 
and to c2:e no hh. 

L:ar. \Whatare thou? 

Kent, A very konc't hearted Fellow, and 2s poore as 
the King. 

Lea.. It thoubeſt as poore for a fubj:4, as he's for a 
King, thou arr poore cnough. VW hat woulſt thou ? 

Kent, Service. 

Lear, Whom wou'dſt chou ferve ? 

Kent, You, 

Lear. Do'it thou know me fellow ? 

Kent. No Sir, but ycu bave that in your corntenance, 
which I would faine call Maſter. 

Lear. \W hars thac? 

Kent, Authority. 

Lear. What tervices canſt thou doe ? 

Kent, I cankeepe hone!t ceuntailes, ride, run, marrea 
Curipus tale 1:3 tclling ir, and deliver a plaine mcflage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are ft tor, 1 am qua- 
lihed 1n, and the belt of me, 15 Diligence. 

Lewy. How old art thou ? 

Keyt. Not fo young Sirtoiove a woman for ſinging, 
nor ſo old rodore on her tor any thing. I have yeares on 
my backe forty c1ght. 

Lea, Follow me, that ſhalt ſcrve we, if [ like thee no 
worle after dinner, I will not part frum thee yer. Dinner 
Iv, dinner, wheres in y knave? my toole?goe youand call 
:ny fools hi:her. You you Sirrab, whs:cs my Daughter? 

fmer Steward. 


Sirw, Sopleatc you Exit. 
Lear, \V hat faycs the tcllow there 2 Ca'l the Clot- 
pole backe : wheres my Foole e Ho, | thinke the worlds 
aſlzcpe, how now 2 Whercs that Mungrell? . 
Krigh, He fates my Lord, your Daughters 1s G well. 
Lear, Why came not the Navebucke to imce when I 


' Calt'd him 2 


Knigh, Sir, he anſwered ae inthe rourdeſt manner,he 
would not. 

Lear. He would nor ? 

Knigh. My Lord, I know not what the matrer is, but 
tom / judgement your highuefle 1s not entertzin'd with 
that Cercmonious affection as you were Avont, theres a 
great abatement of kindnctle appearcs 2s well in the ge- 


| nerall depeacants, as inthe Duke himlclte allo, and your 


Daugheer. 

Lee, Ha? Sailt thou fo ? 

Kmghb, I beicech you pardon me my Lord, if 1 bee 
miltaken, for my dury cannot be lilenr, when I thinke 
your lughnefle wrong'd, 

Lear. Thou butremembreſt me of minc ovwne Concep- 


| ception, I have perceived a moſt taunt negic of late, 


which I have rather blamed as mine owne icalous curio= 
ſity, thenasa very pretcace and purpole of unkindneſle: 
I will looke further into't ; bur wheres my Foole ? I 
have not ſcene him this two dayes. 


| 


; 


| 


þ 


; 


| 
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K night. Since my young Ladies going into Frarxce | 


—_ MC. 
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| (1 2 Sir, | 
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Sir, the foole hath much pined away. 
Lear. No more of that, I have noted it well, goe you 
and tell my Daughter, would ſpeake wich her. Goe you 


— —— — 


| 
| 
| 


call hither my Foole ; Oh you Sir, you, come you hither | 


Sir, who am 1 Sir. 
Enter Steward. 

Stew, My Ladies Fathcr. 

Lear. My Ladics Father ? my Lords knave,you whor- 
ſon dog, you ſlave, you curre. 

Stew. lam none of thete my Lord, 

I beſcech your pardon. 

Lear, Doc you bandy lookes with me, you Raſcall ? 

Stew, [lc not be ſtrucken my Lord. 

K:nt, Nor tript neither,you baic Yoot-oall player, 

Lear. Itianke thee fellow. 

Thou ferv%;t mc and Ic love thce. 

Kent, Come tir, ariſe, away, Ile reach you difterences: 
away, away ,it you will m:alurc your libvers length a+ 
Paine, terry, but away, goc tO, have you wittdome: 10. 

Lear. Now my triendly kinavcl thanke thee, theres 
carnc{t of thy ICI VIC» 

Emer Fovle. 

Foole. Let mc hire him too, hcres my Coxcomoce. 

Lear. How now my prctt\ knave, ho x Colt thou ? 

Fo:le. Sirrah, you were belt tave my Coxcombe. 

Lear. Why my Bo! ? 

Foele,W hy ? for taking ones part thats out of favour ; 
nay, and thou canſt not fmilc as tize wind fits, thou'lc 
carch cold ſhortly, there take my Coxcombe ; why this 
tellow has ba1(ſh'd ewo on's dauglrc $,424 d1d rhe third 
4 bleſſing againſt his will; if thou foiþow hm, thou muſt 
ncedes weare my Coxcomb. How nov Nunckie?would 
I had two Coxcombes and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why my Boy? 


—— 


ee re OOOOo__ > —_—— - 


— ——— Tr ns 
— — 


Lear. Nola; teach me. 

Feole. Nunckle,give me an egge, and Ile give the: 
tio Crowns, 

Lear. \\ hat two Crowncs ſhall they be? 

Feol \\ hy attcr I have cut the cgge ith'middle and 
cate up the meate,the two Crownes of the egge . when 
thou clovelt thy Crowne ith'middle, and gav'ſt av ay ' 
voth parts, thou boar'ſt thine Afſe on thy backe o're the 
dart, chou had {t littic wit in thy bald crowne,when thou | 
gaV'it thy golden one away : if I ſpeake like my feltein | 
this, let him be whipt that firſt findes it ſo. | 
Fooles had ncre leſle gracc ina ycere, | 
For witemenare growne foppiſh, 

And kno.x not how their wits to weare, 
Their manners arc ſoapiſh, 

Lea. \V hco were you wont to be fo full of Songs firra? | 

Fool. Thave uled it Nunckle, cre {5nce thou mad'ſi thy | 
Danghtersthy Mothers, tur when thou gav'tt them the | 
rod, and purſt dcwne thine owne breeches, then they | 
For tudaine joy did weepe, | 
And1 for forrow lung, | 


| That ſuch a King ſhould play bo-peepe, 


—_—— = 


Feel. 1f I gave them all my living, 11d keepe my Cox- |; 


combe my ſclte, theres mine, beg another of thy Daugh- 
rers. 

Lear. Take heed Sirrah, the whip. 

i ole, Truths a dog muſt to kennell, he muſt bee 
whipt out, when the Lady Brach may ſtand by'th fire and 
{tinke. 

Lear, Apcliilent gaito me. 

Fool. Sirta, licteaci thee aſpeecn. 

Lear. Does. 

Foole, Marke it Nunclc ; 
Have morc then thou ſhow: ſt, 
Speake Icfice then thou knoucit, 
Lend Iffſe then thou owl, 
Ride more then thou goclt, 
Learne more then thou trowett, 
Set lefle thin thou throwe!t : 
Leave thy drinke and thy whore. 
And keepe ina dore, 

And thou ſhal: have more, 
Then two tens to a ſcore. 

Kent. This1s nothing foole. 

Foole. Th.nrtslike the breath of an unfced Lawyer, 
rou gave menothing for t,can you make nouſe of not hing 
Nu: CiCf 

L:ar. Why no Boy, 

Nothing Can DE ma 'c Ou? of n« thing. 

7 oof; Prethee reil hum, fomuch the rent of his land 
COMNEesSTO, Me willnot belecyc a | I0iCs 

Les, A birtcr boole. 

Feele, Dolt thou know the Cifterence. my Boy, be- 
rwecne a bitter Foo, aid a {vwcoct one, 


_ 


— — 


— — 


' 


: 


— 


: 


| ling- 


And goethe Foolc among. 


t ocletolye, I would famelcarne to lyc. 

Lear. And youlye (irrah, we'll have yon whipt, 

Foole, I marvcll what kin thou and thy daughters are, | 
they'l have me whipr for ſpeak ing true : thou'lt have me 
whipt tor lying, and ſometimes 1 am whipr for holding 
my peace. 1 had rather be any kind o'thing then a foole, | 
and yet I would not be thee Nunnkle, thou haſt pared thy 
wit o'both ſides, and iett nothing 1i'th'middic ; heare 
comes one o'the parings. 

Emer GConerill, 

Lear. How now Davghter 2 what wakes that Tronclet 
On * You aretoo much oft late ith'trownc. 

Feoe, Thou walt a pretty fellow when thou hadſt no 
need to care for her frowning, now thou art an O with- 
out a figure, | am better then thou art now, I ama fooie, 
thou art nothing. Yes fortooth 1 will hold my ccngue,to 
your t:ce bids me, theugh yuu lay nothing. 

Mum, mum, he that kecpes nor cruſt, not crum, 
Weary of ali, ſha!l want ſumc. Thats a theal'd Peſcoe, 

Gon. Not onely Sir this, your all-lyccnc'd Fooles 
Bur other of your intclent rctinuc 
Doe hourcly Carpe and Qnarrsl, breaking forth 
In ranke, and not to be endured ) riots Sir. 

I had thought by making this well kro.vneuntoyou, 
To have founda fate redrefle, but now grow fearetull 
By what your tclfc roo late have ſpoke and done, 
That you prote this courle, and put it on 

By your allowance, which it you ſhould, the fault 
Would nor ſcape ccniure, nor the redrefles (lcepe, 
Which in the tender of a w holelome wezle, 

Might in their working doe you that offence, 
Whichelte were ſhame, that then necellity 

Willca!l diſcreet proceeding. 

Foole, For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow 
fed the Cuckooe 10long, | hat 1t bad its head bit off by 1! 
young, ſoout went the Cand'c, and we were left dark- 


| 
| 
, Prethy Nuackle kcepe a Schoolemaſter that can teachthy 
[ 
| 


Leer. Are you our Daughter ? (dome 
Gon. 1 would you would make uſe of your good wile- 
("VhereotI know youare fraught) and put away 
Theſe diſpoſitions, wi bich cf late tranſport you 
From w hat you rightly are. 


_ 


” — 


_ m_ 


—_ 
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Foole. May notan Aſſe know, when the Cart drawes 


the Horſe ? R 1 
Whoop Ivgge I love thee. 

Lear. Dos any heere know me? 
This is not Lear : 


Do's Leer walke thus? Speake thus? Where are his cycs? 


Either his Notion weakens, his Diſcernings 
ArcLethargied. Ha ! Waking? Tis not fo ? 
Who is it that cantell me who I am ?_ 

Foole, Lears ſhadow. 

Lear. Your name, faire Gentlewoman ? 

Gon. This admiration Sir, is much oth'fayour 
Of other your new prankes. I doe beſcech you 
To uaderitand my purpoſes aright : | 
As you are Od, and Reverend, ſhould be Wiſe. 
Hcere doe you keepe a hundred Kni hrs and Squires, 
Men ſodiſorder'd, fo deboth'd, and bold, 

That this our Court infe&ted, with their manners, 
Shewes like a riotous Inne ; Epicuriſme and Luſt 
Makes it more like a Taverne, or a Brothell, 

Then a grac'd Pallace. The ſhame ir ſelfe doth ſpeake 
For inſtant remedy. Be then defir'd 

By her, that «Ilſe will rake the thing ſhe degges, 

A little to diiquantity your Traine, . 

And the remainders that ſhall ſtill depend, 

To be ſuch men as may beſort your Age, 

Which know thernſclves, and you. 

Lear. Darkeneſle, and Divels, 

Saddle my horſes : call my Traine together, 
Degenerate Baftard, Ile not trouble thee ; 
Yet have lefr a daughter. 


Gon. You ſtrike my people, and your diſorder'd rable, 


make Servants of thcir Betrers, 


Enter «A tbany. 
Lear. Woe, that too late repents : 
Isit your will, ſpeake Sir ? Prepare my Horſes, 
Ingratitude ! thou Marble-bearted Fiend, 7 
More hideous when thou ſhew'ſt thee in a Child, | 


| Thenthe Sea-moniter. 


T_T es 


Alb. Pray Sir be patient. 
Lear. Deteſicd Kite, thou lyeſt. 
My Traine are men of choyce, and rarelt parts, 
That all particulars of duty kaow, 
And inthe moſt exat regard, ſupport 
The worſhips of their name. O molt ſmall fault, 
How ugl; didit thou in Cordelia thew ? 
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
From the fixt place : drew from my heart ali love, 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Brate atthis gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy deere Indgement out. Goe, goe, my people. 
eAlb, My Lord, I am guiltleſle, as 1 am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you, 
Lear. It may be ſo, my Lord, 
Heare Nature, heare deere Goddeſle, heare : 
Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou did(t intend 
10 make this Creature fruitfull : 
Into her Wombe convey ſterility, 
Dry up in herthe Organs of increaſe, 
And from her derogate body, never ſpring 
A Babe to honor her, If ſhe muſt teeme, 
Create her child of Splcene, that it may live 
And be a thwart diſnatur'd rormentto her, 
Let it Rampe wrinkles in her brow of youth, 


With cadent Teares fret Channels in her chcekes, 


—— ——— 


is 


Turneall her Mothers paines,and benefits 
Tolaughter,and contempt : That ſhe may fecle, 


| How ſharper thana Serpents tooth it is, 


To have athankelefſe Childe, Away,away. Exit, 
Alb. Now Gods that we adore. 
Whercof comes this? 
Gon, Never 8ffli your {cite to know of it ; 
But let his diſpolition have that (cope 


Asdotage givCs it, 


Enter Lear. 
Lear, What fifty of my tollowers ata clap ? 
Within a fortnight ? 
eAls, Whats the matter,Sir ? 
Lear, lle tell thee ; 
Life and death, I am aſham'd 
That thou haſt pewer to ſhake my manhood thus, 
That theſe hot teares ,which breake from me pertorce 
Should make thee worththem, 
Blaits and Fogges upon thee : 
Th'untented woundings of a Fathers curſe 
Pierceevery ſenſe about thee, Old tond eyes, 
Beweepe thee once againe, ile plucke ye our, 
And caſt you with the waters that you looſe 
To temper Clay. Ha ? Let it be fo, 
I have another daughter, 
Whol am ſure is kinde and comfortable: 
V hen ſhe ſhall heare this of thee, with her natles 
Shee'l fleathy Wolviſh viſage. Thou ſhalt tinde,! 
Thar Ile re{umethe ſhape w hich thou coſt thinke 
I bavecaſt cf for eves. 
Gon, Doe you marke that ? 
Aib, I cannotbe ſo partiall Gonerill, 
To the great love I beare yous 
Gon, Pray you contcnt. What Ofirald hoa? 
Yo Sir, more Knave then Foole,after your Maſter. 
Feole, Nunkle Lear Nuncle Lear, 
Tarry,trake the Foole with thee : 
A Fox;when one 145 caught her, 
And ſt:ch a daughter, 
Should ſureto the ſlaughter, 
If my Cap would by a Halter, 
So the Foole followes atter. 
Gen. This man hath haa good countell, 
A hundred Knights ? 
Tispelitike, and lafeto let him Keepe 
Ar point a hurdred Knights : yc+,that on every dreame, 
Each buz,cich fancy,cach complaint,diflike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their powres, 
And hold our lives in mercy. O/fwald,I tay. 
Alb, Well,you may fteare too farre. 
Gon. Safer then truſt roo farre ; 
Let me ſtill take away the harmes 1 feare, 
Not feare ſtill to be taken. I know his heart, 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my filter ; 
If the ſuſtaine him, and his hundred Knights 
When I have ſhew'd th'unfitneſlc. 


Exit. 


Enter Steward, 


How now Oſwald ? 
What have you writ that l:ztter ro my Siſter ? 

Stew, I Madam. 

Gon, Take you ſome company,and away to horſe, 
Informe her full of my particular feare, 
And thereto adde ſuch reaſons of your owne, 
As may compact it more. we - yu gone, 

3 


E 


—_—— 


— 
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And baſten your returne ; no, no, my Lord, 
This milky gentleneſle, and courte of yours 


Though 1 condemne nor, yet under pardon 
You are much more at taske for want of wiſedome, 


Then prais'd for harmetull mildneſlc. 
Alb. How farre your eyes may pierce I cannot tell ; 
Striving tobetter, oft we marre whats well. 
Gon, Nay then »-—— 
Alb. Well, well, the'vent. 


Exennt. 


Scena Offnta, 


— © —— 


— — _ - 


Ce ww <a 


_ Cs mens ——_ - _ — OO — 


Emer Ltar, Kent, Gentleman, and Foole. 


Lear, Goe youbefore to Gloſter with theſe Letters; 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you 


ifyour diligence be not ſpeedy, I ſhall be there atore 


'Oll, 
Kent, I will nut fleepe my Lord, till I have delivered 
your Letter. ; Ex. 

Foole, If amans braines were ins heeles, wert not 1n 
danger of kybes ? 

Lear. 1 boy. | 

Foole. Thea I prethee be axercy, thy wit ſhall not gee 
[lip-ſhod. 


Lear. Ha, ha, ha» 


ly, forthough ſhes as like this, as a Crabbes like an Ap» 
ple, yetl can tell what I cantel!. 

Lear, What canſttell Boy ? 

Foole. She will taſte as like this as, a Crabbe do's to a 
Crab: thou canſt tell wby ones noſe ſtands ith'nuddle 
on's face ? 

Lear, No. . 

Foele. Why to keepe ones eyes of cither ſides noſe, 
that what a man cannot ſmell ouc, he may ſpy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong. 

Foele, Can't tell how an Oyſter makes bis ſhell? 

Lear. No. 

Foole, Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a Snaile ha's 
a houlc. 

Lear. hy ? 

Foole. Why to puts cad in, not to give it away to his 
daughters, and leave his hornes uw ithour a caſe, 

Lear. I will torget my Nature, ſo kinda Father ? Be 
my horſes ready ? 

Foole. Thy Aſſes art gone about em; the reaſon why 
the ſeven Starres areno mo then ſeven, isa pretty reaſon, 

Lear. Becauſe they are not eight. 

F ele, Yes indeed, thou wouldſt make a good foole. 

Lear. Totak't againe perforce? Monſter 1 

Foole., If you wert my foole Nunckle, Il'd 
bearen tor being old before thy time. 

Lear, How 5 that? | 

Foole. Thou ſhouldſt not have bin 01d, till thou hadſt 
bin wile. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad ſweet heaven : 
| keep me in temper, would not be mad. How now, are 
| the horſes ready ? | | 
| Gem, Ready my Lord. 

Lear, Come Boy. 


ve thee 


On — Ton on 


—_— — 


know, then comes from her demand out of the Letter, | 


Fooke. Shalt ſee thy other Daughter will uſe thee kind- | . 
| Brother, a word, dilcend ; brother I ſay, 


—— 


OO _ — 


atitude ! 


= — —_ 


Fool.She thatsa Maid now,and laughs at my departure 
Shall not be a Maid long, unlefle things be cut ſhorter, 
EXxennt. 


oAftus Secundus, Scana Pris, 


— ” — — — —_ 


— On .m— a >. _- CR — —_— RO 


Enter Bait ard, and Curan, ſeveraly. 


Baſt, Save thee Curas, 

Cur, And you Sir, I have bin 
With your Father, and given him notice 
That the Dake of Cormwall, and Regen his Ducheſſc 
Will be here with him this night, 

Baſt. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay 1 know nor, you have heard of the newes a. 
broad, I meane the whiſper'd ones, tor they are yet bur 


| ear-kilſing arguments. 


Baft. Not | : pray you what atc they ? 
Cur. Have you heard of no likely Wartes toward, 


| Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall, and Albany ? 


Baſt. Nota word. 
Cur. You may doe then in time, 
Fare you well Sir. 
Baft. The Duke be here tonight? the better beſt, 
This weaves it {elfe pertorce into my bulineſle, 
My father hath fer guard to take my brother, 
And I have one thing of a queazy queition 
W hich I muſt a, briefenetle, and Fortune worke. 
Emer Edgar, 


Exit 


My father watches ; O Sir, flye this place, 
Intelligence is given where youare hid ; 
You have now the good advantage cf the night, 
Have you not ſpoken gainſt the Duke of Cornwall? 
Hes comming hither, now ith'night, ithhaſte, 
And Kegan with him, have you nothing ſaid 
Vpon his party gainſt the Dake of Albany ? 
Adviſe your fclte. 

Eds. Iamſure ont, nota word. 

Bait. | heare my father comming, pardon me : 
[n cunning, I muſt draw my Sword upon you ; 
Draw, ſeeme todefend your (elfe, 
Now quit you well. 
Yeeld, come before my father, light hoa, here, 
Fiye Brother, Torches, {0 farewell, 

Exit Edger. 

Some blood drawne on me would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeavour. I have ſeene drunkards 
Doe more then this in {pert ; Father, father, 
Stop, ſtop, no belpe ? 


Enter Gloiter, and Servants with Torches. 


Glo, Now Edmwend, wheresthe villaine ? 

Baſt. Here ſtood he in the darke, bis ſharpe Sword our, 
Mumoling of wicked charmes, conjuring the Moone 
Toſtand auſpicious Miltris. 

Go. But where is he ? 

Baſt. Looke Sir, I bleed, 

Glo. Where is the villaine, £dmmnnd ? 

Bait. Fled this way Sir, when by no meanes he could 

Glo, Purſue bim, ho : goe after. By no macanes, what? 

Baſt. Perſwade me to the murther of your _— 

ain 


— 


——_— 


—_—— 
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But that I told him the revenging Gods, 
Gainlt Parricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manitold, and {trong a Bond 
1he Child was bound to'th'Father , Sir in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppolite I ſtood 
To his unnaturall purpoſe, in tell motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, latch'd mine arme - 
And when he1aiv my belt alarum'd ſpirits 
Bold inthe quarrels right, rouz'd to th'encounter, 
Or whether gaſted by the noy1e I made, 
Full ſodainely he fled. 
Glo. Ler him flye farre : 
Not in this Land ſhall he remaine uncaught 
And found ; diſpatch, the Noble Duke my Maſter, 
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to night, 
By his authority I will proclaime it, 
That he which finds him ſhall deſerve our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the ſtake : 
He that conceales him,death. 

Bait. When | diflwaded him from his 1otent, 
And found him pight to doe it, with curſt ſpeech 
I threatned to diſcover him ; he replied, 

Thou unpoſſclling Baſtard, doft thou thinke, 

If I would tand againſt thee, would the repoſall 
Ofany truſt, vertue, or worthin thee 

Make thy words faith'd ? No, what ſhould I deny, 
(As this I would, though thou did{t produce 

My very Character) Ild curne it al 

Tothy luggeſtion, plot, and damned pradtiſe : 

And thou muſt make a dullard of the world, 
Ifthey not thought the profits of my death 

Were very pregnant and potentiall ſpirits 
To make thee (eeke it. 

Glo. Oſtrange ard faſtned Viliaine, 
Would hedeny his Letter, ſaid he ? 
Hearke,the Dukes trumpets, | know not where he comes 
| All Ports llc barce, the villaine ſhall not ſcape, 
| Th- Dake mult grant me that : beſides, his picture 
| I will fend tarre and neere, that all the kingdome 
| May have due note of him, and of my land, 
| (Loyalland natnrall Boy ) Le worke the mcanes 

To make thee capable. 


T ucket within. 


Enter Cornewall, Regan, and «Attenaants. 


Corn. How now my Noble friend, ſince I came hither 
(Which I can call but now) I have heard {trangeneſic. 
Reg. It itbe true, all vengeance comes too [hore 
W hich can purſue th'offender : how does my Lord ? 
Glo. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, its crack'd. 
Reg. W hat, did my Fathers Godionne ſecke your lite? 
He whom my father nam'd, your Edger : 
Gle, O Lady, Lady, ſhame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended upon my father ? 
Glo. 1 know not Madam, tis too bad, too bad. 
Baſt. Yes Madam, he was of that conſort. 
Reg. No marvaile then, though he were ill affeted, 
Tis they have put him on the old mans death, 
To have th'expence and walt of Revenues ; 
[ have this preſent evening from my Siſter 
Beene wellintorm'd of them, and with ſuch cantions, 
| Thatit they cometo {ojourne at my houſe. 
; Ilenotbe there. 
Cor. Nor 1, aſſure thee Regas ; 


 ——— 


A. 
— — 


| Edmmnd, I heare that you have ſhewne your Father 
' A Child-like Othce. 
| Baſt. It was my duty Sir. 
| - Gb, Hedid bewray his praQtife, and receiv'd 
| This hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him. 
| Cor. Is hepurſued? 
Gle. I my good Lord. 
Cor, Ifhebe taken, he (hall never more 


{ Befear'dof doing harme, make your owne putpole, 


— — 


—c 


[ 


| How in my ſtrength you pleaſe : as for you Edmwnd, 
| Whole vertue and obedier.ce doth this inſtant 
50 much commerd itſclte, you ſhall be ours, 
Natures of ſuch deepe truſt, we ſhall much need : 
You we fit ſeize on, 
Bat. 1 thall ſerve you Sir trucly, how ever clfe, 
Gte. For him | thanke your Grace. 
Cor. You know not why we came tovilit you 2? 
Reg. Thus our of (calon, thredding Carke ey'd night, 
Occalions Noble G!fter of ſome prize, 
W herein wetmult have uſe of your aduice. 
Our Father he bach wrir, ſo hach our Siſter, 
Ot differences, which 1 beſtthought it fir 
To anfwer from our home : the feverall Mcſſengers 
From hence attend diſpatch, our goodold tricnd, 
Lay comforts to your bolome, and beſtow | 
Your needtull counſaile to our buſineſſes, 
W hichcraves the inſtant uſe. 
Glo, [ ſerve you Madam, 
Your Graces areright welcome. 
Exe, 


— 


Scena Secunda, 


Enter Kent, and Steward ſcverally. 


Stew, 
Kent. I. | 
Stew. Where may we {ct our horſes ? 

Kent, I th'mytc. 

Stew. Prethee, it thou loy'ſt me, tcll me- 

Kent. I love theenor. 

Stew, Why then I care not for thee; 

Kent. It I had thee in Zsp1bwry Pintold, I would make 
thee care for ame 

Stew, Why do'ſt thou uſe me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent, Fellow I know thee, 

Stew. What doſt thou know me for ? 

Kent, A Knave,a Raſcall, an cater of broken meates,a 
baſe, proud, ſhallow, beggerly , three-fuired, hundred 
pound, filthy wovlted-{tocking Krave, a Lilly-liveree, 
action-taking, whoreſon ylafſe-gazing ſuper-(erviceable 


Good dawning tothee friend, art of this houſe? 
| 


| finicall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting flave, one that 


wouldſt bea Baud th way of good ſervice, and art no- 
thing but the compolition of a Knave, Begger, Coward, 
Pandar, and the Sonneand Heire of a Mungrill Bitch, 
one whor I will beate into clamours whining, if thou 
deny'ſt thelealt (llable of thy addition, 

Stew. Why, what a monſtrous fellow art thou, thus 
to raile on one,that 15 neither knowne of thee,nor knows 
thee ? 

Kent, Whata brazen-fac'd Varlet art thou, to deny 


_——_ 


| 
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thou knoweſt me? 1s it two dayes fince I tript upthy 
heeles, and bearethee betore the King? Draw you rogue, | 
tor + 
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for though it be night, yet the Moone ſhines, Ile make a 
ſop oth'Mooneſhine of you , you whorloa Cullyenly 
Barbar-monger, draw. 

Stew. Away, I have nothing rodoe with thec. 

Kent, Draw you Raſcall, you come with Letters a- | 
gainſt the King, and take Vanity the puppets part, 4+ | 
gainſt the Royalty of her father : draw you Rogue, Or | 
lle ſo carbonado your ſhankes, draw you Raſcall, come 
your WAVES, 

Stew. Helpe, ho, murther, helpe. 

Kent. Strike you ſlave: ſtand rogue, ſtand you neat 
ſlave, ſtrike. 

Stew. Hclpe hea, murther, murther. 


| 

| 
| 
| 
' 
' 


Enter E aitard, Cornewal, Regan, Gloſter, Servant. 


Bait, How now, whats the matter ? Part. | 

Kent. With you goodman boy, it you picatc, come, 
Te fleth ye, come on yong Malter- 

Glo. Weapcns ? Armes ? whatsthe matter here? 

Cor, Keepe peace upon your lives, he dycsthat ſtrikes 
againe, what 15the mattcr ? ; Py 

Reg. The Mcſiengers from our Siſter, and the King ? 

Cor. What is your difference, {peaic ? 

Stew. I am icarcc in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No Marvell, you have 10 bc ſtir'd your valour, 
you cowardly Raſcal!,nature diſclaigics in thee: a Taylor 
made thee. 

Cor. Thou art a ſtrange fellow, a Taylor make a man ? 

Kent, A Taylor Sir; a Stone,cutter, or a Painter, could 


not have made him ſc ill, though chey had bin but two |} 
yearesoth'trade. 

{or. Speake yet, how grew your quarrel] ? fl 

Stew, This ancient Rutian Sir, whole lite | have ſpar'd | 
at ſute of his gray-beard. 

Kent, Thon oherefon Zcd, thou unneceſlary letter, 
my Lord, if you wiil give me lcave, I will eread this un» / 
boulted villaine into morter, and d.ube the wall of a 
lakes with him, Spare my gray-beard,you wagtale ? 

{or. Peace firrah, 

You beaſtly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes Sir, but anger hath a priviledge. 

Cor. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That ſucha {lave asthis ſhould weare a Sword, 
Who wearesno honeſty : ſuch {miling rogues asthelc, 
Like Rats oft bire the holy cords a twaine, 
Whicharttintrince, t'unioole : ſmooth every pallion 
That io the natures of their Lords rebel:, 

Being oile to fire, {now to the colder moodes,] 
Renege, aire, and turnetheir Halcion beakes 
AVith every gate, and vary of their Maliers, 
Knowing naught (like dogges) out tollowang : 


A pla bpon your Epileptickc vilagey 
. "= 1 
mG1lc you my ſpeeches, as | were a too'e ? 


Gooic, if ] had you upon 3&7 um lainc, 

I'id drive ye cackling home to ( ameler. 
{orn. What art thou mad old Fellow ? 
Gloft. How tell you out, lay that? 

Kent, No conrraries hold more antipathy, 

Then I, and {ach a knave. 

Corn. Why do'it thou call him Knave? 
V hat is his tault? 
Keut, His countenance likes me nOt, 
Cav. No more perchance do's mine, nor his,nor hers. 
Kent, Sir, tis my occupationto be plaine, 
I have (cenc better faces in my tune, 


Then ſtands on any ſhoulder that I ſee 
Betore me, at this inſtant. 

Corn. This is tome tellow, 
Who having beene prais'd for bluntrefle, doth affeR 
A ſaucy roughnefle, and conftraines the garb 
Quite trom his Nature. He cannot flatter, he, 
An boneſt mind and plaine, he muſt ſpeake truth, 
And they will take it to, if not, he's plaine. 
Thele kind of Knaves I know, which in this pla inaeſſe, 
Harbour more cratt, and more corrupter ends, 
Then twenty tiily-ducking oblervants, 
Thar ſtretch their dutics nicely. 

Kent . Sir, in gocd faith, in fincere verity, 
Vnder th'allowance of your greataipect, 
W botc influence hike the wreath of racient fire 
On flicking Phebus front. 

Corn, What mcan'tt by this ? 

Kent, Togoc out of my dialet: which you difcom- 
mend fo much ; 1 know Sir, I aw no flatterer, be that be- 
guild you in a plaine accent, was a plaine Knave, which 
tor my part 1 willnot be, though I ſhould win your Cil- 
plcalure to entreat me too't. 

Corm, \V hat was th'offence you gave him ? 

Stew. I never gave him any : 

It pleas'd the King his Maſter very late 

To ſtrike at me upon his milconltruction, 

VV hen be compact,and flattering his diſpleaſure 
Tript me behind : being downe, intulted,rail'd. 
And pur upon him tuch a deale ot Man, 

That worthicd him, got prailcs of the King, 
For him attempting, « ho was ſeclfc-{ubducd, 


| And inthe Heſhment of this dead exploit, 
| Drew on mc herc againe. 


Kent. None of thelc Rogues, and Cowards 
But Ajax is their foole. 

Cors. Fetch forth the Stocke $? 
You ſtubborne ancient Knave, you revcrent Bragart, 
We'lreach you, 

Kent, Sir, Tam too old to learne :; 

Call not your Steckes tor me, I ſerve the King, 

On whoſe imployment I was {ent to you, 

You (hall doe {mall reſpets, ſhew too bold malice 

Againit the Grace, and Perſon of my Maſter, 

Stocking his Meilcnger. 

Corn, Ferch torth the Stockes ; 

As 1 have lite and honor, there ſhall he ſit till Noone, 
Reg. Till noone ? till aight my Lord, and all night too. 

Kent, Why Madam, it 1 were your tathers dog, 

You ſhould nor uſe me ſo. 

Reg. Sir,bcing his Knave, 1 will. Srockgs brought out, 
Cer. This 1s a fellow of the {elfe fame colour, 

Our Siſter ſpeakes of. Come, bring away the Stockes. 
Glo. Let me beſcech your Grace, not to doe fo, 

The King his Maſter, needs mult tzke it ill 

Thar be foflightly valued in his Meſſenger, 

Should have him thus reſtrained. 

Corn, Ilean({wer that. 
Reg. My Siſter may receive it much more worſe, 

To have her Gentleman abus'sd, affaulted, | 
{ #rn. Come my Lord, away. Exit, 
Gle. Iam forry for thee friend, tis the Dukes pleaſure, 

Whole diſpoſition all the world well knowes 

Will not be rubb'd nor ſtopt, lle entreat for thee. 
Ken.Pray do not Sir,l have watch'dand travail'd hard, 

Some time I ſhall ſleepe out, the reſt Ie whiſtle 

A good mans tertune may grow out at heeles : 


——_— 


Give 


kics b 


| 
| 


Give you good morrow. 
Glo. The Duke's too blame in this, x 
Twill be ili taken, Exit. 

Kent.Good King, that muſt approve the common ſaw, 
Thou out of heavens benediction com'it 
Tothe warme Sun. 
Approach thou Beacon to this under Glove, 
1 bh by thy comfortable Beames I may 
Peruſe this Letter. Nothing almolt {cs miracicy 
But miſcry. I know tis from Coractin, 
Who hath moſt forturately beenc inform'd 
Of my obſcured courie. And ſhail find tine 
From this enormous vtate, iceking to give 
Loſſes their remedies, All weary and o're-watchd, 
Take vantage heavy cyes, not to behold 
This ſhametull lodging. Fortune goodnight, 
Smile once more, turne thy wheele- 


Enter Edjar, 


Edg. I heard my fclfe proclaim'd, 
And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No Port is free, no place 
That guard, and molt unufall vigilance 
Do's not aztend my taking. Wlules I may ſcape 
I will preſerve my ſelfe : and am bethough: 
To take the baſeſt, and moſt pooreſt ſhape 
That ever penurty in contempt of man, 
Brought necre to beaſt : my tacc Ile grime with filth, 
Blarkct my loynes, cle all my haires in knots, 
And with preſented nakednelic our-face 
The Windes, and perſecutions of the sky : 
The Country gives me proote, and preſident 
Ot Bediam beggers, who withroaring voyces, 
Strike mcheirrmumm'dand mortificd Armes, 
Pins, Wodden-prickes, Nayles, Sprigs of Roſcmary : 
And with this horrible object, from low Farmes, 


' Poore pelting Villages, Sheepes-Coates, and Milles, 
| Sometimes with Lunaricke bans,fometimes with Praicrs 
| Inforce their charity : poore Twrlygod, poorc T om. 


—— 


A 


| Thats ſomething yct : Edgar I nothing am, 


E xt. 
Emer Lear, Foole, and Gemleman. 


Lear.Tis ſirange thatthey ſhould ſo depart from home, 
And net ſend backe my Mcſſengers. 

Gen, As l learn'd, 

The night before, there was rio purpoſs in them 
Ot this remove. 

Kent, Haile to thee Noble Maſter, 

Lear. Ha? Mak*(t thou this ſhame thy paſtime ? 

Kent. No my Lord. 

Foole, Ba, ha, he weares Crucll Garters ; horſes are tide 
tide by the heads, Dogges and Beares by*thinecke, Mon- 
kics by*thloynes, and Men by*th'legs ; when a man is 0+ 
verluſt yat legs, then he weares wodden nether-tockes. 

Lear. Whats he, 
That hath ſo much thy place miſtooke 
Tolet thee heere ? 

Kent, It is both he and ſhe, 
Your Son, and Daughter, 

Lear. No. 

Kent, \ CS. 

Lear. Nol (av. 

Kent, I ay yea» 

Lear. By Iuputer I iwcarc nos 
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Kent, By Inmo, 1 (vicareT, 

Lear, T hcy darſt not do't; 

They cou! d not, would not do't : tis worſe then murther, 
Todor apon re(pe 2 tich violent outrage : 

Reſolve mc with a;i oodcſt haſte, which way 

Thou might dcterve, or they impoſe this viage, 
Commuing from is. 

Ken. My Lore, hen aeth cir home 
I did commcn | your highnefle Lettersto them, 
re I was riten from the place, that ſhewed 
My duty kncelng, came there a recking Poſte, 

Seew'd in his hatte, halfe bzeathletfe, pantiug forth 
From Gonersl his Millris, falutattion ; 

D.liver'd Letters fpight of intcrmition, 
Whichpretent!y tl.cy read ; on thoſe contents 

Ticy fwinmon'd up ther mcincy, (traighrt tooke hore, 
Commaznd:ed me 36 tullow, aud attcnd 

The lciture of therr anſwer, gave me cold lookes, 

And mccting heere the other Meſſenger, 

W hote welcome l perceiv'd had poiton'd mine, 
Being the very tcllow which ot late 

Diſplaid fo fa» cily againſt your highneſle, 

Having more man then wit abouc me, drew ; 

Hcerais'd the horſe, with loud and coward crycs, 

Your So'ne and d wghter found this tretp alle worth 
The ſhame which heere it ſuffers. (way 

Foole. \Wimters not gone yer,ifthe wild Geefe fly that 
Fathers that w.eate rags, doe make their Childrenblind, 
But fathers thatbcarc bags, ſhall ſee their children kind, 
I ortune that arrant whore,nere turnesthe kzy roth'poore 
But for all this Y Ntialt have as many Dolors tor thy c.2:re 
Daughters, as thou canſt tell ina ycare. 

Lear. Oh how this Mother fwels uptoward my iicart ! 
Hi#torica paſſis, downe thou climing torrow, 
Thy Eiement*s bx tow ; where is this daughter ? 

Kext, Withthe Earle Sir, bere within. 

Lear. Follow me nor, (lay heere, 

Gen. Made you 10 more offence, 

But what you tpeake of ? 

Kent. None ; 

How charce the King comes with ſo fmall a number ? 


Ext. 


Feole. And thou hadit beene fer ith Stockes for that 


queſtion, thoud'fſt well deferv'd its 

Kent, Why toole ? 

Foo'e. WC] fer thee tofchoole to an Ant, to teach thee 
theres no Jabouring ith*winter, All that follow their 
noles,arc ied by their cye3, but blind men;and theresnoc 
a no{c among twenty, but can ſme; him thats ſinking;lct 
gcethy bold, when a great whecle rons downe a hil, 
left it breake thy necke wich tuliowing. But the great 
one that gocsup a atd, let him draiy thee after ; when a 
witeman givesthee berter counle'l give me mine *gaine, 
I would have none but knaves tollow it, lince a toole 
gives its 
Thar Sir, which ſerves and ſeekes for g2ine, 

And followes but tor forme z 

Will packe, when it begins to raine, 
And lcave thee inthe ſtorme, 

But I will tarry, the toole will ſtay, 

And {et the wiſeman fiye : 

The knave turnes foole thatrunnes away, 
The foole no knave perdy. 


Emer Lear, ard Glowey. 
Kent, Where lcarn'd you this toole ; 
Fook. Not ith'Stockes tocle. 
Lear, 


y, | 


| 
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Lear, Deny to ſpeake with me? 

They are ſlickethey are weary, 

They have travail'd all the night? mcere fetches, 

The Imagcs of revolt and fiying off. 

Ferch me a better anſ{wer, 

Glo. My dcere Lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 

How unremoveable and hixt he 1s 

In his owne courlc. 

Lear. Vengeance,Piague,Dcath,Confuſion : 

Fiery 2 Whar quality 2 Why G/ofter, Gloſter, _ 

I'd ipcake wich the Duke of Cornewall,and his wites 
Gl», Well,my good Lord,I have inform'd them 10+ 
Lear. Inforai'd them?Doſt thou underſtand me man? 
G!o. I my good Lord, 

Lear, The King would ſpeake with Cornewall, 

Thedeere Farher 

Would with his Daughter ſpeake,commands, tends, ſer- 

Are they inform'd ofthis? My breath and blood : (vices 

Ficry? The fiery Duke,rell the hot Duke that———> 

No,but not yet,may be he 15 not well, 

I1firmity doth ſtill negleR all orhce, ; 

Whereto our hcalth is bound,vve arc not our ſelves, 

When Naure being oppreit,.commanrds the mind 

To ſuffer with the body ; Iic torocate, 

And 2m fallen ouc with my more headier will, 

To take the indiipos'd and tickly tic, 

For the ſound man. Death 01 my ſtare « whereforc 

Should he fi: here ? This Att pertwades mc, 

That this remotion cf the Duke and her 

Is practiſe oncly, Give me my ſervant forth ; 

Goctell the Dake.and's wife,11'd ſpeake wich them : 

Now, preſently : bid thcm come forth and heare me, 

Or at their chamber doore Ile beat the Drum, 

Till 1tcry flecpe to deaths | 
Glo. I would havcall well betwixt you. Exit, 
Lear. Oh m2 my keart! my riling heart | but downe. 


Foate, Cry to it Nurcle , as the Cockney did to the | | 
| Thy halfc o'th kingdome haſt thou not forgot, 
| Wherein I thee endow?d. 


Ezlcs, whe: h:c put 'emi1th'Palte alive,ſhe knapt'em 
o'th'Coxcombs with a ticke,and cryed downe wantons, 
downe ; 'rwas her brother, that 1in pure kindneſle to his 
hocſe buttered bus Hey, 


Enter Cornewell, Regan,Gloffer Servants, 
Lear. Good morroiw to you bot 11, . 
{orn, Haiic to your Grace, Kent bere ſet at libery, 
Res. Tamgiad tofce your Highnelle. 
Lear, Regan,\ thinke you arc. I know what reafon, 
I have to thinke {ozif thou ſhould'tt not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy Mothers Tombe, 
Sepulchring an Adultereflz. O are you tree? 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan 
Thy ſiſters naughc: Oh R-gn,ſhe hath tyed 
Sharpe tooth d unkindnefle,like a vulture here, 
I can ſcarce ſpcake totheegthou'lt not belceve 
With how deprav'da quality. Oh Kegan, 
Reg, | pray you Sirgake patierce,I have hope 
Youleſſe know howto value her delert, 
Than ſhe to ſcant her duty. 
Lear. Say ? how 1sthat ? 
Reg. I cannot thinke my filter in the leaſt 
Would faile her Obligation. It fir perchance 
She have refrained the Riots of your FoHowers, 
Tison ſuch grougd,and ro ſuch wholeſome end, 
As clcarcs ker from all blame. 
Lear. My curics on her. 


Reg. OSir, you arc old, 
Nature in you ſtands on the very Verge 
Ot her confine : you ſhould be rul'd, andled 
By ſome diſcretion, that difcernes your ſtate 
Better then you your ſclte ; therefore I pray you, 
Thar to our Siſter, you doe make returne, 
Say you have wrong'd her. 
Lear, Aske her Rraiveneiſe P 
Doe you bur marke how this becomes the houle ? 
Deere daughter, 1 confeſſethar 1 am old ; 
Age 1s unneceſiary : on my knees lbegge, 
Thar you'll vouchſafr me Rayment, Bed, and Food. 
Reg, Good Sir, no more : theſe arc uniightly trickes; 
Returne you tomy Siſter. 
Lear. Nevcr Regan : 
She hath abated me of halfe my Traine : 
Look'd blacke upon me, ſtrooke me with her Tongue 
Moſt Serpeat-like, upon the very heart. 
Allthe ſtor'd Vengeances of heaven, tall 
On her 1ngratefuil top : ſtrike her pong bones 
Youtaking Ayres, with Lamcnefle. 
| { orn. Fyc fir, tc. 
Lear, Y ou nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her {cornfull eyes: infect her Beauty, 
You Fen-{uck'd Fogges, drawne by the powerfull Sunne 
To fall, and Lliſter. 
Fe. O the bleſt Gods ! 
So \will you with on me, when the raſh moode is on, 
Tear. No Kegan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe ; 
Thy tender-hetted Nature ſhal! not give 
Theeoreto barſhneſle : Her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Doe comfort, and not burne. Tis not inthee 
To grudge my pleaſures, tocut off my Traine, 
To bandy halty words, to ſcant my ſizes, 
And in concluſion, to oppote the bole 
Againſt my comming 1n. Thou better knowlt 
The Oihicez of N:ture, bond of Childhood, 
Effects of Curtcic,dues of Gratitude ; 


Reg. Good Sir, to'th'purpole- 
Lear. Who pur my man ith'Stockes ? 
Emer Steward. 
{ orn, What Trumpets that ; 
Reg. I know't my Siſters : this approves her Letter, 
That ſhe would ſoone be heere. Is your Lady come ? 
Lear. This 1sa Slave, whoſe cafie borrowed pride 
Duels in the fickly grace of her he followes. 
Out Varlet, from my ſight. 
Corn. \W hat mcanes your Grace ? 
Enter Goner |, 
Lear. W hoſteckt my Servant? Kegan,1 have good hope 
Thou didft not know on't. 
W ho comes here? O heavens ! 
It you doe love old men; if your ſweet {way 
Allow Obedience : if you your ſclyes are old, 
Make it your cauſe : Send downe, and take my part» 
Art not aſham'd tolooke upon this Beard ? 
O Regan, will you take her by the hand ? | 
Gor. Why not by th'hand Sir ? How have 1 offended ? 
Alls not offence that indiſcretion findes 
And dotage termes 10. 
Lear. O ſides, you are too tough ! 
Will you yet hold ? 
How came my man 1'th'Stockes ? 


Tuchet within, 


| 


Corn. 1 cthim there, Sir : but his owne Diſorders | 
Deferv'd 
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| Deſerv'd much lefle advancement. 
| Lew. You? Did you? 
' Reg. I pray you Father being weake, leeme {0. 
| Ifrull the expiration of your Moneth 
You will returne and ſojourne with my Sifler, 
Diſmiſling halfe your traine, comethen to me, 
I 21m now from home, and out of that proviſtien 
W hich ſhall be needfull for your cntertainement+ 
Lear. Returne to her ? and fifty men diſmils d ? 
No, rather I abjure all rootes, and chule, 
| To wage againſt the enmity otlYayre, 
| To bea Comrade with the Wolte, and Owle, 
| Necellitics ſharpe pinch, Returne with her ? 
| Why the hot-bloodied France, that dowerleſle tooke 
Our yongeſt borne, I could as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like penſion beg, 
To kcepe balc life a toote ; returne with her ? 
Perſwade me rather tobe (laveand ſumprer 
To this dereſted groome. 
Gon, At your choyce Sir. 
Lear. I prethee Daughter doe riot make me mad, 
| willnot trouble thee my Child : farewell: 
We'll no more meete, no more ſee oneanother, 
But yet thou artmy ficſh, my blood,my daughter, 
Or rarher a diſcaſe thats in my fleſh, 
Which I mult needs calk mine. Thouarta Byle, 
A plague ſore, or imboſſed Carbuncle 
In my corrupted blood. Burt Lle not chide thee. 
Let ſhame come when it will, 1 doe not callir, + 
I doc not bid the Thunder-bearer ſhoote, | 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging /ove, 
Mend when thou can (t, be better at thy leiſure; 
| can be patient, I can ſtay with Kegen, 
| and my hundred Knights. 
Reg. Not aitogether (@, 
Ilook'd not for you yt, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome, give care Sir to my Sitter, 
For thote that mingle reaton with you pailion, 
Muſt be content tothinke you old, and to, 
But ſhe knowes what ſhe doc's 
Lrar. Is this wellipoken ? 
Reg. I dareavouchir Sir, what fifty Followers? 
Is 1t not well 2 What ſhould you need of more ? 
| Yea, or fo many ? Sith that bo:h charge and danger, 
| Spcake gainſt ſo great a nutmber : Bow in one houle 
Should many people, under rwo commands 
Hold amity ? Tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. 
Gen. Why ought not you my Lord,reccive atrendance 
From thoſe that ſhe calls Servarts, or from mine ? 
| Reg, Why not my Lord? 
| If thenthey chanc'd to ſlacke ye, 
We could comptcoll them ; it you will come to me, 
| (For row ſpye a danger) I entreat you 
| Tobring bur five and twenty, to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 


— 


Lear. I gave you all. 
Reg. And in good times you gave it- 
; £exr. Madeyou my Guardians, my Depoſitaries, 
| Bur kepta reſervationto be followed : 
; With tucha number 2 What, muſt I come to yon 
With five and twenty ? Regen, (aid you (0? 
Reg. And ſpcak*ragaine my Lord, no more with me. 
Lear. Thoſe wicked Creatures yet do looke wel favor'd 
| When othersare more wicked, nor being the worſt 
| Stanc's in ſome ranke of praiſe, le goe with thee, 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty, 


— — —— 


And thou art twice her Love 
Gon. Heare me my Lord; ; 
What need you five andewenty ? Ten ? Or fue e 
To follow ina boufe, where twice lo many 
Have a command totend you ? 
Reg. What necd one ? 
Leer. Orcaſonnotthe nced ; our batctt Beggers 
Are in the pooreſt thing fupertiuous, 
Allow not Nature, more then Nature necds : 
Mans life is cheape as Beaites, Thou art a Lady ; 
It onely to goe warme were gorgeous, ; 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'lt, 
Whichſcarcely keepes thee warme, bur for true need, 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I nced, 
Youſee me here (you gods) a poore old man, 
AS full of griefe as age, wretched ip both, 
[tit be youthat ſtirres theſe Daughters hearts 
' Againſt their father, foolemenor ſo much, 
| To bearc it tamely : touch me with Noble anger, 
| And lect not womens weapons, water drops, 
| Statne my wans cheekes. No you unnaturall Hags, 
| will bave ſuch revengeson you both, 
| That all the wdrid ſhall— I will doe ſuch things, 
| VW hat they are yer, I know not, but they ſhall be; 
The terrors of the carth ? you thiuke lle weepe, 
No, Ile not weepe, I have tull cauſe of weeping. 
Sterme and Tempe+t, 
But this heart ſhal breake into a hundred thoutand flawes 
Orcrel weepe. O toole, I thall goe nad, Exennt, 
Corn, Letus withdraw, twill be a Storme. 
Reg. This houlc1s little, the old man and's people, 
; Cannot be well >cſtow'd. 
Gov. Tis his owne blame hath put himſelte from reſt, 
And muſt needstaltc his folly, 
| Reg. For hisparticular, ile receive him gladly, 
Bnet not one follower. 
Gon, Soam I purpos d, 
Where 1s my Lord of Gloiter ? 
Entes Gloſter, 
Corn Followed the old man forth, he is return'd. 
Glo. The King is in highrage. 
(rn. Whether is he going ? 
Glo. He callsto hocte, but will I know not whether. 
Corn, Tis beftto give him way, he leads bimſclfe. 
Gon, My Lord, entreatc him by no meanes to {hay, 
G4, Alacke the night comes on, and the high windes 
Doe (orcly ruffle, for many Miles about 
Theres lcarce a Buth. 
Reg. O Sir, ro willtull men, 
The 1njuries that they rhemfelves procure, 
Muſt be their Schoole-Maſters : ſhut up your doores, 
He is attended with a deiperate traine, 
Aud whatthey may incenlc him to, being apr, 
To have his care abus'd, wiſcdome bids feare. 


- mens 


_ — _ 


—_ 


| My Regan countels well : come Qut oth*ſtorme. Ereanr. 


| SaEs Fa F. 


eAlusT ertins. Scena Prima. 
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Storme full . Enter Kent, and a Gentleman, ſeverally, 


Kent, Who's there beſides fonle weather ? 
Gen. One minded like the weather, moſt unquietly. 
Kent 


Fd 


_— as. — 
es 


——— ” —  —_— 


(rn. Shut up your doores my Lord, tis a wil'd night, 
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Kent, T know you : W heres the King ? 

Gene. Coutending with the frerfull Elements. 
Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Seas 
Or (well the curled Waters bove the Mainey 
That things might change, or ceaſe. 

Kent, But whois with him? 

Gext. None but the foolc, who labours to out-jelt 

His heart-ſtrooke 1njuries. 

Kent. Sir, I doe know you, 

And dare upon the warrant of my note 

Commend a deere thing to you. There isdiviſion 

(Alchough as yet the face of it is cover'd 

With muruall cunning) twixt Albany, and Cornwall : 

Who have, as who have not, that thetr great Starres 

Thron'd and ſet high; Servants, who ſeemenolefle, 

W hich are to France the Spies and Speculations 

Intelligent of our State. What hath bin tcene, 

Either in ſnuffes, and packings of the Dukes, 

Or the hard Reine which both of them have borne 

Againſt the old kind King ; or ſomething deeper, 

W hereof (perchance) theſe are but furniſhings. 
Gene. 1 willtalke further ith you, f, 
Kent. No, doe not : 

For confirmation that I am much more 

Then my out-wall ; openthis Purſe, and take 

What it containes. If youThall ſce Cordehia, 

(As feare notbur you ſhall ) ſkew her this Ring, 

And ſhe will tell you who that tellow 1s 

That yet you doe not know. Fye on this Storme, 

I will goe ſceke the King. 

Gent, Give me your hand, 

Have you no more to lay ? 

Kent; Few words, but toeffeAt more then all yet ; 

That when we have found the King,in which your paine 

That way, Ile this : He that firſt lights on him, 


Holla the other. Exenn, 


Scana Secunda, 


Cn nee em 


Storme ſill. Enter Lear, and Feole. 

Lear Blow windcs,and cracke your cheeks;Rage,blow 
You Cararatts, and Hurricano's ſpout, 

Till you have drench'd our Stceples,drowne the Cockes. 
You Sulpt'rous and LNCURNFexrqariog hres, 
Vaunt-curriors of Oake-cleaving Thunder-bolts, 
Sindge my white head. And chouall-ſhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thicke Rotundity o'th'world, 

Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines ſpill at once 

That makes ingratefull Man. 

Feoele. O Nunkle, Court hoiy-water inadry houſe, is 
better then this Rain-water out 0'doore» Good Nunkle, 
in, aske thy Daughters bleNing, bceres a night pitties 
neither Witemea,nor Fools. 

Lear. Rumbie thy belly full : ſpit Fire, ſpowt Raine 
Nor Raine, Winde, T hunder, Fire are my hters, 

I taxe not you, you Elements with unkindnefle, 

I never gave you Kingdome, call'd you Children ; 
You owe me no ſubſcription. Then let fall 

Your horrible pleaſure. Heere I ſtand your Slave, 
A poore, iafirme, weake, and deſpis'd old man: 
But yet I call you Servile Mimilters, 

That will with two pernicious daughters joync 
Your high-cngendcr'd Burailes, gaialt a bea 


| 


| Head-peece ; 


So old, and white as this. O, ho ! tis foule. 
Foole, He that has a boule to puts head in, has a good 


| The Codyicee that will touſe, before the head has any ; 
The Head , and he ſhall Lowle : ſo Beggers marry many, 
The man y makes his Toe,w har he his bcart ſhould make, 


Shall of a Corne cry woe, ard turne his fleepe towake, 

For there was never yct faire woman, but the made | 

mourhes ina glaſſe. | 
Enter Kent. 


| 
| 
| 


 Fooke. Marry heres Grace, and a Codpiece, thatsa 


Lear. No, 1 will be the patterne of all patiercce. 


Kent, Whos there? 


| 
| 
| I wall lay nothing. | 
| 


Waiticman, and a Foole. 
Kent. Alas Sir are you here ? things that love night, 
Love not ſuchnighes as theſe : the wrathfull Skies 
Gallow the very wandcerers of the darke | 
And make them keepetheir Caves : Since I was man, | 
Such ſheets of fire, {uch burſts of horrid Thunder, | 
Such groanes of roaring Winde, and Raine, I never 
Remember to have hcard. Mans Nature cannot carry 
Th'afMition, nor the feare, 
Lear. Let the great gods ” 
That keepe this dreadful! pudder ore our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremblethou Wretch, 
That haſt within thee undivulged Crimes 
Vow hiptof Iuſtice. Hide thee, thou Bloudy hand ; 
Thou Perimr'd, and thou Simular of Vertue 
That art Inceſtuous. Caytitfe, to peeces ſhake 
Thar under covert, and convenicnt ſeeming 
Has practss'd on mans life. Cloſe pentwup guilrs, 
Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 
Theſe dreadfull Summoners grace. 1 am a man, 
More finn'd > linning. 
Kent, Alacke, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my Lord, hard by heere is2 Hovell, 
Some frieadſhip will it lend you gainſt the Tempeſt: 
Repoſe you there, while I ro this hard houſe 
(More harderthen the ſtones whereof tis rais'd, 
W hich even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd metocome in) rerurne, and force 
Their {canted curteſic. 
Lear, My wits begin to turne. 
Come on tay boy, How doſt my boy ? Artcold ? 
I am cold my {elfe. Where is this ſtraw, my fellow ? 
The Art of our Neceſſities is {trarge, 
Andcan make vilde things precious. Come, your hovell; 
Poore Foolc, and Knave, I have one part in my keart 
Thats ſorry yet tor thee. 
Fook. Hethat hasand alittle-tyne wit, 
With height-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 
Mult makecontent with his Fortunes fit, 
Though the Raine it raineth every day. | 
Leer, True Boy : Come bring ustothis Hovell. &x#. 
Fooke. This isa brave night to coole a Curtizan ; 
Ile ſpeake a Prophehie ere I goe : 
W hen Prieſtsare more in word, then matter : 
W hen Brewers marre their Malt with water ; 
When Nobles are their Taylors Tators, 
No Heretiques burn'd but wenches Suters, 
W het every Caſcin Law is right: 
No Squire in debr, nor no poore Knight : 
W hen Slanders doe nor live in Tongues ; | 
| 
| 


Nor Cat-purſes come not tothrongs ; 
When Vſurerstell their Gold 'th'tictd, 
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_ Baudes, and whores, doe Churches build. 
Then ſhall the Realme of Albion,come to great confuſion 


Then cames the time, who lives tolſee't, 
That going ſhalbe us'd with feet. ; : 

This prophecy Merlin ſhall make, for I live before his | 
timcs Exw. | 


— _- 
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Scana Tertia. 


Emey Gloſter, and Edmund, 


Gle. Alacke, alacke £dmwnd, I like not this unuaturall 
dealing;when I delired their leave that I might pity him, 
they rooke from me the uſe of mine owne houle,charg'd 
me on paine of all diſpleaſure, neither ro ſpeake 
of lum,cntreat for him, or any way ſuſtainc him. 

Baſt. Moſt ſavage and unnaturall. 

Gle. Goetoo; lay you nothing. There is diviſion be- 
tweene the Dukes, and a worſe matter then that : I have 
received a Letter this night, tis dangerous to be ſpoken, 
I have lock'd the Letter in my Cloſlet; theſe injuriesthe 
King now beares, will be revenged home ; there 1s part 
of a Power already footed, we mult incline tothe King, I 
will looke him, and privily relieve him ; goe you and 
maintaine talke with the Duke, that my Charity be not of 
him perceived ; if he aske for me, Iam ill, and goneto 
bed, if I dye for it, (as no leſlc is threaned me) the King 
my old Maſter muſt be relieved, There is ſtrange things 
toward Edmmnd, pray you be carctull, Ext. 

Baſt. This Curtche forbid thee, ſhall the Duke 
Inſtantly know, and of that Letter too; 

This ſcemes a faire deſerving, and mult draw me 
That which my father looſes : no leſſe then all, 


The yonger ritcs, when the old doth fall. Exit. 


J——_ 


Scena Quarta, 


Enter Leary, Kent, and Foole, 


Kent,Heere is the place my Lord, good my Lordenter, 
Thetirrany of the open night's t09 rough 
For Nature to endure. 

Lear. Let mealone. 

Kent, Good my Lord enter heere. 

Lear. Wilt breake my heart? 

Kent, 1 had rathcr breake mine owne, 
Good my Lord enter. 

Lear, T houthink(t ris much that this contentious 
Invades us to the skinſo ; tis tothee, ((torme 
But where the greater malady is fixt, 

.The leſſer is ſcarce felt» Thou'dſt ſhun a Beare, 

But if thy flight lay toward the roaring Sca, 

Thou'dſt meet the Beare ith'mouth, whenthe minds free 
The bodies delicate the tempeſt in my mind, 

Doth from my ſences take all feeling cle, 

Save what beates there, Filliall ingratitude, 

Isit notas this mouth ſhould teare this hand 

Ferlifting food too't : Bur 1 will puniſh home ; 


Storme fill, 


_— 


No, I will weepe no more : in ſuch a night, 


mm —— 


\. 


To ſhut me out ? Poure on, I will endure: | 
In ſuch 4 night asthis ? O Reger, Gonerill, 
Yourold kind Father, whole tranke heart gave all, 
O that way madneſiclyes, let me (hun that : 
No more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord center here, 

Lear. Prythee goe in thy ſelfe, ſeeke thine owne eaſe, 
This tempeſt wi!l not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, bur Ile goe in, 
In Boy, goe firſt. You bouſclefle poverty, 
Nay getthee in ; lle pray, and then lle {lcepe. 
Poore raked wretches, where fo cre you are 
That bide the pelcing of this pittileſſe ſtorme, 
How ſhall your houle-leflc heads, and unted ſides, 
Your lop'd, and window'd raggednefle defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe? O I have tane 
Too little care of this : Take Phylicke, Pompe, 
Expoſethy ſclfe to fecle what wretches feele, 
Thar thou mailt ſhake the ſuperflux tothe, 
And ſhew the Heavens more att. 


Exit. 


Enter Edgar,and Foole. 


Eag. Fathom, and halte, Fathom and halt? poore Tom, 

Foole. Come not in heere Nuncle, heres a {pirit, helpe 
me, helpe me. 

Kem. Give me thy hand, who's there ? 

Foele. A \pirit,a ſpirit,he fayes his name's poore Tom. 

Ken. \W hat art thou that doſt grumble there i'th ſtraw? 
Come forth. 

Ede, Away,the foule Fiend followes me, through the 
ſharpe Hauthorne blowthe winds. Humh, goe to thy 
bed and warme thee, 

Leer, Didit thougive all to thy Daughters ? And art 
thou come tothis ? 

Eds. Who gives any thing to poore'Tow ? Whom 
the toale Fiend hath led through Fire ,& through Flame 
through Sword, and Whirle Poole, ore Bog, and Quag- 
mirc, tha: bath laid Knives under his Pillow, agd Haters 
in his Pue , fet Rate-bane by lus Porredge ; made him 
Proud of heart,toride on a Bay trotting horte,over foure 
archt Bridges, to courte his own thadow tor a Traitor, 
Blifſe thy tive Wits, Tomza cold. O do, de, do,de, do, 
de, blilechee from W hirle-Winds, Starre-blaſting, and 
taking, doe poore Tem {ome charity, whom the fouls 
fend vexcs. There could I have him now, andthere,and 
there againe, and there. 

Storme 5{;1. 

Lear. Has his Daughtersbrought him to this paſle ? 
Could(t thou fave nothing ? Would(t thou give em all ? 

Foole. Nay, he reicrv'da Blanket, elſc we had bin all 
ſham'd, 

Leer. Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated ore mens faults, light onthy daughters. 

Kent, He hath no Daughters Sir. 

Lear. Death Traitor, nothing could have {ubdu'd 
Touch a lownefle, but his unkind Daughters. (Nature 
Is it the faſhion, that diſcarded Fathers, 

Should have thas little mercy on their fleſh : 
Tudicious puniſhmear,twasthis fleſh begot 
Thoſe Pelicane Daughter. 

Edg.Pill:icock fat on Pillicock hill, alow : alow,loo,loo, 

Fool, This cold night will turne us all to fooles, and 
Madmen. 

Edgar. Take heed oth'foule fiend, obey thy Pa- 
rents, keepe thy word, juſtice, ſweare not, commir nor, 
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with man 
proud array. Tom's a cold. 

Lear, What bait thou bin ? 

Edg. A Scrvingman ? Proud in heart, and mind: that 
curl'd my haire, wore Gloves in iy cap: ſerv'd the Lult 


of my Miltris hcait, and didthe act of darkencſſe with | 


her. Swore as many Oathes, as I ſpake words,and broke 
them in the {weer face of heaven. Oue, that ſlept in the 
contrivingof Luſt, and wak'd ro doe it. Wane lov cl [ 
deerely, Dicedeecrely ; and in \oman, out-Paramour'd 
the Turke, Falſe of heart, light of care, bloody hand: 
Hog inſloth, Foxc in ſtealth, Woikc in greedinefſe, Dog 
in madncſe, Lion in prey. Let nut the creaking of thooes, 
Nor the ruſtling of Silles,betray thy poore heart to wo- 
man. Keepe thy foote out of brothels, thy hand out of 


Plackets, thy penfrom Lenders Bookes, and defye the | 


foule fiend. Still through the Hawthorae blowes the 
cold wind : Sayes ſuum, mun, nonny, Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Seſey: let him trot by, Storme ſ1vll. 

Lear. 1 hou wert better in a Grave, then to antwer 
with thy uncover'd body, this extremity of the Skies. Is 


man no more then this ? Confider him well. Thou owlt 


the YYormeno Silke : the Bealt, no Hicc: the Sheepe, no 
Wooli: thx Cat, nopertume. Ha ? Heres three ons are 
{ophiſlicated. T hou art the thing it ſelf , unaccomo» 
dated man, 15 1:0 more but ſuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
nimall asthou art, Of, of you Lendings : Come, un- 
button heere, 


Emer Glonceftar, with a Torch. 


Fool. Prethce Nuncklc be comentcd, tis a naughty night | 


to {wimmec in. Now a little fire ina wiide field, were 
likean old Letchcrs hart, a ſmall ſparke, all the reſt 
on's body, cold : Looke, hcere comes a walking hre. 
Edga. This is the toule Flibbertigibbet ; he begins at 
Curtew,and walkes at tir{i Cocke : He gives the Web 


and the Pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the Hare-lippe ; | 


Mildewes the white Wheatc, and hurtsche poore Crea- 
turc of carth, 
$1thold tooted thrice the old. 
He met the Night-Mare, and her ninetold , 
Bid her a-light, and her troth-plight, 
And aroynt thce \W1:cb, aroynt thee, 
Kent, How fares your gracc ? 
Lear. \W hats he ? 
Kent, Whos there? What 15t you ſeeke ? 
Gler . What arc you there? Your Names? 
£47. Poore Tom, that cates the ſwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-pole, the wall-Neut, and the water : that 
in the fury of his hcart, whe! the toule fend rages, cats 
Cow-dang for $2!lers ; ſwallovesthe old Rat, and the 
ditch-Doggc: drinkes the green Mantle of the ſtandin 
Poole : who is whipt trom Tything to Tything, a. 
ftockt, punithH, and ipprifon'd : who hath three Suites 


| to his backe, {ixc ſhirts to iis Booy : 


Horlr to r1deand weapon to weare : 
But Mice, and Rats, and ſuch ſmall Dearc, 
Have bin Toms food, tor ſeven long yeere ; 
Beware my tcllowcr, Peace Smulkin, peace thou fiend. 
Glow, What, ha:h your Grace? no better company ? 


Ede. The Prince of Darkeneflc is a Gentleman. TIſods | 


hes calld, and 4ſabs, 

Glew. Our fchhend blood, my; Lord, is growne fo vild, 
that it doth hate what gets 1t, 

£ ag. Poore Tomsa cold, 

Glow. Goc in with me ; wy duty cannot ſuffer 


sſworne Spouſe ; ſet not thy Sweetheart on | Tobey in all your daughters hard commands : 


Though rheir injunction be to barre my doores, 


| And ktthis Tyrannous night take hold upon you, 


: 


Yet have I ventured to come ſecke you out, 
; Andbring you where both fire, and toed is ready- 
Lear. Firſt lct me ta!ke with this Philoſopker, 
W har 1s the cauſc of Thunder ? 
Kent, Goud my Lord take his offcr, 
Goc into th'houle. 


What is your ſtudy ? 

Edg, How toprevent the ſicnd, and to kill Vermine, 
| Lear. Let me atke you one word 1nprivatc, 

Kert. Ntnportune hin once more to goe my Lord, 
| His wits begin r'unſettle. 

Glen. Canſt thou blame him ? Storme [il 
His Daughters feckc his death ; Ah, that good Kerr, 
He (aid 1c wonld be thus : poore banithi'd man ; 
| Thou ſayelt the King growes mad, Uetcll thee friend 
| I amalmoſt mad my felte, I h2d a Sonae, 

Now out-law'd from my blood ; he fought my life 
But lately : very late : I lov'd him (fricnd ) 

' Nofather his Sonne deere: ; truc to tell thee, 

The gricte hath craz'd my wits. VV hat a nights this? 
I doe befcech your grace. 

Lear. O cry you mercy,Sir : 

Novle Philolopher, your company. 
| Fay. Toms acoid, 

Glow, In tcllow there,into th'Hovell;keep thee warme 
Leer. Come, lets 1n all, 
Kent. This way, my Lord. 
Lear. Withhim ; 
I will keepe (till with my Philolopher. 
Kent.. Good my Lord, footh him : 
' Let himrake the tcllow, 

Glow. Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirra, come on : goe along with us. 

Lear. Cume, good Athenian, 

Glow No woids, no words, huſh, 

Eds. Child Rowland tothe darke Tower came, 
His word was ſtill, he, foh,and tum 
I ſancll the blood of a Brittiſh man. 


: 
| 
: 
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Scaena Ounta. 
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E mer Cornwall, and Edmund, 

Corn, I will have my revenge, cre depart his houſe. 

Baft. How my Lord, I may be cenſurcd, rhat Nature 
thus gives way'to Loyalty , ſomething tcarcs me to 
| thinke ot. 

Cormw. I now perceive, it was nor altogether your 

; Brothers cvill diſpoſition mace him fecke his death 7 but 
| aprovoking merit feta worke by a xcprovable badneſlc 
| in hicſelfe. 
Bait. How maliciousis my fortune, that I mult re- 


gesof France. O Heavens ! that this Treaſon were not; 
or not I the deteRor. 

Corn. Goe with metothe Dutchefle. 

Bait. It the matter of this Paper be certaine,you have 
mighty buſigeſle in hand. 


Con 


Leary. llc talke a word with this fame learned Theban: | 


| pentro be juſt } This is the Letter which he ſpoke of ; | 
which approves hun an intelligent party to the advants- | 


: 


| 


| 


Matſtit 
Houn 
Or Bc 
Tomy 
For w 
Dogs 
Do, di 
And V 

Lear 
breeds 
make | 
my hut 


| 
| 
| 


: 


Menrs, 
chang" 


K ent 
Lear. 


| nes : 


f 91te. 
Glow. 


\S 
| yy here 


Kent, 


— 


—_ _—_—_——_—_.. tt. 


The Tragedy of K ing Lear. 


319 | 


—  -  —_ _— 
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Corn, True of falſe, it hath made thee Earle of Glou- 
ceſter : ſeeke out where thy father is, that he may bc- 
| ready for eur apprehenſion. : 

Baft. If 1 find him comforting the King, it wi'l Rufte 
his ſupiction more fully. I will perſever in my courle of 
Loyalty, thoughthe confli& be fore betweene that and 
my blood. 

Corn, 1 willlay truſt upon thee ; and thou ſhalt finde 
2 deere father 11my Love Exeunt. 


— — © — 
cm —_ ——— 
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Scena Sexta. 
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Enter Kent, and Glouceſter, 
Glow. Here is better then the open ayre,take it thank- 
| full y : I will peece our the comtort with what addition 1 
| can : 1 will not be long from you. E x8. 
Kent. All the power of his wits, have given way to his 
impatience : the gods reward your kindneſlc. 


Enter Lear, Edgar, ad Foele, 


| 
| 
' 
| 


| 


In ens 


Edga. Fraterretto cals me, and tclls me Nero iSan Ang- | 


' ler inthe Lake of Darknefle : pray innocent, and beware | 


| the foule tiend. 
| Foole, Prethee Nunkle tell me, whether a madman be 
| aGentlemen, or a Yeoman. 
| £48. A King, a King, 
| bis Sonne : for hes a mad Yeoman that ſees his Sonne a 
Gentleman before him. 
Lear. To have athouſand with red burning ſpits 
Come hizzing tin upon'em-. 
E age. Bleſle thy five wits. 
Kent, O pitty ; Sir, where 1s the patience now 
That you 1o oft have boaſtedrto retaine ? 
Edga. My tearcs bc911 totake his part ſo much, 
They marre my counter fctting. 
Lear. The little dogges, and all ; 
Trey, Blanch, and Swect-hcarr : fee, they barke at me, 
Edea. Tom will throw his head at them : Avaunt you 
Curres, be thy mouth o7 blacke or whute : 
Tooth that pO) ſoas it 1t bite * 
Maſtiffe, Grey-bound, Morgrili, Grim, 
Hound or Spanicli, Brache, or Hym : 
Or Bobtaile tight, or Troudtc taile, 
Tom will make him weepe and wal, 
For withthrowirg thus my head; 
Dogs leapt the hatch, and all arc fled. : 
Do, de, de, de : {eſe ; Come, march to Wakes and Faires, 
And Market Townes:poore Tom thy horne 1s dry. Exit 
Lear. Then let them Anatomize Regas : Sec what 


make theſe hard-hearrs. You fir, 1 entertaine tx ance of 


ments. You will ſay they are Perſian, but let them be 
chang'd, 
| Enter Gloiter, 
| Kent. Now good my Lord, lye heere, and re{t awhile. 
| Lear. Make nonoiſe, make no novie, draw the Cur- 
| taines : ſo, ſo. we'll goe toſupper ith*morning., 
| Forte. And Ie goe to bedat noone. 

Glew. Come hither triend ; 
; Where is the King my Maſter ? 
Kent, Here Sir,outtrouble him not, his witsare gone. 


wo. 


my hundred; onely,1 doe not hike the taſhion of 1 our gar- | 


| you our Siſter company : the revenges weare bound to | 


—_— 


| Foole, No, he'sa Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to | 


——  — —  — — JS _ 


, Hot Queſtriftsafrer hun, met him at gate, | 


; Wrthout the forme of Iathice : yet our power 


| 


breeds about her heart. Is there any caule in Nature that | 


| 
| 


Gr. Good friend, I prethee take him in thy armes , 
I have orcheard aplor of death upon him 
Ther-1s a Litter ready, lay himin't, 
And drive toward Dover friend where thou thalt meete 
Both welcome, and protection. Takeupthy Matter, | 
It thou ſhouldit diliy halfe an houre, his life 
Wrhthine, and all that offec rodetend him, 
Stand in affured loſſe. Take up, take up, 
And follow me, that will ro ſome provilion 
Give thee quicke condut, Come, come, away. £xeunt, 


L 


— — — m———_—_— __—_— CT —— — 
—_ — —— 


S$cena $, eptima, 


Emer (ormvall, Regan, Gonerill, Baſtard, 
and Servants. 


Corn, Poſte ſpeedily tomy Lord your husband, ſhew 
him this Letter,the Army of France is landed ; ſeeke oat 
the Tranor Glolter, 

Reg. Hang lum inſtantly, | 


Gon, Plucke out his cycs. = 
Corn. Leave him to my dilpleatusr, Edmand, keepe 


take upon your Traitorous father, are not fic for your 
vehoiding, Advite the Duke where you are going, oa | 
molt teitinate pci paration ; we are bound to the like. Our 
Poltes ſhalibe twitc, and inteiligent betwixe us. Fare- 
well deere Stiter, farew cli my Lord of Gloſter. 
Enter Steward, 

How now ? Wheresthe King ? 

Stew. My Lord of Gloiter hathconveyd him hence. 
Soine five or fixand thirty of his Knights 


Who, .vithtome other of the Lords dependanes, 
Are gone \with him toward Dover ; wherethey boaſt | 
Ty have well armed fricnds. 
Corn. Get horſes for your Mittris. 
Gou, Farewcll tweet Lord, and Silter, Exue. 
(rv. Edmwnd farewell; gocteekethe Traitor Gloſter, 
Pinnton him like a Theete, bring him beforcus : 
Though well we may not paſlc upon his life 


Shali doc a curt fic to our wrath, which men 
May olame, but not comprtroll. 
Emer Glonceſter, aud Servants 
\Whosthere ? the Traitor ? 
Reg. Ing atetull Fox, tis he. 
Corn. Binde talt his corky armes. 
Glow. W hat meanes your Graces ? | 
Good my friends conſider you are my Gheſts : 
Doe me no tuu'e play, friends, 
Corn. Binde hum i lay. 
Reg. Hard, hard : © filthy Traitor. 
Glu. Vam-rcitall Lady, as you are, Ime fone, 
Corn. To this Cherre bind him, | 
Villaine, thou ſhalt tinde. 
Glow. By the kinde gods, tis molt 1gnobly done 
To plucke me by the Beard. 
Reg. So white, and fuch a Traitor ? | 
Glow. Naughty Lady, | 
Theſe haires which thou doſt ravith from my chia | 
Wil quicken ad accuſethee. 1am your Holt, 
With Robbers hands, my hoſpitable favours | 
et 2 


—_—_ 


— — OO O—__—_ —  _——_— _—————_—_ 
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You ſhould not ruffle thus, W hat will you doc 
{ orn. Come Sir, 
W hat Letters had you late from France ? 
Keg. Be {imple ariſwer'd, tor we know the truth, 


tors, late footed in the Kingdome ? 

Reg. To whoſe bands 
You have ſentthe Lunaticke King : fpeake. 

Glow. I have a Letter gueſſingly fect downe 
Which cametrom one thats ofa newtrall heart, 
And not from one oppos'd. 

Corw. Cunning- 
Reg. And fallc. 
Corn, Where haſt thou ſeat the King? 
Glow, To Dover. 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Was't thou not charg'd at perill. 
Corn. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him anſwer that. 
Glow. lamryedtoth'Stake, 
And I muſt ſtand the Courlc- 

Reg. Whereforeto Dover ? ; SS 

Glow, Becauſe I would nor lee thy crucll Nailes 
Plucke out his poore old eyes: nor thy fierce Silter, 
In his Annointed fleſh, {11 = iſh phangs, 

The Sea, with ſuch a {toriad4$ bis barc head, 

In hell-blacke-night indur'd {would have buoy'd up 
And quench'd the Stelled fires : | 

Yet poore old heart, he holpe the heavensto raine. 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howi'd that {tzrne time, 
Thou ſhould{t have {aid, good Porter turne the Key ; 
All Cruels elſe ſubſcribe : but | ſhail fee 

The winged Vengeance overtzke fuch Children, 


Vpon theſe eyesof thine, Ile ſet my toote. 
Glow, He that will thinke to live, tull he be old, 


Give me {ome helpe, O cruell | O you gods. 
Reg. One (ide will mocke another : Th'other too. 
{orn. If you {ce vengeance. 

Ser. Hold your hand, my Lord ? 

I have ſerv'd you cver fince I was a Child : 

But better ſervice have I never done you, 

Then nou to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you dogge ? 
Ser. If vou did wearea beard upou your chin, 

11d ſhake it on this quarcell. What doe you meane ? 
(orn. My Villaine ? 


Reg. Give me thy Sword. A pezant ſtand up thus ? 
Killes him. 
Ser, OhI am laine : my Lord, you have one eye left 
To ice ſome milchicte on him. Oh. 
{ orn. Leſtic ſee more, prevent: it ; Out vilde gelly : 
Y here isthy luſter now ? 
Glew. All darke and comfortlcle ? 
Wheres my Sonne Edmund ? 
Edmnnd, enicindle all the fparkes of Nature 
Toquit this horrid ate. 
Keg. Out trezcherous Villaine, 
Thou cali*{t on him, that hates thee, It was he 
That mad: the overtute of thy Treafons tous: 
Who 15t00 gooll to pitty thee, 
Glow. O :ny tollics !then Edgar was abus'd, 


Kine gods, torgive me that, and proſper him ' 

Reg. Goe thrutt him out at gatcs, and let him ſmell 
His way to Dover. Exu with Gloſter. 
How 1s't my Lord ? How looke you ? 


Corn, And what conf ederacy have you with the Trat- 


Corn. Sect ſhalt thou never. Vcilowes hold the Chaire, 


Serv.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 


— = — 


Þ 


, 
. 


Emer E agar, 
| Then ſtill contemn'd and Batter'd, to be worſt : 
Thelowelt, and moſt dejeR thing of Fortune, 
Stands ſtill in eſperance, livesnot in feare . 
Thelamentable change is trom the beſt, 
The worſt returnes to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unſubſtanciall ayre that I embrace : 
The wretch that thou haſt blowne untothe wor??, 
Owes nothing to thy blaſts. 
Enter Glowſt er, and an Oldman. 
But who comes heere ? My Father poorcly led ?, 
World, World, O World ! 
But that thy ſtrange mutations make us hate thee, 
Lite would nor yeeld to age. 
Oldm. O my good Lord, I have beene your Tenant, 
; And your Fathers Tenant, tele tourcicore yeeres. 
| Glow. Away, get thee away : good triend be gone, 
' Thy comforts can doe me no good at all, 
| Theethey may hurr. 
Olam. You cannotlee your way. 
Glow. I haveno way, andtherefore want noeyes: 
| I ſtumbled when I ſaw. Full oft tis ſcene, 
| Our mcanes {ccure us, and our mcere detets 
| Proveour Commodities, Oh deere Sonne Edgar, 
; The food of thy abuſed fathers wrath : 
; Might I butliveto ſeethce in my touch, 
| Ildiay Thad eyes agaive. 
| Oldm. How now? whos there? 
| Eag. O gods! Wh&istcanfay Ilamat work? 
| [| am worſethen cre I was. 
Olam. Tis poore mad Tom. 
Eadg. And worle I may be yet: the worlt isnor, 
Se long as wecan ſay this isthe worlt. 
Olam. Fellow, where goeit ? 
Gl, Is ita Beggar-man ? 
Olam. Madman, and beggar too. 
Glow, He has ſome reaſon, el{e he could not beg. 
| Ithylaſt nights ſtorme, I ſucha fellow ſaw ; 
| Which made methinke a Man,a Worme. My Sonne 
| Camethen into my mind, and yet my mind 
Was then ſcarſe Friends with him. 
I have heard more ſince : 
As Flies to wanton Boyes, are wetoth'gods, 
They kill us for their {porr. 
Ede. How ſhould their be ? 
Bad 1sthe Trade that muſt play to foole ſorrow, 
Ang ring it (cite, and others. Bleſſe thee Maſter. 
Glow. Is that the naked fellow ? 
Oldm. | my Lord. 
Glow. Gerthee away : if for my ſake 
Thou wilt ore-take us hence a mile or twaine 
I'th'way toward Dover, doe it for ancient love, 
And bring ſome covering for this naked Soulc, 
Which le intreare to leade me, 
Oldm, Alacke (ir, he is mad. 


ere: I. 


Aus Quartus. Scana Prima, 


 Eag. Yet better thus, and knowne tobe contema'd, 


__— — — 


Clown. | 


—_ 


ea. > 


— — —— — 
——— ———— —_— 


| 


Corn. I bave receiv'da hurt: Follow me Lady : 
Turne out that eyeleſſe Villaine : throw this Slave 
Vpon the Dunghill : Regen , I bleed apace, 


Votumely comes this hurt. Give mc your arme, Exeure, | 
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Glow. Tis the times plague, 
When Madmen leade the blinde : ; 
Doe as I bid thee, or rather doe thy pleature : 
Above the relt, be gone. 
Oldm. Ile bring him the Beſt Parrell that I have 
Com on't, what will, 
Gles. Sirrah, naked feilow. | 
£ag. Poore Tom's a cold. 1 cannot daub it further. 
Glow, Come hither tellow, 
Edg. And yet I mult; 
Bleſle thy tweeteyes, they bleed. 
Glow, Knowlt thou the way to Dover ? 
Edg, . Both ſtyle, and gate , horſeway, and foot-path : 
re Tom hath bin ſcarr'd out of his good wits. Bleſle 
thee gv0d mans ſonne, from the foule fiend. (plagues 
Glow. Here take this purſe, thou whom the heav'ns 
Have humbled to all ſtrokes : that Iam wretched 
Makes thee the happier : heavens deale fo till: 
Ler the ſuperfluous, and Luſt-dieted man, 
That {laves your ordinance, that will not fee | 
Becauſe he do's not feele, teele your power quickly : 
So diſtribution ſhould undce excefle, 
And each may bave enough. Doſt thou know Dover ? 
Edg. 1 Maſter. 
Giew, There isa Cliffe, whoſe high and bending head 
Lookes fearcfully inthe confined Deepe ; 
Bring me but tothe very brimme of it, 
And Ile repayre the miſery thou doſt beare 
With ſomething rich about me ; from that place, 
I (hall no leading ncede. 
Edg. Give methy arme ; 
Poore Tom ſhall leade thee. 


Exit. 


E xeant. 


— 


Scana Secunda. 


Enter Gonerill, Baſtard, and Steward. 
Gon, Welcome my Lord, I marvell our mild hasband 
Not met us 01 the way. Now, wheres your Maſter? 
Stew, Madam within, but never man fochang'd : 
I told him of the Army that was Landed ; 
He (mil'd at it» Irold him you were comming, 
His anſwer was, the worſe. Of Gloſters Treachery, 
And of the loyall Service of his Sonne 
When 1 inform'd him, then he call'd me Sor, 
And told me 1 had turn'd the wrong fide our : 
What moſt he ſhould diſlike, ſcemes pleaſant to hum ; 
What like, offenſive. 

Gon, Then ſhall you goe no further. 
Itis the Cowiſh terror of his ſpirit 
Thar darcsnot undertake : heeilnot feele wrongs 
Which tye him to ananſ{wer z our wiſhes on the way 
May proveeftcts. Backe Edmund to my Brother, 
Haſten his Muſters, and condu@ his powers. 
I mult change names at home, aud give the Diſtaffe 
Into my Husbands hands. This nlly Servant 
Shail pafle betweeneus : cre long you are like to hearc 
(If you dare venture in your owne behalfe) 
AMiſtreſſes comtmand. Weare this ; { N 
Decline your head. This kifle, if ir ps om mg 
Would {tretch thy Spiritsup into the ayre : 
Conceive, and fare = well. 

Bat, Yours in the rankes of death. 
| Gon, My moſt deere Gloſter. 


em, 


EXit. 


| 


Oh, the difference of man, and man, 
To theea Womans ſervices are due, 
My foole uſurpes my body. 
Stew, Madam, heere comes my Lord. 
Enter «Albany. 

Gon. I have beene worth the whiftle, 

Alba. Oh Gonerill, 

Youare not worth the'duſt whichthe rude wind® 
Blowes 1n your face. 

Gon. Milke-Liver'd man, 

That bearit achecke tor blowes,a head for wrongs, 
Who halt not in thy browes aneye-difcerning, 
Thine honor, trom thy luffcring. 

Alba, Scethy lelte daveil : 

Proper detormity ſeemes not inthe fiend 
50 horrid as in woman, 
Gov. Oh vaine toole. 
Emera Meſſenger. 

Alf. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cornwals dead, 
Slaine by his Servant, going to put out 
The other eye of Glolter, 

Alba. Gioſters eyes | 

Aeſſ. A Servant thathe bred, thrill'd with remorſe, 
Oppos «a againit the a&t z bending his Sword 
To his great Maſter, who,rhereat enrag'd 
Flew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead, 
But not withoutthat harmefull ſtroke, which fince 
Hath pluckr him atrer. 

Atbs. This ſhewes you are above 
You luſtices, that thete our nether crimes 
So ſpeedily can venge. Bur (O poore Gloſter) 

Lolt he his other cyc ? 

Meſſ. Both, both, my Lord. 
This Letter Madam, cravesa ſpeedy anſwer ; 
Tis from your Sitter, 

Gov, One way I like this well, 

But being widdoww, and my Gloſter with her, 

May all the buildiug in wy fancy plucke 

Vpon my hatcfull life. Another way 

The Newes is not {o tart. lle read, and anſwer, 
Alba. Where was his Sonne, 

Whenthey didtake his eyes ? 

Meſſ. Come with my Lady hither. 

Alba. He is not heere, 

Aleſ. No my good Lord, 1 met him backe againe. 

Alba. Knowes he the wickedneſſe ? 

AMefſ. I my good Lord:twas he inform'd againſt him 
And quit the houſe on purpoſe, that their puniſhment 
Mighe havethe freer courte. 

Al. Gloſter, I live 
To thanke thee for the lovethou ſhewdl(t the King, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither friend, 

Tell me what morethou knowlt, Exeunt, 


_— "— —_— —_— ——— — —  —— —_ —_—— 


Scena Tertia, 


-— —  < - -— 2» ——_— ———_ — —  — 


—_ _ -- - 


Znter with Drum and (rlowre, Cordelia, Gentlemen, 
and S 0% drow? I, 


Cord. Alacke, tis he : why he was met even riow 
As madas the vext Sca, fiugingalowd, 
Crown'd withranke Fenitar, and fturrow weeds, 
With Hardokes, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowres, 
er 3 Darnell 


| 


| 


| 


et 


Darncll, and all the idle weedes that grow 

Inorg ſaltaining Corne. A Centery tend forth ; 

Scarch every Acc inthe high-growne ficld, 

Aud brug h1m to our eye. What can mans wiſedome 
lathe rcltoring his bereaved Scenic ; he that helpes him, 
Take all my outward worth, 


Our foſter Nurſe of Nature, isrepole, 
The which ke lackes : that to provoke in him 
Are manv Simples operative; whole power 


All you unpubliſh'd Vertues of the earth 
Spring with wy reares; be aydanc, and remediate 


Lelt his ungovern'd rage, diſſoluc the lite 
Th.t wants the mcanr's tO leade it. 


| She gave ſtrange lliads, and molt ſpeaking lookes 


——— 
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Gent. 1hereis meancs Madam : 


Will cok theeye of Anguiſh, 
Cord. All bicſt Secrets, 


in the gvodmans defſires : {ecke, (ecke tor himy 


Emer Meſſenger. 

Meſ. Newes Madam, 
The Brituſh Powersare marching hitherward. 

Cord. Tis knowne before. Our preparation ſands 
In expeRation of rhem. O deere father, 
It is thy buſineſle that I go abour: therefore great France 
My mourning and 1umportun'd ceares hach purricd : 
Noblowne Ambirionduth our Armes incite, 
But love, deere love, and our ag'd Fathers Rite : 
Soone may I heare, and\ce him. Exennt. 


———— 


Scana Quarta, 


—_ m_ - —— 0 —  — 


Enter Regan, and Stiwa'd. | 


Reg. Butare my Brothers Powers ſct forth? 
Stew, I Madam, 
Reg. Huntcite in perfon there ? 
Sie-w, Madain with inuch adoe 
Your Silter 1sthe better Souidicr. 
Reg.Lord Edmmnd ipake not with your Lord at home ; 
Stew. No Madam. 
Reg. What might import my Siſters Letter to him ? 
Srew. I know not, Lady, 
Reg. Faith hc is poa{tcd hence on (crious warter : 
It was great 1gnoraace Glaouiters eyes being out 
Tolet him live. W here he arrives, hc moves 
Al: hcartsapaialt us : £d&wnd, | clunks is gone 
la pitty of his wilcry, to diipatch 
His nighrted life : Morcover to detcry 
Theſt:cvgih o: h'Enemy. 
Srew. 1 inuſt zecdsatrer him, Madam, with my Letter. | 
Reg. Our troopes {ctiorth to gwrrow, ſtay with us : 
The wayesSare da'1gerous, 
Siew. I may no! Madim : 
My Lady charg'd wy duty in this buſineſſe, 
Reg. Why ſhouid ſhe 1 rite to Eamend? 
Might not you traniport her purpoſes by word ? Belike, 
Some things, I know not what. Iiclove thee much 
Ler me unſcale the Letter. 
$iew, Madam, I had rather 
Keg. I kwow your Lady do's no: love her husband, 
] am (ure of that : and at her late being here, 


To Noble £immna. I know you arc of her bolome. 
Siews I Madam ? 


Reg. T ipeake in underſtanding : Y'arc : I know't, 
Therefore I doe adviſc you take thisnote: 
My Lord is dead : £dmwnia, ant I have talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Then for your Ladies : You may gather more : 
It you doe find him, pray you givdhum this; 
And when your Miltris hearesthus much trom you, 
I pray defireher cal her wiicdome to her, 
So fare you well : 
If you doe chance to heare of that blinde Traitor, 
Pi cfermentfals on'him, that cuts him off, 
Stew, Would I could mect him Madam,lI ſhould ſhew 
W har party I doe follow. 
Reg. Fare thee well, 


Exeunt. 


Scena Quanta, 


_ As AA A AA A A 


_—oets ES AED OO oe 


Enter Glouceſter, and Edrar, 
Glow. When i11al | cvine to th'rop of that ſame hill ? 
Eag.Youdur climbe vp it now. LL ooke how we labour. 
C40w, Mcthiakes the Ti ound 15 Eev en» 
Edg. F.Oribic lt.vpe. 
Hca1 ke, doc you hcare the Sea? 
Glow, No truly, 
Eag. Why ihea your other Senſes grow impertect 
By yuur cyesanguiſh, 
Grew, SO way it be wdecd, 
Me thiukes thy voyce 13 alter'd, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
In better phraſe, «nl matter then thou didit. 
Edg. Yarc much decev'd ; in nothing am 1 chang'd 
But 10 iny Garincncs, d 
Glow, Mc thinkes y*are better ſpoken. 
Edz. Come on Sir, 
Hceres the place : ſtand ſtill ; how fearefull 
And dizy tis, to caſt ones eyes ſo low, 
The Crowes and Choughes, that wing the midway ayre 
Shew ſcarle ſo groſle as Beetles. Halte v. ay downe 
_ one that gathers Sampire : dreadfull Trade : 
Me thunkes he ſeemes no bigger then his heads 
The Fiſhermen, that v alk'd uponthe beach 
Appeare like Mice : ard yond tall Archoring Barke, 
Diminſh'd tohcr Cocke ; her Cocke, a Buoy 
Almoſt roo {mall tor fight. The murmaring Surge, 


1 That on th unnumb! idle Pebble chates 


Cannot be heard fo high. le looke nv more, % 
Left my braine turne, and the dencunt light 
Toppte downe hceadlongs 
Glow, Set me where you ſtand, 
Edg. Give mg your hand : 
You are now within a toote of th'extreme Verge : 
For a'l bencath the Moone would | nut leape upright. 
Glow. Ler goe my haud : 
Heere friends another pvrie : in it, a Iewell 
Well wortha poore mans raking. Fairies, and gods 
Profper it with:hce Goe thou further off, 
Bid me farewell, and |ct me hearc thee going- 
Ee Now tare ye well good Sir. 
Glu. With all my heart. 
Edg. Why I doetrifle thas with his deſpaire, 
Is doc to cu; elit, 
Glow. O you mighty gods ! 


This world 1 doe renounce, and in your ſights 
Shake 


Mi. Milt 
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Shake patiently my great affliction off : 

It I could beare ir longer, and not fall 

To quarrell with your great oppolſclefle willes, 
My inuffe, and loathed part ot Nature ſhould 
Burn it ſcife out, 1f Edgar live O blefle him . 
Now tellow, tare thee well. 

Eag. Good Sir, tarewe 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The Treaſure of life, when lite it (clts 
Yeelds tothe Theft. Had he bin where he thought, 
By this had thought bin paſt. Alive, or dead ? 

Roa, you Sir z friend, here you Sir, {peake ; 
Thus might he paſſe indeed : yet he revives, 
Whar arr you Sir ? 

Glow. Away, and let me dye- 

Eag. Hadſt thou beene ought 
But Gozemore, feathers and Ayre, 

(S0 g-any farhome downe precipicating) 

Thoud'it ſhiver'd like an Egge : butthoudoſt breath: 
Haſt hcavy ſubitance, blecd(t not, ſpeakit, art ſound, 
Tet Malts at each, make not the alcitude 

W hich thou haſt perpendicularly fell, 

Thy lites a Miracic. Speake yet againe. 

Glow, But have I taln:, or no ? 

Eadg. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourne 
Looke up a hcight;the (hrill-gor'd Lacke fo tarre 
Cannot be {cence or heaid ; Doe butlooke up. 

Giow. Alacke, I have nocyes: 

[s wretchednefle depriv'd that benefit 

lo end it {elfe by death? 1'was vet ſome comfort, 
When milery could beguile the Tyrants rage, 

Ana truſtrate his proud wall. 

Edg. Give me yourarme. 

Vp,10 : How is't? Fee.c you your Legges? You ſand. 

Glow, Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above allſtrangenefle, 

Vpun the crowne oth'Clifte, What thing was that 
W h:ch parted frem you ? 

Glow, A pooreuntortunc Beggat. 

Edg. As I ſtood here below, me thought his eyes 
Weretwo full Mounes: he had a thouſand Notes, 
Hornes wea!k'd, and waved like the enraged Sea 2 
Ie was ſome fiend : Therefore thou happy taiher, 
Thinke that the cleereſt gods, who make them honors 
Of mens I mpoſlibilities, have preterved thee, 

Glu, i doeremember now : hencetorth lle beare 
Aﬀuction, till ndoe cry out it (cite 
Enough, eaough, and dye. T hace thing you ſpeake of, 
[ roqke 1t for a tnan : often'twould lay 
TheFend, the Fiend, be led me to that place. 

Edg. Beare free aud. patient thoughts, 

Emer Leay, 
But who comes heere ? 
The ſafer ſenic will ne*re accommodate 
His Maſterchos. 


Lear. No, they cannot touch me for crying. 1am the 


King himfelte. 
Edg. O thou fide-piercing fight | 


Lear, Narures above Art, in thatreſpet. Theres your 
Prefſe-tnoney. That fellow bandles his bow,like a Crow- 
keeper : draw me a Cloathicrs'yard, Looke, looke, a 
Mouſe : peace, peace.this peece of toaſted Cheeſe will 
doo't. Theres my Gauntlet, Ie prove it on a — 

: it 


Bring up the browne Bul/es. O well Rowne Bi 
clout, ith'clout : Hewgh. Give the word, 
Eag. Sweet Mariorams 


- 
de 


——_ 


| contumption : Fye, fie, he ; pah, p+h ; Give mea Owiee 


Lear. Paſſe. 

Gow. I know that voyce, 

Leew.Ha | Gonersll with a white beard ? They Mlatter'd 
me like a Dogge, and told me. 1 had the white haires ;1 
my Beard, ere the blacke ones were there, To fay I, aid 
no, to every thing that 1 ſaid: I, and no to00,v,4s uo goud 
Divinity. Whenthe raine came to wet me Once, aid 
wind to make me chatter: when che Thunder wor: nor | 
peace at iy bidding, there 1 tound emthere I tiacle cm 
out, Goe to, tiicy are not unen otherr words; they rold 
me, I was every thing:Tis a Lye, | am not Agu-proutc. | 


Glew. The tricke ot that voy cr, i doc well rewewbert | 
ISenot the King ? Y : 
Lear. I, every inch a King. 


W hen I doe ſtare, tee how the ſubjeR qual es, 

I pardon that mans lite. What was thy caulc ? 
Adultery ? thon ſhalt not dye: dye tor Adu'tery 2 
Noythe Wren gocsroo't,and the {mall guded tie 
Do's letcher m my fight. Let Copilation thiive ; 
For Glouſters baſtard 5o0n was kinder to his fati:cr, 
Then my Daughters got'tweene the las tuli ſheets, | 
Too't Luxury pell-mell, for Llacke Sonkliers. 

Behold yond tnpring Dame, whole face betweene her 
Forkes preſages Sn016;that cunces Vertiegard ds thake | 
the head to, heare of pleafnres names The Fitcheiw, nor 
the ſoyled horſe goes ro0't with a more riotous appe - 
tite: downe from the waſte they are Centaures, though |} 
Women all above : but to the Girdle doe the guds i :be- 
rit, bentath is all che fiends. Theres he!l; theres darke- 
neſſe,there is the ſulphurous pit;burni-g,'ca'ding,tiench, 


of Civet z good Apothecary ſweeren my ;magiaauon ; 
Theres money for thee, 

Glow. O ict mekiſſe that hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it full, 
It ſinelles of Mortality. 

Glex. O ruin'd peece of Nature, this great world 
Shailfo weare outro naught. 

Do'ſt rkou kaow me ? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well cough ; doſt thou 
{quiny at me ? No, doe thy worſt bliud Cupid, Ile yer 
_—_ Reade thou this challenge, marke bur the penning | 
of it. 

Glow. Were allthy Letters Sunnes, I could not ſee. 

Edg. 1 would not take this from reporr, | 
It is, and my heart breakes at ir. 

Lee, Read. 

Glow. What with he Caſe of eyes ? 

Lear, Oh ho, are youthere with ne?No eyesin your 
head, nor no mony in your purſe 7 Your eyes art ina hee- 
vy cafe, your purſe ina light, yet you lcc bow this wor le 
goes. 

Glow. I ſee itfeelingly. | 

Lear. What, att mad ? A man may ſce how this world 
goes, with noeyes. Looke wich thine cares: Sce how 
yond Iultice railcs upon yond fimple theefe. Hearke in 
thine earc 7 Change places, and handy-dandy, which is 
the Iuſtice, which 1$8therheefe : Thou haſt icene 2 Far- 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 

Glow. 1 Sir. 

Lear. And che Cieature run from the Cur: therethou 
mightſt behold the great image of Authority, a Dogg's | 
obey'd in Office. Thou, Raſcall Beadle, h.1d thy bloody } 
hand : why doſt thoulaſh that Whore ? Strip thy owne 
backe, thou hotly luſtsro uſe her in chat kind,for which 
thou whipit her. The Vurer bangs the Cozener. Tho- 


rough 
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and furr'd gownes hide all. Place finnes with gold, and 
the ſtrong Lance of juktice, hurclcfle breakes: Arme ut 1 
t agges,a Pigmics ſtraw does pierce it. None does offend, 
none, I ſay none, le able em; take that of me my friend, 
who have the power to ſcale th'accuſers hps. Get thee 
glaſſe-eyes, and like a ſcurs y Politician, ſeemeto ſee the 
things thoudoſt not. Now,now, now, now. Pull off my 
Bontes: harder, harder, fo. 
Edga. O matter, and impertinency mixt, 

Reaton in Madneſle. 

Lear. It thou wilt weepe my tortunes, take my cyes- 

I know thee well enough, thy name 15 Gloſter : 
Thou mult be paticnt z we came crying hither : 
Thou know, the firit time that we imell the Ayre 

We wawle, and cry. I will preach to thee : Marke 

Glow. Alacke, alacke the day. 

Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To thisgreat ſtage of fooles. This a good block : 

It were adelicate ſtratagem to ſhooe 
A Troope of horſe with tclt ; Ile part in proofe, 
And when I have ſtolne upon thele Sonnces in Lawes: 
Then kill, Kill, kill, ki, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent, Oh heere he is : lay had upon him, Sir. 
Your moſt deere Daughter »—— 

Lear. Noreſcue 2 What, a Priſoner ? I ameven 
The Naturali Foole of fortune. Vie me well, 

You ſhall have ranſome. Let me have Surgeons, 
I amcut toth'Braincs. 
Gent. You ſhall have any thing. 
Lear. No Seconds? Ali my lelte ? 
Why, this would make a man,a man of Salt; 
To uſc his cies for Garden water-pots.l will dic bravely, 
Like a ſmugge Bridegroome. W hat? I will be loviall : 
Come, come, I am a King. Maſters, knovy youthat ? 
Gent. Youarc a Royall one, and we obey you. | 

Lear, Then theres life in'r. Come, and you get v8, 
You ſhall get it by running : Sa, ſa, ſa, ſa, Exit, 

Gent. A light wolt pittitull in the meaneſt wretch, 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a King. Thou haſt a Daughter 
W ho redeemes Nature from the generall curſe 
W hich twaine have brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle Sir. 

Gert. Sir, ſpeed you : whats your will? 

Eag. Doc you hearc ought (Sir) of a Baxtell toward. 

Gent, Moſt ſure, aud vuigar : 

Every one heares that, which can diſtinguiſh ſound. 

Eadg. But by your favour : 

How aceres the other Army ? 

Gent, Ncerc,and en ſpccdy foot ; the maine diſcry 
Stands on the hourely thought. 

Edg. I thanke you Sir, thats all. y 

Gent. Though that the Queene on ſpeciall cauſe is here 
Her Army is mov'd on. Exu. 

Eag. I thanke youSir. 

Gl. Youever gentle Gods, take my breath from me, 
Letnot my worſer Spirit tempr me againe 
To dje before you plealc. 

Edg. Well pray you Father. 

Glow, Now good fir, whatare you? 

Edg A moſt poore manmade tame to Fortunesbloweg 
Who, by the Art of knowne, and feeling ſorrowes, 
Am pregnantto good pitty. Give me your hand, 
le leade yeu to ſome biding. 

Glew. Hearty thankes : 


ough tatter'd clcathes oreat Vices doe appeare : Robes, | The bounty, and the benizon of heaven 
| Toboot, and boo. 


—— CCC 9 WD ——_ 


Emer Steward. 
S:ew, A proclaind prize: moſt happy: 
That eyelcſlc kead of thine, was firſttram'd fleſb 
To raile my fortunes. Thou old, unhappy Traitor, 
Brictely thy {elfe remember : the Sword 1s out 
Thar muſt deſtroy thee. 
Glow. New letthy friendly hand 


Put (trength cnough too'c. 
Stew, Wherefore, bold Pezant,! 
Darit thou ſupport apubliſh'd Traitor ? Hence, 
Leſt that th'infetion of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let goe his arme, 
Eag. Chill not let goe Zir, 
Without vurther calion. 

Stew. Let goc Slave, or thou dy'ſt. 

Eag. Good Gentieman goe your 'gate, and let poore 
voike paſle : and 'chud ha'bin zwagged out of my lite, 
twould not ha'bin zolong as tis, by a vortnight, Nay, 
comenot ncere thold man: keepeour che vor'ye, or ice 
try whicher your Coſtard, or my Ballow be the harder; 
chuli be plaine with you. 

Sr-w, Out Dunghil!. 

Eag. Chill picke your tecth Zir : come, no matter yor 
your foynes. , 
Stew. Slave thou haſt Caine me:villaine,take my purſe ; 
If ever thun wilt thrive, bury my body, 
And give the Letters vw hich thou tndit about me, 
To ZdmwdEzrle of Gloſter ; tecke him out | 
Vpon the Engiiſh party. Oh untimely death, death. 
Eag. I know thee well. A lerviceable Villaine, 
As duteous th the vices of thy Miſtris, 
As badiefſe would deſire. 

Gion. W hat, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit you downe Father: reft you. | 
Letsice thele Pockets ; the Letters that he ſpeakes of 
May be my fricr ds: he's dead ; I am onely torry 
He had no other Deathiinan. Letus lee ; 

Leave gentle waxe, ati.) maiirers : biame us not 
To know our ercmics guindes, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers arc more las full, 
Reads the Letter. 
] Et our reciprocali vowes be remembred. Tow have many 

, oppor 1nnst1% 5 10 cus bins off-if your will want not, time and 
place wi be {: warfully offer'd. There u« nothing done, If hee 
returne the Conqueror, then am 1] the Priſoner, and bu bed,my 
Goale, from the loathed warmth whereof, delrver me, and /np- 
ply the place for your Labour. ; 

Texr (Wife, ſo I wonld ſay) afeie- 
nate Servant. Gonersl, 
Of indinguiſh'd ſpace of Womans will, 
A plot upon her vertuous husbands life, 
And the exchange my brother : heere, in the ſands 
Thee llc rake up, the poſte unla. ified | 
Of murtherous Letchers : and inthe mature time, 
With this ungracious paper ſtrike the ſight 
Ot the death-prattis'd Duke : for him tis weil, 
Thar of thy death, and bufineſſc, I can tell. 
Glon. The Kingismad : 
How fiffe is my vildeſenſc 
} ThatI ftand up, and have ingenious fecling 
Of my huge Sorrowes ? Better I were diſtraft, 
So ſhould my thoughts be ſever'd from my grictes, 


Drum afarre off 


And woes, by wrong imaginationslooſc 24 
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The knowl edge of themſelves. 
Edg. Give me your hand : 
Farre of me thinkes [ heare the beaten Drumme, 
Come father, Ile beſtow you with a friend. Exenne. 


—_— 


EE  ——_———Y 
— —_— — ——— — __——— 
Sn mms 


Scena Septima, 


— _ 


Emter Cordelia, Kent, and Gentleman. 


Cor. Othou good Kent, 
How ſhall | live and work? 
To match thy gcodneſle? 
My lite will be too ſhort, 
And every meaſure taile me. 
Kent, To be acknowledg'd Madam is ore-pay'd, 
All my reports goe with the modeſt truth, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but fo. 
Cor. Bebetter (uited, 
Theſe weedes are memories of thoſe worſer houres 3 
[ prethee put them off, 
Kent. Pardon deere Madam, . 
Yet to be knowne ſhortens my made intent, 
My boone I make it, that you know me not, 
Till time, and [, thinke mcet- 
Cor, Then be't ſo my good Lord; 
How dos the King ? | 
Gent, Madam {lcepes ſtill. 
Cor. Oyou kind Gods ! 
Cure this great breach in hisabuſed Nature, 
Thuntun'd and jarring ſenſes,O winde up, 
Otthis child-changed Father. 
Gent, Soplcaic your Majeſty. 
That we may wake the King, be hath ſlept long ? 
Cor, Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceede 
th tway ot your owne will :zis hearray'd ? 


Enter Lear in a chare carried by Servants, 


ee ————————_—_—_—__— _—_—_—_— 


Gere. I Madam : in the heavineſle of fleepe, 
We put freſh garments on him. 
Be by good Madam when we doc awake him, 
| doubt of his Tmperance, 
(or. O my deere father, reſtauration hang 
Thy medicine on wy lippes, and let this kiiſe 
Repaire thoſe violent harmes, that my two Siſters 
Have 1n thy Reverence made. 
&ent. Kind and deere Princeſſc. 
Cor. Had you no: bin their facher, theic white flakes 
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face 
lo be. oppos'd againſt the jarring windes ? 
Mine ies dogoe, though he had bir me, 
Should Fe ſtood that night againſt my fire, 
And was'tthoufaine (poore Father) 
| Tohovell thee with Swine and Rogues forlorne, 
| [n ſhort, and muſty ſtraw ? Alacke, alacke, 
' Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes, ſpeake to him» 
Gext. Madam doe you,tis fitteſt. 
Cor. How docs my Reyall Lord ? 
How fares your Majeſty ? 


Thouart a Soule in blifle, but I a1 bound 


A EEE — 
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2 
Lear. You doe me wrong to take me out oth'grave; 


| 


| 


» 


| 
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Vpon a wheele of fire, that mine owne tcares 
Doe ſcald, like molten Lead. 
Cr. Sir, doe you know me ? 
Lear. You are a (pirit I know, where did you dye ? 
Coy, Still, ſti:l, farre wide. 
Gen. Hes ſcarſe awake, 
Let him alone a while. 
Lear. Where have bin? 
Where am I ? faire day light ? 
I aw mightily abus'd ; I ſhould ev*n dye with pitry 
Toſce another thus. 1 know not what to ſay : 
I will not ſweare theſe are my hands : lets fee, 
I feele thispin pricke, wouid I'were aftur'd 
Ot my condition, 
Cor, Olooke upon me Sir, 
And hold your hand in benediction ore me, 
You mult nat knecle, 
Lear. Pray doe not mocke me ; 
I ama very tooliſh fond old man, 
Foureſcorc and upward, 
Nat an houre more, nor leſle : 
And todeale plainly, | 
I feare Iam not in wy perfet mind. 
Me thinkes 1 ſhould know you, and know this man,' 
Yet I am doubtfull ; for I am wainely 1gnorant 
What place this is ,and all the $kill I have 
Remembers not theſe garments : nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laſt night. Doe net laugh at me, 
For (as I am a man ) I thigke this Lady 


| Tobe my child (ordeha. 


Cor. Andiol am: 1 am, 
Leer. Be your teares wet ? 
Yes faith; I pray weepe not. 
If yoa have poyſon for mcze, I will drinke it ; 
[ know you doe not love me, for your Siſters 
Have (as I doc remember) done we wrong, 
You have {ome cauſc, they have nor, 
{r. Nocaulc, no caute- 
Lear. Am | 1n France? 
Kent. |n your owne kingdome Sar, 
Lear. Doc act adute me. 
Gent. Be comiorted goud Madam, the great rage 
Youſee is kill'd in him : defire him cogoe in, 
Trouble him no more till further ſctling. 
Cor. Wilt pleaſe you highneſle walke ? 
Leer. You mult beare with ce : 
Pray you now forget, and forgive, 
I am old and fooliſh. FE xeunt, 


CEE no 
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eAflus Ountus, Scana Prima. 
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Enter with Drumme and Colow t, £ dminnd, Fegar, 
Gentlemen, and Sovnlazers. 


Bait. Know of the Duke if his laſt purpoſe hold, 

Or whether ſince he isadvis'd by ought 

To change the courle, hes full of alteration, 

And ſelfe reproving,bring his coaltanr pleaſure. 
Reg. Our Siſters man 15 certainely muſcarricd , 
Ba#, Tisto be doubted Madam 
Keg. Now ſweet Lord, 
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| You know the goodneſſe I intend upon you : 

Tell me but traly, but then ſpeake the truth, 
| Doe you notlove my Siſter ? 

Baft. In honour'd Love. 

Ke 7. But have you never found my Brothers way, 
To the fore-fended place ? 

Baft. No by mine honor, Madam. 

Reg. 1 never ſhall endure her, deere my Lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 

Baſt. Feare not, ſhe and the Duke her husband. 


— 4 I Or I — 


Enter with Drum and ( clours, Albany, Gonerill, Souldxers. 


" Alba. Our very loving Siſter, weil be-met : 
| Sir,this I heard, the King is come co his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Forc'd to cry Out. | 
Reg an. \Vhy is this reaſond ? 
Gme, Combine together gainſt the Enemy ; 
For theſe domeſticke and particular broiles, 
Are not the quelton heere. 
Alb. Lets then determine withth'ancicnt of warre 
On our p: ocecding. 
Reg. Siiter youle goc with us 3 
Gon, No. 
Reg. Tis moſt convenient, pray goe with as. 
Gon, Oh, bo, I kaow the Rida.c, I will goc. 


Enter E, AIM 

Edp.if ere your Grace had ipecch with man fo poore, 
Heare me one word. 

Alb. Ile overtake you, {pcake. 
| Eg. Before you fight the Batraile, ope this Letter : 
If you have victory, lct the Trumpet toand 
For himthat brought it : wretch though 1 ſceme, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
' Whatis avouched there. If you miſcarry, 
| Your buſinefle of rhe world hath fo an end, 
| And machination ccaſes. Fortune loves you, 

Alb. Stay till I have rcad the Letter. 

Eag. I wastorbid it : 
When time (hall (crve, let but the Herald cry, 
And Ile appeare againc. Exia 

Alb. Why fare thee well, I will o're-looke thy paper. 
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Enter © amnnd. 


Ba#f, The Enemy*s in view, draw up your powers, 
Heere is the gueile of their truc {trength and torces, 
By diligent diſcovery, but your haſ; 

Is now urg d 0n yOu. 

Alb. Wc vil greet the time. Exit, 

Ba#t. To bwth thele Siſtsrs have I irorne my love ; 
Each jealous of che other, as the tung 
Areof the Adder. Winch of them (ſhall I rake? 

Both 2 One? Or neither ? Ncirher can be enjoy'd 
[f both reniatwe live : To rake the Widdow, 
Exaſperates,mokes mad her Siiter Gonerid, 
; And hardly ſhall I carry our my fide, 
| Her husband betngalive. Now then, we'll uſe 
| His counrenance tor the Battaile, which being done. 
Let her who wouid be rid of kim, deviſe 
His (peedy taking off Asfor the mercy 
Which he 1n*-nds to Learand to Cordelia, 
| The Battaile done, and they within our pawer; 
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E xeunt both the Armies. 
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| Shall never ſce his pardon : for my ſtate, 
| Stands on me to detend, not to debate. 
| 
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| 
Scena Secunda. 
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' Alarwm within, Enter with Drum and Colours, Lear, { or- 
delta, and" Seuldierr, over the Stage, and Exemnt. | 


Enter Edgar, and Glofter, 


Eag. Heere Father, take the ſhadow of this Tree 
For your good hoaſt : pray that the right may thrive : 
It ever I returne to you againe, 

Ile bring you comfort, 
Gl. Grace goe with you Sir; Ex, | 
Alarum and Retreat withsn, 


Enter Edgar. 

Edg. Away old man, give me thy hand. away : 
King Leer hath loſt, he and his Daughter tane, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 

Glo. Noturther Sir, a man may rot even heere. 
22. W hart in ill thoughts againe ? | 
Mcn muſt endure 


Ripeneſle 1s all, come on. 


Glo, And thats true too. E xennt. 


| Scana T ertia, 


© wter 41 congueſt with Drum and Celonri,f dmwnd, Lear, 
and ( ordelia, as priſoners, Souldiers, Captaine. 


Baſt, Some Oihcers take them away : good guard, 
| Vnilltheir greater pleaſures frit be knowne 
That are to cenſure them. 
({ or. Weare not the birt, 
Who with beſt meaning have incurr'd the worſt : 
For thee oppieſed Kirg Iam caſt downe. 
My felfte could ciſe out-trowne falſe Fortunes frowne. 
Shall we not {cethele Daughters, and theſe Siſters? 
Lear. No, no, noy no : come lets away to priton ; 
We two alone will ſing like Birds ith'Cage : 
W hen thou doſt aske me bleſling, Ile kneele downe 
And aske ot thee forgiveneſle : So we'll live, 


— 2 — 


Their going hence, even as their comming hither, | 


And pray, and {ing, and tel! old tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies : and hcare poore Rogues 
Talke of Court newes, and we'll talkd with them too, 
Who looſes, and who wins ; whos in, whos out ; | 
And rake upons the myſtery of things, 
AsSif we were Gods {pies: And we'll wearz out 
In a wall 'd priſon, packes and ſecs of great ones 
That ebbe and flow by th'Moone. 

Bait, Take them away. 

Lear, V pon luch gcrifices my Cordelia, | 
The gods them{elves frank 
Have I caught thee? 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a Brand from beaven, 


_— — 4 4 — 
— — EE 


 — 


— Do. 


And fire us hence, like Foxes : wipe thine eye, 


| The good yeeres ſhall devoure them, feſh and fell, j 
rc | 
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—_— 


Ere they ſhali make us weepe ? 
Weele tec © m (tarv'd firſt: come. 

Zef, Come hither Capraine, hearke. _ 
Take thou this note, goe tollow them to pruon, 
One ſtep 1 have advanc'd thee, if thou dolt 
As this inftructs thee, thou deſt make thy way 
To Noble Fortunes ; know thou this, that men 
Arcasthe time is ; tobe tender minded 
Docs not become a $\word, thy great impioyment 
\Will nut beare que{tion : cither fey thou'lt dot, 
Or thrive by cther meanes, 

Capt. llc dot my Lord» 

Baſt. About it, and write happy. whenth'haſt done, 
| Marke 1 fay inſtantly, and carry it {0 
| ASI have let it downes 


Exit. 


Ex Captain. 


Enter «Albany, Gonerill, Regan, Sonldiert, 


Aiba. Sir, you have ſhew.'d ro day your valiant {train© 
And tortune lcd you well : you havethe Captives 
Who were the oppoſites of this dayes trite : 
| doe require them of you fo toute them, 

As we thall tnd their merits, and our fatety 
May equally determine. 

beſt. Sir, I thought it fir, : 
To {erd the old and miſcrable King to ſome retention, 
W hole age had Charmes in it, whole Title more, 

To plucke the common boſome on his ide, 
And ture our izapreſt Launces in our eyes 
Which doe command them. With him I ſent the Queene 
My reaſon all the ſame, and they are ready 
To morrow, or ac further ſpace, Cappcare 
Where you ſhall hold your Seſſion. 
Atb. vir, by your patience. 
l hold you bu: a lubject of this Warre, 
| Not asa brother, 

Reg. Thats as we liſtrograce him- 

Merthinkes our pleaſure might have bin demanded 
Ere von ha Lp keto farre. Hcled cur Powers, 
Borc the C:mmilſion of my place and perion, 

I be « hicl: immediacy may well ſtand up, 

| And cal: it (clte your Brother. 

Gon, Not lo hot : 
[a his 0wne grace he doth exalt himſclfe, 
Murcthea im your addition. 

Reo. In wy rights, 
By m& in« cltcd, he compeeres the belt. 

Alb. That were the molt, it he (ould husband you. 

Reg. Ielters doe oft prove Prophets. 

Gon, Holla, holla, 

That eyechattold you fo, look'd but a ſquint. 

Rege. Lady lam nor well,clſe I ſhould anſwer 
From a full Rowing ſtomacke. Generall, 

Takethou my ſouldiers, priſoners, patrimony, 
Ditpoſe ot them, of me, the walls are rhine : 
\Waitneſſe the world, that | create thee heere 
My Lord, and Maſter. 

Gow, Meane you to enjoy him ? 

»> Alb, The let alone lies notin your good will, 

Bait, Nor inthines Lord. 

Alb, Halfe-blooded fellow, yes. ; 

Reg. Let the Drum ſtrike, and prove my title thine, 

Alb. S.ay yct, heare reaſon : Edmund, | arreit thee 
On capitall Treaton ; and 1n thy arreſt, 
This guilded Serpent ; for your claime faire Siſters, 
[ bare t inthe intereſt of my wite, 


— 
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| Ifnone 2 ppeare toproveupon thy perſon, 
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| 


i VY pon chis Calloh'Ti LNPCEL. 


| Yertam [ Noble as the Advertary 


| Defpilethy victor-Sword, and fire new fortune, 


| And from th'extremeſt upward of thy head, 
| Tothe diſccnr and duſt below thy toote, 


| My truth and honor firmcly. 


Tis ſhe is ſub-contracted to this Lord, 
And I her husband contradict your Banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to meg 
My Lady is beſpoke. 
Gon, An enterlude. | 
eAlb. Thou art armed GloZter, 
Letthe Trumpet tound : 


Thy heynous, manifcit, and many 1reafous, 
There 1s my pledge : Ile make it on thy heart 
Ere I taſte bread, thou art in nothing lctle 

I hen I have heere prociaim'd thee. 

Reg. Sicke, O licke, | 

Gon, it not, lic nere truſt medicine. 

Baft. Theres my exchange, what inthe world heis |} 
That names me Traitor, vilatne-like he lyes, , 
Call by the Trumper : he that dares approach ; 
On him, on you, who not, I will maintaine 


Enter a Herald. 

Alb. A Herald, ho. 
Trutt to thy fingle vertue, for thy Souldiers 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Tooke their diſcharge. 

Regan, My ickenefle growes npon mes 

eAlbany; She isnot well. convey her to wy Tent, 
Come hither Herald, let the Trumpet found, 
Andread vutthis. A Trumpet ſounds. 

Herald read'. 


F any man of qual:ty or de 'r'e within the hſts of the Avr- 
E m1,ns{ mas tam? wprn Edmund [uppejed Earle of Glafter, 
thit he 1s 4 mani/old Trattor, let hun appeare by the third 
ſound of the Trumpet : be u bold un bia defence. 1 Trumpet. 


Her. Azaine. 2 Trumpet, 
Her. Azaine. 3 Trumpet. 
Trumpet anſwers within. 


Eater Eagar armed, 
eAlb. Aske him his purpoſes, why he appeares 


Fer. \Vhatareyou? 
Your name, yuar quality, and why you antwer 
This prefent Summons ? 

Eds. Know my name 15 loſt 
By Trca{ons tooth : bace-gnawne,and Canker-vir, 


{ come to cope. ( 
eAlb. Whichis that Adverfary? 
Eds. Whats he that ſpeakes for Edmmd Earle of Glo- 
Bait. Himfclte, what faiit thouto him ? (titer? | 
Edg. Draw thy Sword. | 

That if my ſpeech offend a Noble heart, 

Thy arme may doethce lultice, heere 1s mine : 

Behold it is my priviledge, 

The priviledge of mine honours, 

My oath, and my profeſſion. I proteſt, 

Maugrethy (trength, place, youth, and eminence, 


Thy valor, and thy heart, thou art 4 Traitor ; 
Falſe to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father, 
Confpirant gainſt this high illuſtrious Prince, 
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| Who can araigne me tort? 
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328 


The Tragedy of King Lear. . 


A moſt Toad-ſpotred Traitor. Say thou no, 

This Sword, chisarme, and my beſt ſpirits are bent 

To prove upon thy heart, whereto I ſpeake, 

Thoulyeſt. 

Bait. In wiſcdome I ſhould aske thy name, 

But ſince thy out-fide lookes ſo faire and Warlike, 

And that thy tongue (ſome ſay ) of breeding breathes, 

W hart fate, and rucely I might well delay, 

By rule of Knight-bood, I didaine and ſpurne : 

Backe doc I tofle theſe T reaſons to thy head, 

Withthe hell-hatcd Lye, ore-whelme thy heart, 

W hich for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruile, 

This Sword of mine ſhall give them inltant way, 

W herc they ſhall reſt for ever. Trumpets ſpeake. 
Aib. Save him, fave him. 
Gen. This is practiſe Gloſter, 

By th'law of Warre, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 

An unknowne oppoſite : thou art not vanquith @, 

But cozend, and beguild. 
eAlb. Shut your mouth Dame, ; 

Or with this paper ſhall I ſtop 1t : hold Sir, 

Thou worſe then any name, reade thine owne evill : 

No tcaring Lady, | perceive you know It. | 
Gon, Say if I doe, the Laiwes arc mine not thine, 

Exit, 
eAlb. Molt monſtreus!O, knowſt thou this paper ? 
Baft. Aske me not what I know, 

Alb. Gor after her, ſhes deſperate, governe her. 
Baſt. W hat you have charg'd me with, 

That have I done, . 

And more, much more, the time will bring 1t out. 

Tis paſt, and ſo am I : But what art thou 

That halt this fortune on me ? If thou'st Noble, 


I doc forgive thee. 
Eag. Lets exchange charity : 
I ata no lefle in blood then thou art Edmund, 


If more, the more th'haſt wrong'd me. 
My name is Edgarand thy Fathers fonne, 
The gods are julit, and of our plealant vices 
Make inltruments to plague us: 
Ihe darke and vicious place where thec he got, 
Colt himhis cycs. 
Ba##, Thi halt ſpokcn right, tis true, 
The Wheele iscome full circle, Iam hcere. 
Alb. Me thought thy very gate did prophelie 
A Royall Noblenefle : I mult embrace thec, 
Let ſorrow ſplit my heart, if cvet I 
Did hatethee, or thy tather. 
Eag. Worthy Prince | knowt. 
Alb. Where have you hid yourſelfe? 
How have you knowne the miſcries of your father ? 
Eag. By nurſing them my Lord. Liſta bricte tale, 
And when tis told, O that my hcart would burſt. 
The bloody proclamation to c{cape 
That foliow'd ms ſoneere, (O eur lives ſweetnelic, 
That we the paine of death would hourely dye, 
Rather then dye at once)taught me to ſhift 
Intoa mad-mans ragges, t'aſlume a ſemblance 
That very Dogges dildain'd : and 1n this habir 
Met my father with hisbleeding Rings, 
Their precious Stones new loſt ; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, ſav'd him from difpaire , 
Never (O fault) reveal'd my ſeite unto him, 
Vnrill ſome halfe houre paſt when I wasarm'd, 
Not ſure, though hoping of this good ſuccefle, 
I ask*d his blefling, and from firſt to laſt 


Alarums. Fights, 


| 


| 


| 
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Told him our pilgrimage, But bis flawd heart 
( Alacke too weake the conflict to ſupport) 
Twixttwoextremes of paſſion, joy and gricfe, 


Burkt ſmilingly. 
| Batt, This 1; hb of yours hath mov'd me, 
And ſhail perchance doe good, but ſpeake you on, 


Youlooke as you had ſomething more to ſay. 
Alb. If there be more, more wotfull, hold it in, 

For 1 amalmoſt ready todiflolve, 

Hcaring of this. 


Emer a Grntlemesr., 
Gev. Helpe, helpe ; O helpe. 
Eag. What kind of helpe ? 
Alb. Speake man. 
Edg. What mcanesthis tloody Knife ? 
Geo, Tis hot, it {\moakes, came even from the heart 
of »———O ſhes dead. 
Alb. Whodead ? Speake man, 
Gen, Your Lady Sir, your Lady ; and her Siſter 
By her 1s poyſon'd : ſhe conteſſes it. 
Baſt. 1 was contratted to them both, all three 
Now marry in an initant. 
Eag. Here comes Kent. 


Enter Kent. 
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead i 
Gonervll and Reg ans bodies brought ont, 
This judgement of the heavens that makes us tremble. 
Touches us not with pitty. O is this ſhe? 
The time will not allow the complement 
W hich very manners urges. 

Kent, Tam come 
To bid my Kivg and Maſter aye good night, 

Is he not here? 

Alb, Great thing of us forgot, 
Speake Zamnnd, wheres the King?and wheres Cordeha ? 
Sceſt thou this objet Ken. 

Kent. Alacke, why thus? 

Bait, Yet Edmund was belov'd : 

The onethe other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And atcer ſlew herleife. 
Ath. Evenſo : cover their faces. 


Ba#t. 1 pant tor life : ſome good I meane todoe | 


—_— of mine owne Nature, Quickly ſend, 
(Be briefe in it) to th*Chaſtle for my Writ 
[s on the life of Lear, and on (ordelia : 
Nay, ſend intime. 

Atb. Ran,run, O run. 

Eag. To whom my Lord ? Who hasthe Oikice? 
Send thy roken of repreeve. 

Baf. Well thought on, take my Sword, 
Give it the Captaine. 

Edg. Haſttheo for thy life. 

Batt, He hath Commiſſien from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordelia in the priſon, and 
To lay the blame upon her owne diſpaire, 
That ſhe fore-did herſelfe. 

Alb. The godsdefend her, beare him hence a while, 


. Emer Lear with Cordelia in his armes. 
Zear. Howle, howle,howle: O your are men of ſtones, 
Had I your tongues and eyes, 11'd uſe them ſo, 
That heavens vault ſhould cracke: ſhes gone for ever. 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 
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| Shes dead ascarth : Land me a Looking-glaſſe, 


If 
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If that her breath will miſt or ſtaine the ſtone, 
Why then ſhe lives, 

Kent, Is this the promis'd end ? 

Eag. Or image of that horror. 

Alb. Fall and ceaſe, 

Lear. This feather tirs,ſhe lives : if ir be ſo, 
It is a chance which doc's redeeme all forrowes 


| That ever I havefclr. 


Keer, O my good Maſter. 

Lear. Prythee away. 

Edg. Tis noble Kerr your Friend, | 

Lear, Aplague upon you murtherers,Traitors all, 

I might have ſav'd her,now ſhe's gone for ever : 

Cord:lia,Cordelia,(tay a little. Has 

What is't thon faiſt ? her voyce was ever ſofr, 

Genrle,and low,an excellent thing in woman. 

I kill'd the ſlave that was a hanging thee, 

Gent. Tis true (my Lords) he did. 
Leay. Did I not fellow ? : 

I have ſeene the day, with my good biting Faulchion 

I would have made him $kip : Iam old now, 

And theſe ſame croſſes (poyle me, W ho are you? 

Mine eyes are o'thbeſt, [le tell you Rraight. 

Kent, If Fortune brag of two,ſhe lov'd and hated, 

One of them we behold. 

Lear, This is a dull ſight,are you not Kent ? 
Kent, The ſame : your ſervant Kent, 

Where is your ſcrvant Cam ? 

Lear* He's good fellow,l can tell you that, 

Hee'l (trike and quickly too, he's dead and rotten, 
Kent, No my good Lord,I am the very man. 
Lear, Ile ſee that ſtraight, 

Kent. That from your firſt of diffcrence and decay, 

Hane follow'd your fad ſteps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 
Kent. Nor noman elle : 

All's cheereleſſe,darke,and deadly, 

Your eldeſt daughters have fore-done themſelves, 

Ard deſperately are dead. 

Lear. Io 1 thinke. FEE 
Alb, Be knowes not what he ſayes,and vaine 15 it 


That we preſent us to him, 


Enter a Heſſenser, 
Edgy. Very bootlefle. 
CMeſ. Edmwnd is dead my Lord. 
Alb. Thats but'a trifle here : 
You Lords and Noble friends know onr intent, 
W har comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be appli'e. For us we will rcfore, 
During the life cf this old Majeft 
To him our abſolute power,you to your rights. 
Wirth boot,and ſuch addition as your honours 
Have more then merited. All Friends ſhalt! 
Taſte the wages of their vertue,and all Foes 
The cupof their detcrvings : O ſee, ſer. 
Lear, And my poore Foole is hang'd : No,no,no life ? 
Why ſhould a Dog,a Horſe,a Rat have life, 
And thou no breath at a'1? Thow'it come no more, 
Nover,never,never,never,never. 
Pray you undoe this Button. Thanke you Sir, 
Doe you fce this? Looke on her,looke on her lips, 
Looke there, looke there, He dyes, 
Eadg. He faints,my Lord,my Lord. 
Kent, Breake heart, I prythee breake. 
Edg, Looke to my Lord. «4 x 2 
Kent. Vex not his ghoſt,O let him paſſeghe hates kim, 
That would upon the wracke of this rough world 
Stretch him our longer. 
Edg. Heis gone indeed. 
Kent, The wonder is, he hath endur'd fo long, 
He butuſurpt his life. 
Alb. Beare them from hence,our preſent bufineſſe 
Is generall woe : Friends of my toule, you twaine, 
Rule in this Reakne,and the gor'd ſtate (uſtaine. 
Kent, 1 havea journey fir,ſhortly ro goe, 
My Maſter calsme,I mult not (ay no. Dyes, 
Edg. The waight of this fad time we muſt obey, 
Speake what we teele,not what we ought to (ay : 
The oldeſt hath borne moſt, we that are yong, 
Shall never ſec ſo much, nor live ſo long, 
Exennt with 4 dead march, 
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THE TRAGEDY OF 


Othello,the Moore of Venice. 


Atlus Primus, Scaena Prima, 


Enter Radoyigo and [ags, 


Rodorige. 
Ever tell me, I take it very unkindly 


Ot ſuch a mattcr,abhorre mc, 

Roads. Thou told'ſt me, 
Thou didſt hold bim inthy hatc, 

lage. Delpiſe me 
If I doenot, Three great ones of the Citie, 
(In perſ{onall ſuit ro makeme his Lievetenant ) 
Off-capt to him : and by the faith of man 
I know my price,I am worth no wolſc a place. 
But he(as loving his owne pride,and purpoics) 
Evades them,with a Bumbaſt Circumitance, 
Horribly (tuft with Epithites of warre, 
Non-ſures my Mediators. For ccrtes,layes he, 
I have alrcady choſe my Other. And what was he ? 
Forſooth,a great Arithmetician, 
One Alichael Caſſio,a Florentine, 
(A Fellow almolt damn'd ina faire wifc 
That never ſet a Squadron inthe Field, 
Nor the diviſion of a battaile knowes 


Whereinthe Tongued Conluls can propoſe 

As Maſterly as he, Mecre prattle ( withoutpractite ) 
[$ all his Souldierſhip. But he (Sir)had cthieletion 
And I (of whom his cycs had {cence the proote 

At Rhades,at Cyp: us,and on others grounds 
Chriſten'd,and Heathen)wult be be-leed,and calm'd 
By Debitor,and Creditor. This Coumer-Caſtter, 

He (in good time) muſt his Lievtenant be, 

And I { bleſſe the marke )his Mouorcſhips Ancient. 


Lago, Why;there's no remedy, 


Tis the curle of Service ; 
Prefermeut gecs by Letter,and affection, - 
And not by old gradation,where cach lecond 
Stood hcireto'th'firſt. Now fir,be Indge your ſeltec, 
\W ketber 1 in any juſt termc am Arhrn'd 
Tolovethe Moore? 

Rod , I wou:d not follow him then, 

Tag. O Sir content you. 
1 follow him to ſerve my turne upon him. 
Wecannet allbe Maſters,nor all Maitcrs 
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That thou{ [ago ) who halt had my purſe, (this. 

As if the ſtrings were thine, ſkould'lt know of 
[azo. But you'lnot hcare me. 1f ever 1 did 

(dreame 


More than a Spinſter: Vnlefle the Bookiſh Theoricke : 


Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang- 
{ran 


Gm An en nll in llkla_— — 


Cannot be truely follow'd. You ſhall marke 

Many a Gutious and knee-crooking Knave; 

That( doting on his owne cbicquious bondage) 
Wares out his time,o:uch like his Maſters Aſle, 

For nought but Provender,& when he's old Caſhcer's, 
Whip me fuch honeſt Knaves. Others there arc 
Whotrim'd in Formes,and viſagesof duty, 

Kcepe yer their hearts attending on themſelves, 

And throw1rg but ſhowes of lervice on their Lords, 
Doe well thrive by them, 

And when they have lin'd thcir Coates' 


| Doe themf{clmes Homage. 


-  — ——_—  —  —— 
et, cm rs ee  OOO"—s = 


Theſe Fellow es have ſome ſoule, 
Ard lucha ene doe ] proteſie my ſelte. For(fir) 
[t1s aSfure as you are Kedorigo, 
Were I the Moore, l would not be lags ; 
In following him,1 follow but my felte. 
Heaven 15 my ludge,not 1,forlove and duty, 
But ſecming to,tor my peculiarend : 
For when my outward ation doth demonſtrate 
The native aR,and figure of my heart 
In complement externe,tis not long after 
ButI will weare my heart vpon my ſlceve 
For Dawestopecke at; I am not what Iam. 
Rod, What a tall Fortune d6's the thickc-lips owe 
If he can carry't thus ? 
lag». Call up her father : 


 Rowſc him,make after him,poyſon his delight, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 


Proclaime him mn the ſtreets. Incenſe ber kinimen, 


And though he in a fertile Clymate dwell, 
Plague hiw with Flyes : thoughthat his joy be joy, 
Yet throw ſuch chances of vexation on'r, 
As 1t may looſe ſome cofour. 

Rodo, Hete is her fathers houſe, Ile call aloud, 

ago, Doc,with like timorous accent,and dire yell, 
As when (oy night and negligence )the fire 
Is ſpied in populous Cities. 

Rod. \\ hat hoa : Brabantio Signior Brabantie hoa- 


"I —_— - 


| 


! 
| 
| 


|} 
; 
| 


lago. Awake, wharthoa, Brabaxtio : Theeves,theeves, | 


Looke to your houſe, your Daughter, and your Bags, 
Theeves,theeres. 

Bra. eAbove. What is the reaſon of this terrible 
Summons ? what 1s the matter there ? 

Redo. Signioris all your Familic within ? 

[ago. Are your doores lock'd ? 

Bra. Why ? wherefore aske you this? 


lago. Sir,yare robb'd,for ſhame put on your Gowne, | 
Your | 
| 


— 
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Your heart is burſt, you have loſt halfe your foule 
Even now,now, very now an old blacke Ram 
[s tupping your white Ewe. Arilc,artie, 
h—_— the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, 
Or elſe the Divell will make a Grand-fire of you. 
Arile 1 ſay. | 
Bra. What, have you loſt your wits ? ; 
Rod. Moſt reverend Signior,do you know my voycer 
Bra. NotT : what are you? 
Rod. My name is Rodorigo, 
Bra. The worler welcome : 
I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my doores : 
In honelt plaineneflſe thon halt heard me tay, 
My Daughter is not for thee, And now in madneſle 
(Being full of lupper,and diſtemperingdraughts) 
Vpon malicious knavery,dolt thou come 
To {tart my quict, 
Rod. Sir,Sir,Sir. * 
Bra. But thou muſt nceds be ſure, 
My ſpirits and my place have in their power 
To make thts bitter to thee. 
Rod, Paticncc good Sir. 
Bra. Whattellitthou me of Robbing? 
This is Venice : my houle 1s not a Granges 
Rod, Molt grave Brabantio, 
In ſimple and pure ſoule, I come to you. 
lag.Sir,you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve God, 
if the Divell bid you. Becauſe we come todo you lervice, 
and youthinke we are Ruthans, you'l have your Daugh- 
ter cover'd with 2 Barbary horſe, yau'l have your Ne- 
phewes neigh to you,you'le haye Courters tor Cozens : 
and Genncts for Germans, 
Bra, W hat propha newretch artthou? 
jag, 1 am oue $ir,thatcomes to teil you, your Daugh- 
ter and the Mooreares making the Bealt with two dacas. 
Bra, Thouart a Viidaine, 
[ago, You arc a Senator. 
Bra. This thou ſhalt ac{ywer.I kow thee Rederigo. 
Rod, Sir,l will antwer any thing. Bur I betcech you 
IFt be your pleafure,and moſt wite conſent, 
( As partly 1 find it t5 )thar your faire Daaghter, 
' Atthisodde Even and dull watch o'th'pight 
 Tranſported wich no worſener Letter guard, 
| | ——- 
| But with a Knaveof common hire,a Guncchier, 
| To the grolle claſpes of a Laſcivious Movre : 
| Ifthis be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and fawcy wrongs. 
| Butif you know not this, my manners tell me, 
| We haue your wrong rebuke. Doe not beleeve 
| That from the ſenſe of all Civilitic, 
| Ithus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
' Yourdaughter(if you have not given her leave) 
| Ifay againe, hath made a grefle revolt, 
| Tying her Duty, Beauty, W ir,and Fortunes 
| Inan extravagant,and wheeling Stranger, 
} Ofhere,and every where : ſtraight ſarisfie your ſelfe. 
| If ſhe bein your Chamber,or your houlc, 
; Let looſe on me the Tuſtice of the (tate 
For thus deluding yon. 
Zra, Strike on the Tinder,hoa : 
Give me a Taper : callup all my people, 
; This Accident isnotunlike my dreame, 
' Beltefe of 1t oppreſies me already. 
Light, 1fay,light. 
lago, Farcwell : for I muſt leave you? 
| It ſeemes not meet,nor wholſome to my place 


_ PIY 
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Tobe producted,as if I ſtay. 1 ſhall,) 

Againitthe Moore. For 1 doe now the tate, 
(How ever this may gall bia wi h ſome checke ) 
Cannot with latety caſt him. For he's icbark'd 
With fuch loud rcafon tothe Cyprus warres, 
(Which evennow ſtands in AR )that for ther ſoules 
Anoticr of his Fadome,they kave none, 

To lead their Bulinefle. In which regard, 

T hough [ doe hatc him as 1 doe hcll, 

Yet, tor neceility of preſent lite, 

I muſt (hew out a Flag and (igne of Love, 

(Whichis indced but figne )chat you (hal ſurely find him 
Lead to the Sagirary the raited Scarch ; 
Andthere will I be with him. So farewell, 


Exit. 
Emer Brabanio aitith Servants and Torches. 


#ra, It 1s too true ancvill. Gone the 1s, 
And what'sto come of my defpited time, 
Is naught but bitterneſſe. Now Roderage, 
W here didſt thou fee her ? (Oh unhappy Girle) 
Withthe Moore faiſt thoa > (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didſt thou know twas ſhe? (Oh ſhe deceives me 
Palt thought : ) what ſaid ſhe to you?Gert moe Tapers: | 
Raile all ny Kinred. Are chey marricd thinke you? 
Rod. Trucly | thinke thev are, 
Bra. Oh heaven : how got ſhe out ? 
Oh creaſon of my blood. 
Farhers,trom hence trult not your Daughters minds 
By what you (ce them Act. Arc there not chai mes, 
By which the properrtic of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abus'd 2 Have you not read Redortgo, 
Of tome ſuch thing ? 
Red, Yes tir: I have indeed. | 
Zra. Call up my brother:oh would you had had her, 
Some one way,fome anoth:r. Doe you know 
Whczre we way apprehend her,and the Moore ? 
Rod. I thinke 1 can diſcover him,it you pleaſe 
To get good Guard,and goe along with me. 
Bra, Pray you lead on. At every houſe Ilecall, 
(1 may command at molt)get Weapons (hoa) 
And raife ſome ſpeciail Orhicers of mighe : 
On good Reoderryo,l will deſerve your paints. Excunt. | 
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Scena Secunda, 
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Enter Othello,lago, Attendants with Torches, 


lag.Thouph in the trade of warreI have ſlainc men, 
Yet doe hold it very ituffe o'th'contcience 
To doe no contriv'd murder 31 iake tniquitie 
Soinetime to doc me fervice. Nine,or ten times 
[ had thoughtto have yerk'd him here undcr the Ribves, 
Othel. Tis better as it is. 
Jago. Nay bur he prated, | 
And ipoke ſuch ſcurvy,and provekingtermes 
Againſt your honor, that with the [ttc godlineſſe I have 
I did full hard forbeare him. But I pray you fir, 
Are you fiſt married ? Be aſſur'd of this, 
That the Magniticois mach beloy'd, | 
And hath in hiscffe a voyce potentiall | 
Asdoubleas the Dukes : He will divorce you. | 
Or put upon you, what reſtraint or grievance, | 
VV 2 Th. 
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The Trapedy of Othello 


The Law (with ail his might,tocntorce un on) 
| Will give him Cablc. 
*Orhe, Let hin doe his ſpight : 
My tervices, which I have done the S1gnory 
Shall ouz-tonguc his complaints. Tis yet to know, 
W hich when I know,that boalting is an honour, 
I ſhail promulgate. Ifetch my life and being, 
From men of Royall Seige. And my demerites 
May {peak«(unbonnetted)ro as proud a Fortune 
As this that I havereach'd. bor know [a7o, 
But that I love the gentle Deſdemona, 
[ wonld not my unvouled free condition 
Put into Circumſcription,and Contine, 
For the Seas worth. But tooke, what Lights come yond ? 


Enter Caſſi» with Torches, 

[zgo. Thole arcthe raiſcd farher,and his triends : 
You were belt goe in, 

Gthel, Notl :1 muſt be tound, 
My parts,m/ title,and my pertett {oule 
Shall manifeſtly merightly. Is 1t they ? 

[ago. By Iames,1 thinke no. 
Orhel. The ſervants of th: Dulces ? 

And my Lievtenant ?, 
The goodneſle of the night upon you (friends) 
W har is the Newes ? 

Caffio. The Duke does greet yov(Generall ) 
And he requires your haſtc,Polt-halte appearance, 
Even onthe infiant. 

Othel. Whar is the matter,thinke you ? 

Caſio. Something trom Cyprus,as | may divinc. ; 
It 1s a bulinefle of ſome heat. lhe Gallics 
Have ſent a dozzen {cquent meſſengers 
This very night,at onc anothers hceles : 
And many ot the Contuls (rais'd and tact, } 


When being norat your lodging co be found, 
The Senate hath {cnt about three {cverall Quelts, 
To ſcarch you out. 
Othel. Tis\wcll 1 am found by you : 
I will but ſpend a word hcre in the houle, 
And goe with you. 
{ aſſioe. Ancient, what makes he here? 
[aco, Faith,hetonight kath boorded a Land Carrac, 
If it provelawtull prizc,he's made tor ever, 
Caſſio. I doc nor under!iac.d. 
Tags. He's mari''d. 
Cafſio. To whom ? 
lars. Marry to Come Captaine,will you goe? 
Othel, Have with you. 
Caſſi». Here comes another Troope to ſecke for you: 


Enter Brabantio Rodorigo,with Officers and Torches, 


lag. It is Brabantio : General! be advis'd 
He comes to bad intent. 


Othel. Holla,ſtand there. 

Rod, Sigmorgit 1+ the Moore, 

Bra. Downe with him, Theete. 

lane, Yeu R545r1ge ? Come (ir, l am for you. 


Orhe. Keepe up YOur bright Swords, for the dew will | 


ruſt them. Good Signior, you ſhall more command with 
vearcs,than with your Weapons. 

' Bra, Oh tho! foulethecte, 

Where ha't thou ſtow'd my Daughter ? 

Damn'd as thou art,thou haſt cnchaunted her 


— — 


—— _ 


{ 
' 


| For ile reterre mc to all things of {enſe, 


(It ſhe in chaines of Magicke were not bound ) 

W hether a Maidc,fo tender,fairc,and happy, 

So oppolite to Marriage,that ſhe ſhunn'd 

The wealthy curled Dcailing of our Nation, 
Would ever have (t'cncurre a generall mocke) 
Runne from her Guardage to the footy boſome, 
Of ſuch a thing as thou : to teare,nor to delight ? 
Indge me the world,if tis not grofle In ſenſe, 

That thou halt practis'd on her with foule Charmes, 
Abus'd her delicate youth,with Drugs or Minerals, 
T hat weakens motion. llc bave't ditputed on, 

Tis probable,and palpable to thinking ; 

[ therefore apprehend and docattach thee, 

For an abuſer of the world,a practiter 

Of Arts inhibited, and our of warrant ; 

Lay hold upon him,if he doe refalt 

Suddue him at his perill, 

Othe, Hold your hands, 

Both you of my inclining,and the reſt, 

Were it my Cue to fight, 1 ſhould have knowne it 
Wichout a Prompter. Whither will you that I goe 
To anſwer this your charge? 


Bra, Topriſon,till tr time 
Ot Law,and courſe of dire Seſſion 
Call thee toanſwer. 

Othe. What ifI doe obey? 


| How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied, 


W hoſe Meſſengersare here about my (ide, 


| Vpon ſome pretent buſineſle of the State, 


To brirg me to him. 
Officer. Tis truc moſt worthy Signior, 


| The Duke's in Councell,and your Noble (clte, 
| Tam furc is ſent tor. 


| 
Areat the Dukes already. You have been hotly call'd for, | 


Bra, How ? The Duke in Councell? 
In this time of the nigh? bring him away ; 
Mine's not an ide caute. The Duke himſclte, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 


| Cannot but feele this wrong,as twere their owne : 


| 
| 


| *Tis oft with difference)yet doe they all confirme 
| A Turkiſh Flcet,and bearing up to Cyprus, 


For if ſuch Ations may have paſlage tree, 
Bond-ſlaves and Pagans (hall our Stateſmen be. E xemnt. 


A AI, 


Scaena Tertia. 
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Enter Duke,Senatoys,and Officers, 


Duke, There is no compoſition inthisnewes, 


That gives them credit. 
1 Sen, Indecd,they arc diſproportioned ; | 
My Letters fay,a Hundred and ſeven Gallics, | 
D#ke. And mine a Hundred forty, | 
2 Sen, And minc two Hundred : | 
But though they jumpe not on ajuſt accompt, 
(As intheſe Cafes wheretheayme reports, 


—— — 


Dake. Nay,itis poilible enough to judgement ; 

I doe not ſo {ccure me in the crrour, | 

Bur the maine Article I doe approve | 

In tearetull ſenſe, | 
Sayler withis, What hoa,what hoa,whar hoas 

; Emter Saylor, | 
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Ofter, A Meſlenger from the Gallies. 

Duke, Now ? What's the buſinefſe ? _ 

Say/er, The Turkiſh preparation makes tor Rhodes, 
So was I bid report hereto the State, 
By Signtor eAngelo, 

Deke. How tay you by this change ? 

1, Sex. This cannot be - 
By no afſay of Reaſon. Tisa Pageant 
to keepe us in falſe gaze,when we confider 
Th'unportancy of Cyprus to the Turke : 
And let our ſcives againe but underſtand, 
Thatasit more concernesthe Turke then Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile queſtion beare ut, 
For that ic itandsnotin ſuch warlike brace, 
Bur altogcther iackes th'abilities | 
That Rides isdreſs'd in, If we makethought of this, 
We mult nzorchinkethe Turke is (fo unskiltull, 
Toleave tha: late!t, which concernes hi firſt, 
Neglecting an atteinpt of caſe,and gaine 
To v ake,and wage a danger profitleſſe. 

D#+z. Nay,in all contidence he'snort for Rhodes. 

Officer. Here is more Newes. 


Enter a (Meſſenger, 
eſſen. The Ortamnter,Reveren'd and Gracious, 
Steering with due courſe roward the ile of Rhodes, 
Have there injoynted chem with an after Fleet, 

1 Se, [, fo Ithought : how many,as you gueſle ? 
Meſ. Of thirty Saile : and now they doe re-{tem 
Their backward courſe,bearing with tranke appearance 
Their as wo toward Cyprus, Signior CMonrans, 

Your truſty and moſt vaiiant Servitobr, 
With his free duty,recommends you thus, 


—_— 


Dwuks. Tis certaine then tor Cyprus: 
Marcus Lueceicos is nothein Towne ? 
1. Sen, HcSs now In Horence, 
Duke. Write trom us, 
To him,Polt,Poſt-haſte,diſpatch. 
I. den, H<! 0 COMES Brabantso and the Moore. 


Enter Br abantie,Othe!l:,Caſſio, Jage,Rodrrige, 
. and Officers, 


Dake. Valiant Orhefo,we muſt ſtraight employ you, 
Agaia't the generall Enemy Ortoman, 
Idid not {ce you : welcome gentle Signior, 
Welack't your Counlaile,and your helpe tonight. 
Bra, Sodid I yours : Good your Grace pardon me+ 
Neither my place,tor ought I heard of bulineſle 
Hath rais'd me from my Bed ; nor doth the generall care 
Take hold on mc. For my particular gricte 
Is of ſo flood-eate,and ore-bearing Nature, 
That it ingluts,and {wallowes other forrowes, 
And it is {tuil it (clte. 
| , Duke, Why ? Whatsthe matter? 
\ | Bra. My Daughter : oh ny Daughter ! 
Sen, Dead. 
Bra. [,to me. 
| She is abus'd, ſtolne from me,and corrupted 
By Spels and Mcd:cines bought of Mountebankes ; 
| For Nitureſo prepoiteroufl yroerre, 
| (Being not d-ficicnt,blind,or lame of ſenſe, ) 
| Sans w:tch cr2ft could nor, 4 
| Duke. Who ere he be,that in this -_ 
| Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her ſelfe, 
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And prayes you to belceve him. \ 


And you of her ; the bloody Booke of Law, 
You ſhall your telfe read,in the bitter letter, 
After your owne lene : yea,though our proper fcnne 
Stood in your Action. 
Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace, 
Here is the man; this Moore,whom now it ſeemes 
Your ſpeciall Mandate,for the State affaires, 
Hath hither broughr, | 
All. Weare very ſorry for't. ; 
Duke. Whatin your owne part,can you ſay tothis ? 
Bra. Nothing, but this is1o. 
Othe, Moſt Potent,Grave,and Reverend Sign1or s, 
— he Noble,and approv'd good Maſters ; 
That [ have tanc away this old mans daughter, 
Ic 1s moſt erue : true | have marricd ber ; 
The very head,and front of my offending, 
Hath this extent ; no more. Rude am I,in my ſpeech, 
Andlittle bleſs'd wich the ſoft phraſe of Peace ; 
For ſince theſe Armes of mine, had ſeven yecres pirh, 
Tillnow,fome nine Moones walted,they have us'd 
Their deereſt aRtion,in the tented ficld ; 
And little of this great world can I ſpeal e, | 
More than pertaines to Feats of Broyles,and Battaile, 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe, D 


ha | 
In ſpeaking for my ſelfe. Yet,(by your gracious patience} 


I will a rourd un-varniſh'd Tale deliver, 
Ot my whole courſe of Love. 
VV hat Drugs,what Charmes, 
W hat Conjuration,and what mighty Magicke, 
(For ſuch proceeding I am charg'd withail) 
I won his Daughter with, 
Bra. A Maiden,never bold : 
Of ſpirit {0 (till, and quiet, that her Motion 
Bluſh'd at her ſclfe,and ſhe in ſpight of Nature, 
Ot yeares,of Countrey,credite,every thing 
To fall m Love,with what ſhe fcar'd to looke on ; 
It is a judgement maim'd,and moſt imperfeR, 
That will confeſle PerteAion fo could erre 
Again{t all rules of Nataure,and muſt be driven 
To find out practiſcs of cunning hell 
W hy this ſhould be. I therefore vouch againe, 
That with ſome Mixtures powerfull ore the blood, 
Or with {ome Dram(conjur'dtothis effect) 
He wrought upon her. 
Dwk. To vouch this,isno proofe, 
Without more wider,and more over-Teſt 
Then theſe thip habirs,and pcore likely-hoods 
Of moderne ſeeming, doe preferre againſt him. 
Sen, But Othello,{pcake, 
Did you,by indice&t,and forced courſes 
Subduc,and poyſon this yong Maids affections ? 
Or came it by requeſt and ſuch faire queſtion 
As foule,to ſoulr affordeth ? 
Othel, 1 doe beſeech you, 
Send tor the Lady to the Sagitary, 
And let her ſpeake of me betore her Father ; 
If you doe find me foule,in her report, 
The truſt,the orifice, I doc hold of you, 
Not onely take away,burt let your ſentence 


| Even fall upon my life- 


Dake, Fetch Deſdemona hither. 
Othel, Ancienr,condut them 
You beſt know the place. 
And till ſhe come, as truely as to heaven, 
I doe confeſle the vices of my blood, 
So juſtly to your Grave cares, Ile preſent 
vv 3 
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How I did thrive in this faireLadics love, 
And ſhe in mane. 
Dwhe. Say it Othells, 
Othe, Her father lov'd me,oft invited me : 

Still queſtion'd me the ſtory ot my lite, 

From yeareto yeare : the Batrails,Sieges, Fortane, 
That I have paſt. 

I ran it through,cven from my Boyiſh dayes, 
Toth'very moment that he bad mel] it, 

Wherein | ſpoke of moſtdifaſtrous chances: 

Of moving Accidents by FloodAnd Field, 

Of haire-breadth ſcapes1'th'imminent deadly breach ; 
Of being raken by the inſolent foe, 

And ſold toſlavery. Of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my Travellers hiſtory. 

W hcrein of Antars vaſt,and Defarts wilde, (ven, 
Rough Quarries, Rocks,& Hils,whoſe heads touch hea- 
It was my hintto {peake. Such was my Proceſie, 
And of the Canibals that cach others cate, 

The Anthrepophagi,and men whoſe heads 

Grew beneath their ſhoulders. Theſc things to heare, 
Would De/acmora icriouſly incline - 

But (Hl! the houſe affaires would draw her hence: 

W hith ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 

She'ld come againe,and with a greedy care 

Devoure up my diſcourſe. W bich I obſerving, 
Todke oncea pliant houre,ardtound g001 meanes 

To draw from her a praycr of carneſt heart, 

That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 

W hereof by parcels ſhe had fom<thing heard, 

But not diſtinRively : I did conſent, 

And often did bcguile her of her teares, 

When I did ſpeake of ſome diltrefiefull ſtroke 

That my youth ſuffer'd : My ſtory being done, 

She gave me for my paines a world of kiſles: 

She twore in faithtwas ſtrange,twas palling ſtrange, 
'Twas pittifull : ewas wondrous pitritull. 

She x ith'd ſhe had nor heard ir,ycr ſhe wiſh'd 

That heaven had made hcr ſuch a man.She thank'd me, 
And bad me if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I ſhould bur teach hin» how to tell my ſtory, 
And that would wooe her. Vpon this hint 1 ſpake, 
She lov*d me tor the dangers I have palt, 
And I lov'd her that the did pitty them, 
Thisonley is the witch-cratt I have us'd. 
Here comes the Lady : Let her witneſle 1t, 


Enter Deſdemina, Jan, Attendants, 


Dwke. 1 thinke this tale would win my Daughter too, 
Good Brabantto,take up this mangled warter at the beſt; 
Men doe their broken Weapons rather uſe, 
Then their bare —_ "#2 
Bra, I pray you hearc her Ipcake ; 
If the confelle that ſhe was halfe the woo 
Deſtruction on my headzit my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miſtris, 
Doe you perceive inali his Noble company, 
Where moſt you owe obedience ? 
Def. My Noble father, 
I doeperceive here a divided duty, 
Toyoul am bound for litc,and education : 
My life and education both doe learne me, 
How to reſpet you, You are the Lord of duty, 


I am hitherto your daughter. But here's my busband ; 
And ſo much duty,asmy Mother ſhew'd 
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| Which but thou haſt alrcady,with all my heart 
| I would keepe from thee, For your ſake(lewell ) 


| 
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To you,preferring you before her father : 
So much I challenge,that 1 may profeſle 
Due tothe Moore my Lord. 
Bra, God be with you : I have done. 
Plcalc it your Grace, on to the Stare affaires ; 
I had rather to adopt a child than get it, 
Congc hither Moore , 
I here doe give thee that with all my heart, 


T am glad at toule,I have no other child ; 
For thy eſcape wonld teach me tyranny 
To hang clogs onthem, I have done my Lord, 
Duke. Let me ipeake like your (elfe ; 
And lay a Sentence, 
W hich like a griſc,or ſtep may helpethcſc Lovers, 
When remediesare patt,the gricfes are ended 
By ſceing the wortt,w hich tate on hopes depended. 
To mourne a milchicte that 1s paſt and gone, 
Is the next way to draw new mitchicte on. 
W hat cavnot be prelerv'd,w hen Fortune takes 1 
Patience,her Injury a mockery makes. 
The robU'a that tmiles,tteals fomrhing from the Thicfe, 
He robs himfcltc,that (pendsa bootlctic gricte. 
Bra. So ket the Tur ke of Cyprusus beguile, 
We loſe itnor ſo long as we can {mile ; 
He beares the {ettence well,that nothing beares, 
Bur the freecomtort which from thence hc heares, 
But he bearcs both the ſer enceand the ſorrow, 


Thar :o pay grietc,mult of poore Patience borrows 
Thetc Sentences,t0 Sugar,or to Gall, 
Being {trong on botMliecs;are Equivocall. 


That the bruiz'd heart was piercedthrough the care. 


| I humbly beſecch yeu proceed ro th*Aﬀaires of State. 


En —_— — —— 


' 
But words are words, l never yet did heare : | 


Dake, The Tuske with a moſt mighty preparation { 
makes for Cyprus ; Orhells,the Fortitude ot the p ace is | 
beſt knowne to you. And though we have there a Subſti- | 
tute of moſt allowed {11Hhciency ; yer opinion , amore ' 
Soveraigne Miltris of Etiz.&ts, throwes a more fatc | 
voyce on you:you muſt therefore be content to flubber ! 
the groſle of your ne + Fortuncs , with this more ſtub- 
bornc,and boyſtc1 ous expedition. 

Othe, The Tyrant Cuſltome,moſt Grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and Stcelc Coach of Warre 
My thricc-driven bed of Downe. 1 doc agnize 
A naturall and prompt Alacrity, | 
I find in hardnefle : and doc undertake | 
This preſent warre againſt the Orromures. 

Moſt humbly theretore bending to your State, 

I crave fircitpolitionfor my Wife, | 
Due reference of Place,and Exhibition, | 
With ſuch accomodation and befort 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke, Whyat her Fathers. 

Bra. I will not have it fo, 

Gthe, Norl. 

Def. Nor would I there reſide, | 
To put my father inimpaticnt thoughts | 
By being in his eye. Molt Graciovs Duke, 

To my unfolding,lend your proſperous care, 
And let me find a Character 1n yeur yoyce 
Taſliſt my ſimplenefle. ; 

Duke, What would you De/demona ? 

Def. That 1 lovethe Moore,to live with him, 
My downe-right violence,and ſtorme of Fortunes, 
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May trumpet tothe world. My heart's ſubdu'd 

Even to the very quality of my Lord ; 

I aw Othells's vidage in his minde, 

And to his honours and bis valiant parts, 

Did I my ſoule and fortunesconlecrate, 

So that (deere Lords) ifT be left behind 

A Moth of Peace,and he goe tothe War, 

The Rites for why I love him,are bereft me : 

And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport 

By his deare abſence, Let me goe with hun, 

Orhe, Let hcr have your voyce. 

Vouch with mc heave, | therefore beg it not 

To plcate the Palate of my Appetite ; 

Nor to comply with heatthe yong effects 

In my defun@ ,and proper ſatisfaction. 

But to be free,and bountcous to-her minde : 

And heaven defend your good ſoules,that you thinke 

I will your ſerious and great buſineſle icant 

When ſhe is with me. No,whenlight wing'd Toycs 

Of feather'd Cvprd, feele with wanton dulnefie 

My ſpeculative,and orfic'd Inftrument : 

That my Diſporrs corrupt,and taint my buſineſle : 

Let Houſe-wives make a Skillet of my Helme, 

And all indigne,and baſe adverfities, 

Make head againit my Eſtimation. 

Dwkg. Beit as you ſhall privately determine, 
Either for her ſtay,or going : th'Afaire cryes halte : 
And ſpeed muſt anſwer it. 

Sen, You mult away to night. 

Othe, With all my heart. ; 

Deke. At nine 1'th*morning, here wee'l meet againe. 
Othells,Jeave fome Orhcer behind 
And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you : 

And ſuch things elſe of quality and retpect 

As doth import you. 

Othe. So pleaſe your Grace,my Ancicnt, 

A man he is of honeſty and truſt ; 

To his conveyance l aſligne my wite. 

With what elſe ncedfull, your good Grace ſhall thinke 

To be ſent after me. 

Dake. Ect itbeto: 

Good nightto every one. And Noble Signior, 

It Vertue no delighted beauty hicke, 

Your Son-in Law is tarre more faire than blacke. 
Sen. Adicu brave Mcore,ulc Deſdemona well. 
Bra. Looketo her( Moore Jif thou haſt cyes toſce; 

She has deceiv'd her tather,and aay thee. Exit, 

Othe. My lite upon her faith. Honeſt /ago, 
My De/ſdemona mult 1 leave ro thee : 

[ prythee let thy wife attend on her, 

And bring them after intheir beſt advantage. 

Come Deſ/demona,l have butan houre 

Of Love,of worldly matter,and direftion 

To {pcake withthee, We mult obey the time. 

Rod. Jago. 

Tago, What ſailt thou noble heart ? 

Rod. What will I doe,think(t thou ? 

Iago. Why goe to bed and fleepe. 

Rod. 1 will incontinently drowne my elfe. | 
| Adage, Ifthou doſt,I ſhall never love thee after, Why 
' thou filly Gentleman? 

Rod. It is (illinefle tolive , whento live is torment : 
| and then bave we a preſcription to dye,when death is our 
Phyſitian. 

lags, Oh villanous : I have look'd upon the world 


Exit. 
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for toure times ſeven yeares, andx(ince I could diſtinguiſh If 1 would time expend with ſuch a Swaiae, 
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| ther ro bee hang'd in compalling thy joy, then to bee 
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betwixt a Benefit, and an ifhury , I never found man that 
knew how tolove himſclte. Ere I would fay , I would 
drowne my felte for the love of a Gynney Hen, 1 would 
change my humanity with a Baboone. | 

Rod. What ſhould I doe,l conteſic it is my {harne to 
ve ſo fond, but it 15not in my vertuc toemend it. 

ſage. Vertue? A tigge, tis in our telves that wee are 
thus, or thus, Our Bodies arc our Gardens,tothe which, 
our Wilsare Gardiners, So that 1f we will plant Net- 
rels, or ſowe Letrice : Set H yfope,and weede up Time : 
Supply it with one gender of Hearbes,or dittratt it with 
many : either have ic flerrill wich idienctic , or manu- 
red with Induſtry, why the power and Corigible au- 
thority of thislics in our Wils. It the braine of our lives 
had nor one {calc of Reaſon , to poyle another of Senlu- 
ality , thic blood , and baſeneſle of our Natures would 
conduct us ro molt prepoſtrous Concluſions. But wee 
have reaſon to coole our raging Motions, or carnall 
Sngs, or unbitted Lults : whereot I take this, that you 
cul Love,to be a Se, or Scyen. 

Red. Itcannot bc. 

Jags. It is mcerely a Luſt of the Blood,and apermilſh- 
on ot the will. Come, be a man : drowne thy iclte ? 
Drowne Cats, and blind Puppies. 1 have proteſt me thy 
Eriend,and 1 confeſſe me knit tothy deſerving,witch Ca- 
bles of perdarable toughnefle. I could never better iteed 
thee than now. Put money in thy purſe : follow thou 
the Warres,Cefcar thy favour, with an uſurped Beard. 1 | 
{ay, put money in thy purſe. It cannot be long that De/- 
demons (ſhould continue her loveto the Moore, Put Mo- 
ney in thy purſe: nor he his to her-It wasa violent Com- 
mencement in her, and chou ſhalt fee an an{werable Se- 
queſtration, put bur money in thy purſe. Theſe Moores 
arechangeablein their wils : fill thy purſe with money, 
Thetood that to him now is asluſhious as Locuſts, ſhall 
to km ſhortly bee as bitrer as Coloquintida. Shee muſt 
change for youth : when ſhee 15 fared with his body, ſhe 
will tinde the errours of her choyce. Therefore pat mo- 
ney in thy purſe. If thou wilt needs damne thy felfe, doe 
ita moredelicate way then drowiung- Makeall the mo- 
ney thou canſt : If Santimony and a fraile vow , be- 
twixt an crring Barbarian, and fuper-{ubtle Venetian be 
not oO hard for my wits, aad all th: Tribe of hell, thou 
ſhalt enjoy her : therefore make money : 2 pox of drows- 
ning thy (afe,ir is cleane out of the way. Seeke thou ra- 
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drown'd,and goe withoar her. 
Red, Wiltthou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend onthe 
iflue ? 
lage, Thou art ſure of me : Goe make money : I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee againe , and againe, | 
hate the Moore. My cauſe 1s hearted ; thine hath no lefſe 
reaſon. Let us be conjunfive in our revenge, againſt 
him. If thou canſt Cuckold him , thou dolt thy 1elfea 
pleaſure, me a ſport. There are many Events in the 
Wombeof Time,which will be delivered. Traverſe,goe, 
provide thy money. We will have more of this te mor- 
row. Adicu. 
Rod. Where ſhall we meet i'th morning? | 
| Tago, Atmy lodging. | 
Red. Ile be withthee betimes, 
Iago. Goe to farewell. Doc you here Rodorsgo ? 
Red. Ile fell all my Land.; Exit. 
Tage. Thusdocl ever make my Foole,my purſe : | 
For I mine owne gain'd knowledge ſhould prophane 


But | 
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Bur for m ,and Profit : 1 hate the Moore, 
And it is thought abroad,that twixt my ſheets 
He ha's done my Othice; 1 know not if t be true, 
But 1, for gieere ſuſpition in that kinde, 

Will doe as if for Surety. He holds me well, 
The better ſhall my purpoſe worke on him: 
Caſffio's a proper man : Let me ſee now, 

To get this place,and to plume up wy will 

In double Knavery. How ? bow ? Ler's ſee. 
After ſome time,to abuſc Orhells's cares, 

That he is too familiar with his wife - 

He hath aperſon,and a ſmooth diſpoſe 

To be ſuſpected : fram'd tomake women falfe, 
The Moore is of a tree,and open Nature, 

That thinkes men honeſt,that but ſeeme to be ſo, 
And will as tenderly belead by*ch'Noſe 

As Aﬀſees are : 

I have't: it is engendred : Hell,and Night, 

Muſt bring this monſtrous Birth,to the worlds light. 


oA us Secundus, Scena Prima. 


nt 


Entrr 1 ontan»r and Gentlemen. 


Aeon. What from the Cape,can-you diſcerne at Sea? 
1 Gen, Nothing at all,it is a high wrought Flood : 
I cannot *twixt the heaven and the Maine, 
Delcry a Sayle. 
Mon, Me thinkes,the wind hath ſpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaſt ne*crc ſhooke our Bartlements ; 
If it bath ruhand 10 upon the Sea, 
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them, 
Can hold the Mortics. V\ hat ſhall we heare ot this? 
2 AScgregation of the Turkiſh Fleet : 
For doe bur ita.zd uponthe foaming Shoare, 
The chidden Biilow ſcemes to pelt thecloudes, 
The wind-ſhak*d-Surge,with bigh & monſtrous Maine, 
Seemcs to cait water on the burmrg Beare, 
And quench che Guat ds of th'ever-tixed Pole ; 
I never did like molc{tation view 
On the eacha'ed biood, 
Men. If thatthe Turkiſh Fleet 
Be not inſheltcr'd,and cmbay'd,they are drown'd, 
It is impoſſible to bcare it out, 


Enter a Gentleman, 
4 Newes Laddcs : our warres are done : 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſobang'd the Turkes, 
That their defignemer:t halts, A Noble thip of Venice, 
Hath leene a grieyous wracke aud {utterance 
On molt part oft their Fleet. 


——no 
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Aſen. How ?Is this true ? 

3 The $hip is here put inzA Veroneſs, Michael Caſſio | 
Licutcnanttorhe warlike Moore, Orhells, | 
Is come on Shorc : the Moore himſclte at Sca, | 
And 151n full Commilli ma heere for Cyprus, 

Mn, lam glad on't : 

Tis a worthy, Governor, 

3 Butthis{ame Cſ/io, though he ſpeake of comfort, 
Touching the Turkiſh loſle, ver he iookes ſadly, 

And prayesthe Moore be ſafe; tor they were parted 
With fowleaud vie|cnt Tempeſt. 
Mon. Pray hcavens he be; 


——_— —— 


| Thar paragons deſcription,ard wilde Fane ; 
| One that exceis ch quirkes of blazoning Pens, 


For I have ſerv'd him, and the man comwands 


Like a full Souldier, Lets to the Sea-fide (hoa) 


As wellto ſee the Veſlell thats come in, 


As to throw-0ut our eyes for brave Orhello, 
Even till we makethe Maine, and th'Eriall blery, 
And indiſtin& regard. 

Gent, Come, lets doe ſo ; 


For every Minute is expeQtancy | 


Ot more Arrivancy. | 


Enter ( aſſio. 
(4//i. Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike lile, 


That foapproove the Moore : Oh let the heavens 
Give him detenceagainſtthe Elements, 


For I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea, 
Mon, Is he well ſhip'd ? | 
Caſſi, His Barke is itoutly Timber*d, and his Pylot 

Ot very expert, and approv'd Allowance; | 

Therefore wy hope's (not ſartettedto death ) 

Stand tn bold Cure. 

Within. A Saile.a Saile,a Saile. 
Caſſio. What noyle ? 
Gent, The Towne isempty ; on the brow o'ch'Sea 

Stand rankes of Pcopic,ond they cry a Sayle, 

( «ſſio. My hopesdo« ſhape him for the Governour, 

Gene They doc diſcharge their ſhot of courtehie, 
Our fricnds,at leaſt, 

Caſſis, I pray you fir goe forth, 

And give us truth who tis that is arriv'd. 

Gent, | ſhall. Exit. 
Mon. But good Lievtenant,is your Generall wiv'd? 
Cafſio. Moit fortunately : he hathatchiey'd a Maid 


And in th'cflcntiali Veſtwe of Creation, 
Do's tire the Ingeniver. | 
Entry Gentleman, 

How now ? W ho hi>put in? 

Genre T1s one Lage, Ancient tothe Generall, 

Cafſio. Ha's had moſt tavourablc,and happy ſpeed : 
Tem,xits rhemlielves, high Scas,and howling winds, 
The gutter'd Rockes,and Congregated Sands, 
| raitors en tecp'd,ro enclogge the guiltleſle Keele, 
As having ſenſe of Beauty,doe omit 
Their mortal! Natures,letting goe ſafcly by 
The divine Deſdimona. 

Aon, What is ſhe? 
Caſſio, She that I ſpake of : 

Our great Captaines Captaine, | 
L:ft in the conduct of the bold Jave, | 
Whoſc footing here anticipates our thonghts, 
A Senighrs ſpecd. Great [ove, Othe#os guard, ; 
And {well his Saike with thine owne powretull breath, | 
That he may bleſſc this Bay with his tall Ship, | 
Make loves quicke paats in Deſdemonaes acmes, | 
Give renew'd fire to our extindtcd Spirits, 
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Emer Deſdemona, Jags ,K odorigo And A milia. 
Oh behoid, 
The riches of the ſhip is come on Shore : | 
You men of Cyprus,lct her have your knees. | 
Hatle to thee Lady : an the grace of Heaven, 
Before,behind tEce,and on every hand 
Enwheele thee round. 
Def. I thanke you,valiant Caſo, | 
What tydings can you tcll me of my Lord ? | 
Caffe. | 
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Caſ. He is not arriv'd,nor know I ought 
But that he's well,and will be ſhortly heere, 

Deſ. Oh,bur I teare : 

How loſt you company ? 
{aſe The great contention of the Sea and Skies, 
Parted our fellowſhip. Bur hearke,a Saile. 

Within, A Saile,a Saule, 

Gent. They give this greeting to the Cittadcll ; 
This likewite 15a friend, 

(#f« See tor the Newes : 

Good Aucicnt,you are welcome. Welcome Mittris ; 
Let it not gail your patience ( good /ags ) 

That I extend my Manners, Tis my Breeding, 

That gives me this bold ſhew of Courtelie, 

lage. Sir,would ſhe give you ſo muchot her lips, 
As of her rongue ſhe oft beſtowes ot me, 
You would have enough. 

Def. Alas : ſhe has no ſpeech, 

lago. Infaith too much : 
[ find 1t ſtill, when I have leave-toflcepe, 
Marry before your Ladyſhip,I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

e/E£mil, You have lirtle cauſe toſay ſo. 

[a39.Come on,come on: you arc Pictures out of dores: 
Be!s in your Parlors : Wilde-Cars in your Kitchens ; 
Saints in your injuries : Divels being offended : 

Players in your Huf yifcry,and Huſwives in your beds- 

Def. Oh,fhie uponthee,flanderer. 

[ag o. Nay,it 15 true: orelle I ama Turke, 

You riſe to play,and goc to bedto worke, 

Emil. You ſhall not write my praile, 

[ago, No,let me not. 

Def. What would't write of me, if thou ſhould'!t 
praiſe mc. 

[170, Oh,gentle Lady,doe not put me too, 

For I am nothing,it uot Crincall. 

De/. Come on.,attay. 

There's one gone to the Harbour ? 
| - Jag. I Madam 

Def. 1 am not merry : but I doe beguike 
The thing I am,by ſerming otherwiſe, 
; Come, how wouldlt thou praiſe me ? 

[ago. Tam avout it , but indeed my invention comes 
from my Pare,as Birdliaxe does from Freeze , it pluckes 
out Braincs and all. Bur my Mulc labours, and thus thee 
15 delivered, 
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If be be fairc,and Wi/e : ſarreme(ſeand wir, 
T he ones for wſe,the other uſers :t, 
Deſ. Wcllpraisd 

How it ſhe be blacke and witty ? 
| Jago. If febe blathe and thereto have awit, 

She'l find a white,that ſhall her blackneſſe fit, 
| Def. Worſcand worlſe, 
| emi. How itfaircandfoclith, 
( Jags, She never yet was fooliſh that was faire, 
| For even her folly helpt her to an heire, 
| Deſd. Theſcare old fend Paradoxes, to mak© Fooles 
| laugh 'th*'Alehouſe. What miſcrable praitc hafte thou 
| for her that's foule and fooliſh, 


| Jago, Theres none ſs foule and fooliſo therennto, 

| But does foule prankes phbich faire aud wiſe-ones doe, 

| Deſd. Oh hcavy ignorance : thou praiſeſt the wort 
| beſt. But what praiſe couldſt thou beſtow on a deler- 
| Ving woman indeed? One, thatin the authority of her 


| merit , did juſtly pur on the vouch of very malice it 


— 


{clfe, 


ago. She that was ever faire,and never proud, 
Haa tongue at will, and net was never loud : 
Never l:ckt gold and yet went never gay, 
Fled from ber wiſh,and yet ſard now [ may, 
She that bein [4 angrea her revenge being nie, 
Bad ver wrong ſtay and her diſpleaſure fly 
She that in wi/cdome never was ſo fraile, 
Tu change the Cods-head for the Salmons tazte : 
She that could thinke,and new'r diſcloſe her mind, 
See Smits rs follows and not looke behind : 
She was 4 W:obt,( ife ver /« }, Wizht i were ) 

Deſ” Todoe what ? 

[ago. Toſuckle Fooles and chronle [mall Beere, 


Defa. Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion. Doe 
not learne of him «Emilia , rhotgh he be thy husband. 
How fay you (Ca{/i> ) is he not a molt prophane , and h- 
beral! Countailor ? 
Caſſio. He ſpezkes home ( Madam ) you may rellih | 

| 


| 
[0 


him more in the Souldicr,than tn <choller. 


{ago, He takes her by the palme : I , v e:| ſaid, whit- | 
per, Withas little a cb as this, will Lenfnare as 
a Fly as Caf2, I, (mile non her, doe : 1 will gy hee 


in thizc owne Courtſhip. You fay true, tis to indeed. | 
It ſuch rrickes as theſe {trip you out of your Lizvtenan- | 
try,it had beene better you had not kifs'd your three tin- | 
gers to oft, which now againe you are moſt apt to play | 
the Sir,in. Very good : well kits'd, and excellent Curt- 
12: tis fo indeed. Yet againe, your hngers to your 
lippes > Weuld they were Cliſter-pipes for your 
lake. : 
The Moore, I know his Trumpet. | 
Caſio. lis truely (o. | 
Def. Lcts meet him,and receive him. 
Caſſio, Loe,wherc he comes. 


Enter Othello and eAttendantrs. 


0th. O,my taire Warriour. 

Deſ: My decre Othello, 

Oth, It gives nie wonder, great as my content 
To ſee you here before me. 
Oh my toules joy : | 
[fafter every Tempeſt, come ſuchcalmes, 
May the windes blow,rillthey have waken'd death : 
And let the labouring Barke climbve hils of Seas 
Olympes high : and ducke againe aslow, | 
As hel's from leaven. If it were ow to dye, 
Twere now to be moſt happy. For l feare, 
My ſoule bath her content fo abſolute, 
Thar not another comtort like to this, 
Succceds inunknowne Fate. 

Def, The heavcns torbid 
Bnt that our Loves 
And Comforts ſhould encreate 
Even as our dayes doe grow. 

Othe. Amentothar (tweet Powers) | 
I cannot tpeake enough of this content, 
It ftoppes me here : it is t50 much of zcy, 
And this,and this the greateſt diſcords be 
That cre our Hearts ſhall make. | 

Iago. Ohyouarewell-run'd now : But Ile fetdowne | 


| the Pegges that wake this Muſicke,as honeſt as 1 222. © 


Othe. | 
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Othe. Come,let us to the Caltle. 

Newes (Friends) our warres are done : 

The Turkes are drown'd. 

How doe's my 01d acquaintance of this Iſle ? 
(Hony)you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus, 

I have tound great love amongſt them. Oh my Syweer, 
T prattle out of taſhion,and I doat 

In mince owne comforts. I prythee,good Jags, 

Goe tothe Bay,and diſimbarke thy Coffers : 

Bring thouthe Maſter to the Cittadell, 

He is a good one,and his worthineſle 

Doc's challenge muck reſpet, Come Deſdemona, 
Once more well ict at Cyprus. 

Exit Otheil7 and Deſdemona. 

"Tage. Do you meet mc preſently at the harboor. Come 
thicher,if thou be'tt valiant , (as they ſay Date men being 
in love, have ther a N-vility 1n thetr Natures,more than 
is native tothem)iiſt-me ;z rhe Lievienaatto night wat» 
ches on the Court of Cuz:d. Firſt, I nul tell thee this : 
Deſdemona,is direAXiy in love with him. 

Kod. W ith him? Why, tis not poilible. 

Lago. Lay thy finger thus : and le: thy ſoule be inſtru» 
Red, Marke me with what violence ſhee lov'd the 
Moore,but for bragging, and tcliing her fantaſtical! lies. 
Tolove him {till for prating , 4et rot thy diſcreet heart 
thinke it. Her eye muſt be ted. And what del:ght ſhall 
ſhe have to looke on the Divell ? When the vlocd 1s 
made dull with the A of Sport, there ſhould be a game 


to enflame it, and to give {aticty a treſh appetite, Loves | 


lineſſe in favour,fimpathy in yearcs, Manners , and Beau- 
tics: all which ths Moore 1s detective in. Now for 
want of theſe requird Conveniences, her delicate ten- 
derneſſe will find it {elfe abus'd,be#in to heave thegorge, 
diſrelliſh and abhorre the Moore , very Nature will in- 
ſtruct her in it, and compell her to ſome ſecund choyce, 
Now fir,this granted ( as it is a molt pregnant and yn- 
forc'd poſition)wwho ſtands ſ@ eminent 1n the degree of 
this Fortune,as ( 2fſo doc's: a Knave very voluble : no 
further con{cionab!c,than in putting on the meere forme 


of Civill,and humane ſceming, tor the better compaſle of | | 
| (For Itcare Caſſio with my Night-Cap too) | 


his Salr, and molt hidden looſe Aﬀetion? Why none, 
why none : A flippery,and ſubtle Knave,z finder of occa- 
ſion : that ha's an eye can ſtampe,and counterteit Advan- 


tages , though true Advantage never preſent it ſeife. A | 


Duveilith Knave : beſides, the Knave 1s handſome, yong * 
and hath a'l thoic require 5 in him . that folly and greene 
mindes looke after. A peii:icnt complcet Knave, and the 
woman hath tound him already, 

Rod. I cannot belecve that in ber, ſhe's full of moſt 
bleſs'd condition, 

[ago, Blriy'd hgges-end. The Wine ſhee edrinke is 
madc of Grapes. It ſhe had beeneblets'd, ſhee would 
never havclov'd the Moore: Blels'd pudding, Didſt thou 
not {ce her paddle with the pa!me of his band ? Did't not 
marke that? 

Red. Yes,that I did : but that was but curteſie. 

Iago, Leachery by this hand: an Index, and obſcure 
prologue to the Riftory of Luſt and foule 1 houghts, 
They met ſo necre with their lippes , that their breathes 
embrac'd together, Villanous thoughts Redorige, when 
theſe mutabilities ſo marſhall the way , hard at hand 
comes the Maſter , and maine exerciſe, th'incorporate 
corcluſion: P:th. But fir, be you rul'd by mee. I have 
broaght you from Venice. . Watch you to night: for 
the c:mmand, Ile lay't upon you. Caffie knowes you 
not : Ile not be farre from you. Doe you find ſome cc- 


—— 
I — 


—— 


| 


| 


| 


' 


you picaſe , which the time ſhall more tavourably mj- 
nilter. 

Rod. Well. 

{ago. Sir, he's raſh, and very ſodaine in Choler : and 
happily may ſtrike at yeu,provoke him that he may : for 
even out of that will I cauſe theſe of Cyprus to Mutiny, 
W holc qualification ſhall come into no truetaſte againe, 
but by the diſflanting of (ſs. So ſhall you have a ſhor- 
tcr journey to your defires, by the meanes I ſhallthen 
have to preterre them. And the impediment moſt pro. 
fitably removed, without the which there were no expe+ 
cation of our preſperity. 

Red, 1 will doe this,if you can brig it to any oppor. 
tunity. 

lag». I warrant thee. Meet me by atd by at the Citta- 
dell, I muſt fetch his neceflaries a ſhore. Farewell. 

Rod. Adicu. Exit, 

[ago. That C:ſſis lovesber,l doc well beicev't ; 
That the loves hum, tis apt,ard cf great credite, 

The Moore (howbeit that lendure him not ) 

Is ofa conſtant loving,ncble Nature, 

And I darcthinke,he'le prove to Deſdemons, 

A moſt deare husband. Now 1 doe love her too, 
Nor out of abſolute luſt, (though peradventure 

I ſtandaccountant for as great a rae) 

Bur partly led to dyer my Revenge, 


For that I doe ſulpe the lulty Moore 4 


Hath leapt into my cat . The thought whereof, 
Doth (ike a poylonous Minerall Jgaaw my Inwards ; 
And nothing can,or ſhali content my Soule 

Till lam ceven'd with him,wite for witc, 

Or failing ſo,yet that I put the Moore, 

At lca!t intoa lelouzic ſo Krong, 

That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to doe, 
It this poore Traſh of Venice, whom [ trace 

tor his quicke hunting,Nand the putting og, 

Ile have our e2/:1chcel Caſio onthe hip, 

Abuſe bhimto rhe Moore in the r:ght garbe 


Make the Movre thanke melo: e me,and reward me, 
For making him egregtoutly an Aﬀle, 


And praGtibng upon his peace and quiet, | 
Even to madneſle. Tis here ; but yet confusd, | 


Knaveris plaine face,is never feenetill us'd, Exit, 


Scena Secunda, 


| 
Enter Othello's Herald with a Proclamation, 


Herald, It is Othelo's pleaſure , our Noble and Vali- | 
ant Generall; That upon certaine Tidings now arriv'd, | 
importing the meere perdition of the Turkiſh Fleet, | 
every man put himſelfe into Triumph. Some to dance, | 
ſome to make Bonhres , each man, ro what Sport and | 
Revels his addition leads him. For beſides theſe benc- | 
fciall Newes, itis the Celebration of his Nuptiall, So 
much was his pleaſure ſhould be proclaimed. All oflt- | 
ces are open,and there is full liberty of Feaſting from this 


* pre- 


—  — ———_ 
— — 


| cafion toanger Caſſio, cither by ſpeaking t00 loud, or 
tainting his diſcipline, or frem what other corr{c| 


| 
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en i ene ns 


| 
preſent houre of tive, till the Bell have told eleven. 


p_ 


Bleſſe the Iſle of Cyprus,and our Noble Generall Grhells. | 


©Exet. 


Enter Othello, Deſdemona,Cafſio and eAttendants. 
'  Othel.Good Michael, looke you tothe Guard to night. 
{ Letstcach our ſelves that hononrable ſtop, 
| Noe to out-{port diſcretion. 
| Caſ. ago bath diretion what to doe. 
| But notwithſtanding with my pertonall cye 
| Will I looketo'r, 
Othe. [age,is molt honeſt : 
Michael, goodnight. To morrow with your carltcſt, 
Let me have ſpeech with you. Come my deare Love, 
| The purchaſe made,the fruits are to enſue, 
| That profit's yer to come tweene mezand yous 
Gooduight. 


E xit. 
Enter [age. 

Caſ. Welcome lags; we muſt tothe Watch. 

lag2, Not this houre Lievrenant* tis nor yet ten o'th 


' Clocke, Our Generall caſt usthus carly for the love of 


his De/demona : Whom,let us not therefore blame z he 
| hath not yer made wanton the night with her : and ſhee 
' is ſport for [»ve. 
Caſ. Sh&sa molt exquiſite Lady. 
lago, And lle warrant her,full of Game. 
Ca/. Indeed ſhee's 2a moſt freſh and delicate creature, 
lago. What an cye ſhe ha's ? 
| Me thinkes it ſounds a parley to provocation 
| Caf. Aninvitingeye: 
| And yet me thinkesright modeſt. 
{ MJago. And when ſhe ſpeakes, 
I; it not an Alarum to Love? 


| 
| Caf, Sheis indeed perfection. 


mm. 


lago. Well : happineſſe to their ſheets, Come Lieve- | 


tenant,l have a ſtope of Wine , and here withour are a 
brace of Cyprus Gallants,that would faine have a mea» 
ſure to the health of blacke Orhe/s, 

(ſ. Not to night, good [gs : I have very poore, and 
unhappy Braines for drinking. 1 could well wiſh cour- 
tele would 1avent ſome other cuſtome of entertaine- 

; ment. 

[ago, Oh, they arc our Fricnds : but one Cup , Ile 
drinke for you. 

; Caſſie, I havedrunke but one Cop to night , and that 
' was craftily qualificd tov ; and behold what innovation 
| it makes here. Tam infortunatec in the infirmityand dare 
not taske my weakenefle with any more. 


dclire it. 
Caſ, Where arcthey ? 
[1go. Here,atthe doore: I pray you call them in. 
Caf. Ile doo't,but it diſlikes me. 
' 4Jage. IiI can faſten burene Cup upon him | 
| With that which he hath drunke tonight alrcady, 
' Hel be as full of Qnarrell,and offence 
| AS my yong Miſtris Dog, 
| Now my ſicke Foole Rodorigo, | 
Whom Love hath turn'd almoſt the wrong tide cut, 
; To De/demona hath ronight Carrows'd, 
| Porations,pottle-deepe ; and be's ro watch. 
| Three elſe of Cyprus, Noble (welling ſpirits, 
(That hold their honours in a wary diſtance, 
| Thevery Elementsof this warlike Iſle) 
| Havel to night flaſter'd with flowing Cups, 
| Andthey Watch too. . 
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lago, What man? tis anightot Revels, the Gallants | 
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| 


| 
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| 


| 


| how : Icanſtand weilenough,and I fpeake well enough. 


| that Iam drunke. 


| 


— 


Now 'mongit this Flocke of Drunkards, | 
Aml to put our Caſio in forme Ation 
Thatmay offend the Ifle. Bur here they come. , 


— 


Enter Caſſia, Mentano and Gentlemen, | 

If conſequence doe but approve my dreame, | 

My Boat fayics treely,both with windand ſtreame. 

(4/” Fore heaven,they have givenime a rowle already, 

Aon. Good faith a little one ; nor palt a Pint, as lam 
a Souldicr, 

{ago, Some Wine hoa, 

eAnd let me the Cannakin clinke clinke | 

eAnd let me the ( annakin clinke. 

A Souldiers a man : Oh pant life's but a pes, 

Why then let a Souldier drinks, 

Some Wine Boycs. 
Caf. * Fore heaven : an exccllcnt Song, | 
[ago, Ikarn'd it in England : where indeed they are 

moſt potent in Potting- Y our Dane, your Germane, arid | 

your {wag-belly'd Hollander,(driake hoaJare nothing to | 
your Engliſh, | 

Y Caſts, Is your Engliſhman fo exquiſite in his drm- * 

ing : | 
[aos, Why, he drinkes you with facilitic , your Dane | 
dead drunke. He ſweares not to overthrow your Al- | 
maine. He gives your Hollander a vomit , ere the next | 

Portle canbe fill'd, 
{/. Tothe health of our Generall. . 
CAMoxn.] am tor it Lievtenant : and lie doe you luſtice. | 

[ago, Oh fweert England. 

Ring Stephen was and-a worthy Peere, | 

Hur Breeches coft him but a (rowne, 

He held them ſixepence all to deere, | 

With that be call'd the Tay/or Lowne 

He was a Wight of high Renowne, | | 

And thou art but of low devree : 

T ts Pride that pul; the Commoey do we, | 

And take thy awl'd Cloahe about thee, | 
Some Wine hoa. | 


Caſſio, Why thisis a tmoie exquiſite long that the 0+ 
ther. 

lago. Will you hear't againe ? | 

Ca/. No : for | hold him tobe unworthy of bis place, | 
that do's thoſe things. Well : heav'as above all: and | 
there be ſoules mult be ſaved, and there betuules mull wor | 
be ſaved. | 

[as9. Its true,good Licvtenant, | 

Caſe For mine owne part,no offerice torhe Geuerall, 
nor any man of quality : | hope to be layed. 

[ago, And ſodocl too Lievtenanr, 

(#ſſiv. I :( but by your leave ) not before me, The 
Lievrenant isto be faved betorethe Ancient. Lets have 
no more ofthis : lets to our affaires. Forgive us our 
ſinnes : Gentlemen lets looke to our buſineſie; Doe not 
thinke Gentlemen, I am drunke : this is wy Ancicnt, this 
1s my right hand , and this is my lefr. 1 am not drunke 


+S- 


— 


Gent, Excellent well, 
Caf. Why very well then : you muſt not thaake then, | 


Montan. Toth'Platforme ( Maſters ) come, lets tet | 
the Watch. 
lage, Youſce this fellow that isgene before, 
He 1s a Soldicr,fit to ſtand by Ceſar, 
And give diretiov. And doe but ſee his vice, 
Tists his vertuc a juſt Equinox, 


The | 
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The one as long as th'other. Tis pitty of him : 
I feare the truſt Orkeks purs him 1n, 
On ſome odde time of his whrmity 
Will ſhaFe this [fland. 
ſont. But is he often thus ? 
Iago. Tisevermore his prologueto his lcepe, 
He'le watch the Horologue a double Set, 
It arnke rocke not his Cradle. 
CMont. It were wel 
The Generall were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he ſces it not,or his good narure 
Prizes the vertue that apperres in Coſſto, 
Andlookes not on his evils : 1s not this true ? 
Enter Rodorigo. 
[ago, How now Rodorigo ? 
I pray you after the Lieytenant; goe. 

Mont, And tis great pitty that the Noble Moore 
Should hazzard ſach a p.acc,as his owne Sccoad, 
With one ingraf: [nfirmity, - 

It were aa honeſt Action, ;to ſay lo 
To the Moore. 
[age, Not I,for this faire Ifland, 
I doc love Cafſio well : and would doe much 
To cure him of this evill,But harke,what noyſe? 
Enter Caſſie purſuing Koadorigo, 

Cafe You Rogue: you Raſcall. 

CHon., Whats the matter Lieutenant ? 

Caſ. AKnavetcach me my duty ? Ie bcatthe 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. 

Red. Brate mc. 

Caf. Doſt thou prate, Rogue ? 

Men. Nay,good Lievercnant ; 

I pray you fir,hoid your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe (ir ) 

Or Ile know you ore the Mazzards 

Men. Come,come: you're Drunke. 

Caſſio, Drunke ? 

Iago. Away I ſay : goe out and cry a Mutiny. 
Nay good Lieutenant, Alas Gentlemen : 


| Hclpe hoa. Licurtcnant. Sir Afontarc : 


Helpe maſters. Here's a goodly Watch indeed. 
W bo's tht which rings the Bell : Diablo, hoa ; 
Thetowne will riſc. Fic, fic Licutcnant, 

You'l be ſham'd forever, 


Enter Othello,and Attendants, 
Othe, What is the matter bere ? 
Ion, I blecd (till, l am burt,but not to th'death, 
Othe. Hold tor your ltves. 
Tag, Hold hoa: I ievterant,Sir 2ſoxtano,Gentlemen : 
Have you forgot al! place of fcnſc and durie 
Hold The Generali ſpcakes to you ; hold for ſhane 
Oth. Why how now hoa? Fiom whence ariſeth this ? 
Are we turn'd Turkes? andioour fcives doe that 
W bich hcaven hath forbid the Orramurres. 
For Chriſtian ſhame,pat by this bacbarous brawle x 
He that ſtirres next to carve for his owne rage, 
Holds his ſoule light : He dies upon his Motion, 


es ame 


| 
| 


Silence that dreadtull Bell,ir trights the Ile, 

From her propriety. W hart is the matter,Maſters, 

Honeſt /ago,that lookes dead with grieving, 

Speake : who began this ? Oathy love charge thee ? 
[ago,l donobnot know: Friends all,but now,even now 

In Quarter,and intermes like Bride and Groome 

Develting them for Bed : and then,but novw ; 

(As if ſome Planet had unwirted men) 


| Swords out,and tilting oneat others brealts, 


pm rn rn 


—— 


| 


| The world hath noted. And your pame is great 


Sha.i loufe me. W hat in a towne of warre, 
To manage private,and domeſiicke Quarrell ? 


Tis mon trous: /age,who began't ? 


Thou art vo Souldicr. 


I had ratheriave this roygue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhould doc offence to Micha! (afſis, 

Yet | pertwade my ſeiteto ſpeake fo the truch 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is Generall : 
CHMontano and my icite being in ſpeech, 

There comes a Fellow,crying our for helpe, 

And (aſi following him with deternun'd Sword, 
To exccute upon him. Sir,this Gentleman, 

Steps into { 4ſiv,and intreats his paule : 

My elfe,the crying fellow did purſue, 

Leſt by his clamour (as it fo fell out) 

The Towne might fall in fright. He,(ſwift of foot) 
Out-ran my purpoſe : andI return'd the rather 
For that I heard theclinke and fall of ſwords, 
And Caſſiohig 

I ner might ſay betore. When I came backe 
(Forthis was brictc)I found them cloſe together 
| Atblow,and thruſt,even as againe they were 
When you your ſelfe did part them, 

More of this matter cannot I report, 

But men are men : the beſt ſometimes forget, | 
Though Caſſie did ſome little wrong to him, 

As men inrage ſtrike thole that wiſh them beſt, | 
Yet ſurely Caſſis,Ibelceve,receiv'd 
From himthat fled,ſowe (trange indignity, 
Which paticace could not paſle. 


In oppoſition bloody, I cannot ſpeake 
Any beginning tothis peeviſh oddes. 
And would in action glorio..s,l had leſt 
Thoſe legges that brought me to a part cf it. 
Othe, How comes it ( Michael ) you arc thus forgot? 
Ca/. 1 pray you pardon me, 1 canvot ſpeake, 
Orthe, Worthy Montane,you were wont tobe civill; 
The gravitie and ſtilnefle of your youth 


In mouthes of wiſeſt Cenſure. W hatsthe matter 
Thar youunlace your reputation thus, 
And ſpend your rich opmion,tor the name 
Of a night-bran ler # Give me anſwer to it, 
Aon, Worthy Orhello,| am hurt to danger, 
Your Onlcer Jagocan intorme you, 
While | tpare tpeech which tomething now offends me, 
Of all that I doc knowmor know I ought 
By me;thars ſaid, or done amiſle this night, 
Vnicſle ſeife-charity be ſometimes a vice, 
And to defend our ſelves,it be a {inne 
W hea viclence aſſayles us, 
Othe, Now by heaven, 
My blood begins my ſafer Guides to rule, 
And paſlion (having my beſt judgemenccollicd) 
Aſaycs tolcade the way. If I once {tirre, 
Or doe but hifi this A: me,the beſt of you 
Shail finke in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foule Rout began : Who ct it on, 
Ard he that isapprov'd 1n this offeace, 
Though he had tewinn'd wich me,both at a birth, 


Ycr wilde,the peoples hearts brim-full of teare, 


In night,and on the Court and Guard of tafetic? 


Mon. If partially Artia'd,or league in ofhice, 
Thou doſt deliver more,or leile than truth, 


[ago. Touch me nor ſoneere, 


hin oath : Which cill ro night 
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Othe. I know ago 
Thy honeſtic, and love doth mince this matter, 
Making itlightro Cſſio : Caſſis, I love thee, 
But never more be Orhicer ot aune. 


Enter Deſdemona attended. 


Looke if my gentle Love be not rais'd up : 
Ile make thee an example. 
Deſ. What is the matter (Deere ? ) 
| Othe, All's well, Sweetng : 
Come away to bed, Sir for your hurts, 
My felfe will be your Surgeon, Lead hum off : 
age, looke with care about the Towne, 
And filence thoſe whom this vile brawle diltrated, 
Come Deſdemors, 'tis the Souldicrs lite, 


lage. Whatare you hurt Lieutenant ? 

Ce/. I, palt all Surgery, 

lagoe. Marry Heaven forbid. 

Cal. AIR ary Reputation : Oh I have 
lolt my Reputation, Ihave loſt the immoreall part of ay 
(lr, and what remaines is beſtiall. My Reputation, /ago, 
my Reputation, 

Jago, As lam an honeſt man I had thought you had 
reccived ſome bodily wound ; thereis more ſence in that 
then in Reputation, Reputation is an idle, and moſt falſe 
impoſition; oft got without merit, and loſt without de- 
| ſerving. You haveloſt no Reputation at all, unleſle you 
| repute your ſelfe ſuch a looſer. What man, there arc 
more wayes to recover the Generall againe. You arc 
but now caſt in his moode, (a puniſhment more in poli- 
cie, then in malice ) even ſo as one would beate his of- 
fencelefle dogge, toaffrightan Imperious Lyon, Sueto 
him againe and he's yours. | ; 

Caf. 1 will rather ſue to bee defpis'd, then todeccive 
{o good a Commander, with to light,fodrunken, and 10 
indifcreet an Officer. Drunke ? And fpeake Parrat ? And 
ſquadble ? Swagger ? Sweare? And diſcourſe Fuſtian 
with ones owne ſhaddow ? Oh thou inviſible ſpirit of 
Wine, if thou haſt no nameto be knowne by , let us call 
thee Divell. 


S 


| Sword 2? What had he done to you ? 

Ca/. I know not. 

[ago. Is't poilivle ? 

{ af. 1 remember a maſſe of things, but nothing di- 
ſin Hy : a Quarrcll , but nothing wherefore. Oh , that 
men ſhould putan Enemic in their mouthes, to ſteale a- 
way their Braines ? that wee ſhould with joy pleaſance, 
revell and applaule, transforme our (elves into Beaſts. 

lego, Why? But you arenow well enough : how came 
you thus recovered? 

Caf, It hath plcas'd the divell drunkenneſſe , to give 
place to the divell wrath, one nelle ſhewes me 
another, to make me frankly deſpite my ſelte. 

Lago. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller, As the 
Time, the Place,and the Conditionof this Country ſtands 


it is, mend it for your owne good. 
| Caſe Iwillacke him for my Plact'againe, hee ſhall tell 


luchan anſwer would ſtop them all. To bee now a ſen- 
ible man, by and by a Foole, and preſently a Beaſt. Oh 
ſtrange! Every inordinate cup is d,andthe Ingre- 
dient is adivell. 


lago. What was hee that you follow'd with your | 


| 


| 


lage. Come, come : good wine, is a good familla® | 
Creature, it itbe well us'd ; exclaime no more againlt it. 
And good Licatenant, I thinke , you thinke I love 


you- | 
(4/19. I have well approvedit, Sir,! drunke ? 
Lago. You, or any man living, may be drunkeata time 


' man. I tell you what you ſhall do : Our Generals Wite, 


is now the Generall. 1 may fay fo, in this retpeR, for 


' that he hath devorcd, and given up himſclfe to thecon- 


| 
' 
: 
: 


' 


tcmplarion, marke : and devorement cf her parts and 
Graces. Confeſſe your ſelte freely ro her : Importune 
her helpe to put you in your place againe. She 1s of {0 
fice, 10 kinde, ſo apt, ſo bleiled a ditpolition, ſhe holds 


; ta vice in hergoodneſſe, not to do more ther: the is re- 


To have their Balmy ſlumbers wak'd with ſtrife. Exit. | 


| 


| 


———— 


I cou'd hartily wiſh this had not befalne: but ſince it is, as | 


me, Iama drunkard : bad I as many mouthes as Hydra, | 


queſted. This broken joynt betweene you , and her huf- 
band, entreat her to (plinter. And my Fortunes againſt 
any lay worth naming,thiscracke of your love, ſhall grow 
{tonger, then it was before. 

Caſſio. You adviſe me well. 

[ago.l proteſt inthe linceritic of Love, and honeſt Kind- 
neſlc. 

Caſio 1 thinke it freely : and betimes in the morning, 
I will beſeech the vertuous Deſderwona to undertake for 
me : Jam delperate of my Fortunes if = check me, 

lago. Youate in the right : good night Licutenant, I | 
mult rothe Watch, 

Caſſio, Good night, honeſt Jags, 


Iago, And what's hethen, 
That fayes [ play the Villaine? _ 
When this «dvice is free I give,and honeſt, 
Probs't to thinking, and indeed the courſe 
To win the Mooreagaine, 
For 'tis moſt caſte 
Th' inclyning Deſdemona to ſubdue 
In any honeſt Suite. She's fram'd as fruitefull 
As the tree Elemerts. And then for her 
To win the dM{oore, were to renownce his Baptiſme, 
All Scales, and Simbols of redeemed fin ; 
His Soulec is ſoenfertcr'd ro her Love, 
That ſhe may make, unanake, doe what ſhe liſt; 


Exiu C«ſſis. 


| Evcnas her appetite ſhall play the god, 


With his weake Funtwn. How am 1 then a Villaine, 
To Counſeil Caſſi» tothis paralcll courſe, 
Direly to his good ? Divinitie of hell, 

When divels will the blackeft finnes pat on , 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heavenly ſhewes, 
As Idonow. For whilesthis henelt Foole 
Plies Deſdemona, to repaire his Fortune, 

And ſhe for him,pleades ſtrongly to the Moore, 
Ile powre this peltilencc into hiseare : 

That ſhe opeilen him, for her bodies Luſt, 
And by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undoe her Credice with the Moore. 

So will I tarne her vertue into pitch, 

And out of her owne goodnefle make the Net, 
That ſha'l en-maſh them all, 

How now Rodorego ? 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Roderige. 1 doe follow heere in the Chace, " 
like a Hound that hunts, bur one that filles up the 
Crie. My Mony isalmoſt ſpent; I have beene to night 
exceedingly welt Cudgell'd : And I thinke the iſſue 


XX will 


cs. 


—— 


et... 
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will bee, I ſhall have ſo mnch expericnce for my paines ; 

Ando, with no money at all, __ a little mvre WI, re- 
rurne againe to V euice, : 

lage. How pooreare they that have not Patience ? 

| Whac wound did cver heale but by degrees ? 

Thov know'lt we worke by Wit, and not by witchcraft 
And Wir depends on dilatory tune ; 
Dos't not go well? Cafſis hath beaten thee, 
And thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſheer'd Caſſio ; 
Though other things grow faire againlt the Sun, 
Yet Fruites that bloſſome tirſt , will tirit be ripe ; 
Content thy {clte, a-while. Introth 'tis Morning 3 
Pleaſure, and Ation , make the homes ſecme thort; 
Retire thee, go where thou art Billited ; 
Away, I ſay, thou ſhalt know more hecrcafter ; | 
Nay get thee gone. Exit Rodon go, 
Twothings are to be done : : 
My Wite muſt move for Caſſorto her Miliris : 
He ſet her on my ſelfe, a while, to draw the Moore apart, 
And bring him jampe, when he may Caſio tinde 
Soliciting his wife ; [, that's the way: 
Dull not Device, by coldnetle and delay. Exic* 


2 


 eAtusTertius. Scana Prima. 


Emer C aſſio, Muſitrans, and Clowie, 


Caſſio, Maſters, play heere, I will content your paines, 
Something that's bricte : and bid, goodmorrow Generall. 

Clo. Why Maſters, have your In{truwents bin in Na- 
ples, that they ſpeake i'th' Nole thus? 

Aſs/. How Sir ? how ? 

Clo. Are thele | pray you, winde Inſtruments ? 

Au. 1 marry are they fir, | 

Clo. Oh, thereby hangs a tale. 

CMeuſ. Whereby hangs a tale, fir ? 

Clow, Marry ir, by many a winde Taſtrument that1 
know. But Maſters, hee's money for you : and the Ge- 
nerali fo likes your Maſick, that hce deſires you for loves 
lake to make no noiſe with it, 

AMyuſ, Well Sir, we will not. 

Cle. It you have any Muſicke that may not bee heard, 
too'ragaine. But (as they fay) ro licare Muſicke, the Ge- 
nerali do's not grea:ly care. 

CMu/. We harcnone {uch, (ir. 

Clow. Then putup your Pipes in your bagge, for lle 
away. Go, vaniihinto ayre,away. Exit Mn}, 

Caſ/io. Dot thou heare me, mine honeſt Friend ? 

Clo. No, | hearc not your honelt Fiicnd ; 

I heare you. 

Caſſio, Prythce keepe up thy Quillets, ther's apoore 
peece uf Gold tor thee : if the Gentlewomang hat attends 
the Generali be (tirring , tell her , there's Ae Caſio cn- 
treats her alittle favour of Specch, Wilt thou do this ? 

(7%. She 1s (tirring fir : if ſhe will ſire hither, I Call 
| ſceme to notifie unto hers Exu Cle. 


Emer [ago, 

{ In h-ppy time, Jags. 

lago. Y ou have not bina-bedthen ? 

| («ſſin,Why no : the day had broke before we parted; 
Thave made bold (ago) ro ſend in to your wife: 

My ſuns to her is, that ſhe will to vertuous Deſdemogg 


| — — "_ __ —_ 
© 


Procure me ſome acceſle. 

[ago. Ile fend her to you Preſently : 
And lic deviſe a meane todraw the Moore 
Our of the way, that your converſc and bufineſſe 
May be more tree. Ex. 

Caſſie, I humbly thanke you for't, I never knew 
A FHorentine more kinde, and honeſt. 

Emter AE milta. | 

e/£mil. Goodmorrow ( good Lieutenant) Tam ſcrrie 
For your diſpleature : but all will fort be well, 
The General! and his wifc are talking of it, 
And ſh: {peakes for you ſtoutly. Thc Moore replies, 
That he you hurt 15 of great Fame in Cyprus, 
And great Ajhnitie : andt hat in wholiome Wiſedome 
He might not butrcfuſe you. But he proteſts he loves you 
And necds no other Suitor, bug his likings 
Tobring you in againe« 

Caſſie. Yet I beicech you, 
If you thinke tit, orthat it may be done, 
Give me advantage of ſome briefe Diſcourſe 
With Do/demoen alone. 

e/Emil. Pray comean : 
I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
To {peake your boſometreely, 

{aſſiv. T am much bound to you. 


Or — — — — . . —_ 


Scena Secunda. 


—pret————_> — 
— _ -<_——— . —— — _— — — ”— __ 


Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentlemm. 
Othe. Thele Letters give (/ago) tothe Pylor, 
And by him do my duties to the Senate : 
That done, I will be walking on the Workes, 
Repaire thereto me, 
lage. Well, my good Lord, Ile doo'r, 
Oth. This Fortikcation (Gentlemen) ſhall we ſee't ? 
Gent. Weel waite upon your Lercihip. Exeunt 


—C——— 


—— ——— I RD 9 — 


Scena Tertia. 


— ——_— — ———— — — -—-— —— —— 


— — 


Enter Deſd:mona, Cafſio. and Emilia. 
Def. Be thou affur'd (good ( «fſiv) | will doe 


All my abilities in thy bekalfe. p 


Emil. Good Madam doe 
I warrant it greeves my Husband, 
As it the cautc were his, | 

Def. Oh that's an honeſt Fellow, Do not doubt Cafſo 
But I will have my Lord, and you againc 
As friendly as you were, 


Caſſio, Bounteous Macam, 
Whar ever ſhall become of Michael (ſſio, 
He'snever any thing but your true Servant, 

Def. 1 know't; I thanke you : you dolove my Lord: | 
You haveknowne him long, and be yon well aſſur'd 
He ſhallin ſtrangeneſlc ſtand no farther off , 

Then i apolitique diſtance , 

Lady, 

y citherlaſt ſo long. 

luch nice and water1ſh diet, 


That I beiylg abſent, and my place ſupply'd. 
My Generpll will forget my Love, and Service. 
De. Doe not doubt that ; before «A mulie here, 


| 
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1 give thee warrant of thy place. Afſure thee, 
If I doe vowa friendſhip, le perfome it 
To the laſt Article, My Lord fhall never reſt, 
Ile watch him tame, and talke hi out of patience ; 
His Bed ſhall ſceme a Schoole his Boord a Shritr, 
| Ile intermingle every thing he do's 
With Ca/iosſuite : Theretore be merry Caſſto, 
Foc thy Solicitor ſhall rather dye, 
Then give thy cauſe away» 


Enter Othello, ani lags. 
eAmrnl, Madan, heere comes my Lord- 
Cſſio. Madan, Ile take my leave. 
Def. Why ſtay, and heare me ſpeake. 
Ca/ſis. Madam, not now : Lam very ill at caſe, 
Vnhit for mine owne purpotes. 
Deſ. Well, doc your diſcretion. 
[ago. Hah? I like not thats 
Othe, W hat dolt thou lay? 
lago. Nothing my Lord; or if — 1 know not what, 
Othel. Was not that { aſſio parted from my wite ? 
lags. Caſſiomy Lord ? Noſure, I cannot thinke it 
That he would ſtcale away ſo guilty-lke, 
Secing your comming. 
Oth, I dobelecve 'twas hes 
De/. How now my Lord ? 
I have bin talking with a Suitor heere, 
A man that languiſhes in your diſplcature. 
| Oth. Who is'tyou meanc ? 
De; Why your Lieutenant Caſſie. Good my Lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His preſent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one, that truely loves you, 
That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
| I have no judgement 114n honelt face, 
I prythee call him back e. 
Oth, Went he h:nce now ? 
Deſd. I ſooth; ſohumbled, 
That he hath left part of his greefe with me 
Toſuffer with hun. Goed Love, call him backe, 
Othel, Not now ({weet Deſdemon) lome other times 
Deſ. But (hall't be ſhortly ? 
Oth. The ſooner (Sweet) for you. 
Def. Shal't beromght, at Supper ? 
Oth, No, not tonight, 
Def. Tomorrow Dinner then? 
Oth. I ſhall not dine at home : 
I meete the Captaincsat the Cittadel!l. 
| Deſ. W liy thento morrow night, on Tueſday morne, 
On Tucfday noone, or night ; on Wen{day Morne. 
| [ praythee name the time, bur let it not 
| Exceed three dayes- Infaith hee's penirent : 
And yet his Treſpalle, in our common reaſon 
(Save that they ſay the warres muſt make example) 
Out of ker beſt, is not almolt a faulr 
T'incurre a private checke. W hen ſhall ke come ? 
Tell me Othello, 1 wonder in my Soule 
What you would aske me , that I would deny, 
Or ſtand ſo mam'ring on 2 What? Michael Caſſio, 
Thar came a woing with you? and ſo many a tim®© 
{ When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly ) 
Hath tane your part, to have ſo much todoe 
Tobring him in? Truſt me, 1 could do much, 
Oth. Prythee no more ; Lethim come when he will: 
I willdeny thee nothing» 


Exut Caſſio. 


Deſ. Why, this 1s no#a Boone: 


ee. 


- - —O*"*% eel 


'Tisa$I ſhould cntreate you weare your Gloves, 
Or treede on noariſhingdiihes, cr keepe you warme, 
Or ſue to you, todoe 2 peculiar profit 
To your owne perſon. Nay, when I haye a ſuite 
Wherein I meane to touch your Love indeed, 
It (hall be full of poize, and dirticult waight, 
And tearctullto begranted. 
Oh. I willdeny thee nothing. 
W hereon, I do befeech thee, grantmethis, 
Tolcave me but a little to my {elfe. 
Def. Shall I deny you? No : fare well my Lord, 
Oth. Farewell my Deſdamona, lic come to thee ſtrait, 
Def. e/Emniliacome ; be as your Farcciestcach you z 
W hat ere you be, I am obedient- Exu, 
Oth, Excellent wretch: Perdition catch my Soule 
Burt I do love thee: and when I love thee nor, 
Chaos is come againe. 
lago. My Noble Lord. 
Orb. What doſt thou fay, lags ? 
lage. Did Machee! Caſſio | 
W hen you woo'd my Lady,know of your love? 
Oth. He did, from firſt to laſt : 
Why doſtthou aske ? 
[4e». But tor a fatisfation of my Thought, 
No further harme. 
Oth. Why of thy thought, lago? 
lags. I did not thinke he had bin acquainted with it. 
Oth. O yes, and went betwecne us very oft, 
Tags, Indeed ? 
Oth. Indeed ? I indeed. Diſcern'ſt thou ought inthat ? | 
Is he not honeſt ? 
lago, Honeſt, my Lord ? 
0th, Honeſt? I, Honeft, 
lago. My Lord, for ought I know 
Oth, What do'ſt thou thinke ? 
lago. Thinke, my Lord? 
2th, Thinke, my Lord ? Alas, thou eccos't mz; 
As if there were {ome Monſter in thy thought 
Too hideous to be ſhewne. Thou dolt meane ſomthing; 
I heard thee fay even now, thou hk'ſt nor that, C7 
When Caſſio left my wife, What did*ſt notlike? — 
And when I told thee, he was of my Countaile, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing ; thou cried'(t,Indeeder 
And didd'{t contra, and purſe thy brow together, 
As it thou then hadlt ſhur up in thy braine 
Some horrible conceite,if thou do'ſt love me 
Shew methy thought. 
lago. My Lord, you knowT love you, 
Orb. Ithinke thou do'ſt ; 
For I know thou'rt full of Love, and honeſty, 
And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'it them breath 
Therefore theſe ſtops of thine, fright me the wore ; 
For ſuch things in a falſe diſloyall Knave 
Are trickes of Cuſtome : butin a man that's juſt, 
They're cold dilations working from the heart, 
That paſſion cannot rule, 
lags. For Michael Caſio, 
I dare beſworne, I thinkethat he is honeſt. 
Oth. I thinke ſo too. 
Iago, Men ſhouldbe whatthey ſeeme, 
Or thoſe that bee not, would they might ſeeme none. 
Oth. Certaine, men ſlwould be what they ſexme, 
Iago. Why then I thinke ({aſ7io"san honeſt man. 
Oth. Nay yet there's more in this? 
I pray thee ſpeake to me 2$to thy thinkings, * 
As thou doſt ruminate, and give thy wortt of thoughts 
+ + The | 


—— 
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| 
The worſt of words. 
lage, Good my Lord pardon me. 
Though 1 am bound to every AR of duty, 
I am not bound to that : All Slavesare free: 
Vetter my Thoughts ? Why ſay, they arevild, 
As where's that Palace, whereinto foule thingy 
Sometimes intrude not? Who ha's that breaft lo purc, 
Whercinuncleaaly Apprehenſions 
Keepe Lzctes, and Law-dayes, and in Sci) 
With meditations Lawtull ? 

Othe, Thoudo'lt conſpire againſt thy Friend ( lags) 
If thou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and mak'ſ his care 
A ſtranger to thy Thoughts. 

ago. 1 dobeſcech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my gueſſc 
(AsIconfeſſe it is my Natures plague 
To ſpy into Abules, and of my jealouſic 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wiſedome 
From one, that ſo impertectly conceits, 
Would take nonotice,nor biuild your (elfe a trouble 
Out of his ſcattering , and unſure oblervance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my Manhood, honeſty and Wiſcdome, 
To ict you know my thoughts, 

Othe, What doſt thou mcane ? 


fallc ? 


—— 


Is che immediate lewell of their Soules; 
Who ſtcales my purſe ſtealcs trath : 
Tis ſomething, nothing ; 
Twas mine, *tis his , and has bin flavetothouſands : 
But he that filches trom me my good Name, 
Robs me of thit, which notenriches him, 
And makes mic poore indeed, 
Othe. Ile know thy Thoughts. 
Iago, You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor thallnot, whil'it 'tis in my cauſtodic, 
Otbe. Ha ? 
[ago. Oh, beware my Lord, of jealouſie, 
It is the greene-cy*'d Monſter, which doth raocke 
The meate it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in blifle, 
Who Errafne of his Fate, loves not his wronger : 
But oh, what damned minures tels he ore, 
W hodotes, yet doubts : Suſpects, yet ſoundly loves J 
Orhe. Omitlery. 
lage. Poore,and Content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But riches fineleflc, is as poore as Winter, 
To him that ever fearcs he ſhall be poore : 
Good Heaven, the Soulcs of all my Tribe defend 
From jealoute. , 
Othe. Why? why is this ? 
Think'ſt thou, I'ld make a Life of Tealouſicz 
To follow ſtill the changes of the Moone 
With freſh {uſpitions? Noz to be once in doubt, 
Is to be re{olv'd: Exchange me for a Goar, 
W hen'I ſhall turne the buſineſſe of my Soule 
To ſuch exufHlicate, and blowed Surmiſes , 
Matching the inference, "Tis not to make me Icalious, 
Toſay my wife 1s faire, feeds well, loves company, 
| Is free of ſpeech, Sings, Playes, and Dances ; 
) Where Vertuc 1s, thcle are moſt vertuous. 
| Nor from mine owne weake merites, will I draw 
The ſmalleſt fearc, or doubt of her revolr, 


: 


| For ſhe hadeyes, and choſe me. No /ago, 

lle ſee before I doubr ; whea I doubr, prove; 
| And 0n the proofe, there is no more but this, 
| Away atonce with Love, or Icalouſic, 


I, 


[age. Good name in Man,and woman(deere my Lord) 


—_—_ 


— 


{a. I am glad of this : for now I ſhall have reaſon 
To ſhew the Love and Duty that I beare _ 
With franker ſpirit, Therefore (asI am ) 
Receive it trom me. 1 ſpeake not yet of proote ; 
Looke to yout wife, obſerve her well with (ſs, 
Weare your eyes, thus : not Iealious, nor Secure ; 
I would not have your tree, and Noble Nature, 
Out of {clte-Bounty, be abus'd looke too't; 

I know our Country diſpoſition wells 

In Venice, they do let Hcaven ſee the prankes 
They dare not ſhew their Husbands. 

Their beſt Conicience, 

Is not to leave't undone, but kept unknowne, 

Oth. Dolt thou ſay ſo? 

4 She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when ſhe ſcem'd to ſhake, and teare your lookes, 
She lov'd them moſt, 

Othe. Ando ſhe did. 

lago. Why goto then x 
Shee that ſo young could give out ſuch a Seeming 
Toſeele her Fathers eycs up, clolc as Oake, 

He thought 'twas witchcratr. 

But I am much too blame ; 

I humbly do beſecch you of your pardon 
For too much loving you- 

Othe. 1am bound to to thee for ever. 

laze. 1 fcethis hatha little daſh'd your Spirits : 

Othe, Not a jot, not a jot- 

ago. Truſt me | fteare it has: 

I hope you will conſider what is ſpoke 


Comes trom my Love. 
Bur I doice y*are moov'd : 
I am to pray you, not to ſtraine my ſpeech 
To grofler iflucs, nor tolarger reach, 
Then toSu!pition. 
0th, I willnot. 
Iago. Should you doe ſo (my Lord) 
My tpcech ſhould fall into ſuch vilde ſuccefle, 
W hich my Thoughts aym'd not. 
C-/ſio's my worthy Friend : 
My Lord, I fee y'are mov'd : 
Oth. No, not much mov'd : 
I do not thinke but Deſdemens's honelt. 
lagoe. Long live ſhe 10; 
And long live you to thinke fo. 
Oth. And yet how Nature erring from it ſclfem—— 
Lago. I,there's the point: 
As (to be bold with you) 
Not toaffe& many propoſed Matches 
Of her owne Clime, Complexion and Degree, 
Whereto we {ce in all things , Nature tends : 
Foh, one may ſmell in ſuch, a will moſt ranke, 
Foule diſproporzions, T houghtsunnaturall. 
Bur ( ban a 
DiſtinAly ſpeake of her, though I may feare 
Her will, recoyling to her better judgement, 
_y = to match you with her Country ftormes, 
An ily repent, 
Oth. S—_ farewell : 
If more thou doſt perceive, let me know moze : 
Set on thy witc to obſerve, 
Leave me /ags. 
Iago. My Lord, I take my leave. 
othe, Why did I marry ? 
This honeſt Creature (doubtleſle) 
Sces, and knowes more, much morethen — 
_ | 


wt. —— 
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me) I do not in poſition | 
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ago. My Lord, 1 would I might intreat your Honor 
To tcan this thing no farther : Leave it rotime, 
Although's fit that{#/s bave his place; 
For ſure he filles it up withgreat Ability ; 
Yer if you pleaſe, to put him off a-while : 
You ſhall by that perceive him, and his me anes : 
Note if your Lady ſtraine his Entertaingent 
With any ſtrong, or vehement importanitie, 
Mach wall be ſcene in that: In the meanetime, 
Let me bethought too buſic in my teares, 
(As worthy cauſe T have to teare I am) 
And hold her frec, 1 do beſcech your Honor: 

Oth, Feare not my government, 

lags. I once moretake my leave, 

Oth. This Fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knowes all Quantities with a learn'd Spirit 
Of humane dealings. If I do prove her Haggard, 
Though that her lefſes were my deere heart-itrings, 
['Id whiltle her off, and let her downe the winde 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, tor Iam blacke, 
\nd have not thoſe ſoft parts of Converſation 
That Chamberers have : Or for I am declind 
Into the vale of ycares (yctthat"'s not much) 
She's gone. Tam abus'd, and my relecte 
Muft be to loath her. Oh Curle of Marriage! 
That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 
And not their Appetites ? I bad rather bea Toad, 
And live upon the Vapour of a Dungeon, 
| Then keepe a corner 1n the thing I love 
| Forothers uſes, Yet 'tis the plague to Great»ones, 
| Prerogativ*d are they lefſe then the Baſe, 
\ 'Tis deltiny unſhunnable, like death: 
| Even then, this forked plague is Fated tous, 
' When wedoquicken. Looke where ſhe comes : 


— 
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| Enter Deſdemona and «Emilia, 

[f ſhe be falſe, Heaven mock'dir ſelfc : 
lie not beleeve't, 

De/. Hoi now, my deeic Othells ? 

Your einner, ard the generous Iflanders 
By you invited, do attend your pretet:ce, 

Otch, 1 am to blame. 

Def. Why do you ſpeake fo taintly ? 
Are you not well ? 

0th, I havea paine upon my Forchead heere. 

Def. Why that's with watching, "twill away agaim*. 
Let me but binde it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. 

Oth, Your Napkin 1stoo little: 

Let italone : Come, lic go in with you: 

Def” 1am very ſorry that you are nor well, 
Emil, Tam glad | have found this Napkin : 
This was hcr fickt remembrance from the Moore, 
| My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
| Woo'd me to ſtealeir. But ſhe {o loves the Token, 
| (For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keepe1t) 
That ſhe referves it evermore about her, 

Tokifle, and talke to. lie have the worke tane out, 
And giv't [az9: what he will do with it 

Heaven knowes, not I: 

[ nothing, but topleaſc his Fantaſie, 


CE SY 


| E meey [ayo, 
| Jago. How now ? What do you heere alone ? 
| e/£mdl. Donot you chide: I haveathing for you. 


| Itisacommon thing 


' 


| 


| 
| 


lago. You have a thing tor me ? 


e/Emil, Hah ? 

lags. To havea fooliſh wite. 

Emil, Oh, isthat all ? What will you give mc now 
For that ſame Handk*rchife. 

fago. What Hanekerchicte ? 

e Emil. What Handkerchicte ? 


| Why thatthe Moore firſt gave to Deſdemona, 


That which ſo often you did bid me {tcale. 
{ago, Halt ftolne it from her ? 
e/Emil. No: but ſhe l-tit crop by negligence, 


; Andtoth' advantage, I being hecre, took t up : 


: 


' 


| I haveufle tor it. Go, lcave me 
I will 11 Ca/to's Lodging loole this Napicin, 


k__ 


: 


| 


[ 


Looke, heere *tis. 

lego. A good wench, give it me- 
_ e/£mil, \Vhat will you do with't that you have bcne 
lo earneſt to have me filch it ? 

[ago. Why , whatisthat to you ? 

Emil. If it be not for ſome purpoſe of import, 
Giv'tmeagaine. Poore Lady, thee'l run mad 
When ſhe (hall lacke it, 

lago. Be not acknowneon't : 


Exit Emil. 


Audlet him finde it. Triftes light as ayre, 

Are tothe jcalous, confirmations (trong, 

As proofesof holy Writ. This may do fomething. 
The Moorealready changes with my poytons, 
Dangerous conceites, arc in their Natures poylons, 
W hich atthe firſt arc {carlc found todiſtalte : 

But witha little at upon the blood, 


| Burne likethe Mines of Sulphure. 1 did fay ſo. 


' 


[ 


ſ 


Een. | 


E mter Othello, 
Looke where he comes : Not Poppy nor Mandragora, 
Norall the drowlie Syrrups of the wortd 
Shall ever medicive thee to that ſweete (irepe 
Which thou 0d'lt yeſterday. 
Oth. Ha, ha, talie tomcc ? 
Tago. Why how now Generall? No more of that. 
Othe. Anant, be gone : Thou halt terme on the Racke: 
I fweare 'tis better to bu much abus'd, 
Then buttoknew'talittle, 
[ago. How now, my Loid? 
Otke. What (cnt had I, in her ſtolne houres of Luſt? 
I taw't not, thopght tt not: it harm'd nor me : 
I flepethe nextnight well, f{4 well, was free, and merry. 
I found not Caſio 5 kiſſes On her Lippes : | 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what 15 ſtolne, 
Let him not know'c,and he's not robb'd at all. 
azo, I am lorry toheare this ? 
Oth, I had beene happy it the genera'l Campe, 
Pyonersand al}, had taſted her ſweer Body, 
So I had nothing knowne. Oh now, tor cver 
Farewell the Tranquill minde ; tarewcl! Content; 
Farewellthe plumed Troopes, andthe bigge Warres, 
That make Ambition, Vertue 1 Oh farewell, 
F xrewellthe neighing Steed, 2nd the (hrill Trumpe, 
The Spirit-ſtirring Drum, th' kare-ptercing Fite, 
[ he Royall Baer, and all Quality, 
Pride, Pompe and © ircumMtance of glorious Warre ; 
And 2 you morrtall Engines, whoſc rude throaies 
Th' immortall Toves dread Clamours counterteit, 
Farewell : Orkell"s Occupation's gone, 
lags. Is tpofſivle my Lord? 
Orth. Yillainz, be ſure thoa prove my Lovea Whore ; 
Be ſure of it : Give me the Ocular proote, 
XX 3 Or 
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Or by the worth of mine etcrnall Soulc, 
Thou had'ſt bin better have bin borne a Dog 
Then an{were my wak'd wrath. 

lago. 1s't come to this ? | 
Oth. Make me to ſee't : or (at the leaſt) ſoproye it, 
Thatthe probation beare no Hindge, nor Loop, 
To hang adoubt on: Or woe upon thy lite. 

Iago, My Noble Lord. 
Oth. If thou do'lt Nlander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more : Abandonall remotie 
Ou Horrors head, Horrors accumulate , 
Doedecds to make Hcavcn weepeall Earth amaz'd; 
For nothing canſt thou to damnation adde, 
Greater then that. 
[ago. O Grace | O Heaven forgive mel! 
Arc youa man ? Have youa Soule ?or Senle * 
God buy you : take mine Oihice. Oh wretched Foole, 
Thatlov'(t zo make thine Honeſty ,a Vice! 
Oh monſtrous world! Take note, take note(O World) 
Tobe direct and honeſt, is nor ſafe. 
Ithanke you for this profir, and trom hence 
Ie loveno friend, ſich love breeds ſuch offences 
Oth. Nay ſtay : thon ſhouldit be honeſt. 
apo. T ſhould be wiſe, tor honeltic'sa Fogle, 
And loſes that it workes tor. 
0th, By the World, 
I thinke my Wite be honeſt, and thinke ſhe is not: 
[ thinke that thou art juſt, and thinke thou art not : 
Ile have ſome provote. My naux that was as treth 
As Dians Viſage, is now begriai'd and blacke 
As mine owne face. If there be Cords or Knives, 
Poylon, or Fire, or ſuffocating itreames. 
Ile not indure it, Would 1 were ſatisfied. 
[ago, I ice youarc catenup with pallion ; 
I dorepent me, that I pat it to you, 
You would be fatisfied ? 
0:h, Would, Nay, and I wil. 
[zgo, And may : but how? How fatished, wy Lord ? 
Would you the ſuper -viſion grotlcly gape on ? 
Bchold her topp'd ? 
Oth. Death, ant damnation. Oh ! 
lago, It werea tedious diriculty I thinke, 
To bring to that proſpeR : Damnethem then, 
| It ever mortall cyes do ſce them boulſter 

More thentheir owne, Whatthen? How then ? 
What ſhall I ſay ? Where's Satisfaction ? 
Itis impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 
Were they as prunc as Goates,as hot as Monkeyes, 
As faltas Woives in pride, and Fooles as groflc 
As Ignorance, made drunke, But yet , I ſay, 
If imputation and ſtrong circumſtances, 
Which tkadediretiy tothe doore of Truth, 
Will give you ſatisfaction, yo! might have't, 

Oth.Give mc aliving reafon (he's ifloyall. 

Togo. 1 do notlikethe Otjice. 
Butfith Iamentred i! this cmulc (fo farre 
| (Prick'd too't by fooliſh Honeſty,and Love ) 
| I will go on. ITlay with (fo lately, 

And being troubicd with a raging tooth, 
{ I could norfleepe. Thereare a Kindeot men, 
So looſevf Soule, that in their ſleepes will mutter 
* } Their Aﬀayres : one of this kinde 18 Caſſo: 
| In fleepeT heard him fay, ſwcer Deſdemona, 
} Let us be wary , ict us hidc our Loves, 
' And then (Sir) would he gripe, ard wring my hand; 
| Cry, oh ſweet Creature ;then kifſe me hard, 


: 
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| Asit he pluckt up kiſſes by the rootes, þ 
| Thatgrew upon my lippes, laid his Leg ore my Thigh, 
And figh, and kiſſe, and then cry curſcd Fate, 
That gave thee tothe Moore. 
Oth, O mon(trous ! monſtrous ! 
lago, Nay this was but his Dreame. 
Oth, But this denoteda fore-gone concluſion, 
Ti5a ſhrew'd doubt, though ir be but a Dreamc, 
lage. And this may helpe tothicken other proofes, 
That do demonſtrate thinly. 
Oth. lle tearc her all x0 peeces. 
lago. Nay yet \x wilc ; yet we ſee nothing done, 
She may be honeſt yet : Tell me but this, 
Have you not ſometimes ſcene a Handkerchiete 
Spotted wich ſtrawberries, in your wives hand ? 
Oth. I gave her ſuch a one : *twas my firll gift 
[ago. 1 know not that: but ſuch a Handkerchicte 
(lam ſurc it was your wives) did I today 
See Caſſio wipe his Beard with. 
Oth, It itbe that, 
lags. It it be that,or any,it't was hers, 
It ſpeakes againſt her with the other proofes. 
Oth, O thatthe flave had forty thouſand lives z 
One is too poore, too weake tor my revenge. 
Now do I ſee 'tistruc, Looke bcere Jags, 
All my fond love thus do I blow to Heaven. Tis gone, 
Ariſc blacke vengance, from the hollow hell, 
Yeeld up (O Love) thy Crowne and hearted Throne 
Totyrannous Hate, Swell boſome with thy fraught, 
For 'tis of Aſpickes tongues, 
lago. Yet be content. 
Gth. Oh blood, blood, blood. 
lags, Patience I ſay : your minde may change. 
Oth, Never Jago, Like tothe Ponticke Sea, 
Whoſe Icic Current, and compulſive courle, 
Nev”r keepes retiring ebbe, but keepes duc on 
To the Proponticke, and the Helleipont : 
Even {o my bloody thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall nev'r looke backe, nev'r ebbe to humble Love, 
Till thata capable and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up, Now by yond Marble Heaven, 
In the due reverence of a Sacred vow, 
I heere engage my words=— 
lags. Donot riſe yet: 
Witneſſe you ever-burning Ligkts above, 
You Elements, thatclip us round abour. 
Witneſſe that heere /ago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, hcart, 
To wrong'd Otheks's Service. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, 
What bloody buſineſſe ever. 
oth, Igreetthy love, 
Not with vaine thankes,but with acceptance bountcous, 
And will upon the inſtantputthee too't, 
Within theſe three dayeslet me heare thee ſay, 
That Caſiv's not alive. 
Lago, My friend is dead : 
Tis done at your Requeſt. 
Butler her hive. 
Oth. Damne her lewde Minx : 
O dzmnc her, damne her. 
Come go with me a-part, I will witheraw 
| To furniſh me with ſome {witt mcanes of death 
For the faire Divell, 
Now art thou my Licutcnant, 


E veunt- 


Jago. Iarm your owne for ever. 
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Enter De/demora, Emilia, and { lowne. 
Def. Do you know Sirrah, where Licutenant {ſs 
lyes ? 
Claw. Idare not ſay he lies any where. 
Def. Why man ? 


'cis ſtabbing. 
Def. Goto : where lodges he? 

Cle. Totell you where he lodges, is totell you where 
I lye. 

Def. Canany thing be made of this ? 

Ch. Iknow not where he lodges, and for mee to de- 
viſe a lodging,and ſay helyes heere,or he lyes there, were 
to lye in mine owne throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out ? and be edified by! re- 
ort ? 
: Clo,” 1 will Cateck.ize the world for him, that is, make 
Queſtions, and by them anſwer. 

Def. Secke him, bid him come hither : reil kim, | 
have moov'd my Lord on his bchalfe , and hope all will 
be well. 

(tb. Todothis,is within the compaſſe of mans Wir, 
| and therefore 1 will attempe the doing ir. Exit (ls, 
| Def. Where ſhould I loole the Handkerchictc , v/£- 
' mula? 

e/£mil. 1 know not Madam. 

Def, Belceve me, I had rather have loſt my purſe 
| Fullof Cruzadoes. Andbut my Noble Moore 
| Istruc of minde,and made of no ſuch baſeneſſe, 
| As jealtous Creatures are, it were enough 
' To put him co ill-thinking. 

e/Emsl. Is he not jealious ? 
| Def. Whohe ?I thinkethe Sun where he was borne, 
| Drew all ſuch humors from him, 

e/£m:lia, Looke whore he comes. 

Enter Othello. 

Deſ. 1 will not leave him now, till Cao be 

Call'd co him. How 1s't with you, my Lord ? 


Leſ. Well, my good Lord, 
Oth, Give me your hand, 
This hand is moyſt my Lady, 
Def. It hath telt no age, nor knowne no ſorrouw, 
Oth. This argues fruittulneſſe, and liberal hearr ; 
Hor, hot, and moyſ!t. This hand of yours requires 
A ſequeſter from Liberty : Falting, and Prayer, 
| Muc Caltigation,Exercifc devour, 
For heere's a young and ſweating Divell heere 
| That commonly rebels : Tisa goud hand, 
| Afranke one. 
Def. Y ou may (indeed) fay fo : 
For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart, 
Oth* A liberal! hand. The hearts of old, gave hands: 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 
Def. 1 cannot ſpeake of this: 
| Come, now your promiſe. 
Oth. What promiſe, Chucke ? 
| Def. 1 have ſent to bid Cafſio come fpeake with you, 
| Oth, 1 havea faltand ſorry Rhewme offends me ; 
| Lend me thy handkerchicfe, 
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Clo. He's a Soldier, and for mee toſay a Sou!ldierlyes, | 
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| Pray youlet Caſſis be recciv'd agune, 


Oth. Well my good Lady. Oh hardacs to difſemble !_ 
How do you, Deſdemona ? - | 


| 
| 


: 


Def. Heere my Lord. 
,Gth, That which | gave you 
Dif. T have it not about me. 
Oth, Not? | 
Def. No ind:ed, my Lord. 
Oth, Thar'sa fault : That Handkerchicte 
Did an &gypttan to my Mother give : 
She wasa Charmeh, and could almoſt rcad 
Thethoughts of people, She told her, while ſhe kept it, 
i woald make her Ainiable, ſubdue iy Father 
Intirely to her love : but if ſhe loſt it, 
Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers cyc | 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
Atter new Fanties. She dying gave it me, 
And bid me(when my Faze would have me Wiy'd) 
Togive it her. 1 did ſo; and take heede ort, 
Make it a Darling, like your precious eye! 
Toloofe'r, or give't away, were fuch perdition, 
As nothing elle could match, 
Def* 1s't poſſible? 
Oth, Tis true,there's Magickein the web of it : 
A Sy6s0rhat had numbred in the world 
The Snnto courſe two hundred compaſles, 
In her propheticke furic fow'd the worke : 
The Wormes were hallowed, that did breedethe Silke, 
And it was dycde in Muminey, which the Skiltall 
Conſerv'd of Maidens hearts. 
Def. Indeed? Is'ttruc ? 
Ock, Molt veritable,therefore looke to&'t well. 
Def. Then would the Heaven,that I had never ſcenc't 
Oth. Ha? wherefore ? 
Def. Why doyou fpeake ſo ſtartingly, and raſh? 
Oth. Is loſt ? 1s't gon ? Speak,iv't our o'th* way ? 
Def. Blefle us. 
Oth, Say you? | 
Def, Te 1snot loſt : but what andif it were ? 
Oth. How ? 
Def, 1 fay it isnot loſt. 
Oth, Fercht, let me tce'r. | 
Def, Why (© I can: bat I willnot now ; 
This 1s atricke to put me from my tute, 


Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchicte, 
My minde aut-gives. 
Def. Come, come : you'l never meetea more ſutici- 
ent man. 
Gth. The Handkerchicte, 
Def. A man that all his tine 
Hath founded hizgood Fortunes on your love ; 
Shar'd dangers with you . 
Oth, The Handkerchiefe. 
Def. Infooth, you are too blame, 
Oth, Away. 
v/Emnd, Is not this man jcalious ? 
Def. I nev'r ſaw this betore. 
Sure, there's ſome wonder im this Handkerchiete, 
I am moſt unhappy in the lofle of ir, 
e/Emil. Tis nota yeare or two ſhewes us a man ; 
They are all but {tomackes, an4 we all but Food, 
They cate us hungerly, 211d when theyare full 
They belch us. | 
Emer /ago, and Caſſi2. 


Erit Othello, 


Looke you, Caſio and my Husband, 


Tago: There isno uther way : "tis ſhe muſt doo't : 
And loethe happinefle : go, and importune her, 
Del. \ 
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Dy, How now” (goud Caſio) whrt's thenewes with | 
you ? 
( aſtie. Madam. my former ſuite. Idobeſecch you, 
hat by your vertuaus meanes, 1 may againe 
| Exiſt, and be a member of bis love, 
| Whom 1, with all the Office of my heart 
Intirely honour, I would not be dclayG. 
If my offence, be of ſuch mortall kinde, 
Thatnot my Service paſt , nor preſent Sorrowes, 
Nor purpos'd merit in futuriy, 
Can ran{ome me into his love againe, 
But to know fo, muſt be my benetic : 
$0 (hallI cloath me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut my ſelte up in ſome other courſe 
| To Fortunes Almes. 
Def. Alas (thricc-gentle Caſs) 
My Advocation is not now in Tune; 
My Lo:d,is not my Lord; nor ſhould I knoiv him 
Were he in Favour, as in Humour altcr'd, 
So helpe me every {piri: ſanRified, 
As | have ſpoken tor you all my belt, 
And ſtood within the blanke of his diſpleaſure 
For my tree {peech. You mult awhile be patient 3 
W hat I can do, I will: and more [ will 
Then tor my felfe I dare Let that ſwihce yous 
age. 1s my Lord angry ? 
e/Emnl. He went hence Siitnow: 


Te. 


[ago. Can he be angry ? 1 have icene the Cannon] 
W henit hath blownec his Rankes intothe Ayre, 
And like the Divcll fromhis very Arme 
Puf't his owne Brother : And is heangry ? 
Something of moment then; I will go meet him, 
| There's matter j1't indeed, if he be angry, Ex. 
De. I prythce do ſo. Something lure of State, 


Made d<montſtrable hecre in Cyprus, to him, 
| Hath pudled his clcare Spirit ; and in ſuch caſes, 
| Mcns Natures wrangle with infer1our things, 
| Though great ones are thicir objeR. *Tiseven ſo. 
| For lct our finger ake , and it endues 
| Our other heathfull members, even toa ſenſe 
| Ofpaine. Nay, we muſt thinke menare not Gods, 
Nor of them looke for ſuchobſervance 
As fits the Bricall, Beſhrew me much, e/Emuba, 
| I was (unhandſome Warrior, as I am) 
Arraignivg his unkindnefſe with my ſoule : 
| But now 1 finde, I had ſuborn'd the Wirtneſſe, 
And he's Indited fal{e!y. 
| e/£mil. Pray heavcn it be 
| State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 
| Nor nv lealious Toy, concerning you. 
| Def. Alastheday, I never gave him cauſes 
| +«/£m4l. But Icalious foules wiil not beanſwer'd ſo; 
| They arc not ever jealous for the cauſe, 
\ But jcalious, for they're jealious. Iris a Monſter 
Begot upoa 1t ſ{elte, borne onir ſelfe. 
; Def. Heaven keepethe Monſter from Othelfs mind. 
| AEmil.alady, Amen, 
Def. I will go {ceke him, (a/iv, walke heere abont : 
{ IFT do finde him fit, Ile move your ſuite, 
And (ceke to effect it to my uttermoſt 
{ «f. 1 humbly thanke your Ladyſhip, 


Exit. 


; Enter Franca. 
Bian. Save you (Friend Caſſo. ) 
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And certainly in ſtrange unquictneilc. | 
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Either trom Venice, or ſome unhatch'd practiſe + | | 
| And ay, it I ſhall ſee you ſcone at night ? 


| 


How is't with you, my molt faire Fiavca 2 


Mi 


Caſſio. What make you from home? 


Indeed (ſweet Love) I was comming to your houle. 
Bian. And I was going to your Lodging, Cafſis, 
W hat ? keepe a weekeaway ? Scaven dayes,and Nights? | 
Eight {core cight houres? And Loves abſent howers 

More tedious then the Diall, cight {core times? 
Oh wearie reck'ning. 
Caſſie. Pardon me, Biarcs ; 
I have this while with leaden thoughts beene preſt, 
ButI ſhall ina more centinvate time 
Strike off this ſcore of abſcnce. Sweet Bianca , 
Take me this worke out. 
Biaxes, Oh (afſio, whence came this? 
This is ſome token trom a newer Friend, 
To the felt-Abſence : row I feele a Cauic : | 
Ist come to this? Well, W ell. 
Caſno, Goto, woman : 
Throw your vilde gueſſes inthe Divels teeth, 
From whence you have them. Y ou are jealious new. 
That this 15 from ſome Miſtris, fome remembrance ; 
No, in good troth Bianca. 
Bran. Why, who's is it ? 
Caſſio. I know not neither : 
I found it in my Chamber, 
[ like the worke well ; Erc it be demanded 
(As like enough it will)I would have it coppicd ; | 
Take it, and doov't, and lcave me for this time, 
Bian. Leave you? wherctorc ? 
Caſſio. 4 do attend heere on the General, 
And thinke itno addition nor my with 
To have h m ſce me woman's, 
Bian, Why, I pray you ? 
Caſſie, Not that I love you not. 
Bian. But that you do not love ac, 
I pray you bring me on the way a little, 


Caſſiv. Tis but alittic way that I can bring you, 
For 1 attend heere , But lle tee you ſoone. 
Bian. "Tis very good : 1 muſt be circumſtanc'd. + 
Exennt Ones. 


= — 


Afus Quartus. Scana Prima, | 
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Enter Othello , and lags, 
Tago. Will you thinke fo ? 
Oth. Thinke lo, [ago ? 
[ago. W hat to kifle in private ? | 
Oth. An unauthoriz'd kiſle ? 
Iago. Ortobenaked with her Friendsin bed, | 
An houre,or morc, not meaning any harme ? | 
Oth. Naked in bed (ago) and not meane harme ? | 
It is hypocrifie againſt the Divell : | 
They that meane vertuouſly, and yetdo ſo, 
The Divell their vertue tempts, and they tempt Heaven. 
lags. It they Go nothing,'tis a Veniall lip : 
But if I give my wife a Handkerchicfe. 
Othe, What then ? 
Iago, Why then 'tis hers (my Lord) and being hers, 
She may ( 1 thinke) beſtow'r on any man, 
Othe, She is ProteQtreſle of her honor too; 
May ſhe give that ? 
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lago. Her honor is an Edſence that's not ſcene, 
They have it very off, that have it not. 

But tor the Handkerchiefe. | 

Othe. By heaven I would moſt gladly have forgot it : 
Thou faidit (oh, it comes ore my memory, 

Asdoth the Raven o're the infectious houle : 
Boading roall) he had my Handkerchiefe. 
ago. I: what of that?” 

0th. That's not ſo good now: 

lag. What if I had ſaid, I had ſcene himdo you wrong? 
Or heare him ſay (as Knaves beſuchabroad, 

Who having by their owne 1mportunate ſuite, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome Miſtris, 
Convinced or ſupply'd them cannot chuſe 

But they muſt blab.) 

Oth, Hath he faid any thing? 

Lago. He hath (my Lord) but be yon well aflur'd, 
No more then he'lc un- {were 

Orh. Whar hath he ſaid ? 

lago, Why, that he did : 1 know not what he did. 

Oth, What? What? 

Iago, Lyes 

0th, With hee? 

Iago, With her? On her : what yoa will. 

Oth. Lye with her? lye on her ? We ſay lyc on her, 
when they be-lye-her. Lye with her : that's full ſome: 
Handkerchicte : Confeſſions : Handkerchicte. 10 con- 
Foſſe, and be hang'd for his labour. Firlt , to be hang'd, 
and then to conteſſe ; I tremble atit. Nature would not 
inveſt her ſelfe in ſuch ſhadowing paſſion, without {omc 
Inftruction. fr is not words that ſhakes me thus, (piſh) 
Noſes, Eares,aud Lippes : is'tpofſible. Conteſle? Hand- 
kercbicke ? O divell. Falls ma Trance. 

lago, Worke on, 

My Medicine workes. Thus credulous Fooles are caught, 
And many worthy, andchaſt Dames even thus. 

(All guiltleffe) meete reproach ; what hoa? My Lord? 
My Lord, I ſay Ocheko. 


Enter Calſio. 


OO I ma 


How now Caffe? 

Caf. Whar's the matrer ? 

[ago. My Lord is falne iuto an Epileplic, 
This is his ſecond Fit : be had one yeſicrdays 

Ca/, Rub him about oe Temples. 

[ago. The Lethargie muſt have his quyct courſe 7 
If nor, he foames at mouth : and by and by 
Breakes out to ſavage madneſle. Looke, he (tires : 
Do you withdraw your ſelfe a little while, 

He will recover ſtraight : when hee 1s gone, 
I would on great occaſion, ſpeake with you. 
| How is it Generall ? Have you not hurt your hand” 

Othe. Dalt thou mocke me? 

taro. I mocke you not, by Heaven: 

Would you would beare your Fortune life a Man, 

| Oth, A Horned man's a Monſter and a Beaſt. 
lago, There's many a Beaſt then in a populous Cirty, 

Fi ankle acivill Monſter, 

| Oth. Didheconteſle it ? 

| lage. Good Sir, bea man : 


Thinke every bearded fellow that's but yoak'd 
May draw with you, There's Millions uow alive, 
| That nighely lye in thoſe unproper beds , 


Oh, 'tis the ſpight of hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 
Tolipa wanton-inafſccure Cowch ; 


Whichrthey dare ſweare preuliar. Y our cauſe is better, 


| 


And to ſuppoſe her chaſt, No, let me know, 
And knowing what 1 am, I know what ſhe ſhallbe, | 
9th, Oh; thou art wile : 'tis certaine. | 
lags. Stand you a while apart, | 
Confine your ſclfe but ina patient Liſt, 
Whilſt you were heere, o're-whelmed with your griete 
(A paſſion moſt reſultinng fucha man ) | 
Caſſio came hither. I ſhifted him away, 
And laid good fcuſes on your Extaſic, | 
Bad him anon returne : and heere ſpeake with me, 
The which hepromis'd. Do but encare your (cite, 
And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes aud notable Scornes 
Thar dwell in every Region of his face. 
For I will make him tell the Tale anew ; 
VW here, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is againe to cope your wite, 
I ſay, but marke his geſture : marry Patience, 
Or I ſhall fay y'areail in all in Spleene, 
And nothing of a man. 
Oth. Do'it thou heare, [ags, 
I will be found moſt cunning in my Patience: 
But (do'ſt thou heare) moſt bloody. 
4ago, That's not amiſſe, 
But yet keepe time inall : will you withdraw ? 
Now will I queſtion {{ſſio of Fiavca, 
A Huſwite, that by ſelling her defires 
Buyes her ſclfe Bread, and Cluath. It is a Creature 
Thatdores on Caſio, (as 'tis the Strumpers plague 
To be-guile many, and be be-guil'd by one) 
He, when he heares of her, cannot reſtraine 
From the exceſle of Laughter. Heere he comes, 


Emer Caſo, 


As he ſhall ſmile, Othels ſhall gomad : 
And his unbookiſh Iclouſic muſt conſerve, 
Poore Caſſio's ſaniles, geſtures and light behaviours 
Qunte in the wrong. How do you Licutcnaut? 
(5+ The worler, that you gave methe addition, 
W hole want even killes me, 
lago. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't x 
Now, it this Sute lay un Bianca'sxdowre, 
How quickely ſhonld you fpecd ? 
Caf. Alas poore Caitifie, 
Gth. Looke how he laughes already. 
lago. I never knew woman love man (©, 
(al. Alas poore Rogue, I thinke indeed ſhe loves me, 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly : and laughes it our, 
Jags. Do you hearce Caſſio? 
Oth. Now be importunes him 
To tellit o're : go to, well ſayd, well (aid. 
Tago. She gives ir out, that you (hall macry her, 
Do you intend it ? 
if. Ha, ha, ha. 
Oth. Do ye triumph Romaine? do you triumph ? 
({ of. T marry. What ? A cuſtomer ; prythcee beare 
Some Charitic to my wit, donct thinke it 
Sounwholeſome. Ha, ba, ha, 
Oth, So, ſo,ſo,fo : they laugh, that winnes, 
lage. Why the cry goes, that you warcy her. 
Caf, Pry > th lay true. 
Tago., I ama very Villaine elſe, 
oh. Have yov {coa”d me; Well, 
Caſe T his isthe Monkeys owne giving out : 
She - — n I will marry her 
Our of her owne love & flattery, not out of my promile, | 
Othe, 1 - 
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Oth, Tagobecons me: now he begius the ſtory. | 


{aſtie. She was heere even now: ſhe baunts mee un c- 
very place. I wasthe other day talking on the Seabanke 
with certaine Venetians ; and thither comes the Baubic, 
and falls me thus about my neck. + 

Oh. Crying ohdeere Caſio, as it gere: his geſture um- 

rts it, | 

Caſe. So hangs, and lolls, and weepes upon me * 

So ſhakes, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. Now hee tells how ſhe pluckt him to my Cham- 
ber : oh, I ſce that noſe of yours, but now that dogge, I 
ſhall rhrow it to: 

Caſrio, Well I muſtleave her company. 

lego. Bctore me :looke where ſhe comes. 


] 


—— 


Fond 


Enter Bianca, 
Ca/.'Tisſuch another Fitchew:marry a perfum > one? 
W hat do you meane by this haunting of mc ? | 
Bian.. Let the divell, and hisdam haunt you: what did | 
you meane by that ſame Handkerchiefc, you gave mee | 
even now ? I wasa fine Fooleto take it ; I mult rake out 
the worke? Alikely piece of worke,that you ſhould tinde | 
it in your Chamber,and know not who left itthere. This | 
is ſome Minxes teken, and I muſt take out the worke ? 
Thzre, give it your Hobbey-horſe, wherelocver you had 
it, le take 0:1t no worke ont. 
Caſio, How now, my {weetC Branca ? 
How now ? How now ? 
Othe, By Heaven, that ſhould be my Handkerchicte. 
Bian, If you'le cometo ſupper to night you may, it 
you willnot, come when you are next prepar d tor. Exit 
[age. After her : after her. ; 
Caſ. I muſt, ſheel rayle in the ſtreets clic, 
| Jago, Will youſup there? 
; Ca. Yes, I intend ſo. 
| Tago. Well, I may chance toſce you: for I would very 


lago, 

{ago. If youare (o fond over her iniquitic : give her 
patent to dffend , for if itrouch not you, it comes negre 
no body. 

Oth, I will chop her into Mefles : Cuckold me ? 

l[ago. Oh,'tis fovle in her, 

Oth. Withmine Othcer? 

Tago. Thar's fouler. 

Othe. Get me ſome poyſon, Jags, this night. 1le not 
expoſtulate with her : leſt her body and beautic unpro- 
vide my minde againe z this night «go. 

lags. Do it not with poyſon, firargle her in her bed 
Eventhe bed ſhe hath contaminated. ; 

Othe. Good, goed : | 
The juſtice of it pleaſes : very good. 

lago. And tor (aſsio, let me be hisundertaker ; 
You ſhall heare more by midnight. 


Enter Lodovico, Deſdemona, and «Attendants, 


Othe Excellent good : What Trumpetis that ſame ? 
lage. I warrant ſomething from Venice, 
Tis Ledewice, this, comes from the Duke, 
Sec, your witc's with him. 
Leds. Save you wortby Generall. 
Othe, Wirth all my heart Sir. 
Lod.The Duke, and the Senators of Venice greet you, 
Othe. 1 kifſe the Inſtrument of their pleaſures. 
Def. And what's the newes, good cozen Lodevice? 
Iago. I am very glad to ſee yeu Signior : 
Welcotme to Cyprus. 
Load. 1 thankeyou ; how dos Lieutenant Caſſo ? 
lato. Lives Sir. 
Deſ. Coen there's falne betweege him and my Lord, 
An unkind breach: but you ſhall make all well, 
Othe, Are you ture of that? 
Def. My Lord? 


| faine ſpeake with yous | 

| Caf. Prychee come : will you ? 

| H{ago, Goto; fay no more. Ext. 

| 0th, How ſhall I murther him, /azs. 

| Jags. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice? 
| © Oth, Oh, ago, 

| Tago. Anddidyou ſeethe Handkerchite ? 

Oth, Was that mine ? 

[age. Yours by this hand : and to ſec how heprizesthe 
fooliſh woman your witc ; ſhe gave it him, and be hath 
giv'n it his whore. 

Oth. I would have him nine yeeres2 killing: 

A fine woman, a faire woman, a tweet woman ? 

lago, Nay, you mult torger that. 

Oth. 1, let her rot and perith ,and be damn'd to night, 
for ſhe ſhall not hve. No, my heart isturn'dto ſtone : I 
ſtrike it, and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world hath not 
aſwecter Creature : ſhe might: lye by an Emperours fide, 
and command him Taskes. | 

Tago. Nay that's not your way. | 
| Dike, Hang her, I do but ſay what ſheis : 1o delicate 
| with her Needlc : an admirable Muſician. Oh, ſhe will 
| ſing the Savageneſle out of a Beare: of {o higha plenteous 
| wit, and invention? 

i Tas, She'stheworle tor all this. 
| Oth, Oh, athouſand, a thouſand times : 
 Andthen of ſo gentle a condition ? 

ago. I toogentle. 
| One, Nay that's certaine : 
| But yerthepitry ot it , /ago; oh /ego, the pitry of it 
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Othe, This faile you not todo, as you will ———— 
Lea. He cid nor call: be's butie in the paper, 
Is there diviſion twixt my Lord and ( «ſ:0 ? 
Def. A molt unhappy one ; I would do much 
T'atrone them forthe love 1 beare to Caſio. 
Oth, Fire, and brimeſtone, 
Def. My Lord. 
Oth. Are you wile ? 
Def. W hatis he angry? 
Lod, May bethe Letter mov'd him. 
For as I thinkethey do command him home, 
Depuring ( aſ7#0 in bis Governement. 
Def. Truſt me, 1 am glad ont. 
Othe., Indecd ? 
Deſ. My Lord? m 
Oth, Tamglad to ſee you mad. | 
Deſ. Why, {weet Othelo? 
Othe, Divell. 
Def: 1 have not deſerv'd this, ” 
Led. My Lord, this would not be beleev'd in Venice, 
Though I ſhould ſweare I ſaw*t. Tis very much, 
Make her amends : ſhe weepes. 
Oth. Oh divcll, divell : 
If that the Earth could teeme with womans teares, 
Each drop ſhe falls, would prove a Crocodile : 
Our of my ſight. 
Def. 1 will not ſtay to offend you: 
Lad. Trucly obedicnt Lady : 


'T dobeſcech your Lordſhip call her backe. | 


Orb, | 
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Othe, Miſtris. 
Def. My Lord. 
Othe. What would you with her, Sir? 
Led. Whol,my Lord? 
Othe. I, you did wiſh, that I would make her turne; 
Sir, ſhe canturne,and turne: and yet go on 
And turne againe, And ſhe can weepe, Sir, WEEPC- 
And ſhe's obedient ; as you ſay obedient. 
Very obedicnt t proceed you un your (cares. 
Concerning this Sir, (oh welk-painted paiſion) 
I am commanded home : get you away z 
lle ſend for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate. 
And will returne to Venice. Hence, auaunt : 
{«ſſie ſhall have my Place. And Sir,to nigh: 
I doentreat, that we may ſup together, 
You are welcome Sir to Cyprus. 
Goates,and Monkeys. E x11, 
Led. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Scnate 
Call all in all ſuhcient? Is this the Nature 
Whom Pallion could not ſhake ? W hoſe ſolid vertue 
The ſhot of Accident, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce? 
lage. He is much chang'd. ; : 
Led. Are his wits fate? Is he not of light Braine? 
Iago. He's thatheis : I may nor breath my cen(ure. 
Wha: he mighr be : if what he might, he 1s nor, 
I would to heaven he were, 
Lod. What, ſtrike his wite ? 
Iago. "Faith that was notſo well; yet would'1 kneyy 
That ſtroake would prove the worlt. 
Led, 1s ithisulſc ? 
Or did the Letters, worke upon his blood, 
And new create his fault ? 
lago. Alas, alas : 
It is not honeſty in me to ſpeake ; 
\W hat I have ſcene and knowne. You ſhall obſerve him, 
And his owne courſes will denote him fo, 
That I may fave my ſpeech: do but go after 
And marke how he continnes. 


Le. Iam forry that Iam deceiu'd in him. Fxeune, 


Scaena Secunda. 


Enter Othells,a*d Emilia 


Othe, You have ſcene nothing then ? 

£ mil. Nor ever heard : nor ever did fu{pct. 

Othe. Yes, you have ſecne (aſſio, and ſhe together, 

Emil, But then I ſaw no harme: and then I heard, 
Each ſyllable that breath made up betweene them, 

Othe, What? Did they never whiſper? 

Emil, Never my Lord. 

Otbe. Nor ſend you out o'th* way ? 

e/£mil. Never, 

Othe. Toferch her Fan, het Gloves,her mask,nor no- 

v£44. Never my Lord, (thing ? 

Othe. That's lirange. 

«£m. I durſt (my Lord) to wager, ſhe is honelt ; 
Lay downe my Soule as ſtake : It you thinke other, 
Remove your thought. It doth abuſe your boſomes, 

If any wretch have pur this in your head, 


Let Heaven requite it withthe Serpents curſe, 


| Whoarr fo lovely faire, and ſane 1''ſt fo liweere, | 


There's no azan happy, The purelt of cheir Wives 
Isfoule as Slander. 

Othe. Bid her come hither : go. . 
She faiesenough : yet ſhe's a ſimple Baud 
That cannor fay as much. This is a ſubtle Whore : 
A Clofle: Locke and Key of Villanous Secrets, 
And yet [hc kncele, and pray : I have fcenc her do't. 


| 

| 

For.it ſhe be nor honeſt, chalte and, true, | 
Exut eEmnitd. | 

| 

| 


Ent:r Deſdemona, and Emilia. 


Def. My Lord, what is your will ? 
Othe. Pray you Chucke come hither. 
Def. What is your pleafure ? | | 
Oth. Let me {ce your cycs :; looke in my face. 
Def. What horrible Lancie's this ? 
Oth. Some of y our Funtion Millris : 
Leave Procreants alone, and ſhut the doore : 
Cough,or cry lim ; if any body come ; 
Your Mytitery, your Myſtery; Nay diſpatch. Exit /Em. 
Def. Vpon wy knee, whar doth your ſpeech import? 
I underſtand a Fury in your words. | 
Orhe. Why ? Whatortthou ? 
Def. Your wife my Lord : your true and loyall wite, } 
Othefo. Come twearc it : damne thy telte, being like | 
one of Heaven , the divells themfelves ſhould feare to |} 
ceaze thee. Therefore bee double damn'd - fweare thou 
art honeſt. 
Def. Heaven doth truely know it. 
Othe, Acaventrucly knowes, that thou art falſe as hell. 
Def. To whom my Lord ? 
With whom ? How am I fallc ? 
Othe, Ah Deſdemon, away away away. | 
Def. Atasthe heavy day : why do you weepe ? | 
Aml the motivef thcle teares my Lord ? 
lf happely you my Father doſuſpeR, 
An lnſtrnment of this your calling backe, 
Lay not your blame on me : if you have lott hiay, 
I haveloſt him too, 
Othe, Had it pleas'd Heaven, 
Totry me with Afition, had they rain'd 
All kind of Sores, and Shames on my barc-head : | 
Steep'd me inpoverty tothe very lippes. 
Given to Captivitie,me and my utmoſt hopes. 
I ſhould aave found in ſome place of my Soulc 
A drop of patience. Bur alas,to male me | 
The fixed Figure tor the rime of Scorne, | 
To point his flow, and moving finger ar. 
Yer could I beare that roo, well, very well : 
Bur there where | have garcerd up ary hcarr, 
Where either I mult live, or beare no life, 
The Fountaine from the which my curraatrunnes, 
Or elſe dries up: to be diſcarded thence, 
Or keepe it as a Ceſterne, for foule Toad-3 
To knot and gender in Turnethy complexioa there x 
Patience,thou youngand roſe-lipp'd Cherubin, 
I heere looke grim as hell. 
Def. 1 hope ay Lord eſteemes me honeſt, 
Othe, ON, as Sommer Flyes are in the Shambles, | 
That quicken even with blowing, Oh thou weed] 


That the Sence askes ar thee, 
Would thou had'ſt never bin borne. | | 
Def. Alas, what ignorant fin have I commited ? . | 
Othe. Was this faire Paper? This molt goodly Booke | 

Made to write Whore upon ? What commurted, 
_ Comp 
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| Committed? Oh, thoupublicke Commoner, 
| T ſhould make very Forges of my checkes, 
That would to Cynders burne up Modeltie, 
- Did 1 but ſpeake thy deedes. What committed ? | 
Heaven ſtoppes the Noſe at it, and the Moone winks ; 
| The baudy winde that kiſſes all it mectes, 
Is huſh'd within the hollow Myne of Earth 
And willnot hear*t. W hat commitcd ? 
Def. By Hcaven you do me wrong. 
Othe. Arenot you a Strumpct ? 
Def. No,asI am a Chriſtian, 
Ifto preſerve this veſle!l for my Lord, 
From any other foule unlawtull roach 
Be not to be a Strumper, I am none. 
Othe, What, not a Whore ? 
Def. No, as 1 ſhall be fav'd, 
Othe. Ist poſſible ? 
De/. Oh Heaven forgive us. * 
Othe. Icry you mercy then. 
I tooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. You Miltris, 
Enter «A mulia, 
That have the othce oppoſite to Saiut Peter, 
And keepesthe gate 5t hell. You, you: Iyou. 
We have done our courſe: there's mony tor your paines: 
I pray you turne the key and keepe our couulaile, Exit, 
e/Emil. Alas, whatdo'sthis Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you Madam 2 how do you my good Lady ? 
Def. Faith, halte a lcepc. rg 
e/£ewn. Good Madam, 
What's the matter with my Lord ? 
Def. With whom? 
e/Emul, Why, with my Lord, Madam ? 
Def. Whois thy Lord ? 
e/Emil. Hethat is yours, {weet Lady. 
Def. I have none ; do not talke to me, e/Emise, 
I cannot weep ; nor an{weres have 1 none, 
But what ſhould go by water. Prythce to night, 
Lay on my bed my wedding ſheetes, remember, 
And call thy hasband hither. 
e/Emil. Hceere's a change indecd. Exit. 
Def. *Tis mcetc 1 ſhould beus'dto : very meete. 
How have I bin behav'd, that he might ſiicke 
The ſmall'i!t opinion 0a wy lcalt miſuſe ? 


[ 


Enter Tago, and eAEmilia. 
Tigo. What is your plcature Madam ? 
How ts with you / 
Def. I cannot tell : thoſe that doe teach your Babes 
| Doe 1t with gentle mcanc+, and cefie raskes, 
He might have chid mc io : for in good faith 
| I ama Child tochiding., 
lago. What isthe mater Lady * 
emi. Alas(/1go) my Lord hath fo bewhor'd her, 
| Throwne {uch diſpight, anJ heav:e termes upon her 
| That true hearts cannot ber it, 
| Def. Aml that name, /ago? 
| Jane, What name (taire Lady?) 
\. -Deſ.- Such as ſhe {aid my Lord did ſay I was, 
| Emu, He call'd her whore: a Begger in hisdrinke : 
Couid not have laid ſuch rtermes upon his Calict. 
{ Jage. Why did h: fo? ; 
| De,. T do not know : I am ſure Iamnoneſuch. 


Iago. Do not weepe, do not weepe : alas the day. 
Emil. Hath ſhe fortooke {o many Noble Matches? 
Her Farher ? And her Country 2 Aad her Friends ? 


; Tobecall'd Whore? Would it not make one weepe ? 
Def. Ir is my wretched Fortune. 
lags. Beſhrew him for't: 
| How comesthis Tricke upon him ? 
Def. Nay, Heaven doth know, = 
e/£m1, 1 will be hang'd, if ſome cternall Villaine, 
| Some buſic and inſinuating Rogue, 
| Some cogging, cozcning Slave to get ſome Office, 
| Has not divis'd this Slander: I will be hang'd elle. 
| Jago. Fie, there isnoſuch man : it is impoſſible, 
| Def. If any ſuch there be, Heaven pardon him, 
e Emil. A halter pardon him : 
And hell gnaw his bones, 
Why ſhould he call ber Whore? 
| Who keepes her company ? 
VW hat Place > What Time? 
VV hat Forme? What liklyhood ? 
The Moore's abus'd by foe moſt villanous Knave, 
Some baſe notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fellow. 
| Oh heavens,that ſuch companions thou'ditunfold, 
And put inevery honeſt hand a whip 
Tolaſh the Raſcall naked throughthe world, 
Even from the Eaſt to th'Weſt. 
lags, Speake witkin doore, 
mil. Oh fic upon them : ſome ſuch Squire he was 
| That turn'd your wit, the ſeamy-lide withour, 
' And made you to ſuſpect me with the Moore. 
| lago. You area Foole : go to. 
Def. Alas Tags. 
W hat ſlall Ido to win my Lord againe ? 
Good Friend, go to him : for by this light of Heaven, 
| I know not how I loſt him, HcerclI kneele: 
If cre my will did treſpaſſe *gainſt his Love, 
Either in diſcourſe of thought, or atuall deed, 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Eares, or any Sence 
| Delightcd them : or any other Forme. 
' Or tht I donot yet, and ever did, 
And ever will, (though he do ſhake me off 
To beggcrly divorcement) Love him deerely, 
Comfort torſweare me. Vokindneiſe may do much, 
And his unkindnefſe may defeat my life, 
But nevertaynt my Love. I cannotſay Whore, 
It do's abhore me now I ſpeake the word, 
To doe the AR, that might the addition carne, 
Not the worlds Maſle of vanitic could make me. 
lage. Ipray yoube content: *tis but his humour : 
The bulineſſ of the State do's him offence, 
Deſ.. It "twere no other, 
[ago. Itisbutſo, I warrant, 
Hearke how theſe Inſtruments ſummon to ſupper : 
The Meſſenger of Venice ſtates the meate; 
Goin, and weepe not: all things ſhall be well. | 
Exennt Deſdemona and Emilia 


Emer Rogorigo. 
| How now Rodorige ? 
Rod. I donot finde 
That thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 
[ago. W hat in the contrary ? : 
Roderi. Every day thou detts me with ſome device [ago 
and rather as it ſcemes to menow , keep'lt from me all 
conveniencie, then ſupplictt me with the leaſt advantage 
 ofhope : I will indeed no longerendure it. Nor am I yet 
perſwaded to put upin peace , what already I have foo- 
liſhly ſuffred. 
lago. Will you heare ee Rodorigo ? 
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Rogers, 1 | 


you v 


the Moore of Venice, 


| Bock I have heard too much : and your words and | 


Performances are no kin together. 

Lage. You charge me molt unjuſtly. 

Reds. With naught but truth 3 I have waſted my felfc 
outof my meanes. The lewels you have had from me 
rodeliver Deſdemona, would balfe have corrupted a Vo- 
rariit. Y ou have told me ſhe hath receiv'd them, and re- 
curn'd me expetations and comforts of ſodaine reſpect, 
and acquaintance, bnr I inde none. 

lage. Well, goe to : very well. 


Red. Very well, goe to : 1 cannot goe to, (man) nor | 
tis not very well. Nay I think it is ſcurvy : and begtnto | 


find my fcltefopt 11 ir. 

lage, Very well. 

Rods. I tejl you, tis not very well: I will make my 
ſclfe knowne to Deſdemons. If (he will returne me my 
lewels, I will give over my Suit, and repent 1ny unlaw- 
full ſolicitation. It nor, aſſure your ſelfe, I will ſceke 
fatisf4Rion of you. 

lage, You have ſaid now. ; 

Red. T, and (aid nothing but what I proteſt intendment 
of doing. 

Iago. Why, now Ice theres mettle in thee : andeven 
from this inſtant doe build on thee a better opinion thea 
ever before : give me thy hand Roderige. Thou haſt taken 
againſt mea moſt juſt exception : bur yet | proteſt 1 have 
dealt molt direRly in thy Aﬀaires 

Rod. It hath not appear'd. 

[age. I grant indced it hath not appear'd : and your 
ſuſpition is not without wit and judgement. But Rodori- 
go, if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which I have greater 
rcaſon to beleeve now thenever (I meane purpoſe, Cou- 
rage, and Yalour) thisnight ſhew it. If thou the next 
night following cnjoy not De/demons, take me from this 
world with Treachery, and deviſe Engines for my lite. 

Red. Well : what 1s it ? 1s it within reaſon and com- 
palle ? 

[ago. Sir, there is cſpeciall Commiſſion come from 
Venice to depute Caſſio in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is thattrue ? Why then Othello and Deſiemona re- 
turne againe to Venice. 


— 


 ScanaTerta, 
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Enter Othello, Lodovico, Deſdemona, «Amilia, 
and Attendants. 


Lea.I doe belcech you Sir,trouble your (elte no further 
Oth. Oh pardon me : twill doe me good to walke. 
od. Madam, good night : 1 humbly thanke your Lady- 
Deſ. Your honor is molt welcome. (thip, 
| Oth, Will you walke Sir ? Oh Deſdemona. 

' Beef. My Lord, 

Oth. Gert you to bed on th'inſtant, I will be return'd 
forth with : diſmiſſe your Attendant there : look'r bee 
done. Exit, 

Def. 1 will my Lord. 

Ems. How goes it now?he lookes gentler then he did. 

Def. Helayes he will returne incontinent, * 

And hath commanded me to goc to bed, 
And bid me todiſmiſſe you. 

eZ ul, Diſmiſle ae ? 

Def. It «as his bidding: therefore good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adicu, 

We muſt not now diſpleaſe him. ' 

e/Exml. I would you had never ſcene him. 

Def. So would not I : my love doth ſoapprove him, 
That even his ſtubbornefle, his checks, his frownes, 
(Prethee un-pin me ) have grace ond favour. 

Emw.l have laid thoſe Sheetes you bad me on the bed. 

Deſ.Alls one : good Father, how fceliſh are our minds? 
It I doe dye beferethce, prethce ſhrowd mc | 
la one of theſe fame Shectes., 

e/Emil, Come, come : you talke. 

De/. My Mother had a Maid calld Barbers, 

She wasin love : and he ſhe lov'd prov'd mad, 

And did forlake her. She had a Song of W1llough, 
An old thing twas : but it expreſs'd her Fortune. 
And ſhedy'd ſinging it. T hat Song tonigh 


t 


[ago. Oh no : he goes into Mauritania and taketh a» | 


way with hun the taire Deſd+mona, unleile his abode be | 


lingred heere by ſome accident . W herein none can de 10 
determinate, as the removing of Caſſts, ' 
Red. How doe you mcane removing him ? 


knocking out his braines. 

Red. Andthat you would have me to doe. 

Lago, 1 : if you dare doe your (eltea profit, and a right. 
Heſups to night with a Harlotry : and thirher will, Il goc 
to him. He knowes not yet of his honorable fortune, it 
you will watch his going thence (which I will faſhion 
to fall out berweene twelve and one) you may take him 
& your pleaſure. I will be ncereto fecond your Atrempt, 
and he ſhall fall berweenc us. Come, ſtand not amaz'd at 
it, but goc along with me : 1 will ſhew you ſuch a necel« 
lity in his Kehoe you ſhall thinke your {#lfe bound to 
put it on him. It isnow high lupper time : and the night 
growesto'waſt. Abour it. 

Red. 1 will heare further reaſon for this, 

lago. And you ſhall bc latishi'd, 


Exennt. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


; This Lodevico is a 
lage. Why,by making him uncapable of Orhelto's place: | 


Will not goe trom my mind : I have _ 
But to goe hang my head all at one fide 
And ſing it like poore Barbera: prethee diſpatch, 

Emil, Shall 1 goe ferch your Night-gowne? 

Def. No, un-pia me here, 

roper man. 

Emil. Avery ns," ou mat. 

Deſ. He fpeakes well. 

e/Emil. I knowa Lady in Venice would have walk'd 
barefoot to Paleſtine fora touch of his neither lip. 

Deſe The poore Soule ſat ſinging by a Sicamonr irce. 
Sing alba greene Willong b , 
Her hand on her boſome,her bead on her knee, 
Sing Willough, illough, Wilowgh. 
The freſh Streames ran by ber, and mwrmwr'd her moenes 


to doe, 


Sing Willough, &c. 
Her ſalt teares fell from her, and ſoftned the 5tones, 
Sing Willongh, &c. 


(Lady by theſe) 
Willowgh, V «owgh, (Prethce highthee, hele come anon) 
Sing all a Willough muſt be my Garland. 
Let no Fx, "roam 4 ſcorne | approve. 
(Nay thatsnotnext, Hearke, whois't that knockes ? 
e/Emil, Its the wind. 
Def. 1 calld my Love falſe Love : but what ſaid he then ? 
Smg Willowgh, cc. 
If I court wo women, yow'le conch with mo men. 
yy 
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So get thee gone, good night : mine eyes doc itch : 
Doth that boade weeping s 
e/E£mmil. Tis neither heere, nor there, 
Def. I have hcard it ſaid to, O theſe Men, thele men / 
Dolt thou in conſcience thinke (tell me e/Emulsn ) 
That there be women doc abulc theu husbands 
Inſuch groflc kind ? 
e/Emul. There beſcme ſuch, no queſtion. 
Deſ. Wouldſt thou doe ſuch a deed for all the world : 
e/£woul. Why, would not you ? 
Deſ No, by this heavenly light, 
e/£muil. Nor l neither, by this heavenly light. 
| I might doo'tas well ith'darke. 
Def, Wouldit thou doe ſuch a deed for all the world? 
e/£wil, The woridsa buge thing : 
It 5a great price, for a {mall vice. 
Def. latrothlI thinkc thou world ft nor. 
eEmil. introth I thinke I ſhould, and undoo't when 
I had done. Marry, I would not doc ſuch a thing for a 
jaynt Ring, nor for meaſures of Lawne,nor for Gownes, 
Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any pctty extubition. Bur for 
all the © hole world: why,who would not make her hus- 
banda Cuctold, to make him a Monarch? ſhould ven- 
ture Purgatory for't. ; 
De/. Beſhrew me, if I would doc ſuch a wrong 
Forthe whole world, 
eAfmil. Why the wrong, is but a wrong ith'world; 
and having the world for your lab@ur, tis a wrong in 
your owne world, and you might quickly make it r1ghc, 
Deſ I doe not thinke there is amy ſuch woman. 
e/Emil. Yes, a dozen: and as many toth*vantage, as 
would ſtore the world they plaid for. 
Burt I dot thinke it is their huasbands faults 
If Wives doe fall : (Say, that they ſlacke their dutics, 
And powre our Treaſures into forraigne laps ; 
Orelie breake out in peeviſh Icalouſics, 
Throwing reftraint upon us : Or fay they ſtrike us, 
Or ſcant our former having in deſpight ) 
Why we have galles ; and though we have ſome Grace, 
Yet have we ſome Revenge. Lect husbands kaow, 
Their wives have ſenſe like them : They ſce, and ſmell, 
Aud bave their Palats both for ſweet, and ſowre, 
As husbands have. Whar is it that they doe 
W hen they change us for others ? Is ir Sport ? 
I thinkeit 1s : and doth Aﬀettion breed it ? 
I thinke 1t doth. Tst frailty that thus erres? 
It is fo toc. And have not we affeRtions ? 
Deſires for Sport ? and frailty, as men have ? 
Then lct them ufe us well : cl{c let them know, 
The illes we doe, their 1lles 1n{trut us to. 
Deſ. Good night, good night : 
Heaven we {uch uſes {cnd, . 
Not to picke bad, frem bad ; but by bad, mend. Exemnt. 


Aus Quintus. Scana Prima, 


| Enter Tago, and Rodorigo. 

Iago. Heere, ſtand behind this Barke, 
Straight will he come : 
Weare thy good Rapier bare, and put it home : 
Quicke, quicke, teare-nothiag ; Ile be at thy Elboyw, 
It makes us, or it marres us, thinke on that, 
And fixc molt firme thy Retolutionz 


: 
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| Rod, Oh wretched Villaine, 


Y _— 


| Give me ſome helpe. 


| Thy Bcd luſt-ſtain'd, hall with Luſts blood be ſported. 


_— — 2 —_—_— 


Rod. Be ncere at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
lag». Heere, at thy hand : Bchold,and take thy ſtand. 
Rod. I have no great devotion tothe deed, 
And yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſons : 
Tis bur a man gone. Forth my Sword : he dyes. 
lago. I have rub'd this yong Quat almoſt to the ſenſe, 
And he growes angry. Now, whether he kill Caſs, 
Or Caſio him, or cach doe kill the other, 
Every way wakes my gaine. Live Kodorigo, 
He calles me toa reſtitution large 
Ot gold, and 'ewels, thatI bob'd from him, 
As gitts to Deſdemona. 
} It muſt not be : if Cofſio oe remain, 
He hath adayly beauty in his life, 
That makes me ugly : and belides, the Moore 
May unfold me to him : ther eſtand I in much perill ; 
No, he mult dye. But fo, I heare him comming. 
Emer Caſſio. 
Rod. T know his gate, tis he : Villaine thou dyeſt. 
Ca/. Thartbruſt had beene mine enemy indeed, 
But that my Coate 1s better then thou knowk :; 
I will make proofe of thine. 
Rod, Oh, I am lane. 
Ca/. I2m maym'd tor ever : 
Hclpe hoa : Murther, murther. * 
Enter Othello, 
Oth. The voyce of (ſſo, lags keepes his word, 
Red. O Villaine that I am. SF 
Oib, Itiscven ſe. 
Caf. Oh helpe hoa : Light, a Surgeon. 
Oth. Tis he : O brave ago, honelt, and juft, 
That haft ſuch Noble ſenſe of thy friends wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, ;your deere lyes dead, 
And your unbleſt Fate highes : Strumper I come; 
For oft my heart, thoſe Charmes thine Eyes, are blotted. 


Exu Othele. 
Enter Lodovico and Gratiano, 
Caſ: What hoa ?no Watch? No paſſage ? 
Murther, Maurther. 
Gra. T1s ſome miſchance, the yoyce is very direfull.” 
Ca/. Oh helpe. 
, Ledo, Hearke. 


Led. Two or threegroanc. Tis heavy night ; 
Theſe may be counterfets : Lets thinkt unſafe 
Tocome into the cry, without more helpe. 

Red. Nobody come : then ſhall I bleed to death» 


Enter [ ago. 
Lod. Hearke. 
Gra. Heres one comes in his ſhirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. 


lago. Whosthere? 

' W hoſe noyſc isthis that cryes out murther ? 

Lode. We doe not know, 

Iago, Doe not you hearc a cry ? 

Cf. Heere, heere : tor beaven ſake helpe me. 
lego. W hats the matrer ? | 

| Gra, This is Othello's Ancient, as I rake it. 

Leads. The fame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
[age, W hat arc you heere, that cry ſo greevoully ? 


Caſ. [ago Oh Iam ſpoy!'d, undone by Villaines : 


Iago Orme, Licutenant ! 
W hat Viliaines have done this? | 
Caf. I thinke that one of them is heereabour, 
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And cannot make away. 
lage, Oh treacherous Villaines : 
W hat are you there ? Come in, and give ſome belpes 
Rod. O kelpe me there. 
Ca«/ſi. Thats oneofthem. $7 
lago, Oh murd'rous Slave! O Villaine! _ 
Ked. O damn'd lags! Oinhumanc Dogge - 
lago. Kill men ith darke ? 
W here be theſe bloody Theeves ? 
How ſilent is this Towne ? Hoa, murther, murthcrs 
W hat may yoube ? Are you of good, or evill ? 
Led. As you ſhall prove us, prailc us. 
[ago. Signor Lodovwico. 
Led He Sir. 7 
lags. I cry you mercy : heres Caſſio hurt by Yillaines: 
Gra, Coſſo? 
lago. How ist brother ? 
Caſſi. My Legge 1s cut in two. 
[age. Marry heaven forbid ; : 
Light Gentlemen, ile bind it with wy (hurt. 
Emer Bianca. 
Bien, W hat is the matter hoa ? Who ist that cryd ? 
[ago. Who ist that cry'd ? 
Bran, Oh my deere Caſſio, | 
My ſweet Caſſio: Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſio. _ 
lago. O notable Strumpet. Caſſis, may you ſuſpect 
W ho they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you? 
(aft. Ng 
Gra. lata forry to find youthus ; 
I have beene to {ceke you. : | 
lago. Lend mea Garter. So : . —Ohtor a Chairc 
To beare him cafily hence. 
Zs4n, Alas be faints.Oh { aſſio, ( «ſſio, Caſſio. 
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ago. Gentlemenall, I doe tuſpect this Trath 
To be a party 1 thismurie. 
Paticnce awhile, good Cafſte. Come,come ; 
Lend me a Light : know werthis tace, or no ? 


| Alas my triend, and wy deere Countrymagn 


Rodrigo? No : Yes turc: Yea, tis Rogerige, 
Gra. What, of Venice ? 
Lage. Evcn he Sir : Did you know him ? 
Gra. Know him? I, 
Lage. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentle pardon : 
Theſe bloody accidems mult excute my,Manners, 
That ſo neglected you. 
Gra. Iam gladto ce you. | ; 
Iago. How doe you Cafſio? Oh, a Claire, a Chaire, 
Gra. Roderigo ? 
ago, He, he,tis he: 
Oh thats wellfaid, the Chaire. 
Some good man beare him carctully ti: om hence, 
[le ferch the Generalls Surgeon. For you Miltris, 
Save you your labour. He tharlyes (laine heere ({ ſo) 
Was my decre friend. What malice was betweene you? 
Caſſi» None in the world : nor doe I know the man? 
[age. What looke you pale? Oh beare him our oth Ayre. 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miſtris? 
Doe you perccive the gaſtneſle of her eye ? 
Nay ,it you (tare, we ſhall heare more anon» 
Behold her well : I pray you looke upon her : 
Doe you fce Gemlemea? Nay, guiltinefie will ſpeake 
Though tongues were out ot ule. 
e/E£mnt, Alas, what is the matter ? 
What isthe matter, husband ? 
[1g0. Caſſiohath heere bin ſet on in the darke 


= 


By Reaerigo, and Fellowes that are (cap'd : 


| Hes almoſt ſlaine, and Redersgoquire dead. 


e/Emil. Alas good Gentleman : alas good (afſs. 
[age. This is the truits of whoring. Prethee e/Emibie, 


| Goc know of Caſſio where he ſupt to night. 
| What doe you ſhake at that ? * 


- m—_ _ 


Bran, He fupt at my houſe, but I therefore ſhake not. 
lago. Odid heto ? | charge you goe with mes 

e/E mil. Oh fic upon thee Serumper. 

Bar. 1 am no SKrumpert, but of life as honelt, 


| As ye-u that thus adute me. 


e/Emsl. ASI? rye uponthecs 

lago, Kind Gentlemen: 
Lets goc {ce poore Caſio dreſt. 
Come Miſtris, you mutt te!s another Tale. 
e/Era, ran y outo the Ciuttadell, 
And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath happ'd : 
Will you goe o0natore ? This isthe night 


That either makes megor foredoes me quite. Exe, 
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Scena Secunda. 
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Enter Othello, and Deſdemona un her bed. 


Oth, It is the Cauſe, it is the Cauſe (my toule) 
Let inc not name it to you, you chaite Starres, 
[tis the Cauſe. Yet ile not thed her blood, 

Nor f{carre that whuter $kin of hers, then Snow, 
And (moothas Monumentall Alablaſter : 

Yer (he mult dye, elſe ſhe*l betray more men : 
Put out the Light, and theu pur our the Light : 

It I quenchthee, thou flaming Minilter, 
[ can againe thy former light reſtore, 
Should I repegt me. Bur once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunnin8ſt Patterne of excelling Nature, 

| know not where is that Fromethear heate 

Tat canthy Lightre-Lume. 

\V hen | have piuck'd thy Roſe, 

] cannot give it vitall growth againe, 

[t needes muſt wither Ile ſincll thee on the Treel 
Oh Baimy breach, that doſt almo(t perſix ade 

lultice tobreake her Sword, One more, one more z 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love the after. One more, and thats the lalt, 
So {weet, was nc'relo farali. I mult weepe, 
Burthceyare cruell Teares : 1 his forrows heavenly, 
It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 

Def. Whe'sthere ? Othells ? 

Oth. I Deſdemma, 

Deſ. Will you come to bed, tny Lord ? 

Oth. Have you pray'd tonight, De/demon / 

Def. 1 my Lord. 

Oth. If you bethinke your ſelte of any Crime 
Vnreconcil'das yet to heaven, and Grace, 

Solicite for it (traighr. 

Def. Alacke, my Lord, 
What may you meane by that? 

Oth, Well, doe it,and be briefe, I will walke by ? 
I would not killchy unprepared Spirit, 

No, (Heavens fore-tend) I would not kill thy ſoulc, 

Def. Talke you of killing ? 

Oth, I, Idoe. 


j 
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Deſ. Then Heaven have mercy on mce. 
"yy 2 


Y—_— — —— _— —__— 


-- 


i 
— "—_ 
_ EE" "On" CO 


w— e_— 


—— _— — 


_ Oth\ 


356 


The Tragedy of Othello 


Oth. Amen, with all my heart. ; 

Def. If you ſay 10, I hope you will not kill me, 

Oth. Humb. 

Def. And yctI feare you : for you're fatall then 
W hen your eycs rowle to. * 

W hy | ſhouid feare, I know not, 

Since guiltineſle I know not : But yet I feele Iteare, 
Oth, Thinke on thy linnes, 

Deſ. They arclove I beare to yous 
Oth. I, and for that thou dy'ſt . 
Deſ. That deaths unaturall, that kils for loving. 

Alas, hy gnaw you ſo your nerher-lip ? 

Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very frame : 

Thefe are porrtents : but yet | hope, | hope, 

They doe not point on me. 

Oth,. Peace, and be ſtill. 
Def. 1 will ſo ; Whats the matter ? 
Oth. That Handkerchiefc 

Which I fo loy'd, and gave thee, thou gau'lt to Caſſis, 
Def. No by my life, and ſoule ; ſend tor the man, 

And aske him. 
Oth. Sweet ſoule, rake heed, take heed of Perjury, 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. 1, but not yct to dye, 
Oth. Prelently. 

Therefore confeſſe thee freely of thy ſranc : 

Fer to deny each Article with Oath, : 

Cannot remove, nor choake the ſtrong Conception 

That I doe grone yithall. Thouart to dyc. 

De/. Oh heaven have mercy on mc- 
Oth, I fay, Amens 
Def. And have you mercy too. I never did 

Offend you in my life : never lov*d-Caſfo, 

But with ſuch gencrail warranty of heaven, 

AST might love. Inever gave him Token. 

Oth, By heaven 1 ſaw my Handkerchiefe inshand. 

O periur'd woman, thou doſt ſtone my heart, 

And makefſt mecall, what 1 intcnd to doe 

A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice. 

I faw the Handkerchitc, 

Def: He found it then : 
I never gave it him ; Scnd tor him hither ; 
Let him conteſica truth. 

Orb. He hath confeit: 

Deſ. What my Lord ? 

Oth. That he hath vs'd thec. 

Def. How ? unlawtully ? 

gh, 1. 

De/. He will not ſay 10. 

Orh. No : his mouth is ſtopp'd : 

Honeſt 7470 hath tanc order tort. $32 
Deſ. Oh, my teare interprets. W hatis he dead ? 
Oth. Had all his haires bin lives, my great Revenge 

Had ſtomacke torthemall. 

Def. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 
Oth. Our Strumpet:weep'ſt thou tor him to my face 3 


| Def. Obaniſh me, my Lord, but kill me not, 


Oth. Downe Stramper. 

Def. Kill me romorrow, let me live tonight. 
Oth. Nay, if you ſtrive. 

Def. But halfe an houre. 

Orb. Being done, there 1s no pawc. 

Def. But whileI ſay one praycr. , 

| Oth, Itistoolate, 


_ Smothers her. 
Emilia at the deore, 


| Emil. My Lord, my Lord ? W hat hoa ? 


| To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all; 
| 


| My Lord, my Lord. | 
Oth.\W hat noiſe is this? Not dead ? not yet quite dead 
I that amcrucll, am yet mercifull, 
ow -"_z not have thee linger inthy paine ? 
lo. | 
e/Emil. within, \W hat hoa ? my Lord, my Lord ? 
' Oth. Whosthere? 
| e£ml, Ohgood my Lord, 1 would ſpeake a word 
| with you. 
' Oth. Yes: tis e/£mili : by and by. Shes dead. 
| Tislike the comes to ſpeake of Caſio: death ; 
The noiſe was high. Hah, no morc mooving ? 
Stiflasthe Grave. Shall ſhe come in ? Wert good ? 
I thinke ſhe ſtirresagaine. No, whats beſt rodoe ? 
If ſhe come in, ſhell ſure ſpeaketo my wife : 
| My wife, my Wife : what wite ?I have no wife. 
| Oh inſupportable | Oh heavy houre ! 
Me thinkes, it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe 
Of Sunne, and Moone : and that th'affrighted Globe 
Did yawneat Alteration. 
e/Emil. I doe beſcech you 
That I may fpeake with you. Oh good my Lord. 
Oth. 1 had forgot thee : oh come ine mil14. 
Sott, by and by, let me the Curtaincs draw, 
Where art thou ? Whats the matter with thee now ? 
E nter e/Amalta. 
F eLmil. Oh my good Lord , yondcrs toule Murthers 
ONC. - 
Oth. What 2now? 
e/£mi. Butnow, my Lord, 
Oth. Itis the very crror of the Moone, 
She comes more neerer Earth then ſhe was wont, 
And makes men mad. 
e-/Emil, Caſſio, my Lord, hath killd 


| Ayoung Venetian, calld Rodorige, 


Oth. Rodorage killd ? and Coſſio killd ? 
e/E£mil, No, Caſſio is not killd. 
| Oth. Not Cafſis killd? Then Murthers out of tune, 
And {weet Revenge growes harſh. 
| Def. Ofalſtly, falſely murder'd. 
Emil. Alas | what cry is that ? 
Oth. That? What ? 
| e/£mil, Out, andalas, that was my Ladies voyce, 
| Helpe, helpe hoa, helpe, Oh Ladic (peake againe, 
; Sweet Deſaemonae, oh (weet Miſtris, ſpcake. 
| Def. Aguiltleſle death Idye.” 
| e/£mil. Oh who hath done this deed ? 
| Def. Nobody : I my ſeife, farewell : 


Oth. Why how ſhould ſhe be murdred ? 
e/Emmid. Alas : who knowes ? 
Oth. You hearc her ſay her (clfe, it wasnot I. 
£mril. She (aid ſo: 1 muſt needs report the truth. 
Oth. Shes like a Lyar gone to burning hell, 
Twas I that killd ber. 
eAoril. Oh the more Angell ſhe, and y6u the blacker 
Divell, 
Oth. She turn'd to folly : and ſhe wasa whore. 
Em. Thou doſt bely hcr, and thou art adivell. 
Oth. She was falſe as water, 
e/£mdl. Thou art raſh as fire, to (ay 
That ſhe was falſe. Oh ſhe was heavenly true, 
Oth. Caſſio did top her : Aske thy husband clic, 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth 1n hell : 
But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 


þ kin _ w—_ 


—_— 


IR — 
— 


Commend me to my kind Lord : oh farewell. T 
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e/£xnl. My busband ? : 
Oth. Thy husband. 
mil. That ſhe was falſe to Wedlocke ; 
Oth. I, with Caſio: had ſhe bin true, 
If heaven would make me fuch another world, 
Of one entyre and perte&t Chryſolite, 
11d not have ſold her for it. 
e/Emil. My husband ? 
Oth. I, twas he that told me on ber firſt, 
An honeſt man he is, and hates the ſlime 
That itickes on filthy deeds, 
Em. My husband ? 
Oth. Whar needs this iterance, Woman? 
I fay, thy husband. 
e/Emil, Oh Miltris, 
Vilany hath made mockes with love : 
My husband fay ſhe was falle ? 
Oth. He, woman ; 
I ſay thy husband: Doſt underſtand the word ? 
My friend, thy husband ; boneſt, honeſt ago. 
Em. It he ſay ſo, may his pernicious Saule 
Rot halfea graine a day : he lyes to th'hearr, 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy Bargaine. 
Oth. Hah? 
eEmal, Doc thy worlt : . | 
Thisdeede of thine 1s no mor e worthy heaven, 
Then thou waſt worthy her. 
Oth, Peace, you were belt. 
ems. Thou haſt not ha!ferhat power to dot me 
AsI have tobe hurt. Oh gull, oh dolr, (harme 
As ignorant as durt : thou halt done a deed 
(1 care not for thy Sword) lie make thee knowne, 
Though I loſt ewenty lives, He'pe, heipe, hoa, helpe : 
The Moore hath k1ill'd my Maitrts. Murther,urthere 


Enter Montans, Gratiano, and Iago. 


Moan, W hat is the matter ? How now general? 
Emil, Oh, are you come, [ago : you have done well, 
That men avilt lay their Mar thers on your necke. 
Gra. What 15the matter ? 
/Emgl. Diſprove rhis Viilaine, if thoube'ſt a man, 
He fayes, thou tol4ſt him that hrs wite was falſe : 
I know thou didit not : thou'rt-got lucha Villaine. 
Speake, tor my heart is full. 
age, I told him w hatl thought, 
Andtold no more 
Then what he found himfelfe was apt, and true. 
e/£ml. But did you ever tell him, 
She was falic ? 
age. I did. 
Emil. Youtold a Lye, an odious damned Lye: 
Vpon my.foule, « Lye ;a wicked Lye. 
Shee falſe with { aſ1o? 
Did you fay with Caſſis ? 
lags, With Caſio, Miſtris, 
Goe to, charme your tongue. 
eAmil, | will not charme my Tongue ; 
[ am bound tofſpeake, 
My Miitris hcere lyes murthered in her bed. 
Al. Oh heavens, forctend, | 
e/£mil. And your reports have ſet the Murder on. 
0th, Nay ſtare not Maſters, 
It is true indecd. 
Gra. T1Sa ſtrange Truth. 
Mont. O monitrous Att. 


Ami, Villany, villany, villany : 
Ithinke upont, 1 thinke: I ſ{mei't : O Villany : 
I thoughe fo then : Ile kill my elfe tor gricte, 
O villany | villany ! ' 
14go. \V hat, are youmad? 
I charge you get you home. 
eEmul. Good Gentiemen,let me have leave to ſpeake: 
Tis proper 1 obey him ; but net now : 
Perchance /ago, I wiilnerc goc home. 
Orh, Oh, oh, oh, 
emi, Nay, lay thee downe and roare : 
For thou haſt k illd the ſweere(t iunocent, 
That ere did lift up EYCs 
Oth. Oh ſhe was fowle | 
I {carle did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 
Whole breath (indeed ) thete hands bave newly ſtopp'd: 
I know this ate ſhewes horribleand grim, 
Gra, Poore De/aemon : 
L am glad thy father's dead, 
Thy Match was morcall co him ; and pure gricfe 
Shore h:s oldthred in ewaine. Did he Lve now, 
This fight would inake kim doe a deſperate turne ; 
Yea, curte his berter Angell from hus fide, 
And tall ro Reprobance. 
Oth. Ti: purtitull; bur yet /ago knowes, 
Thar ſhe with Caſio batli the act of ſhame 
A thoutand tuncs committed, Caſio conteſt it, 
And (he did gratific his amorous workes 
Wirth that Recognizance and pledge of Love 
Which 1 firſt gave her : I ſaw it in his hand: 
It wasa Handkerchicte, an Antique Token 
My father gave my Mother. 
e/Emil. Oh heaven | oh heavenly Powers / 
Isgo. Come, hold your peace. 
e/£mil. T will out, twill out. I peace ? 
No,1I will ſpeak? as libcrailasthe North , 
Let heaven, and Men, and divels, let them all, 
All, all, cry ſharnc againlt me, yer Ile ſpeake, 
lago, Be wile and get you home. 
e/E mil, I will not, 
Gre. Fye, your S\word upon a \Voman. 
e/£mod. Oh thou dull Moore, 
That Handkerchiefe thou ſpea\"it of 
I found by Fortune, and did give my husband ; 
For often, witha ſolemne earneltnefie, 
(More then indecd belong 'd to lucha Trifle) 
He begg'd of ae; to [tralc'r. 
lago. Villanous W hore. 
e/Emnl. She give it Caſio? NogalasT tound ic, 
AndI did giv'tmy busband, 
Lago. Filth, thou lycit. 
oEmal, By heaven I doe not, Idoe not Gentlemen : 
Oh murd'rous Coxcombe, what ſhould ſuch a toole 
Doe with {o good a witc, ? 
Oth, Arg there no itones in heaven, 
But what ſerves tor the Thunder ? 
Precious Vllame. 
Gre. The woman talles : 
Sure he hath killd his Wife, 
e/£Emal. I, 1; vh lay me by my Miſtris fide, 
Gra. Hes gone, but his wites kili'd. 
Afont. Tisa notorious Villaine: take you this weapon 
W hich I have recover'd from the Moore : 
| Come guard the doore without, let him not paſſe, 
Bat kill him rather. Ile after that ſame villaine, 
| For tis a damned Slave. E _ 
Ot. | 
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The Tragedy of Othell» 
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Orh. 1am not valiant neither : 
But every Puny whipſtcr gets my Sw ord. 
Bur why ſhould honor out-live honeſty ? 
Let irgocall. 
+AEmil, What did thy Song baad Lady ? 
Hearke, canſt thou beare me ? I will pl y the Swan, 
And dye in Muſicke : WGough, Wilongh, Wllough. 
Move, (he was chaſte : She lov'd chee, cruell Afoore: . 
So come my ſoule to bliſſe, as I ſpcake true ; - 
So {peaking as I thinke, alas, I dyc. 
Oth. 1 have another weapon in this Chamber, 
it was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice brookestewper : 
Oh heere it is : Vnkle I mult come forth. 
Gra. If thou at:emptit, it willcolt thee deere; 
Thou haſt no weapon, and pertorce mult lufter, 
Orb. Looke inupon me then, ang ſpeake with me, 
Or naked asI am I will aſſault thee. 
re, What is the matter ? 
Oth. Behold, I bave a weapon : 
Abecter never cid it feitc ſuſtaing 
V pon aSouldiers Thigh. 1 kave ſcene theday, 
That with this little Are, and this good Sword, 
I have made my way through more 1mpeciments 
Then entry tuncs your ſt 'P. But ( oh V anne boalt ) 
WW ho can controll histate? tis not to Now. 
Be net «Fia1d, though you doc tee me wrapond : 
Heere is my jourmies end, keerc is ny but 
And very Sea-mart e of my u:moſt vaile, 
Doe you goe backe diimaid ? T 1s 4 loit teare? 
Man bi:t a K uit agaii {t Orhe'ls $ breſt, 
And he retizes. V\ bere thould Oth &» goe ? 
Now : how doitrhov loc now ? oh ul-Starr'd wench, 
Palc as chy Siaocke : when we thall meete at compt, 
Thislooke ot thine will hurie my foule trom Heaven, 
And fiznds will ſnatch at it, Cold, culd, my Girlie ? 
Even like thy Challity. O curicd, curled Slave ! 
Whip me ye Divecls, 
From the poiſon of this heavenly (1ght ; , 
Blow mc about in windes, roaſt me in Sulphure, 
Waſh me in {teepe-downe gulfcs of Liquid fire, 
Oh Deſdemor ! dead Deſdemen ; dead. dead. Oh, oh ! 


_— 


Exrer Lodovico, Caſſio, Montano, ard Togo, 
with O fricers. 

Jod. Where isthis raſh, and moſt unfortunate man ? 

Oth, Thats he that was Othello ; hcere | am. 

Led. Where isthat Vipcr ? 
Briog the Vallaine torth, 

Oth, Tlooke downe towards bis feet ;but thats a fable, 
If that thou bceſt a divel), I cannor killthee- 

Led. Wrench his Sword from him. 

age. | blecd Sir, bur not kill'd 

Oth., I am not forry neither, 11d have thee live : 
For in my ſen{c, tis happincſle to dyc. 

Led. Oh thou Othello, that was once to good, 
Feline inthe pratle of a curled Save, 
Whart ihall be {aid to thre. 

Och. W hy any thing : 
\n honorable Murder, if you will : 
For roveht) did in hate, but ai! in Honor, 
Urs. This wreich hath part conteſt his Villany : 
D1d yor anu he coafent in Caſ/is's denh. Rl 

Oh, I. 
| Ca/. Decre Generall, 1 never gave you cauſe, 
[\ Orb. 170c belc e &, and | aske your purdon: 
| 
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\Wul you, I p ar, demand that demy-Divell, 


(Li 
| Richer thenall his Tribe : Of one, whoſe ſubdu'd Eycs, 


——— 


Why he hath thus cnſnar'd my ſoule and body. 
lag. Demand me nothing:what you know, you knoyy: | 
| From this time forth, I never will ſpeake word. 

Lod. What ? not to pray ? 

Gra, Torments will ope your lips. 

Orh. Well, thou dolt belt. 

Lod, Sir, 

You ſhail underſtand what hath bctalne, 

(Which, as Ithinke, you know net ) heere 18a Letter 
| Found in thepocket of the (laine Roderrgo, 

| And heere another, the one of them 1mporrs 

; Thedcathof Caſio, to be undertooke 

| By Roderrgo, 

| Och, OVillaine! 

| (ffi. Moſthcztheniſh, and moſt groſle, 

Log. Now, heeres another dilcontented paper 
Found in his pccket too : and this it ſeemes 
Roderigomcantt'bave {cnt this damned villaine ; 
But that (belike) ago inthe interim 
Came in, and tat!sh'd hims. 

Oth. Oh yghou pernitious Caitifte ; 
How came you (( «ſio) by that Kandkerchicfe _l 
That was my wives ? 

Caſſe. Ttound it in my Chamber : 

And he himle f. contelt it but even now, 
That there he dropr it for a ſpeciall purpoſe, 
W hich wfooghr to his defirc, 
| Oth. Otovle, fook:, tow ! 

Caſſe. Thereis belides, it: Rodersres Letter, 

Row be upbraipes /-gs, thathe made hiw 

Brave me upon the Warch : whereon it came 
| That Iqwascaſt : and cven but now he fpake 
| (Afrer long ſceming dcad) /ago hurt him, 
| {Jago (ethim on. 
| Lod. Youmult tarſake this roome, and goe with us : 

Your Power, and your command 15 taken oft, 

AnG Caſſio rules in Cyprys. For this Slave, 
| It chere be any curing Cruclty, 
| Tharcantorment him auch, and hold him long, 
| Ir ſhallbe his. You (hall ciole Priſoner ic, 
| Till tharthe Nature cf your tauit be knuwne 

Tothe Venetiau State. Come, bring away. 

Oth, Soft you ;a word optwo before you goe : 

I have done the State ſome ſervice, and chey know : 

No more of that. 1 pray you in your Letters, 
| When you ſhall thetc unlucky deeds relate, 
| Speake of me, as 1 am. Nothing exteuuate, 
| Nor ſet downe cughtin malice. 
| Then muſt you ſpeake, 
| Of one thatlov*d not wiſely, buttoo well : 
| Of one, nor caſily lealious, but being wrought, 
| .Perplexed in the extieame : Of one, whole hand 

« the baſe Indian) chrew aPcarle away 


Albeit unuſed tothe melting moode, 
Drop tcares as faſt as the Arabian Trees 
Their Mcdcicinable grmmy. Ser you downe this : 
And ſay bei:des, chat 1u eLeppo once, 
\W here a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and traduc'd rhe State, 


Killing my felte, rodyc upon a iſle, 


I rooke by th*throat the circumciled Dogge, 
And {mote him, thus. 

Led. Oh bloody period. 

Gre. All that is ſpoke is marr'd. 


Oth. I kiſt thee, ere 1 kill'd rhee : No way but this, 
Dyer. 


Caſs. 


_— — —_ — ————_—_ 


_— ————_—— 


_ 


a A dt tn 


- —O—— An cs os nas a 


- ——— pn <P ea”—— <9 aa 


the « M ooreof Uenice. 359 = 


_———— ne  __—_—_——_—_— 


For he was great of heart, © 
Lod. Oh Spartan 


More fell then Anguiſh, . ——_ or the Sea : 
Lookeon the Tragicke Loading of this bed : 


This is thy worke : 
The Object poylons ſight, 


Caſſi. This ,did1 | feare gbur thought he had no weapon: Let it be hid. Greens *__ che houſe, 
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of the Moore, 
Ie on you- To you, Lord Gov ernor, 
of this helliſh villaine 
| The time, the place, the torture, oh inforce it : 
| My ſelfe will raighe aSoord, and to the State, 
' This heavy At, with heayy heart relate. Exennt. 


And ſcize upon the For 
For they ſucc 
| Remanes the 
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CY the Moore. 

Brabantio, Father to Deſdemons. 
Cafſho, An honewnrable Lieutenant. 
Tago, 4 Villaine. 

Rodorigo, A guld Gentleman. 

Duke of Vemice, 

Senators, 

Montano, Gowerneur of Cypros, 


' THE 


ACTORS 


NA MES. 


Gentlemen of C ypris. 

Lodovico, «nd Gratiano, is Noble Venetians, 
Saylors, 

Clowne. 


Deſdemona, wife to Othello, 
Amilia, Wife to [ago. 
Bianca, A CurteJan. 
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Anthony, and Cleopatra. 


ys es em RI oe er ern 


Ailus Primus, Scena Prima, 


Emer Demetrins , and Phulo. 
Philo. 
Ay, but this dotage of our Generall 
Ore-flowes the meſure : tholc his goodly eyes 
That o're the files and Muſters of the Warre, 
” * Havcglow'd like piatcd Mars : 
Now bend, now turne 
The Orhce and Devotion of their view 
Vpon a Tawny Front. His Capraines heart, 
W hich in the ſcuffics of great tights hath burſt 
The Bucklcs on his breſt, reneages all temper, 
And 1s become the Bellowesantd the Fan 
To coole a Gyplics Luſt. 
Enter eAnthony, Cleopatra, her Ladies, the 
Trane, with Eunuchs fav- 
nog her. 
Looke where they come : 
Take but good note, and you ſhall ſee in him 
Thetriple Villar of the world transform'd 
Into a Strumpets Foole, Behold and ice. 
Cle. If it be Love indced, tell me how much. 
eAnt. Theres beggery in the love that can be reckon'd 
Cles.Ilc (ct a bournc how tarre to be hclov'd. 
Ant. Then muſt thou necdes find out new heaven, 
new Earth. 


Futer 4 Meſſ-nger. 
(my good Lord) trom Rome, 
the ſummec. 

Cleo, Nay heardthem eAntherny, 
Falviaperchance is \pgry : Or who knowes, 
If the ſcarſc-bearded K/ar have not ſent 
His powerfull Mancate to you. Poe this, or this ; 
Take in tha: Kingdom, and infranchilc that : 
Perform't, or elſe we d:2mne thee, 

Ant. How, my Love? 

(eo. Perchance ? Nay, and mcſt lite 
You muſt not ſtay heere loager, your diſmiſſion 
Is come trom C:ſar, therefore hearc it Anthony, 
Wheres Faults Proceſie ? (wr I would fay ) both? + 
Call in the Meſſcugers : As I am Egypts Queene, 
Thou bluſhct Anthony, and that blood of thine 
Is {eſars homager : elic ſothy checke payes ſhame, 
When (hrili-trongu'd Falvie (colds. The Meſſengers. 

Amt, Let Romecin Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
Ofthe raing'd Edipire tail : Hcere 1s my ſpace, 
Kingdomes arc clay : Our dungy carth alike | 


Feeds Beaſt as Man ; the Noblencfle of life 
Is to doe thus : when fuch a mutuail parre, 
And ſuch a twaine can doo't, in which I bind, 
On paine cf puniſhment, the world to weete 
We itand up Pcercleflc. 
Cleo. Exccllent ta'ſhood :; 
Why did he marry Faivia, and not love her ? 
lie feemethe Foule lam not. Anthony will be hiſclte, 
eAnt. Bur {ticr'd by Cleopatra. 
Now tor the love of love, and her ſoft huures, 
Lets not confuund the time with Conference harſh ; 
Theres not a wji:ute of our lives ſhould ſtrerch 
Wirhout ſome picaſure now. W hat ſport tonight? 
Cleo. Heare the Amibailadors, 
ear. Ic wra"giing Queene ; 
W hom every thing becomes, to chic, tolaugh, 
To weepe: whole every pation fully irives 
To make it fcltc (in Thec) faire, andadmir'd. 
No Meſſenger but thine, and all alone, to night 
We'il wancer through the ſtreets, and note 
The qualities of people, Come my Queene, 
Laſt night you did defire it. Speake not to us. 
Exennt with the Trame 
Dem. Is Ceſar with Anthoniw priz'd lo (light? 
Philo. Sir {ometiines v. hen be 1s not Anthony, 
He comes too ſhort of tha: great Property 
"Which ſtill ſhould goe with Anthony, 
Dem. lam full forry, that be approves the common 
Lyar, who thus ſpcakes of him at Rome-bur 1 will hope 
0: better deeds to morrow- Reſt you happy. Exennt 


Emer Enobarbus, Lamp 114, a Southſaver, Rannixe Lucili- 
1, Charman, Iras, MMurdian the Ennach, 
and Alter 4s, 


(bw. L. Alexa, {rveet Alexas, moſt any thing Alexa, 
almoſt moſt ablulure A/cxas, whetes the Soothiayer that 


| a= parts ſoto'th\Qnecne? Oh that | knew this Hus- 


Which you ſay, muſt change his hornes with Gar- 
lands. 
Atex. Soothflayer. 
Sooth. Your will ? 
Char, 1s this the Man? Is't you fir that know things ? 
Sooth. In Naturcs intinite booke of Secrecy, a little 1 
can read. 
Al-x. Shew him your hand. 
Eneb. Bring in the Banket quickly : Wine ng | 
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A wr 1y and Cleopatra 


Cleopatras health to drinke. 

Char. Gocd fir, give me good Fortune. 

Sooth, I makenor, but forice. 

Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. 

Soorb, You ſhall be yet farre fairerthen youare« 

Char, He mecanes in fleſh. 

- 1r&. No, you ſhall paint when yeu are old. 

Cher, Wrinkles forbid. 

Alex. Vex not his preicicnce, be attentiues 

Cher. Huth. 

Sooth. You ſhall be more beloving, then beloved. 

{/bar. I had rather heate my Liver withdrinking- 

Alex, Nay, heare him. 

Char. Good now ſome excellent Fortune. Let mee 
be married to three Kings in a forenoone, and Widdow 
them all ; Let me have a Childat tifry, to whoa Herod 
of Iewry may doe Homage. Finde me ro marry me with 
Oftavim Ceſar, and companion me with my Miltris. 

Seoth. You ſhall out-livethe Lady whom you ſerve. 

Char. Oh excellent, 1 love long life better then Figs. 

Sooth. You have ſcene and proved a fairer tormer for- 
rune, then that which is toapproach. 

Char. Then belike my Children ſhall have nonames : 
Prethee how many Boyes and Wenches mult I have. 

Sooth. If every of your withes had a wombe, and fore- 
tell every wiſh, a Million, 

Char. Out Foole, Ito;give thee for a Witch. 

Alex. Youthinke none but your ſheets are privy to 
your wiſhes. 4 

Char. Nay come, tell [r as hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our Fortunes. 

Eweb, Mine, and moſt of our Fortunes to night, ſhall 
be drunketo bed, 

Ira. Theres a Palme preſages Chaſtity, if nothing elſe. 

(har. B'ne as the ore-fRlowing Nylus prefageth Fa- 
mune. 

Iras. Gog you wild Bedfellow, you eannot Soothlay. 

Char. Nay, ifan oyly Palme be not a fruitfull Prog- 
noſtication, I cannot {cratch mine care. Prethee tell her 
but a worky day Fortune. 

$» 0th, Your Fortanes are alike. 

Ira. But how,but how,give me particulars- 

Sooth, I have ſaid. 

Iras. Am 1 not an inch of Fortune better than ſhe ? 

(har, Well,if you were but an uachof Fortune better 
than I : where would you choole it. 

ras, Not in my husbands Noſe. 
Char. Our worler thoughts heavens mend, 

eAlexas. Come,his Fortunc,his Fortune. Oh let him 

marry a woman that cannot go,{weet ſis, I beſeech thee, 
and |ct her dye too, and give hima worſe, andlet worlſe 


follow worte,till the worſt of all follow him laughing to - 


his grave, ffry-fold a Cuckold. Good 1{s heare me this 
Prayer,though :hou deny me a matter of more waight : 
good 1frs I beleech thee. 

Char, Amen,deere Goddeſſe, heare that prayer of the 
people, For,as it 15 a heart-breaking to {ce a handlome 
man looſe-wiv'd, fo it is a deadly ſorrow, to behold a 
foule Knave uncuc.olded : Therefore deare /ſis keepe de- 
corum, and Fortune him accordingly. 

(har. Amen. 
eAlex, Locnow, if it lay in their hands tomake me 2 
Cuckold, they would make themſclves Whores, but 
they'ld doo't. 
Enter Cleopatra, 


©no, Huſh,here comes eAvthony, 


_ 


| 


( har, Not he,the Queene. 
Cleo, Sawyou my Lord ? 
Enob, No Lady. 
( ſeo. Was he not here ? 
Char, No Madame. 
(les. He was diſpog'd to mirth,but on the ſodaine 

A Roman thoughr hath ſtrooke him. 

Emobarbus ? 
Eneb. Madam. 
Cle, Seeke him,and bring him hither:where's Alexaf 
Alex. Here at your ſervice- 

My Lord approaches, 


Enter Anthony with a Meſſenger, 
(leo, We willnot looke upon him - 
Goe with us. 
Meſſen, Fulniathy Wite, 
Firlt came into the Field. 
« Ant. Againſt my Brother Lucie. | 
Mefſ. 1,but foone that Warre had end, 
And the rimes ſtare | 
Made friends of them, joynting their force 'gainſt Ceſar, 
W hoſe better ifſue in the warre from Italy, 
Vpon the firſt cacounter drave them 
eAnt, Well,what worlt. 
Aeſſ. The nature of bad newes infteQts the Teller. 
Ant, When it concernes the Foole or Coward : On. 
Things that are palt,arc done, with me. Tis thus, 
W ho tels me truc,though in bis Tale lye death, 
I heare him as he flatter'd. 
Meſ, Labiemss (this is ſtiffe-newes) 
_ _ = _— wir 6 6 
xtended Alta : from Euphrates his uer1 
Banner ſhooke, from Syria to =", B= 
And to Ionia, whillt 
Ant. Anthony chou wouldt ſay. 
Aeſ. Oh my Lord. 
Art. Speake to me home, 
Mince notthe generall tongue, name 
Cleoparra as (he iscall'd in Rome : 
Raile thou in Fubvia's pbrafe, and taunt my faults 
With fuch full Licenſe, as both Truth and Malice 
Have powerto utter. Ohthen we bring forth weeds, 
W hen our quicke windes lye itil], and our illes toid us 


Exenns. 


* Is as our caring: fare thee well awhile. 


Aeſ. At your Noble pleature. 
Emer another Meſſenger. 
Ant. From Scicion how the newes? Speake there. 
I AMef. The man from Scicion, 
Isthere tuch an one ? 
2. Mof. He Rtayes upon your wall. 
Ant, Let hum appeare : 
Theſe ſtrong Egyptian Fetters I muſt breake, 
Orlooſe my ſelte 1n dotage. 


Enter amther Meſſenger with a Litter, 


Exu Meſſenger, 


What are you? 
3 Mej. Fwulvias thy wite is dead. 
eAnt. Where dycd (he. 
Aeſ. In Scion, her length of lickneſle, 
With whatelſe more ferious, 
Importeth thee to know, this beares, 
Ant. Forebexre mc 
Theres a great Spirit gone, thus did 1 defire it ; 
W hat our contempts doe often hurle from us, 
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We with it oursagaine. Thepreſentpleaſure, 


» By revolution lowring,docs become 


The oppoſite of it ſeife ; ſhe's good being gon, 
The hand could placke her backe,that ſhoy'd her on. 
I muſt from this Qucene breake off, 
Ten thouſand harmes, more than the illes I know 
My idlcnefle doth hatch. x 
Enter Enobay bus, 

How now £nebarbus. 

Eno, Whats your plcafure, Sir ? 

Anth, I muſt with hate froa) hence, 

Exo. Why then we killa!l our Women. We ſee how 


mortall an unkindneſſe is to them, itthey ſuffer our de- | 


parture death 's the word. 

eAm. 1 mult bc gone. 

Fn», Vnder a compelling an occaſion, let women dye. 
It were pitty to caſtthem away for nothing, though bc- 
tiweene them ard a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteemed 
nothing. (leoparracatching bat the leatt noyle of this, 
dyes inſtantly : I have ſcene her, dye rt cnty times upan 
farre poorer moment:I dothink there 1s mettle in death, 
which commits{ome loving ate upon her, ſhe hathſuch 
a celcrr'y in dying, 

Ant. She is cunning paſt mans thought. 

Ene. Alacke ir no, her pailions are made of nothing 
bur the fincit part of pure love. We cannot call her winds 


> —— - 


and waters, {1ghes and teares : They are greater Normes | 


and Tempeſts then Alm anackes can report. This canner | | 
' Inzume we hate that which we cen frare. 


be cunning in her ; it itbc, ſhe makexaHhowre of Raine 
as well aſTove.. 

eAnt. Would I bad never ſcene her. | 

Eno. Oh fir, you had then left unſeenc a wonderful! 


- — 


peece of worke, which notto have becne bleſt withall, | 


would have diſcredited your Travalle. 

eAnt. Falvia is dced . 

Ess. Sire 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Fulvia? 

Amt, Dead. 

Eno. Why fir, give the gods a thankefull Sacrifi@ : 
when ir pleaſcth their Deities to take the wite of a man 
from him,it ſhewesto man the Tailors of the carth:com- 
forting therein, that when old Robes are worne our, 
there are members to make new. It there were no morc 
W omen but Felt, then had vou indeed a cut, and the 


_—_— — ——_— 


Till bis deſerts are paſt, begin rothrow 
Pompey the great, and all his Dignitics 
V pon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power, 
Higher then both in blood and life, ſtands up 
Forthe maine Souldier. Whoſe qualit going on, 
T be ſides oth'worid may danger. Much 1sbreeding, 
(4 bich like the Courlcrs heire, hath yet but life, 
Ana not a Serpents poyſon. Say our pleaſure, 
Totuchwhote place 1s under us,requires 
Our quicke remove trom hence. * 
Eno. I thall doot. E xennt, 
Enter C leepat ra, Charman ,* Alexas, and Ir as, 


(lo. Whereis he? 
Char. I did not ſee him ſince. 
Cleo. Sce where he is, 
W ho's with him, what he does : 
I did not ſend you. 1f you finde him Gd, 
Say I am dauncing: if in Myrth, report 
ThatIam ſodaine (icke. Quickly, and returne. 


Char, Madam, me thinkes if you did love him deerely 


You doe not hold the method, to enforce 

The like from him. 
Cleo. W hat ſhould I Cocl doc not ? 
Ch.Ineach thing give him way,croſſc him in nothing, 
Cleo, Thou teachelt like a foole : the way to loſe him. 
Char. Tempt bim not fo too farre. I wiſh forbearc, 


Enter Anthony. 
Burt heere comes Anthony, 
Cleo. | am licke, and iullen, 
Ant. 1 2m lorry to give breathing to my purpoſe. 
{!eo. Helpe me away deere Charmnon, i ſhall fall, 


\. It cannetbe thus long, the ſides of Nature 


caſe to be lamented : T hisgriete 1s crown'd with Cenfo.. | 
lation, your old Smocke brings tourth a new Petticoate, | 
and indced the tcarcs live inan Onion, that ſhouid water | 


this {orrow. 


Ant. The buſineſlc ſhe hath broached in the State, 
Cannot endure my avlencc. 

Eno, And the bulincſk 
not be without you, efpecially that of ( fewpetras, which 
wholly depends on your abode. \ 

»/nt, No morclike Antwers: >= 
Let our Oihcers 
Have notice what we purpoſe. I ſhall breake 
The caui: of our Expedicnce tothe Queene, 

And get her love to part. For not alone 

The death of Fatvie, with more vrgent touches 
Doe ftronglyſpeake to us : but the Letters roo 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome, 
P-ririon us at home. Sexes P ompeins 

Hath given the dare to {2/@, and commands 
The Empire cfthe Sea. Our ſlippery people, 
V hoſe Love is never link'd to the deſcrver, 


e you have broach'd heere can- | 


_ a — 


Will not {uſtaine 1. 
Ant. Now my deecrelt Queene. 
Ceo, Pray you ſtand fariher from me, 
Am. \W hats the matter ? 
{ leo. l know by that ſame eye theres ſome good newes 
W hart ſayes the inarricd woman you may goc ? 
Would the had never given youleave ro come, 
Let her not fay tis I thatkeepe you heere, 
I have no power upon you : Hers you are. 
ent. The gods beſt know. 
(eo. Oh never was there Queer 
So mightily betrayed : yet at the firſt 
I {aw the Treafons planted. 
Ant, Cleopatra. 
{-0. Why ſhould I thinke you can be mine, and true 
(Though you {wearing ſhake the Throaned gods) 
W ho have bcene falſc to Falvia? 
Riotous madnefle, 


| To be entangled with thoſe mouth-made vowes, 


W hich breake themſelves in {wearing. 
Ant. Molt ſweet Queene. ; 
Cleo. Nay pray you ſeeke no colonr for your going, 
But bid farewell, and goe : 
When you ſued ſtaying, 
Then wasthe time for words: No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lippes, and Eyes. 
Blifſe in our browes bent : none our parts {o poore, 
But wasa race of heaven. They are ſo ſtill, 
Or thou the greateſt Souldier ot the world, 
Art turn'd the greater Lyar, 
Ant. How now Lady ? 


Clos. 


_— — Ct 
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Anthony and Cleepatra. 


Cles, I would I had thy inches,thou ſhould'ſt know 
There were a heart in Egypt, 
Ant, Heare me Queene : 
The ſtrong necellity of Time,commands 
Our Services a whale ; but my full heart 
Remaines in uſe with you, Our Italy, 
Shines o're with civill Swosds ; Sexrm Poners 
Makes his approches to the Port of Rome, 
Equality of ewo Domeflicke powers, 
| Breed ſcrupulous fation: The hated growne to ſtrength 
Are newly growne to Love; The condemn'd Pompey, 
Rich 1n his Fathers honour,creepes apace 
Inco the hearts of ſuch,as have not thrived 
V ponthe preſent ſtate, whoſe numbers threaten, 
Ard quictnefle growne ſicke of re{t, would purge 
By any deſperate change : My more particular, | 
And thac which moſt with you ſhould ſafe my going, 
Is Faulvrias emth, ; 
Cle, Though age from folly could not give me freedom 
It docs trom childiſhnefle, Can Falvia dye ? 
Ant, Shee's dead my Queene, _ 
Looke herc,and at thy Soveraigne leyture reade 
[hc Gaibeyles ſheawak'd ; atthe lalt,beſt, 
See when,and where ſhe dycd. 
Cleo, O molt fallc love ! . 
W here be the ſacred Vols thou ſhoul'dſt fill 
W th ſorrowfull water ? Now I ce, lee, 
In F=lv14s death,how mine recciv'd ſhall be, 
eAnt, Quartcll no more, but be prepar'd to know 
The purpoſes I beare : which are,or ccaſe, 
As you ſhall give th advice, By the fire 
That quickcas Nylus flime,l goe trom hence 
Thy Souldicr, Servant,making Peace or Warre, 
As thou affectit, 
Cleo, Cut my Lace, Charman come, 
But lctir be, am quickly ill,and well, 
So eAmbonyloves, 
eAnt. My precious Queene forbeare, 
And give true evidence to his Lovc,which ſtands 
An honourable Trial. 
Cleo, So Faluiatold me. 
[ prythee turncalide,and weepe for her, 
Then bid adicw to mc,and ſay the tearcs 
Belong to Egypt, Good now,play one Scene 
Ot excellent diſſembling,and let it looke 
Like perfect honour, : 
«nt, Youl heat my blood no more? 
Cleo. You candoe better yet ; but thisis meetly, 
Ant, Now by my Sword, 
Cleo, And Target, Still he mends, 
But this isnot the beſt. Looke prythee Charman, 
How this Hercu/can Roman docs become 
The carriage of his chafe. 
Ant, lleleave you Lady. 
Cleo, Courteous Lord,one word : 
Sir,you and I muſt part, but that's not : 
Sir,you and [I have lov'd,but there's nor it : 
That you know well,ſomething it is | would: 
Oh,my oblivion is a very e-Anthony, 
And I am all torgotten, 
Ant, But that your Royalty 
Holds Idlencfle your ſubjeR,1 ſhould take you 
For [dlenefſe1t (cltc. 
Cles, 'Tis {weating laboor, 
To beare ſuch Idienefic tonearc the heart 
As Cleopatrathis, Burt Sir,forgive me, 


CC 
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Since my becommings kill me, when they do nor 
Eye wellto you. Your Honor calls you hence. 
Therefore be deafe romy unpitticd Folly, 
And allthe Gods go with you. Vpon your Sword 
Sit Law rell'd victory, and ſmooth ſuccelle 
Be ftrew'd before your tecte. 

eAn. Letus go. 
Come : Our feparntion ſo abides and flies, 
Thatthoureliding heere, goclt yer with me , 
And I hence fleeting, heereremaine with thee. 


Away. Exennt, 


Enter Oltaviue reading « Letter, Lepidns, 
and thew T rame. 


Ce/. You may ſec Lepidws, and hencetorth know, 
It 15 not Ceſars Naturall vice, to hate 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 
This is thenewes : he fiſhes, drinkes, and waſtes 
The Lampes of night in revells ; Is nor more manlike 
Then (eoparra: nor the Queene of Prolomy 
More Womanly then he. Hardly gave audience 
Or did vouchſate rothinke he had Partners. You 
Shall finde there a man, whois th'abſtra& of all faults ; 
Thatall men follow. 

Lep. I muſt not thinke 
There are, evils enow to darken all his goodnefle, 
His faulrs in him, ſecme as the Spots of heaven, 
More fiery by nights Blackneſſe ; Hereditary. 
Rather then purchaſte : what he cannot change, 
Then what he chooſes. 

Ce/. Youare too indulgent. Lets grauntit is 
Amiſſe to tumble on the bed of Prodemy, 
To give a Kingdome for a Mirth, to fit — 
And keepe the turne of Tiplitig with a Shave, 
To reele the ſtreers at noone, and ſtand the Buffer 
With knavesthat fmell of ſweate : Say this becgmes him 
(As his compoſure mult be rare indeed, 
Whom theſe things cannor blemiſh) yer mult «Anthony 
No way excule his foyles, when we doe beare 
So great walght in his Lightneſſc. It he filld 
H1s vacancy with his Voluptuouſteſle, 
Full ſartets, and the dricefle of his bores, 
Call on him for't. Bur roconfound ſuchcime, 
That drummes him from his ſport, and ſpeakes as lowd 
As his one State, and ours, tisto be chid : 
As werate Boyes, who being maturein knowledge, 
Pawnetheir expericnce to their preſent pleaſure, 
And fo rebell tojudgement. 

Enter a Meſſenzer. 

Lep. Heeres more ncwes. 

Meſ. Thy biddings have bgene done,and every houre 
Moſt Noble Ceſar, ſhalt chou have report 
How tis abroad. Pompey is ſtrong at Sca, 
Andit appeares, he is belov'd of thoſe 
That only have teard {2/@&; tothePorts 
Thediſcontents repaire, and mens reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 

Cef. 1 ſhould have knowne no leſle, 
Ithath bin _ us from the primail ſtate, 
That he which is, was wiſht,uncill he were ; 
And the ebb'd man, 
Ne'celov'd, till ne're worth love, 
Comes fear'd, by being lack*d. This common body 
Like toa Vagobond Flagge upon the Streame, 
Goes too, and backe, lacking the varrying cyde q 
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To rot it ſelfe with motion. 
Meſ. Ceſar I bring thee word, 
AMenacrater and Menas famous Pyrates 
Makes the Sca ſerve them, whichthey care and wound 
With keeles of every kind. Many bot inrodes 
They make in ltaly, the borders Maritime 
Lacke blood tothinke on't,and fleſh youth revolr, 
No Veſlell can peepe forth , but tis as foone 
Taken as ſcene : for Ponepezes name ſtrikes more 
Then could his Warre reſiſted. 
Ciſar. Anthony, | r 
Leave thy laſcivious Vaſſailes. W hen thou once 
Wert beatcn from /ſedens, where thou {lewlt 
Hwrjn, and Panſs Conſuls, at thy hecele 
Did famine follow, whom theu foughtſ agaiaſt, 
(Though daintily brought up) with patience more 
Then Savages could ſuffers Thou did{tdrinke 
The ſtale of horſes, and the gilded Puddle . 
W hich Beaſts would conghar. Thy pallatthea did daine 
The rougheſt Berry, onthe rudeſt ticdge. | 
Yea, like the Stagge, when Snow the Paſture ſheets, 
The barkes of Trecs thou browſedſt. On the Alpes, 
Itis reported thou did(t cate ſtrange fleſh, 
Which ſome did dye 20 looke on : Andallthis 
(1t wounds thine honor that I ſpeake it now) 
Was borne ſolike a Souldiour, that thy cheeke 
So much as lank'd not. 
Lep. Tis pitty of him. 
Cþ\. Let his ſhames quickely 
Drive him to Rome, tis time wetwaine 
Did ſhew our ſelves ith'Ficld, and to that end 
Aflemble we immediate counleli, Þ ompey 
Thrives in our Idicneſſc. 
Lep. To morrow Ceſar, 
I ſhall be furniſht to informe you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can be able 
To front rhis preſent time. (well. 
Caſ. TAl which encounter, it is my buſineſle too. Farc- 
Lep. Farewell my Lord, what you ſhall know meanc 
Offt irres abroad, I ſhall bc{eech you Sir (time 
To let me be partaker. 
' C ef. Deubt not fir, I knew it for my bond; Exevne, 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmain, Ir 4s, and (Mardian, 
Cle. (barmian. 
Char. Madam. 
Cleo. Ha, ha, give me to drinke Mandrageras. 
{ bar. Why Madam ? | 
{teo. That I might flcepe out this great gap of time : 
My Anthony is away. 
Char, You thinke of him too much. 
{lee. Otis Treaſon. 
- Madam, 1 truſt not ſo. / 
Cleo. Thou, Eunuch Ma dan 7 
Mar. W hats your highnefle pleaſure ? 
Cleo. Not now to heare thee (ing. Itake no pleaſure 
In ought an Eunuch has : Tis well tor thee, 
That being unſeminaried, thy freer thoughts 
May not flye forth of Egypr, Haſt thou AﬀeRtions ? 
Mar. Yes gracious Madam. 
Cleo, Indeed ? 
Mar. Not indeed Madam, for I can doc nothing 
But what indecd is honeſt to be done : 
Yet have fierce AﬀeRtions, and thinke 
What Venus did with Mars. 
Clese, Oh Charmias ; 
Where thinkſt thou he is now ? Stands he, or fits he 2? 


——— 


, 


Rene is he on his Horſe ? 

y horſe to beare the w of eAntheny | 
Doe bravely horſe, for wot'ſt _ whom roo AB , 
The demy ere of this Earth, the Arme 

And Burgonet of man. Hes ſpcaking now, 

Or murmuring, w heres my nt of old Nyle, 

( For fo he calls me:) Now 1 feed my fſelfe 

With moſt delicious poyſon. Thinke on me 

That am with Phebus amorous pinches biacke, 
And wrinkled deepe in time. Proad-frontced (ee, 
W hen thou waxt heere above the ground, I was 

A morlicll tor a Monarke; «nd great Pompey 

Would ſtand and make hiscy<s grow inmy brow, 
There would he anchor his Aſpect, and dye 

With looking on his life, 


Emer Alexa: from Ceſar, 

Alex, Soveraigne of Egypt, haile. 

Cleo, How much unlike art thou Clarks Amtbery ? 
Yetcomming from him, that great Mcd'cine hath 
With his Tinct gilded thee. 

How gocs it withmy brave Afarke Anthony ? 
* Alex. Lalithing hedid (deere Quecue) 
He kiit the laſt of many doubled kiſles, 
This Oricut Peaxle. His ſpeech ſtickes in my heart: 

Cleo. Mine care mult plucke itthence. 

Alex. Good friend, quoth he: 

Say th. firme Roman to great Egypt ſends 

Thu: creature of an Oyſter : at whole foote 

To mend the perry preſent, I will peece 

Her opulent 1 hrone, with Kingdomes. All the Eaſt, 
(Say thou)ſhall call hcr Miſtris. So he nodded, 

And loberly did mount an Arm<e-gaunt Steed, 

Who nc:gh'd {o hye, that what I would have ſpoke, 
Was bcaitity dumbe by hin, 

Cleo, W hat was he fad, or merry? 

Ale.Like to the cime oth'ycare, berweene the oxtremes 
O; hot andcold, he was nor ſad nor merry. 

Cleo, Oh welldivided difpofition : Note him: 
Note him good Charman, tis the man ; but note kim. 
He was not {ad, for he would ſhine on thoſe 
{ hat make their iookes by his. He was not merry, 
Which tcem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt ith his joy, but betweene both. 

Oh hca-enly miag(c ! Bec'ſt thou ſad, or merry, 
The v10lcnce of either thee becomes, 
So dvy's it no manceiſe. Mctſt rhou my Poſts? 

Alex, 1 Madam, twenty ſeverall Mciſengers. | 
Why doe you ſend ſorhicke ? 

Cleo, Who's borne that day, when I forget to ſend 
to Anthony, (hall dye a Begger. Inke and paper (harmi- 
af! Welcome my guod a/lex#s. Did I Charman, cvcr 
love { eſar (o? 

Char, Oh that brave Ceſa. 

(ke. Bechoak'd withſuch another Emphafis, 

Say the brave «4 . 

Char, The valiant ( «ſar. 

(tao, By Ifir, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
Ifthou with Ceſ@ Paragonagaine 
My man of men. 

Char. By your moſt gracious pardon, 

I ſing but after you. 

Cleo. My Sallad dayes, 

When I was greene in judgement, cold in blood, 
Toſay, as I ſaid then. But come, away, 


Get me Inke and Paper, 
He 
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he ſhall have cveryday ſeverall greeting, or Ile unpeo- 
ple Agypt. Exennt. 
Enter Þ empey, Menecrates , end CMenas wn 
war libhe manner. 

Pom, Ifche grea: gods be juſt, they ſhall aſſiſt 
The deeds of juiteſt men. 

Adene. Know worthy Pompey, that which they do de- 
lay, they not deny. | 

Pow. W hiles weare ſutors to their Throne , decayes 
the thing we ſue for. 

Mene. We ignorant of our felves. |: 
Begge often our owne harmes, which the wiſe Powers 


Deny us for our good : {o finde we profit 
By looſing of our Prayers. 
Poms. | (hall do well : 


The Pcople love me, and the Sea 15 mine ; 
My powers are Creſſent,and my Auguring hope 
Sayes it will come to'th'tull. A 
In &gypt fits at dinner, and will make 
No warres without doores. Ceſ@ gets money where 
Helovſes hearts: Lepiaies fBlatters both, 
Of both is fatter'd : but he neither loves, 
Ndr either cares fer him. 
Mene. Ceſar and Lepidus are in the field, 
A mighty ſtrength they carry. 
Pom. W here bave youthis? Tisfalle. 
Mere. From Silvixe Sir, 
Pom. He dreames : I know they arc in Rome together 
Looking for : but all the charmes of Love, 
Salt (Weoparra (often thy wand lip, | 
Ler witchcraft joyne with beauty, Luſt with both, 
Tye upthe Libertine ina field of Feafts, 
Keepe his Braine _— Epicurean Cookes, 
Sharpen with cloyleſle tawce his Apperite, 
That fleepe and feeding mores his Honour, 
Even till a Lethied dulneſle——— ; 
Enter V aprin. 
How now Varrim ? 
Var. This is moſt certaine, that I ſhall deliver : 
| Marks Anthony is every houre in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from Agyprt,'tis 
A ipace for farther travaile, 
Pow. I could have given lefſe matter 
A better care. Menas,1 did notthinke 
This amorous Surfetter wonld have donn'd his Helme 
For ſuch a petty Warre : His Souldierſhip 
bs twice the other ewaine : Bur letus reare 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſtirring 
Can from the lap of &.gypts Widdow, plucke 
The neere Luft-wearied Anthony, 
Mene. 1 cannot hope, » 
Ceſar and Anthony (hall well greet together z 
His Wife that's dead, did tretpaſſes to Ceſar, 
His Brother warr'd upon him, although I chinke 
Not mov'd by Anthony, 
Pom. I know not AMenas, 
How leſſer Enmities may give way to greater, 
Were't notthat we (land up againſt them all : 
'Twer pregnant cheyhould ſquare betweene themſelves, 
For they have entertained cauſc enough 
To draw their ſwords : but how olines of us 
May Ciment their diviſions,and binde up 
The petty difference, we yet not know: 
Bee't 25 Our Gods will have't; it onely ſtands 
Our lives upon,to uſe our ſtrongeſt hands, 


Come Memas. Exennm, 
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\ Enter Enobarbut and Lepiahes. 

Lep,Good Enxcbarbus,'tis a worthy deed, 
And ſhall become you well, to intreat your Captaine 
To fottand gentle ſpeech; 

Enob, 1 ſhall intreat him 
Toanfwerelike himſelfe: if Ceſ& move him, 

Let eAntbony looke over Ceſars head, 

And ſpeake as lowd as Mars. By Iupiter, 
Were Ithe wearer of Anthonss's Beard, 

I would not ſhave't today. 

Lep. Tisnot a time for private ſtomacking. | 

Eno, Everytime ſerves for the matter that is then | 

ne in't, 

Lep. But ſaall to greater matters muſt give way. 

Enop. Not if the (ſmall come firſt. 

Lep. Your (peech is paſſion : but pray you flirre 
No Embers up. Heere comesthe Noble 4nthony. 

Enter «Anthony and V emtidaa. 
Eno. And yonder { «ſar, . 
Emer Ceſar, Mecenas, and A grips. 

Ant. 1f we compoſe well-heere, toParthia : 

"_ Ventidung. 
</ar. Idonot know Mecenas, aske Agri 

Lep. Noble Friends © + has 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let not 
A leaner aQion rend us. What's amiſle, 

May it be gently heard. When we debate 

Our triviail difference lowd, we do commit 

Murther in healing wounds. Then Noble Partners, 
The rather for 1 carneſtly beſeech, 

Touch you the ſowreſt points with ſweeteſt tearmes, 
Nor curſtneſſe grow to'th' matter, 

Ant. Tis ſpoken well : 

Were we our Armes andto tight, 
I ſhould dothus. 

{'«/. Welcome to Rome. 

Ant, Thanke you. 

Ce/, Sit, 

Ant. Sit fir- | 

({. Nay then. / 

Anz. 1 carne youtake things il}, which are nor fo: 
Or being, concerne yon not. 

Cef. 1 mult be laught ar, if or for nothing, ora little, 
Should ſay my felfe offended, and with you 
Chictely V«h? world, More langht at, that I ſhould 
Once name you derogately : when to ſound your name 
It not concern'd me. , | 

Ant. My being in Egypt Csſ@, what was't to you? 

Cef. No more then my reſiding heere at Rome 
Might berto you in Egypt : yerit youthere 
Did practiſe on my ſtace, your being in &gypt 
Might be my queſtion, 

ent. How intend you, prais'd ? 

Ceſ, You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, * 

By whatdid heerEbefall me. Your Wife and Brother 

Made warres upon me, and their co:teſtation 

Was Theametor you, you were the word of warre. 
Ant. oa do miſtake your buſincſ-,my brother never | 

Did urge mein his AR : 1 did inquire it, 

And have my learning from fome true reports 

Thar drew their ſwords with you, did he notrather 

Diſcredit > Snare with yours, 

And make the warres alike againſt my ſtomacke, ' 

Having alike your cauſe: Of this,my Letters 

Before did (atisfie you. If you patcha quarrel; 


Flonrifh, 


kat tit 


As matter whole you have to rake {twith, 


—_— 


* 


Al 
Ym—— 


A — 


- 


M—— 


366 


The Tragedieof 


Itmuſt not be with this. 
(ef. You praiſe your ſelfe, by laying defetts of judge- 
ment to me : but you paicht up your cxculcs. 
Anth. Not {o, not io: 


| I know you could not lacke, I am certaine on't, 


Very necellity of this thongbt, that I 

Your partner in the cauſe 'gainſt which he fought, 
Could not with gracefull eyes attend thole Warres 
Which fronted mine owne peace. As for my wite, 
I would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, 

The thirdoth' world 1s yours, which witha Snaffle, 
You may pace ealic, but not ſuch a wife. 

Enobar, Would we hadall ſuch wives, that the men 
might go to Warres wich the women, 

Anh, So muchuncurbable, her Garbolles (Ceſar) 
Made out of her i\npaticnce : which not wanted 
Shrodeneſle of policie to : I greeving grant, 

Did you too much dilquiet, for that youmult, 
But {ay I could not belpe it. - 

(ſar. 1 wroteto you, when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters : and with taunts 
Did gibe my Miilive out of audicnce. 

Ant: Sir, he fell upon me, er= admitted, then: 
Three Kings | had neiwly fealted, and did want 
Of what was'th*morning : but next day 
Itoid bim of my (cite, which was as much 
As to have askthim pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ſtrife : it we contend 


| Our of our queition wipe him. 


{aſer. You have broken the Article of your oath, 
which you ſhall never have rongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Sofc Ceſar. 

eAnt. No Lepidws,let him ſpeake, 

The Honour is Sacred which hetalkes on now, 
Suppoling that I lackt it : buton Ceſar, 
The Article of my oath. 

Ceſw. To lend me Arms, and aide whenT requir'd 
them, the which you both denied. 

Anth. Neg'eRcd rather, 

And then when poyloned houres had bound me up 
From minz owne knowledge, asnecrly asI may, 
He play the penitentto you. But mane honeſty, 
Shall not make poore my greatneſle, nor my power 
Worke withour ic. Tra is, that F ulvsa, 

To have me out of Egypt, made Warres heere, 
For which my ſelfe, the 1gnorant motive, doe 

So farre aske pardon, as bchcs wine Honour 

To ſtoope in ſucha caſe, 

ep. Tis Nodly ſpoken. 

AMece. If ir might pleale you, to enforce no further 
The grietes betwecne ye : to furget them quite. 
Were toremember, that the preſent uecde, 
Speakes to atrone you, 

Lep. Worthy ſpoken CMecena, 

Enobar, Or it you borrow one anothers Love for the 
inſtant, you may when you heare no more words of” 
Pompey returne it againe 2 you ſhall have time to wrangle 
in, when you bave nothing elſe to doe. 

Azth. Thou arta Souldier, oncly ſpeake nomore, 

Enob, Thattrueth fhould be filent, I had almoſt for- 


7 
Anth, You wrong this preſence, therefore ſpeake no 
more. 
Enob, Gortothen : your Conſiderate tone. 
{eſar, 1 doe not much diſlike the matter but / 
The manner of his ſpeech : for't cannot be, 


þ 


| 


+ For he hathlaid ſtrangecourteſies, and great 


| Of us muſt Pompey 


We ſhall remaine in friendſhip, our conditions 
So differing in their as. YerifT knew, 
W hat Hoope ſhould hold us ſtaunch from edge to edge 
Ath* world : I would purſue it. 
7 Give mclcave Ceſar. | 
</, Speake Agrippe. 
Agri. Thou halt a Siſter by thy Mothers fide, admir'd 
ORtavia? Great Harke Ambeny is now a widdower, 
Ceſ. Say not, ſay Agrippe; if Cleoparra heard you, your 
proofe were well deſerved of raſhneſle. 
Anth. Iam not warrycd Ceſar: let me heere Agrigpa 
further ſpeake. 
Agri. To hold you in perpetuallamitie, | 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With anun-ſlipping knot, take eAmhbony, 
Otawiato his wife: whole beauty claimes 
No worſe a husband then the beſt of men : 
W hoſe vertue, and whoſe generall graces,ſpeake 
That which none elſe can utter. By this marriage, 
All little Ieloufics which now ſceme great, 
Andall great.feares, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing. Truth's would be tales, 
Wherenow ha!ferales be truth's : her love to both, 
Would each to other, andall loves toboth, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have ſpoke, 
For *tis a ſtudied,not a preſent thought, 
By duty ruminated, 
Amh, Will Ceſar ſpeake ? 
Ceſar. Not till he heares how Anthony is zouche, 
With what is ſpoke already. 
Anth. What power 18 in Agrippe, 
IfI would ſay Agrippabe it {o, 
To makethis good ? 
( eſar. The power of Ceſar, 
Ard his power, unto Of 
Amh, Maol never 
(To this good purpoſe, that ſo fairely ſhewes) 
Dreame of impediment: let me have thy hand 
Further this at ot Grace : and fromthis houre, 


And {way our great Deſignes. 
Ceſ. There's my hand: 
A Siſter bequeath you, wheme no Brother 
Did ever love ſodeerely, Let her live 
To joyne our kingdomes,and our hearts,and never 
Fiicoff our Loves againe, 
Leps. Happily, Amen, ; 
Axt.1 did not thinke todraw my Sword againſt Pompey 


Of late upon me. I muſt thanke him oucly, 
Leſt my remembrance, ſuffer ill report : 
At hcele of that defie him. 

Lepi, Time cals upon's, 
ark be ſought, 
| Orelle he ſcekes out us. 

Amb, Where lics he ? 

Ce/. About the Mount-Meſcna, 

Anth. Whart is his ſtrength by land ? 

Cef. Great, and encreafing : 
Bur by Sea he 1s an abſolute Maſter. 

Anth. So is the Fame, 
Would we had ſpoke together, Haſt we for it, 
Yetere we put our ſclves in Armes, diſpatch we 
The buſincfle we haveralke of. 

Ceſ. With moſt gladueſle, 
And do invite you towy Siſters view, 


Whe. 


1 he heart of Brothers governc in our Loves, . 
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Whither ſtraight Ile lead you, 
Anth, Letns Lepids not lacke your company. 
Lep. Nobld Anthony , not fickenelſe ſhouid detaine 
MC. 
Exewit onmes. 
Manent Enobarbus, Agrippe, Mecenas. 


Ace, Welcome from AgyptSir. 
«{ar, worthy Mecenas, My 


eAgri. Good Enoberbue, 
Mece, We have cauſe tobe glad , that matrersare {0 
well digeſted: you ſtayd well by't in Egypt. 
. Encb, 1 Sir, wedidlcepe day out of countenaunce : 
and made the night light with {drinking. 
CMece. Eight Wilde-Boars rolted whole at abreak- 
faſt : and buttwelve perſons there. Is rhistrue? 
Evor.This was but as a Hye by an Eagle : we had much 
more mon(trous matter of Feait, which worthily delcr- 
ved noting. 
Mecenas, Slie's a moſt triumphant Lady, if report be 
{quare to her, 
£nab. W hen ſhe firt met Adarke «Anthony , ſhe purſt 
up his heart upon the river SC 
Agri. There ſheappear'd indeed : or my reporter de- 
vis'd well for her. 
Eno. I will teli you, 
The Barge ſhe fat in, like a burniſht Throne 
Burnt on the water : the Poope was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sailcs : and ſo pertumed that 
The Windes were Love-licke, 
| Withrh«m the Oarcs were Silver, 
{ Whichto the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke and made 
| The water whichthey beate, to foilow faſter : 
As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her owne perſon, 
It beggerd ail deſcription, ſhe did lye 
In her Pavillion, cloth of Gold, of Tiſſue, 
O're- picuring that Venus, where we ſce 
The fancic out-worke Nature. On cach fide her, 
Stood pretty Dimpled Boyes, like ſmiling Cupids, 
With ervers colour'd Fannes whoſe winde did feeme, 
To glove the delicate cheekes which they did coole, 
and what chey undid did. 
Aegrip. Oh rare for Anthony, : 
Eno. Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereices, 
So many Mer-maides tended her 1th eyes, 
And made their bends adornings. At the Helme. 
A ſceming Mer-maide ſteeres: The Silken Tackles 
Swell with the touch:s of thoſe Flower-ſoft hands, 
That yarely frame the cilice. From the Barge 
A ſtrange inviſible perfawe hits the ferſe 
Of the adiacent W hartes, The Cittie cat 
Her people out upon het +: and «Azthony 
Enthron'd Pth* Market-place, did fit alone, 
Whiling to 'th' ayre : which but for vacancie, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopetra too, 
And made a gap in Nature, 
eAgrep. Rare Egyptian, 
Eno. Vpon her landivg, eAnthoxy {entto her, 
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} She made great Ceſw lay his $ivo;d to bed, 


'H op forty Pacesrhrough the publicke ſtreere, 
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| And breathleſſe power breathtorth. 


| thither. 
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He ploughed her, and ſhe cropr. 
Eno, I faiv her once 


And having loſt her breath, ſhe ſpoke, and panted, 
That the did make deteR, perfection, 


Alece, Now Anthony, mult leave her utterly. 
Eno. Never he will not : 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtome ſtcale 
Her infinite variety : other women cioy | 
The apperties they feede,but ſhe makes hungry. 
W here moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vildelt things 
Become themſelves 1n her, that the holy Pricits 
Blefſe her, when ſhe is Riggith. 
CMece. If Beauty, Wiledome, Modelty, can ſettle 
The heart of «Anthony : Offaviais 
A blcfſed Lottery to him. 
Ay 1, Let us 80. Good Enoberbus » make your ſeltc 
my gueſt, whilſt you abide heere. 
Env. Humbly Sir I thanke you. Exeunt, 
Enter «Amhony, («ſar , Oftavia betweene them, 


eAntb. The world, and my great oifice, will 
Somrimcs divide me from your boſome. 
Ofta. All which time, before the Gods my knee ſhall 
bowe my prayers to them for you. 
Anth. Goodnight Sir. My Oftavia 
Read notmy blemiſhes in the wortds report ; 
[ have not kept my {quare,but that to come 
Shall all bedone by th' Rule : good night deere Lady ; 
Ota. Good night Sir, 
( «ſar, Goodnight, 
Emer Soothſayer. * 
eAnth. Now firrah: you do with your ſelfe in Egypt ? 
Soorb. Would I had never come from thence, nor you 


Exit, 


Aut. It you can, your reaſon ? 

Soeth. 1 fee itinmy mocion : have itnot in my tongue, 
Bur yet hic you to Egypr againe. 

Arntho, Say tome, whoie Fortunes ſhall riſc higher, 
(</@rt or mine ? 

Soot. Ceſers,Therefore (oh Anthony) Gay nor by his ſide 
Thy Dzmon (that's thy ſpirit which keepes thee ) is 
Noble, Couragious, high unazatchable, 

W hare Ceſe@rs 15 not, But neere him thy Angell 
Becomes ateare : as being o're-powr'd, and therefore 
Make ſpace enengh betweene you. 

eAnth. Speake this no more. 

Soorh, To none but thee no more, but when to thee, 
If thou doſt play with him at any game, 

Thou art ſure to looſe : And of that Natural lucke. 
He beates thee =_ the oddes. Thy Lutter thickeus, 
When he ſhinesvy : 1 lay againe, thy ſpirit 
Is all affraid to governe thee neere hum ; 
But he alway 1s Noble. 
Axth. Get thee gone: 


| 


Invited her to Supper : ſhereplyed, Say to Ventideval would fpeake with kim. Exit. 
It ſhould be better, he became her gueſt : He ſhall toParthia , be it art or hap, 
Which ſhe entrcated, our Conrreous Anthony, He hath ſpoken true, The very Dice obey him, 
Whom nere the word of no woman heard ſpeake, And in our ſports my better cunning faines, 
Being,barber'd ten times o're, goestothe Fealt ; Vnder his chance, if we draw lots,he ſpeeds, 
And for his ordinary, paies his heart, His Cocks do winne the Bartaile, ſtill of mine, 
For what his eyes cate onely. | When it is all ronaughe: and his Quailes ever 

Agr1, Royall Wench : Beate mine (in hoopt ) at odd's. I will ro Egype ; 
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h I make this marriage for my peace, 

Pth' Eaſt my pleaſure lies . Oh come Yenridone, 
Emer Ventidins. 

You muſt to Parthia, your commiſſions ready : 

Follow me and reccive't . Exennt. 


Emer Lepidus, Mecenas and Agrippe- 


Lepidus. Trouble your ſelfe no farther: pray you haſten 
your generals atter. : 

Agr. Sir, Marke eAnthony will e'nc but kiſſe Oftavee, 
and weele follow, 

Lepi. Till I ſhall ſee you in your Souldiers drefle, 

W hich will become you both : Farewell, 

Mece, We ſhall , as 1 conceive the journey , be atthe 
Mount before you Lepidas, 

Lepi. Your way is ſhorter, my purpoſcs do draw me 
much abourt,you'le win two dayes upon me. 

Both. Sir,good lucccſlc. 

Lepr. Farewell. Exemnnt. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charman, Iras and Alexas. 

Cleo. Give me {ome Muticke : Muſicke, moody foode 
of us that trade in love, 

Omnes. T he Muticke,hoa. 

Enter (IMardian the Eunuch, 

Clo. Let it alone, let's to Billiards :.come (harmian. 

Char. My arme is {orc, beſt play with Mardien. 

Cleopa. As wella woman with an Eunuch plaide, 2s 
with a woman. Come you'le play with me Six ? 

CMards. As well as I can Madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is ſhewed, 

Though't come too ſhort 

The ARor may plcade pardon. Ile none now, 
Give me mine Angle, weele to'th* River, there 
My Mulicke playing farre off. I will betray 
Tawnyfinc tſhes, my bended hooke ſhall pierce 
Their flimic jawes : and as 1 draw them up, 

Ile thinke them every one an Anthony, 

And ſay, ah ha; y*arecaught, 

(har. Twas merry whet you wager'd on your Ang- 
ling, when your diver did hang a falt fiſh on his hooke 
which he with fervencic drew up, 

{o, That time ? Oh times: 

T laught him out of patience: and that night 
T laught him into patience, and next morne, 
Ere the ninth hourc, I dranke him to his bed : 
Then put my Tires and Mantels on him, whilſt 
I wore his Sword Philippan. Oh from Italic, 
Enter a (Me ſenger. 
Ramme thou thy fr uitfull dings in mine cares, 
Thar long time have bin barren. 

Alecſ, Madam, Madam. 

Cho, Anthony's dad, 
If thou fay fo Villaine, thou kil't thy Miſtris: 
But well and free, it thou ſo ycild him. 
Thereis Gold and hecre 
My bleweſt vainesto kiſſe : a hand taat Kings 
Havelipt,and tremblcd kiſſing. 

Aeſ. Firit Madatn, he is well. 

(leo, Why there's more Gold. 
But firrah marke, we uſe 
Toſay,the dead are well : bring me to that, 
The Gold I give thee, will I melt and powre 
Downe thy ill uttering throate. 

AMeſ. Good Madam heme me, 


(to, Well, go to Iwill 
But there's no ce inthy facc,if eAutbony 
Be free and healthful 1; ſo tart a favour 
To trumpet ſuch good tidings. If not well, 
Thou ſhouldſt ccme like a Furic crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formall man. 

MHeſ. Wilt pleaſe you heare me? 

(%o. 1 bavea mind to ſtrike theeere thou ſpeake'ſt , 
Yer if thou ſay Anthexy lives,'tis well, 


Or friends with Ceſar, or not Captaine to him, 
He fetthee in a ſhower of Gold, and haile 
Rich Pearles upon the. 
HMeſ. Madam, he's well. 
Cleo, Well faydy 
Mef. And Friends with Ceſ@. 
Cleo. Thr art an honeſt man. 
Me, ( ſar, and he, arc greater Friends then ever, 
Cleo, Marke thee a Forunc from me. 
Ateſ. But yet Madam, 
Ceo. I donot like but yet, it does alay 
The good precedence, fic upon bur yet, 
But yet 15a$a laylor to bring foorth 
Some monſtrous MalcfaRor. Prythee Friend, 
Powre out the packe of matter tomine care, 
The good and bad together : he's friends with Ceſar, 
In ſtate of health thou ſaiſt, and thou ſaiclt, free. 

CHMeſ. Free Madam ! no: I made noſuchreport, 
He's bound unto Oftavie A 

Cleo, For what good turne ? 

Aeſ. For the belt turnei'th' bed. 

Cleo, I am pale Charmian. 

AMeſ. Madam, he's married to O ftawvie. 

Cleo. The moſt infectious Peſtilence upon thee. 
Strikes hi rw downe, 

AMeſ. Good Madam patience. 

Cleo, What ſay you? Strikes bim, 
Hence horrible Villaine, or Ile ſpurnethine cycs 
Like ballsbetore me : {ic unhaire thy head: 

She hales him up and downe. 
Thou ſhalt be whipt with Wyer, and ſtew'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingrivg pickle, 
AMeſ. Gratious Madam, 
I that dobring the newes, made not the match. 

Cles, Say *cis not {o, a Province I will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud : the blow thou had'ſt 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage, 

And1 will boot thee with what guift beſide 
Thy modetty can begge, 

AMeſ. He's married Madam, 

Cleo. Rogue,thou halt liv'd too long. 

Mef, Nay then lle runne : 

W hat meane you Madam, [ have made no fault, £xit. 
Char,Good Madam keepe your iclte within your felte, 


Draw a knife. 


The man is innocent. | 


(eo. Some Innoceuts ſcape not the thunderbolt : 
McltEgypt into Nyle ; and kindled creatures 
Turne all to Serpents. Call the flave againe, | 
Though 1 am mad, I will not bytc him : Call? 

Char. He is atcard tocome. 
Cleo. I will not hurt him, 
Theſe hands dolacke Nobility, that they ſtrike 
A mcaner then my clfe : lince I my ſelfe 
Have given my {clte the cauſe. Come hither Sir, 
Emer the Meſſenger ag aine. 
Though it be honeſt, it is never good 
To bring bad newes : give to a gratious Meſſage 
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An hoſt of roogues, but let ittydings tell | 

Titemrelves when they be felt, 
He. 1 havedonemy duſty. 
Cleo, Is he married ? 

I cannot hate thee worſer then I do, 


Toſcourge tlingratitude,that deſpightfull Rome 
Caſt on my Noble Father. 
Ceſar. Take your time. 

Ant, Thou cault not feareus Pompey with thy failes, 
Weele ſpeake with the at Sea. Ar land thou know'lt — 
How much we do o're-count thee, 


Ifthou againe lay yes. 
CMeſ. He's married Madam. 
Cleo. The gods contound thee, 
Doſt thou hold there (}11l ? 
CAL. Should I lye Madam 7 
Cho, Oh, I would thou didit : 
So halte my Egypt were ſubmerg'd and made 
A Celterne for ical'd Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Had'ſt chou N,orciſms in thy face, to we 
Thou would(t appcare moſt ugly: He is married? 
Mef. 1 crave your bighneſle pardon, 


{!eo. He is married ? | 
{ 


Ae. Takeno offence, that I would not oftend you; 
To punith me tor what you make me doc, 
Scemes much uncquall: he's married to Oftavie. 

Cleo, Oh that his fault ſhould make a knave of thee, 
That art not what thou art ſure of. Get thee hence, 


T he Merchandize which thou haſt brought from. Rome | 


Areall to deere for me ? 
Lye they upon thy hand, and be undone by em. 
{{her. Good your highneſle patience. 
Cles. In praying Anthony, I have diſprais'd Ceſar. 
Char. Many times Madams 
(tes. 1am paid tor't now : lead me from hence, 
I faint, oh /ras, Charmias : tis nomatter, 
Go to the fellow, good Alexa bid him 
Report the feature of Oitamm:; her yeares, 
Her inclination, let him not leave out 
The colour of her haire. Bring me word quickly. 
Let him for ever goe, lct him not Charman, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 


Por. At Land indeed 
| Thou doſt orecount me of my fathers houſe. 
| But (ince the Cookoo buildes not for himſclte, 
Remainein't asthou maiſt, 
Leps. Beplcay'd to tell us; 
(For thisis from the preſent now you talke ) 
The offers we have ſcnr you, 
Ceſar. There's the point. 
Ant, Which do 110t be entreated to, 
But. waigh what itis worth embrac'd. 
Ce/&, And what may follow to try a larger Fortune. 
Pom. You have made me offer 


; RidalltheSea cf Pirats. Then, to ſend 
Mealures of W kcate to Rome: this greed upon, 
Topart with anhackt edges, and beare backe 
Our Targes andinted. 
Omnes, That's our offer. 
Poem, Know then 1 came before you heere, 
A man prepar d 
To take this offer. But Mars Anthony, 
Put meto fome impatience : though 1 looſe 
Thepraiſe of it by telling. You mult know 
W hen Cefer and your Brother were at blowes, 
Your Mother came to Sicily, and did finde 
Her, welcome friendly. 
Ant, I have heard it Pompey, 
Andam well ftudicd tor a liberall thankes, 
Which I doowe you. 
Pom. Let me have your hand: 


| Ot Sicily, Sardiniar: an: T uſt 
| 
| 
| 


The other wayes a Mars. Bid you Alexas 
Bring me word, how tall ſhe is : pitty me Charmian, 
Burt do not ſpeake to me. Lead me to my Chamber. 
Exenrnt, 
Enter Pompry, at one doore with Drum and Trumpet : at ant- 
other C eſar, Lepraiu. » 4mthony, Enobarbus, CMecenas, 
Ayrippa, Menas with Souldzers Marching. 
Pom. Your Holtagos I have,ſo have you mine : 
And we ſhall calke betore. we tight, 
Ceſar. Mol? inecte that firſt we cometo words, 
And theretore have we 
Our written purpolſcsbetore us ſent, 
Which if thoa hait conſidered, let us know, 
If 'r will tye up thy diſcontented Sword 
And carry backeto Sicily much tall youth, 
That elſe much perith heere. 
Pow, Toyou all three, 
The Senators alone of this great world, 
Chicfe FaRtors for the Gods. I do not know, 
Wherefore my Father ſhould revengers want, 
Having a Sonne and Friends, lince /nhw Ceſar, 
Whoart Philippithe good Bratws ghoſted, 
There faw you labouring for him. Whot wayt 
That mov'd pale Caſſivs to conſpire? And what 
Mad the all-honor'd, honeſt Romane Bram, 
With the arm'd reſt, Courtiers of beautious freedome, 


| To erench the Capitoll, bur that they would 

| Have one man but a man, and that is 1t 

+ Hath made mc rigge my Navie. At whoſe burthen, 
| Theanger'd Ocean fomes, with which | meant 


—— 


I did notthinke Sir, to have met you heere, 

Ant. The bedsr'th* Eaſtatc ſoft, and thankes to you, 
| Thatcall'd metimelicr then mypurpolc hither: 
| For I have gained by't. 

' Ceſar. Since ifaw youlaſt, ther's a change upon you. 

Poms, Well, 1 know nor, 

W hat counts harſh Fortune caſt's upon my face, 
But in my bolome ſhall ſhe never come, 
To make my hcart a vaſlaile. 
Lep. Well mer heere. 
Pom, T hope {o Lepiaxe, thus we arcagrerd ; 
I craveour compotition may be written 
And ſcal'd betweene us, 

Ceſar. That's the next todoe. 

Poem. Weele feaſt each other,ere we part, and lett's 
Draw lots who ſhali begin. 

eAnth. That will I Pompey. 

Pompey. No «Anthony take thelot : but firſt or laſt, 
your fine Egyptian cookerie ſhall have the fame, I have 
heard that /w{sw {<ſar, grew tac with teaſtiog theres 

Anth, You have heard much. 

Pom. I have faire meaning Sir. 

eAat. And faire words to them. 

Pom. Then fo much havel heard. 

And 1 have heard Apolodorns carried ———— 

Ene. No more that : he did fo, 

Pom, What | pray you ? 

Ene. A certaine Queene to (ſar in a Materice. 

Pom. 1 know thee now, how far'ſt thou Souldier? 

Ene, Well, and well am like todoe, for I perceive 
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| Foure Feaſts are toward. 
| #om, Let me ſhake thy hand, 
J never hated thee: 1 kave ſcene thee fight, 
When have envicd thybehaviour. 

wb. Sir, Inever lov'd you much, but I ha'prais'd ye, 
When you have well deſerv'd tentimes as much, 
As I have faid you did. 

Pers. Injoy thy plainneſle, 

It nothing ul becomes thee : 
Aboord my Gally , Iinvitcyou all. 
Will you leade Lords? 

All. Shew's the way, fir. 

Poem. Come. Exeunt, CHManent Enob of Mens 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


AMuſiche player. 


E meer two or three Servants with a Banket- 


1 Heere they'l be man : ſome o' their Plants are ill 
rooted already, the leaſt wind i*th* world will blow them 
doanc, 

2 Lepidwis high colourd, 

1 They have made him erinke Almes drinke., 

2 As they pinch one another by the diſpeſition he | 
Cries out no more ; reconciles them to his entreatic, and | 
himſeife to'th' drinke. | 
7 But it raiſes the greater warre betweene himand his 


| 


em, Thy Father Pompey would ne're have mads this 
Treaty . You, and I have knowne (ir . 

Enob. At Sca, | thinke. 

An. We eye Sir, 

Exob. You have done well by water. 

Aer, And youby Land. 

Eneb. 1 will praite any man that will praiſe me,thbogh 
it cannot be denied what I havedone by Land, 


| 


Men. Nor what | have done by watcr. 

Emob.- Yes fome-thing you can deny for your OWNE 
ſafety : you bave bin a good Thectc by Sca. 

Am, And you by Laird, 7 

Enrb. There I deny my Land ſervice: but give me 
your hand 114, it our eyes bad authority , here they 
might rake two 1 hceves kiſſing 

len, All mens faces arc true, whatſoere their hands 
are, 

Enob. But there is never a faire Woman, ha's atruc 
Face ' | 

Men. Noflander they ſtealc hearts. 

Eneb, We carge hither to fight with yous | 

Mew, For my part, I ain ſorry it is wrn'd toa Drink- 
ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune 

Enob. It he doegture he cannot weep't backe againe, 

Alen, Y' have faid Sir, welook'd not for Marke ef n- 
thony heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 

En0b, (/ars Siller 1s call d Oftavia. 

len, Truc Sir, (he was the wiſe of (aus Marcellus. 

Enoeb, But the isnow the wite of CAlarcus Anbonines 

Men. Pray y & Sir. 

nab, Tis truce, 

Men, Then is Ceſar and he, for ever knit together | 

Eneb,” If | we:e bound to Divine of this unity, 1 wold | 
not Propheſic lo. ; | 

Cen.) thinke the policy of that purpoſe, made more | 
in the Marriagethn the Love of the parties. - - 

Enob. 1 thinke fo too. But you ſhall finde the band 
that ſecmes to riethuir friendſhip together, wall bee the 
very: ſtranger ofthcir Amity : Ottama 15 of a holy, cold, 
and *t1!] con criation. 

Men. Who wouid not bave his wife ſo? 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


_— _— 
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Ense, Not heetYat hmſclf. 1s notſo : which is Marke 
Anthony: he i1lito this Eoyprian diſh againe : then ſhall 
the ſighes of Ofame 1 w the fircupin Ceſor, and (as I 
fard before) that « bich isthe ſtrength ot their Amity, 
ſhall prove the immediate Author of their variance, Au- 
thony will 1fe his «ftction where it is, Hee marricd but 
his occaon beere. , 

Im And thus it may be.Come Sir,will you aboord ? 
I have 2 hezlth for you. 

Feb, 1 ſhall take it fir : we have us'd our Throats in 
Eg. pt. 

Afen. Come, Ict's a way. 


| 


Excunt. 


| 4 


| have hcard that. 


1{Crctions 
2 Why this itis to havea name in great mens Fellow | 
| ſhip: I had as live have a Reede that will doe me no {cr- | 
| VICE, aS a Partizan I could not heave. | 
| 1 Tobecall'd into a huge Sphere, and nctto bee ſcene 
ro move in't, are the holes where cycs ſhould bee, which 
pitriflly difaltcr the cheekes. 


A Sennet ſounded. 
Enter Ceſar, Anthony, Pompey, Lepidi, Agrippe, Mecensy 
Enobarbus, Ilenas, with other ( aprames. 


Azt, Thus do they Sir:they take the fiow 0'th"Nyle 
By certaine {cale, 1'th' Pyr«mid: they know 
By*th' height, the lowneſle, or the meane : If dearth 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus (wels, 
The more it promilcs as it cbbes, the Seed1man 
Vpon the fl:me and Ocze fcatters bÞ graine, 
And ſhortly cemes to Harvelt, 
Lep. Y have {trange Serpents there ; 
Amth. | Lepiaus, 
Lep. Your Serpent of Egypt, 1s bred now of your mud 
by the operation of the Sun : to is your Crocodile, 
eAnt, They arc fo. 
Pom. Sic, ard icme Wine : A hea'th to Lepiduue 
Lep. Tam nct (o wellas 1 ſhould be :; 
But Ile nc re out. 
Encb.,Net tall you have flept:1 feare me you'l bee intill 
then. 
Lep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Prolomies Pyra- 
milis are very goodly things 3 without contradiion 


AMena, Pompey,a word, 
Pemp. Say in mine care, what is t. 
Meng Forſake thy feate I do beſcech thee Captaine, 
And heare me {peakea word. 
Pem. Forbeaie me till anon. 
This Wine for Lepidine, 
Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile? | 
Ant. Itis ſhap'd fir like it felte,and it is as broad as it 
bath bredch; Ic is juſt ſo high as it is,and mooves with it 
owne organs. Irlives by that which noutiſheth it, and |} 
the Elements once out of it, it Traniunigratcs. 
Lep, W hatcolour 1sit of ? 
Ant. Ot it owne colour to0. 
Lep. Tis a ſtrange Scrpent. 
Ant. Tis ſozand theteares of itare wet, 
Cefſ. Will this deſcription ſatishe him ? : 
Ant. With the Hcalth that Powpey gives him, clſe hee 
is a very Epicure. ; 

Pomp. Go hang ſir, hang xtell me of that? Away : 
Doas I bid you. Where'sthe Cup I call'd tor? : 
Men, 1t for the fake of Mcrit thou wilt heare _ 
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| 
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Riſe from thy ſtoole. 
Pow. I thinke th'art mad : the matter * 
Men. 1 have ever held my cap off to thy Fortunes. 
Pom. Thou haſt{erv'd mc with much taith: what's 
elicto ſay? Be jolly Lords. 
Anth. Theie Quicke-fands Lepidme, 
Keepe oft them, tor you finke. 
AMen, Wilt thou be Lord of all the world? 
Pom. WW hat faiſt thou ? 
AMen, Wiltthou be Lerd of the whole world ? 
That's twice. 
Pom, How ſhould that be ? 
Aeu, But entertaine it, and though thou thinke mee 
re, I am the man wiilgive thce ali the world, 
Pow, Haitthou drunke well. 
Men, No Pompey, | have kept me from the cup, 
Thou artif thou dar'{t be, the earthly love : 
W harere the Ocean pales, or skic inclippes, 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 
Pom, Shew me which way? 
” Men. Theſe three world-ſharers,thelc Competitors 
Arc in thy veſlcll. Let me cut the Cavle, 
And when we arc put oft, fall ro their throates : 
All theres thine, 
Pew. Ah, thisthou ſhouldſt have done, 
And not have ſpoke on't, Inme ts villanic, 
In thee, 't had bin good ſervice : thou mult know, 
Tis not my profitthat dors lead mine Honour * 
Mine Honour 1s, Repent that ere thy tongue, 
' Hath fo betraide thine at. Being done unknowne, 
| I ſhould have found it afterwards well done: 
Bur muſt condemne it now : deſiſt, and drinke. 
Cen, For this le never follow 
Thy paul'd Fortunes more, 
Who ſcekes and will not take, when once tis offerd, 
Shall never finde it more. 
Pom, This hcalthto Lepians. 
eAnt, Bcarc him a ſhore, 
Ile picdge ir tor him Pompey, 
Eno. Heere'sto thee IMenase 
CIMew, Enobarbus, welcomes 
Pom, Fill till the can be hid. 
Eno. There'sa {trang Fellow Menas. 
Men. Why? 
Eno. A bxgares the third part of the world man: ſceſt 
not e 
Afen, The third part, then hc is drunk ; would it were 
all, that it might go on wheeles. 
Eno, Drinke thou : cencreate the Reeles. 
Men. Come. 
Pem, This is not yetan Alexandrian Fealt, 
Ame. It ripens towards it : {trike the Veſſclles hoa. 
Heere's to Ceſar. 


when I waſh my braine,and it growes fouler. 
Hm, Bc a Child 0; tvtime, 
| Ceſar. Poſieſle it, Hle make anſwer : but Thad rather 
faſt from all, toure dayes, then drinke{o much 1n one. 
"'Enob, Ha my brave Emperor, (hai we daunce now 
the Egyptian Bachanals, and celebrate our drinke ? 
| Por. Lots ha't good Souldier. 
Ant, Come, let's all take hands, 
Till that the conquering Wine hath ſteepr our ſenſe, 
In (of: and delicate Lethe. 
Eno, All take hands : 
| Make battery to our cares withthe loud Muſicke, 


(ſar, I could well torbear't, its monſtrous labour : 
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| Pleag'd Fortune does of Afarcns Craſſus death 
| Make mc revenger. Bearc the Kings Sonnes body, 


-” m—w_—_— cw -- —— 


| 


en. 


| Is weakerthenthe Wine, and mine*owne tongue 

| Spleets whar itſpeakes : the wiide di{guiſe hath almoſt 
| Autrckt us all. \V hat necds more words? goodnight» | 
| Good Anthony your hand. 


The while, 1 place you , ther: the Boy ſhall ting. 
The holding every man ſhall bearc as loud. { 
As his ſtrong lides can volly. 


CNim/iche Player, Enobarbus places them hand in hand, 
The Song. 
Come thou Monarch of the V me, 
P lumpie F acchus with puke eye ; 
{n thy F attes our Caves be dr own'd. 
With thy Grapes onr har es be ( rows 4d. 
C up 41 11/l the world goronnd, 
Crp ws till the world go rownd. | 


Ce/. What would yon more ? 
Pompey goodnight. Good Brother | 
Let ac requeſt you of our graver bufineffe 
Frownes at this levitie, Gentle Lordsict's part, 

You fee we have burnt our cheeke. Strong Enobarbe 


Pom, Ile try you on the ſhore. 
Anth. And ſhall Sir, gives your band. 
Pom, Oh Anthony, you have my Fathers houſe. | 
But what , we are Friends ? 
Come downe into the Boate, 
Ewo, Take heed you tall not Afenas ; le not on (hore, 
No tomy Cabin: thete Drammes, 
Theſe Trumpets, Flutes : what 
Let Neptune heare, we bid aioud farewell 
To thelc great Fellowes. Sound and be hang'd.ſound out. 
Sonnd a F loriſh with Drummes, 
Enob. Hoo faicsa there's my Cap. 
Men. Hoa, Nobte Captaine, come. E xennt. 
Emer Ventidins az it wre in a triumph, the dead booy of 
Pacins borne before him. 
Ven, Now darcingParthia art thou itt oke and no1y 


Betore our Army,thy Pacorns Orades, 
Payes this for Marcus Craſſus, 
Romane. Noble Venticins, 
Whiltt yet with Parthian blood thy Sword 1s warme, 
The Fugitive Partk.jans follow. Spurne through Media, | 
Meſaporamia, and the [helters, whuther 
The routed flic. $0 thy grand Captaine Anthony 
Shall fer thee on triumphant Chariors, and 
Put Garlands on thy head. 
Ven. Oh $i mes, $:llkns, 
[ have done enough. A lowerpalce,note well 
May make toogreat ana t. For learne this Sulewr, 
Beiter toleave undone, then by our deed 
Acquire too high a Fame, when him we feruc' s21ways 
Ceſar and Ambany, have ever wonne 
More 1n thetr orhic-r, then perfor, Sos 
One of my place in Svria, bis Lieutenant, 
For quicke accumnlation of renowne, 
Which he atchiv'd by th' minute, jolt his favour, 
W ho does ”th* Warres more then his Cayraine can, 
Becomes his Captaines Canmtaine : and Ambition 
(The Souldicrs vertuc) rather makes choile of loffe | 
Then gaine, which darkens him. 
I could doe more todoe Anthoninr good, 
But 'twould offerd him. And in his offence, 


Should 
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| Should my performance periſh. | Ota. Sir, looke well to my Husbands houſe : and — I 
Rem. Thou hatt /extzdw that , without the which a Ceſar, W hat Oftavie. 
Souldicr and his Sword grants ſcarce diſtinAt1on : thou Ota. lletcll you in your cares 
wilt write to Anthony, Amt. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Ven. lic humbly tgnifie what in his name, Her heartinforme her tongue. 
That magicall word of Warre wee have ctfeced, | The wannes downe feather | | 
How with his Baaners, and his well paid rankes, Thar ftands upon the Sucllat full of Tide : 
| Thenere-yet beaten Horſe of Parthia, And neither way inclines. 
We have jaded outo'th' Ficld. Ena, Will { eſar weepe? 
Rom. Whereis he now ? | Ayr. Heha'sacloud in's face» { 
Ven. He purpoſcih to Athens, whither with what haſt | Eno, He were the worle for that were he aHorſe,ſois 
2 The waight we mult convay with $, will permit z he being a man, A 
. We ſhall appcarc beforc him. On there, paſic along. | Agri, Why Enebarbu : 
Exeunt, | When Anthexy found Inhau Ceſar dead, T 
Enter Agr:ppa at one deore, E neb.u bus at «mother. | Hecrycdalmoit to roaring : And he wept, -S I 
Agri. What arc the B:uthers parted 7 W hen at Philippi he found Bram flaine. : | d 
Eno. They havediſpatcht with 7 ompey, he is gone, Eno. That year indeed, be was troubled with a rheume, , C 
The other three are Scaling, Oftav weepes \V hat willingly he did confound, he wail'd, . 
To part from Rome : Ceſar is {ad, and Lepraus Belcev'trill | weepe too, 
Since Pompey's tealt, as Mera laycs, is tioubled —</ar, No ſweet Gttavia, | T 
) With the Grecre-Sickneſfz. ' You ſhall heare from me ſtill ; the time ſhall not T 
Aors, Tisa Noble Lepidas, | Out-go my thinking on you. | 
Eno, A very hne onc : oh, how heloves Ceſar. | Ant, ComeSir, come, 
Ag't. Nay but how deercly he adores ark Anthony. | Ie wraſtle with you in my ſtrength of love: . k 
Eno. ( «ſar ?* yhy he's the TIupiter of men. ; Looke heercT have you: thus 1 let you go, x 
ent, Wha''s Anthony, the God of Tupitcr ? And give you to the gods, le 
Ero. Sake you of Czar? Oh !the non-pareill ? | Ceo/. Adicu, be happy. 
Agri, Oh «Anthony, oh thou Arabian Bird ! _ | Lep. Letallthe number of the Starres give light m 
Eno, Would you praiſe Ceſar, fay (*/ar,g0no further | To thy faire way. PR TRY | [ 
Aer. Indeed he plied themboth with excellent prailes. | Ceſar. Farewell, farewell. Kifſea Oftava, | 
Emo. But ke loves Ceſar beſt, yet he loves Anthony: | Ant: Farewell. Trumpets ſound, Exeunt, | 
Hoo, Hearts, Tongnes, Figure, | 
Scpides, Bards, Poets, cannor | | Enter Cleopatra, ( harmian, Ira, and Alexas. T 
Thinke,(pcake, calt,write, fing, number : hoo, Cleo. Where 15 the Fellow ? IJ. C 
His love to «Anthony, But as for Ceſar, Alex, Halte afeard to come. N 
Kneele downe, kneele downe, and wonder, C {zo Goto, goto : Come hither Sir. T 
Aprip. Both be loves. ; Emter the ' Meſſenger as before. V 
Eno. 'The; are his Shards, and hetheir Beetle, fo : | Alex. Good Majcitie , Herodof lury dare not looke B 
This is tv horſe: Adicu, Noble Agrippe, | upon you, but when you are well pleas'd. H 
eAgrs. Good Fortune worthy Soutdicr,and farewell. Cleo, | hat Heroas head, Ile have : but how > When V 
»- nthoxy 15 gone,thruugh wbom 1 might command it; C 
Entry Co/ar, Anthony, Lepiaiu, and Oftati. Comechoutcere, 
Antho, No tacther Sir. Meſ. Mott gractous Majeſty. B 
(*/ar. You take from mea great part of my ſelfe : Cleo, Dic'it thou behole Ottawa? | S 
Vicme well int. Siltcr, prove ſuch a wite CMeſ. 1,dread Queene. [i 
AS my thoughts make thee , and as my fartheſt Ban Cleo, W here? P 
Shall paſſe onthy approote: molt Noble Anthony, Aeſ. Madam in Rome, Ilookt her in the face : and 1 
Let not the pcece of Vertue v hichis ſet {aw her led betweencher Brother, and Marks Anthony, V 
Betwixt us, as the Cyment of or love (ee. Is ſhe astaltas me ? V 
To keepe it buildcd , be the Ramme to batter Ateſ. She isnot Macam, C 
The Fortune of it : fog better might we { leo. Didit heare her ſpeake? | 
Have lov'd without his meane, it 0n both parts Is ſhe ſhrill rongu'd or low ? I 
This be not cheritht. Meſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeake, ſhe is low voic'd, 
eat. Mukc me not oficuded, in your dittruſt, { eo. Tbat's not to good 3 he cannot like her long; L 
Ceſar. | have laid. ; : Char. Like her? Oh 7/3; tis impoſſible. B 
Ant, You ſha'lnot finde, Cleo. ] thinke ſo Charman: dull of tongue, & dwarhih [ 
Though you de: herein curious, the lcalt cafe W hat Majeſty is 1n her gate, remember [! 
| For « hat you ſeem: tofeare, ſothe gods keepe you, If erethou look'ſt on Majcltie, | Y 
| And cake the hearts of Romanes ſerve your ends: Meſ. Shecreepegher motion,& her Nation are as one? [ 
| We will hcere part. She ſhewes a body, rather then alite, |S 
{ Ceſar, Farerveil my deereſt Siſter, fare thee well, A Statue, then a Breather. | S 
| The Elements be k1ndro thee, and make Cleo. Is this certaine ? 
' Th; {pirits all of comfort : farethee well, Mef. Or I baveno obſervance. T 
| O#a, My Noble Brother. Cha. Three in Egypt cannot make better note, 1 
| Amt, The Aprill s in her eyes, it is Loves fpring, {| Cle. He's very knowing, Idoperceiv't, A 
And theſe the ſhowers to bring it on; be ghecrtull. | There's nothing in her yer, ” | Y 
I c } 
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The Fellow ha's good judgement. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo, Guelle at her yeares, I prythee. 

CMeſ. Madam, the was a widdow, 

Cleo, Widdow ? Charmiar,, hearke. 

Me. And Ido thinke ſhe'sthirtie: 

Cle. Bear'ſt thou her face in mind ? is'tlong or round? 

leſ. Round, even to faultinefle, | 

{ le. Forthe moſt parrtoo, they are fooliſh that are 
ſo. Her haire what colour ? 

Meſ. Browne Madam : and her forchead 
Aslow as ſhe would wiſh it, 

Cleo. There's Gold for thee , 
Thou muſt not take my former ſharpeneſle ill, 
I will employ thee backe againe : I inde thee 
Moſt fit for buſineſle. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Lettersare prepar'd. 

Char, A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed he isfo : T repent me much 
That ſo I harried him. Why mc think's by bim, 
This Creature's no fuch thing. 

Char. Nothing Madam, 

Cle, The man hath ſcene ſome Majeſty , and ſhould 
know. 
* (har, Hath he ſcene Majeſtic? fs elſe defend : and 
ſerving you fo long- 

Cleo I have one thing more to aske him yet good Cher- 
man: but tis no matter,thou ſhalt bring him tome where 
[ will write ; all way be well enough, 

Char. I warrant you Madam. 

Enter eAnthony and O avia. 
Ant. Nay, nay Ottawa, not onely that, 
That were exculable, thatand thoutands more 
Of ſemblable import, but he hath wag'd | 
New Warres 'gainſt Pompey, Made his will, and read it, 
To publike care, ſpoke {cantiy of me, 
W hen perforce he could not 
But pay me tearmes of Honour: cold and ſickly 
He vented then molt narrow meaſure: lent me, 
When the belt hint was given him 3 he had look't, 
Or did it trom histceth, 
Oltavi, Oh my good Lord, 
Beleeve not all, or if you mult beleeve, 
Sromacke not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
If this diviſton chance, ne're {tood betweene 
Praying for both parts: 
I he good Gods will mocke me preſently , 
When I ſhall pray : oh blefle my Lord and husband, 
Vudo that prayer: by crying out as loud, 
Oh bl:ſe my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, 
Prayes, and diſtroyes the prayer, no midway 
Twixt theſe extreames ac all. 
»Ant, Gentle Oitama, 
Let your beſt love draw to that point which feekes 
Beſt to preſerve it : if Tloole anne Honour, 
[ looſe my ſelfe : better I were not yours 
Then yours ſo branchleſfe. But as you requeſted, 
Your ſelfe ſhall go between's, the meane time Lady, 
[le raiſe the preparation of a Ware 


Exemnt. 


Shall ſtaine your Brother, make your ſooneſt haſt 


So your deſires are yours. 

Ofta. Thankes tomy Lord, 
The love of Power make me moſt weake, moſt weake, 
Your reconciler ; Warrestwixt you twaine would be, 
As if the world ſhould cleave, and that flaine men 
Should ſoader up the Rift, 


| 


' 


Anh, When it appeares to you where this begins, 
Turne your difplcaturethat way, for our taults 
Can never be toequall, that your love 
Can equally moove with them. Provide your going, 
Choolc your owne companiz,ind command what colt 
Your heact has mind 0. Exemunt, 
Enter Enabarbus, and Eror, 

Eno. How now friend Eros ? 

Eres. There's trange Newes come Sir. 

Eno. Whatman? 

Ero, Ceſar & Lepidus have made Warre upon Pompey. 

Eus, Thisis old, whart isthe ſucceſle ? 
| Eros. ('4ſar having made uſe of him in the warres 
gainlt Pompey: preſently denied him rivalitic, would not 
let him partake in the glory of ation, and not reſting 
here, accuſes him of Letters he had tormerly wrote to 
Pomp'y.Vpon his owne appeale ſeizes him, tothe poore 
third is up, til! death enlarge his Confine. 

Eno.T hen would thou hadit a paire of Chaps no more, 
and throw betweene them all the food thou haſt, they'le 
grindethe other. Where's Anthony ? 

Eres. He's walking inthe garden thus, and ſpurnes 
The ruth that lies before him. Cries Foole Lepidas, 

And threats the throate of that bis Otticer, 
That murdred Pompey, 
Eno, Our great Naviesrigd. 
Eros, For Italyand (ear, more Dowiting, 
My Lord defires you preſently ; my Newes 
I might have told hearcatter. 
ne. Twill be naught, but let it be:bring me to Anthony, 
Eros, Come bir, Exeunt. 
Enter Agrippa, (Mecenas, and Ceſar 

Caf. Contemning Rome he ha's done allthis, & more 
In Alexandria: beeres the manner of it: 

Ith Market-place ona Tribunall filyerd 
Cleopatraand himlelte in Chaires of Gold 

Were pubtikely cnthrond : at the fect ſat 

Ceſariow whom they call my tather Sonne, 

And all the unlawfull iſſue, tha their luſt 

Since then hach made berweene them. Vnto her, 
Hegave the (tabliſhment of Egypt,made her 

Ot lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, abſolute Queene, 

Mece, This is the publike eye ? : 

Ceſar, ith common ſhew place where they exerciſe, 
His Sonnes hither proclaimed the Kiog of Kings, 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gave to Alexander, To Ptolomy he allign'd, 
Syria, Silicia, and Phcenicia: ſh2 
Inth'abiliments of the Goddetic fi; 

That day appeard,and oft before gave audience, 
As tis reported,{0, 

Aece. LetRome be thus inform'd. 

eAgri. Who queazie with his infolence already, 
Will their od thoughts call from him, 

Ceſar, The people knowes it, 

And havenow receivd his accuſations. 

Agri. Whom does he accuſe ? 

Ceſar. («ſar,andthat having in Sicily 
Sextus Pomp:ias (poild, we had not rated hin 
His part o'th iſle, Then does he ſay, he lent me 
Some ſhipping unreſtord. Laſtly he trers 
That Lepsds of the Triumvirate, ſhould be depos'd, 
And being that, wwe detaine all his Revenue, 

Agri. Sir, this ſhould be anſwerd. 

Ceſar. Tis done already,and his Meſſenger gone: 


I havetold hia Lepidns was growne too cruell, 
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That his high Authority abus'd, | In his abhominations, turues you off, 
And did delerve his chance for what I have conquer'd, | And gives his potent Regiment toa Trull 
I grant him part : but then 1n his Armenia, ' Tharnoyſes itagainſt us. 
And other of his conquer'd Kingdomes, I demand the like | Ota. Isiro ir? 
Alec, Her'l never yecld tothat. | C#/. Moſt certaine: Siſter welcome;pray you 


Ceſ. Nor mult not then be yeclded rointhis. | Beever knowne to patience. My dcer'lt Siſter. Exennt, 
Enter Oflavia with ber Traine, | Emer Cleopatra, and Enobarbus, 

Ota. Haile Ceſar, and my L. haile moſt deere (eſa. | (ee. Iwillbe even with thee : doubr it not. 

Ceſar. That ever I ſhonldcall thee Caſt-away. + | £0. Butwhby, why, why? 


Otta, You have not call'd me fo, nor have you cauſe. o} Cles, Thou haſt forcſpoke my being in theſe warres, 
Ce/.Why halt chou ſtolne upon me thus? you came not | And ſay'(t it is not fit. 


Like Ceſars Siiter, The wite of Anthony | Eno. Well: iSit,isit? 
Should have an Army for an V ſher, and Clo. If not,denounc'd 2gainſt us, why ſhould not we 
Theneighes of horſe to teil of her approach, | bethere inperſon, 
Long erc ſhe did appeare, The trees by*th* way Evo, Well, Icould reply : if wee ſhould ſerve with 
Should have borue men, and expeRation fainted Horle and Mares together,the Horic were meerrly loſt; 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duſt the Mares would beare a Soldiour and his Horſe. 
Should have aſccnded tothe Roofe of Heaven, | Cleo, Whatis'tyoulay ? 
Raisd by your populous Troopes: But you are come ; _ Eo, Yourpreſent needs muſt puzle Anchony, 
A Market-maid to Rome , and have prevented ; Take from his heart, take from his Braine, from's time, 
The oſtentation of our love ; which lefr unſhewne, | What ſhould not then be ſpar'd. He is alrcady 
Is often kfc unloy'd : we f1,ould have met you | Traduc'd for Levity, and 'ris ſaid in Rome, 
By Sea,and Land, ſupplying every Stage | That Pharm an Eunuch,ard your Maides 
With an augmented greeting. | Mannage this ware. 

Offa, Good my Lord, | Ces, Sinke Rome, and their tongues rot 
Tocomethus was I not conſtrain'd, but did it That ſpeake againſt us. A Charge webeare i'th* Warre, 
On my free-will, My Lord Marks «Anthony, | Andasthepretident of my Kingdome will 
Hearing that you prepar'd for Warre, acquainted ; Appeare there for a man. Speake not againſt it, 

My greeving care withall ; whereon | begg'd | I willoot ſtay behinde. 
His pardon for returne. | Enter Anthony and Camidine. 
(4: Which ſoone hegranted, | Emo, Nayl havedone, here comes the Emperor. 


Being an abſtrat'tweene his Luſt, and him, ent. Is it not ſtrange Camidinu, 

Oct. Do not lay {o, my Lord, | That from TJarentum, and Brunduſtium), 
| Cef. I have cyes upon him. 7 | Hecould fo quickely cutthe Ionian Sca, 
| And hisaffaires come to me on the wind:where ishenow ? | And take in Toryne, You have heard on't (Sweet?) 
| Ota. My Lord, in Athens, Cleo, Celerity is never more admir'd 
| 


( */. No my moſt wronged Siſter, Cleoparre Then by the negligent. 
| Hathnodded him to hers He hath given his Empire | Ant. A goodrebuke, 
| Vp toa Whore, who now arelevying Which might have well becom'd the beſt of men 
| The Kings o'ch' earth for Warre. He hath aſſembled, Totauntatflacknefle, Cammdirs, we, 
| Bochu the King of Lybia, Archilaus Will hight with him by Sca 
| Of Cappadocia, Phil/ade{phos King Cleo. By Sea, what clic ? 
| Of Paphlagonia : the Thracian King Adwls, Cam. Why wil! my Lord do ſo? 
| King CMaxchw of Arabia, King of Port, Ant, For that he dares us to't 
| Herod of lewry ,Aluriaates King Eno, So hath my Lord,dar'd him to ſingle fight, 
| Of Comagcat, Polemen and Amma, Cam. I, and to wage this Bartell at Pharfalia, 
| The King of Mede,and Lycaonia, VW here Ceſar tought with Pompey. But theſe offers 
| With a more larger Liſt of Scepterss Which ſerve not tor his vantage, he ſhakes off, 
Otta. Ave me mott wretched, And fo ſhould you. 
That have my heart partcd betwixt two Friends, Enob, Your Sluppes are not well mann'd, 
That doe afi& each other. (breaking forth | Your Marriners are Muliters, Reapers, people 
| - Ce. Welcom hither, your letters did with-holde our: | Ingroft by ſwitt Impreſle. In Caeſars Fleere, 
| Till we percetv'd both how you were wrong led, Are thoſe, that often have 'gaini{t Pompey tought, 
And we in negligent danger : cheere your heart. T heir ſhippesare yare, yours heavy ; nodiſgrace 
' Bz you nottroavled with the time whichdrives Shall fall you fer refuſing him at Sea, 
; O're your content, theſe ſtrong nectflicies, Being prepar'd for Land. 
' But let determin'd things to deſtinic Ant. By Sea, by Sca. 
| Hold undewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome: Eno. Moſt worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
Notbing more deere to me . You arcabus'd The abſolute Soldierſhip you have by Land 
Beyond the mwarke of rhought : and the high Gods Diitract your Armie, which doth moſt confiſt 
Todoe you luſtice,make his Miniſters Of Warre-markt-fooremen, leave unexecuted 
; Ot us, and thoſe that tove yon. Belt of comforr, Your ownerenowned knowledge, quite forgoc 
| And cver welcome to us, Agri, Welcome Lady. | The way which promiles affurance, and 
| Afce. Weicome deere Madam, Give up your felte meerly to chance and hazard, 
| Each heartin Rome do.s love and pirty you, From tirme Security. 
Onely th'adulterous Amboxy molt large | Ant. Ile fight atSea, 
Cleo, 
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Cleo, I have fixty Sailes, Ceſ@ none better. 
Amt. Our over-plus of ſhipping will we burne, 
And withthereſt tull meant hom th' heart of Aftium 
Beate th' appreaching Ceſar, Bur if we faile, 
We then can doo't at Land. Enter « Meſſenger, 
Thy bulineſle ? 
Meſ. The newes is truce, my Lord,he is diicried, 
Ceſar ha's taken Toryne. 
Ant, Can hebce there in perſon? *'Tis impoſſible 
Strange, that his power ſhould be 1o, Camiaius, 
Our nineteenes Legions thou ſhalt hold by Land, 
And our twelve thouſand Horie, Wee'lto our Ship, 
Away my T het. 
Enter 4 Souldieur, 
How now worthy Souldicr ? 
Soul. Oh Noble Emperor,do not fight by Sea, 
Truſt notto rotten plankes : Do you miſdoubrt 
This Sword, and theſe my Wounds; let th* Egyptians 
And the Phcenicians go a ducking : we 
Have us'd to conquer ittanding on the earth, 
And fighting toot to foot , 
Ant. Well, well, away. Exeunt Ant.C leo Encb, 
Soul. By Herewles I thinke IT am 'th' light, 
{{am. Souldier thouart :burt the whole ation growes 
Nat inthe power on't : ſoour Leaders leade 
And weare Womens men. 
Soul. You kcepe by Land the Legions and the Horſe 
whole, do you nor ? 
Vein. Marcus Oflavina, Marons Tnfiius, 
Publicela,and Celins, are for Sea : 
But we keepe whole by Land. This ſpecde of Ceſe? 
Carries beyond beleete. 
Soul. While he was yet in Rome 
His power went out in ſuch diſtraftions, 
As beguilde all Spies. 
Cam. Who's his Lieutenar, heare you? 
Soul. They fay, one Towrus. 
(am. Well, I know the man. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Me. The Emperor cals Camiarne. 
Cam. With Newesthe time's with Labour, 
And throwes forth cach minute, ſome. Exeunt. 
Exter (ſar with bis Army, marching. 


Ce/. T owriu ? 

Tov. My Lord. 

(/« Strike not by Land. 
Keepe whole, provoke not Battaile 
Till we have done at Sea. Do not exccede 
The Preſcript of this Scroule : Our fortune lyes 
{ Vpon thisiumpe, 
Enter Anthony, aud Enobarbus. 
Ant. Set we our —_— Mms on yond fide o'th' Hill, 
In eye of Ceſar: battatle,from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 
And {oproceed accordingly. 


Exit. 


Exit, 


(amidins Marching with his Land «Army one way over the 
Gage, and T owr'«s the Liemtenant of Ceſar other way : 
After their geing mig heard the noiſe of a Sea fight. 
eAlarum. Enter Enobarbus and Scarns. 


tt. 


£xo.Naught, naught,all navght, I can behold no longer : 
Thamoniad,tbe X&gyptian Admirall, 
With all their ſixty fiye, and turne the Rudder ; 


> 


Tolce'c, mine cyes are blaſted. 
Enter Scare. 

Scer.Gods, & Goddeſſes, all the whole ſynod of them! 

Evo, What's thy pallion. 

Scar, The greater Cantle of the world is loſt 
With very ignorance. we have kilt away 
Kingdomes, and Provinces. 

Eno, How appeares the fight? 

Sear, On our tide like the Token'd Feſtilence, 
Wheredeath is ſure. You ribaudred Nagge of Egypt, 
(Whom Leprofie o're) i'th* midſt o'ch* fight, | 
When vantage like a paire of T winnes appear'd 
Both of the tame, or rather ours the elder ; 

(The Breeze upon her ) like a Cow in Iune, 
Hoilts Sailes, and flyes. 

Eno, ThatI beheld : 

Mine eyes did ficken at the fight, and could nct 
Indurea further view, 

Scar. She once being loott, 

The Noble ruine of her Magicke, eAathony, 
Claps on his Sca-wing, and (like a doting Mallard) 
Leaving the Fight in heighth, flyes afcer her ; 
I never faw an attun of tuch ſhame; | 
Experience, Man-hood , Honor re*ce before, 
Did violate ſo it (clfe. 

Eneb. Alacke, alacke, 

 Omter (amiidita, 

Cam. Our Fortune onthe Sea is out of breath, 
And {inkes molt lamentably. Had our Generall 
Bin what he knew himſclte,.it had gone well: 

Oh hee ha's given example for ourflight, 

Moſt groſlely by his owne. 

F _ I, are youthereabouts ? Why then goodnight in» 
ecde. 

(am, Toward Peloponneſus are they fied. 


| Scar. Tiscalictoor, 

, Andthere I will attend what further comes, 
' (amid. To Ceſar will 1 render 

| My Legionsand my horſe, fixe Kings already 
Shew me the way of yeclding, 

Eno, Ile yet follow 
The wounded chance of Axzthony, though my realon 
SitSin the winde againſt me. 

Enter eAnthony with «Attendants. 

Ant. Hearkegie Land bids me tread no more upon'r, 
It isaſham'd to beare me. Friends, come hither, 

I am fo lated in the world, that [ 
Have loſt my way for ever, I havea ſhippe,' 
Laden with Gold, rzke that, divide it: flye, 
And make your peace with Ceſar. 

Ommes. Fly ? Not we. 

Ant, I have fled ay felfe,and have inſtructed cowards 
To runne, and ſhew their ſhoulders. Friends be gone, 
I have my ſelfe, reſoly'd upon a courle, 

W hich has no neede of you. Be gone, 

My Treaſure's inthe Rarbour. Take it: Oh, 

I follow'd that I bluſh to looke upon, 

My very haires do mutiny : for the white 
Reprove the browne for raſhnefle, and they them 
For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, you ſhall 
Have Letters from me toſome Friends, that will 
Syweepe your way for you. Pray you looke not ad. 
Nor make replyes of loathneſle, take the hint 
Which my diſpaire proclaimes. Letthem be left 
Which leaves it ſelfe, to Sca-fide ſtraight way; 


—_—_O©w_— 


I will polſeſſe you of that ſhip aud Treaſure, 
NR © Leave 
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Hm = 
Leave me, 1 alittle : pray you now, 
Nay doo: be indeode l bobs loſt command, = 
Therefore I pray you, Ile ſee you by and by. Sits downe, 
Enter Cleopatraled by Charmian and Erort 
| &v0r.Nay gentle Madam, to him, coa-fort bim. 
Ira. Do molt deere Queene, 
Char. Doc,why, what clſe ? 
(ee. Let me fit downe : Oh Inne. 
Ant. No, no, no, ne,no. 
Eros, Sec you heere, Sir ? 
Am. Oh fie, fic, fic. 
Char. Madam, 
Irs, Madam, oh good Emprelle. 
Eros, Sir, (ir. 
Ant, Yes my Lord, yes; he at Philippt kept 
His {word e'ne like a dancer, while 1 ſtrooke 
The leane and wrinkled {aſſizs, and *twas I 
T hat the mad Bratus ended t he alone 
Dealt on Lientenantry, 8nd no practiſe had 
Inthe brave ſquares of Warrc : yetnow ; no matter, 
(leo, Ah ſtand by, 
Eros. The Qucene my Lord, the Queene. 
Ira, Gotohim, Madam, ſpeake to him, 
FHee is unqualited with very ſhame. 
(lee. Well then, ſuſtaine me : Oh, | 
Eros. Moſt Noble Sir ariſe, the Qeene approaches, 
Her head's declin'd, and death will ſerze her, bar 
Your comfort makes the reſcue. 
em. I bave offended Repmation ; 
| A moſt unnoble ſwerving- 
Eres. Sir, the Queene. 
Ant, Oh whither haſt thou led me Egypt, ſee 
How I convey my ſhame, out of thine cycs, 
By looking backe what I have lcfc behinJc 
Stroy'd in diſhonor., 
Cleo, Oh my Lord, my Lord; 
Forgive my fcarfull ayles, I little thoughe 
You would have followed. 
Ant. X.gypt, thou knew'ſt too well, 
My heart wasto thy Rudder tycd by 'th' ſtrings, 
And thou ſhould it Rowe me after, O're my tpirit 
The fall ſupremacie thou knew'ſt, and that = 
Thy b<cke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command mc. 
Clo. Oh my pardon, 
Ant. Now I muſt 
Tothe young man ſend humble Ticaties, dodge 
And palter in the ſhitrs of lowres, who 
With halfe the bulke o'th' wor!d plaid as I pleas'd, 
Making, and marring Fortunes, You d:d know 
How much you were my Conqueror, andthat 
My ſword, made weake by my affection, would 
Obey it onall cauſe. 
Cleo. Pardon, pardons 
eAnt, Fall notateare | ſay, one of them rates 
All that is wonne and lolt ; Give mea kiſle, 
Eventhisrepayes, 
Weſcnt our Schoole maſter, is a come backe ? 
Love 1 am fullof Lead : ſome Wine 
Within there , and our Viands : Forrune knowes, 
{ We ſcorne her moſt, when molt ſhe offers blows. Exexnt 


— 


 —IﬀGlw_u 


| Enter Ceſar, eAgripps, and Dollabella, with ethers, 
| 
| Cef. Let him appeare that's com for «Anthony, 
Kuow you him. 


| A 


| 


, 


| As 1sthe Morne-dew on the Mcrile leafe 


OS —— 


| The ne'retouch'd Veſtall. Try thy canning Thidie, 
' Make thine owe Edit for thy paines, which we 
- Willan{wer as a Law. 


| And what thouthinkeſt his very Action ſpeakes 


Dolla. Ceſe,, tis his Schoolemaſter, 
An argument that he is pluckr, when hither 
He {ends ſo poorea Pinnion of his Wing, 
W bich had ſuperfluous Kings for Meſſengers, 
Not many Moonesgone by, 

Emtr eAmbaſſador from Antheny. 

Ceſar. Approach, andipeake, 

eAmb. Suchas Iam Icome from Anthony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends, 


To his grand Seca. 
Ceſ..Bee't ſo,declare thine crhce. 

Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he ſalutesthee, and 
Requires to live in Zgypt, which not granted 
He Leſſcns his requeſts,and to thee ſacs 
Tolet him breathberweene the Heavens and Earth 
A private manin Athens : this for him. | 
Next, Cloparra does confeſlethy greatneſlc: 

Snbmits her te thy might, and of thee craves 
The Circle of the Prolownies for her heyres, | 
Now hazarded to thy Gace- 
({ x. For Anthony, 
I havenocares to his requeſt, The Queene, 
Of Audicnce, nor Deſire ſhall faile, ſo the 
Frum Agypt drive her all-diſgraced Friend, 
Or take his life there. This if ſhe performe, 
She ſhall notſue unheard, So to them both. 
eAmb, Fortune purſue thee. 
(e/* Bring him through tbe Bands: 
To tr y thy Eloquence, now 'tis time, diſpatch, 
From Antheny winne Cloparrs, promile 
And in our Name, when ſhe requires, adde more 
From thine invention, cffers, Women are not 
In their beſt Fortunes ſtrong ; but wane will periure 


Thid. Ceſar, | 20, 
Cef. Obſerve how Anthony becomes his flaw, 


In every power that mooves. | 
Thid, Ceſar, I ſhall, E xent. 
Erter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charnnan, Iris, 
Cleo. What ſhall we do , Enobarbuu ? 
Emo, Thinke, and dye. 
Che. Is Antkeny.or we in fault for this? 
Eno. eAmbeny onely,that would make his will 
Lord of his Realon. W hat though you fled, 
From that great face of Warre, whole ſeverall ranges 
Frightedeach orher ? Why ſhould he tollow ? 
The tch of his Aﬀection ſhould notthen 
Have nickt his Captain-ſhip, at ſuch a point , 
When halfeto haltethe world oppos'd, he being 
The meered queſtion? Tisa ſhame no lefle 
Then was his loſſe, to courſe your flying Flagees, 
Andleave his Navy gazing. | 
Cleo. Prythee PEACE, 
Enter the eAmba|[ador, wth Anthony. 
Ant, Is this hisanſwer. Amb. I my Lord. 
Ant. The Queene ſhall then have courtclic, 
Soſhe will yecld us up. 

Am, He ſayesſo. 
Anthe. Let her know't. To the Boy Ceſar ſend this 
grizled head, and he will fill thy wiſhesto the brimme, 

With Principalities. 
Cleo. That head my Lord ? 
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eAn), To him againe,tell him he weares the Roſe 

Ml upen him; from mrs ſhould note 
cthi icular : His Coyne,Ships, Legions, 

May bea tet Miniſters would prevaile 

V nder the ſervice of a childe,as ſoone 

= TP) Trot of Ceſar, idare him therefore 

0 Lay his gay compariſonsa 
And n— declin'd,l word againſt (word, 

Our ſelyes alone ; Ile write it, Follow me. 

Ens. Yes,like enough : hyc-battell'd Ca/ar will 
Vaſtate his hap jnele and beStag'd to'th'ſhew 
Againſt a Sworder, I ſce mens judgements are 
A parcell of their Fortunes,and things outward 
Doe draw the inward quality after them 
To ſuffer all alike,that he ſhould dreame, 

Knowing all meaſures,the full {o/ar will 
Anſwer his emptinefſe ; («ſar thou haſt ſubdude 
His judegement too. 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser, A Mcſlenger from Ceſar, 

Cleo, What no more Ceremony ? See my Women, 
Againſt the blowne Roſe may they ſtop their noſe, 
That kneel'd untothe Buds. Admit him fir. 

Enob, Mine honeſty, and I,beginto ſquare, 

The Loyalty well held to Fooles,does make 
Our Faith mecere Folly : yet he that can endure 
To follow with A a falne Lord, 
Does conquer him that did his Maſter conquer, 
And carnes a place i'th'Story. 

Enter T hidias, 

Cleo. Ceſar: wiil. 

Thid. Hcare it apart, 

(eo, None but friends : ſay boldly: 

T hid. So haply arc they friends to Authony. 

Enob. He needs as many (fir )as Ceſar has- 
Or needs not us. If Ceſar pleaſc,our Maſter 
Will leape to be his friend : For as you know, 
Whoſe he is, we arc, andthat is Ce/a 7. 

Th#d.So, Thus then thou moſt renown'd,Ce/ar intrreats 
Not to conſider in what caſe thou ſtandlt 
Further than he is Ceſar. 

Cleo. Goe on,right Royall. 

Thid. He knowes that you embrace not «Anthony 

As youdid love,bnt as you feared him. 

{ leo. Oh. x 

Thid. The ſcarresupon your honour therefore he 
Does pitty,as conſtraincdblemiſhes, 

Not as deſerved. 
Cleo, He is a god, 
And knowes what is moſt right. Mine honour 
Was not yeelded, but conquer'd meerely. 
£En06b, Tobe ure of thar,l will aske Anthony. 
Sir,fir,thouart to leaky 
That we mu{t leave thee thy ſinking, for 
| Thy deareſt quit thee. 

Thid. Shall I fay to Ceſar, 

What you require of him : for he partly Deſges 

To bedefir'd togive. It much would pleale him, 

That of his fortunes you ſhould make a Raffe 

Toleane upon, But it would warme his ſpirits 

To heare from me you had left e Anthony, 

| And pur your ſelfe under his ſhrowd , the vniverſall 
Cleo. What's your name? 

Thid. My name is Thidias, 


Cleo, Moſt kinde Ms (Landlord. 
| Say to great Ceſar this in diſputation, 


Exit.Enob, 


| 


| 


| 


| 


I kifſe his conqu'ring hand : Tell him, am prompt 
Tolay my Crolens at's feet,and there to knecle- 
Tell hicztsom his all-obcying breath,l heare 
The doome of Egypt. 
Thid, Tis your nobleſt courte : 
Wiſedome and Fortunc combarting together, 
If that the former dare but w hat it can, 
Nochance may ſhake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand, 

Cleo, Your (ſar: Father oft, 
(When he hath mus'd of taking kingdomes in ) 
Beſtow'd hislips on that unworthy place, 
Asit rain'd kiſſes 

Enter Arthony and Enobarbus. 

Avt. Favours?By Love that thunders. W hat art thou 

Thid. One that but pertormes (Fellow ? 
The bidding of the tulleſt man,and worthieſt 
To have command obeyde. 

Enob, You will be whip. 

Ant, Approch there:ah you Kite. Now gods & divels, 
Authority melcs from me of late, When | cride hoa, 
Like Boyes unto a muſſe, Kings would itart torth, 

And cry your will, Have you no cares ? bps 
Lam eAnthony yet. Take hence this Iacke and whip him- 
Enter a Servant, 
Endb, Tis better playing with a Lyons whelpe, 
Than withan old one dying, 

eAnt. Moone and Starres, . : 
Whip him : wert twenty of the greateſt Tributarics 
That doe acknowledge Ceſar,ſhould I finde ther 
So fawcy with the hand of ſhe here, whats her name 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra ? Whip him Fellowes, 
Till like a Boy you ſee him crindge his face, 

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid, Marks Anthony. 
eAnt, Tugge him away : being whipt, 
Bring him againe,the lacke of Ceſar- thall = | 
Beare us an arrant to him. Exeunt with Thidias, 
You were halfe blaſted ere I knew you : Ha ? 
Have I my pillow left unpreit in Rome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawfall Race, 
And by a Iem of Woinen,to be abuſde 
By one that lyokes on Feeders ? | 
Cleo, Good my Lord, 
An, You have beenea boggeler ever, 
Bur when we in = nel ow hard | 
Oh miſery ont )the wiſe godsſecle our eyes 
__ owne filth,drop our cleere judgements, make us | 
Adore our errours,laugh ats while we [trut 
To our contuſion, 

Cles, Oh,ist come tothis? 

As. 1 found you as a Morſell,cold upon 
Dead Ceſar: Trencher : Nay,you were a Fragment | 
Of Cneins Pompeyerbelides what hotter houces 


Vnregiſtred in yulgar Fame, you have 
Luxuriouſly pi . For 1 am ſure, 
Though you can e what Temperance ſhould be, 


You know not what it 1s. 


Cleo, Wherefore is this? 
Ant. Tolet a Fellow that will take rewards, 
And ſay,Ged quit you,be familiar with 
My play-fellow,your hand ; this Kingly Scale, 
And plighter of high hearts. O that I were 
V pon the Hill of Balan,to out-roare : | 
The horned Heard,for I have Savagecauſe, 
And toproclaime it civilly,were like | 
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A balter'd necke,which docs the Hangman thanke, 
For being yare about him- Is he whipt ? 
Enter a Servant with Thidias, 
Ser, Soundly my Lord. 
eAnt. Cryed he? and begg'd a Pardon ? 
Ser. Hedid aske favour. ; 
Ant. If chat thy father live,let him repent 
Thou waſt not made his daughter,and be thou ſorry 
To follow Ceſar in his triumph,ſince | 
Thou haſt been whipt. For following him, henceforth 
The white band of a Lady Feaver thee, 
Shake tolooke on't, Ger thee backeto Ceſar, 
Tell him thy entertainment ; looke thou lay 
He makes me with him. For he ſeemes 
Proud and diſdaintall,barping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry, 
Andat this time moſt caſfic tis to doot : 
W hen my good ſtarres,that were my former guides 
Have empty left their Ocbes,and ſhut their Þ 1res 
Into the Abiſme of Hell. It he miſlike, 
My ſpcech,and what is done,tcll him he has 
Hiparchus,my enfranched Bondmangwhom 
He may at pleaſure whip,or hang,or torture, 
As he ſhall like to quit me. Vrge it then: _—_ 
Hence with thy ſtripes,be gonc. Eat Thid, 
Cleo, Have you done yet ? | 
Ant. Alacke our Terene Moone is now Eclipſt. 
And it portends alone the fall of eAntherys 
Cleo, T ault (tay his time? 
Ant, To flatter Ce/ar,would you mingle eycs 
W ith one that tyes his poynts. 
{1eo, Not know me yet ? 
eAnt, Coid-heartcd roward me ? 
{ leo. Ab (Decre)if I be ſo, . 
From my cold heart,lcthcaven ingender halle, 
Ard poylon it inthe fourſe,and the firlt ſtone 
Drop in my necke : as it determines {0 


' Diſlolve my lite,the next Czlarian imile, 


Till by d:grees the memory of my wombe, 

Together with my brave Egyptians all, 

By the diſcandering of this pelletred ſtorme, 

Lye graveleſle,tili the Flies and Gnats of Nyle 

Have buricd them for prey ; 
Ant. I am ſatisfied : 


| Ceſar ſets downe in Alexandria,where 


I will oppoſe his Fate, Our force by land, 

Hath nobly held;and ſever'd Navy too 

Haye knit againe,and Fleet,threatning moſt Sea-like. 
Where haſt thou beene my beart ? Doſt thou heare Lady? 
It from the field I ſhall returne once more 

To kiſſe theſe lips,1 will appeare in blood, 

Land my Sword,will carne wy Chronicle, 

There$hove in't yet. 

Clee. Thats my brave Lord. 

Ant. 1 will be trebblce-ſinewed, hearted,breath'd, 
And fight malictouſly : for when mine houres 
Were niceand lucky,men did ranſome lives 
Of me for jeſts : but now,Ile ſet my teeth, 
And ſend to darkneſle all that ſtop me. Come, 
Lets have one other gawdy night : Callto me 
All my {ad Captaines,fill our Bowles once more : 
Lers mocke the midnight Bell. 

Cleo, It is my Birth-day, 


T had thought have held it poore. But ſince my Lord 


{| Is Anthony againe, Lwill be {ſooparya. 


{ Thou haſt been rightly honeſtyſo haſt thou, 


| So good as you have dence. 


Clo, Callallhis Noble Captaines ro m 
Ant. Doe1o,wee'l ſpeake to them, FOR 
And to night Ile force 
The Wine peepe through their skarres. 
Come on (my Queene ) 
Theres ſap in't yer» The nexttime I doe fight + 
Ile make deathlove me : for I will contend 
Even with his peſtilent Sythe + Exemnt 

Eneb., Now hel out-{tare the Lightning , ro be farions 

Isto be frighted our of feare,and in that moode 
The Dove will peckethe Eſtridge ; and 1 fee ſit! 
A diminution in our Capraines braine, 
Reſtores his heart ; when valour prayes in reaſon 
Ireates the Sword it fights with : 1 will ſeeke X 
Some way to leave him- Exennt, 


Enter Ceſar, Agrippa,aud Mcitenas with his Army, 
Ca/ar reading a Letter, 


Ce/. Hecals me Boy,and chides as he had power 
To bear ac out of Egypt. My Meſſenger ; 
He hath whipt with Rods,dares meto perſonall Combat. 
Ceſar to e-mheny : let the old Ruihen know, 
LBave many other wayesto dye : meanc time 
Laugh atthis Challenge. 
CMece. («ar mult thinke, 
When one lo great begins to rage;he's hunted 
Evento falling. Give him no breath,but now 
Make boot of his diſtraQion : Never anger 
Made good guard for ir {<lfe. 
Cef. Letour beſt heads know, 
That to morrow,the laſt of many Battailes 
We meane to hight. Within our Files there arcy 
Of thoſe that ſerv'd Afarke Anthony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. Sce it done, 
And feaſt the Army, we have ftore to doo't, 


Emer Anthony and Cleopatra, Enebarbus, Charmian, 
Ira Alexas with others, 


Ant. He will not fight with me,Domirian ? 
Enob. No? , 
Ant. Why ſhould he not? 
Eno, He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 
He isrwenty men to one. 
Ant, To morrow Suuldier, 


| 


And they have carn'd the waſte. Poore Anthony. F xenns. | 


| 


| 


By Sea and Land Ile fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour mthe blood, | 
Shall make it live againe, Woo't thou fight well | 
Eneb, Ile ſtrike,and cry,take all. | 
Amt, Well faid,come on : | 
Calf forth my houſhold ſervants,lets to nighe | | 
Enter three or fowre Servwitonrs. | 

Be bounteons at our Meale. Give me thy hand, | 


Thou,and thou,and thou : you have ferv'd me well, 
And Kings have becne your fellowes, 
Cleo. What meanes this? 
En, Tis one of thoſe odde tricks which ſorrow ſhoots | 
Out of the mind. | 
eAwut, And thouart honeſt too : 
I wiſh I could be made ſo many men, 
And all of yeu clapt up together,in © | 
An Anthony : that I might doe youlervice, | 


Omnes- | 


COTE 1 
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«Anthony and Cleopatra 


Omnes, The gods forbid. | 
Arr, Well,my good Fellowes,wait on me tonight ; 
Scam not my Cups,and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 
And ſuffered my command. 
{{co, What does he meane ? | 
Eno, To make his Followers weepe. | 
Ant. Tenq metro night ; | 
May be it is the period of your duty, 
Haply you ſhall not fee me more, or if, 
A mangled ſhadow. Percharice to morrow, 
You'l ſerve another Maſter. I looke on you, 
As onethat takes hisleave. Mine honeit Friends, 
I turne you not away,butlike a Maſter 
Married to your good fervice,ſtay till death : 
Tend me to night two houres, I a5ke no more, 
And the gods yeeld you for't. 
Eneb. What meane you (ir) 
Togive them this diſcomfort? Looke, you weepe, 
And 1 an Aſlgam Onion-ey'd ; for ſhame, 
Transforme us not to women, 
eAnt. Ho,ho,hs : : 
Now the Witch take me,it I meant it thus» 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall (my hearty Friends) 
You take me a too dolorous a ſenſe, . 
For I ſpake to you for your comtort,did defire you 
To burne thys night with Torches : know (my hearts ) 
I hope well of romorrow,and will lead you, 
Where rather Ile expe& victorious life, 
Then death,and Honour, Lets to Supper,come, 
And drone conlideration. Exeunt, 


— — —_ _—— 


FKnter 4 Company of Sowldters, 


1 $4, Brother,good night : to morrow is the day. 
12 Sol. It will determine one way: Farc you well, 
Hcard you of nothing ſtrange about the ſtreets- 
1 Nothing: w hat newes ? 
2 B:like tis but a Rumour,good night to you. 
1 Well fir,good night. 
They meet with other Sonldicrs. 
+ Souldicrs have carctul. Watch. 
1 An you : Goodnight,goudinyght, 
They place themwſelve;inevery corner of the Stage, 
2 Here we,and if tro mCrrow 
Our Navy thrive! have an abtolute hope 
Our Landmen wil: {tand up. 
1 Tisa brave Army,and f || of purpoſe. 
CMuſicke of the Hoboyes # wnder the $ tage. 
2 Peace,\v hat noylc? | 
1 Liſt liſt. 
2 Hcarke, 
1 Muſicke 'Ayre 
3 Vndcrthe carth, 
It ſignes well,does1t not ? 
3 No. 3 
1 Pcace I ſay : What ſhould this meane ? 
2 Tis the god Herew/es,whom Anthony loved, 
Now leaves him. . 
1 Walke,lcts ſeeif other Watchmen 
Doe heare what we doe ? : 
2 How now Maſters? ” Speaks together, 
Omnes, How now ? how now ? doe you hearethis ? 
I I,is't not ſtrange ? 
3 Doe you heare Maſters ? Doe you heare ? 


I Follow the noyſe {o farre as we have quarter. | 


—_____— w—__— Lo 


—_— Sweat 


Lets ſee how it will give off. 
Omnes. Content : Tis ſtrange, Exenut, 


Enter Anthony and (leopatra with orberr. 


Ant, Ero5,mine Armour Eros 
Cleo, Sleepe alictle. — 
Ant. No my Chucke, Eros,come mine Armour Eros. 
Enter Eros. 
Come good Fellow,pur thine lron on, 
If Fortune be not ours to day,it is 


| Becaule we brave her. Come. 


C/co. Nay,lle heipe too, Anthony. 
Whats this for ? Ah,let be,let be,thbouart 
The Armourer of my heart: Falſe, falſe : This,this, 
Sooth-law Lie helpe : Thusit avaſt be. 

Ant, \Well,well,we ſhall thrive now- 
Sceſt thou my good Fellow. Goe,put on thy defences, 
Eros, Brictly fic. 
Cleo, Is not this buckled yell ? 
Ant. Rarely,rarcly : 
He that unbuckles this, till we doe plcaſe 
To doft for our repoſe, ſhall heare a ſtorme. 
Thou fumbleſt Eres,and my Queenes a Syuire 
More tight at this : Diſpatch, O Love, 
Thar thou couidſt ſce my warres to day ,and kney'lt 
The Royall Occupation,thou ſhouldit ſee 
A workeman in't. 
Enter an armed ſouldier, 
Good morrow to thee, welcome, 
Thou look(t like him that knowesa warlike charge : 
To bulineſle that we love,we riſe betime, 
And goe too't witheclight, 
Sonl. Athouland Sir, carly though't be,bave on their 
Rivertederim,and at the Port expeRt you. Shows. 
Trampet; flouriſ>, 
| Enter Captaines ard Sonldiers, 
Alex, The Morne is faire : Good morro.y General, 

All, Good morrow Generall, 

ent. Tis well blowne Lad; 
This morning.like the ſpirit of s youth 
That meanes to be of note,begins betimes. 
So,lo:; Come give me that,what cre becomes of me, 
Fare thee well Dame,whar ere become of mec, 
This is a Sceulditcrs kifle : rebub calilc, 
And worthy ſhamctull checke it were,roitand 
On more Mechanicke Complement, ile leavethees 
Now like a man of Steele,you that will tight, 
Follow mecloic,Ile bring you toot; Adicu, 

Char, Pleale you retyre to your Chamber ? 

Cleo, Lead me : 

He goesfarth gallantly : that he and Ce/ar might 
Determine this great Warre in fingle tight; 
Then Anthony ; but now. Well on. 


Excunt. 


E xeunt, 


Trumpet ſound. Enter Anthony and Eros. 


£ro7, The Gods make this a happy day to Anthony, 
Ant, Would thou,and thoſe thy icar:cs had once pre- 
To make me fight at Land. (vaild, | 
Eres. Hadſt rhoudone fo, 
The Kings that have revolred,and the Souldier 
Thar has this morning teft thee, would have (till 
Fcllowed thy heeles. 
Ant. Who's gone this morning ? 
Eros. Who?ane ever neere thee,call for Enebarbuo, 
aa $ - He 
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The Tragedy of | 


He ſhall not hearc thee, or from Ceſars Campe, 
Sav I am none of thine. 

Ant. \W hat fayc{t thou? , 

Sold. Sir he 15 with ( «ſar. 


Eres. Sir, his Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with him, 


Ant. Is be gone? 
Sol. Moſt certaine. 
Ant. Goe Eres, ſend his Treaſure after, doe it, 
Detaineno jot | charge thee : writeto him, 
{| (Lwill ſubſcribe) gentle adicus, and greetings: 
Say, that I wiſh he never find more cauſe 
To change a Maſter. Oh my fortunes have 
Corruptcd honeſt men, Dit patch Eros, 


Enter Aprippa, Ceſar, with Enobarbu, 
oo Dollabella, ; 


Cef. Gor forth Agrippe, a2d begin the fight : 
Our will is Anthony be tooke alive : 
Make 1t fo knowne, 
eAgrip. Ceſar, ſhall. 
Cef. The time oF univerſall peace 1s neere , 
Prove thisa profp'rous day, the three nook'd world 
Shall beare the Olive trecly. 
Enter a (Meſſenger, 

Aleſ. Anthony is come intothe hieid. 

Cef. Goe charge eAgrippe, 
Plant thol: that have revoited in the Van, 
I hat eAnthory may {ccme to ſpend his Fury 
Vpon bimlclte. 

Enob. Alexas did revolt, and went to /emry on 
Afﬀaires of Anchoxy; there did diſlwade 
Great Herod to incline himſclte to Ceſar, : 
And leave his Maſter Anthony. For this paines, 
Ceſar bath hang'd him : Camidins and the reit 
That fell away, have entertaiment, but 
No honorable truſt : I have done 1ll, 

Of which I doe accuſe my lelte ſo ſorely, 
Thar 1 will joy no morce 
Emer a Soldier of Caeſars, 

Sol. Enobarbus, Anthony 
Hath after thee {ent all thy Treaſure, with 
His Bounty over-plus. The Mcſſenger 
Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Vnloading of his Mule:. 

Eno. 1 givelt you. 

Sol. Mocke not Enobarbua, 

I rel! you rruc : Beit you faf tthe bringer 

Our ofthe haoſt, 1 muſt attend mine Orhice, 
Or would have done't my ſclte. Your Emperor 
Continues ſilia love. 

Envb, T am aione the Villaine of the earth, 
And fecle 1 am{o moſt. Oh »- ntbony, | 
Thou Mine of bounty, how woulcit thou have payed 
My better ſervice, when my turpitude 
Thou 4olt ſo Crowne with Gold. Lhis blowes my heart 
If ſwiftthought breake it not : a ſwifzed meane 
Shall our-ſtrike thought, but thought will doo't. I feele 
I hght againſt thee ; No | will goe feeke 
Some Ditch, where to dye : thc toulſt beſt firs 
My latter part of lite. Exit, 

\ Arum, Drummes ard Ti TWmpet s, 
'S Emer Agri 

Aegr'p. Retire, we hve engag'd our ſelves too farre : 

Cetar himititc has worke, and our oppreſſion 


| Excccds what we expectcd. EZ xwu, 


Exit. 


F xeunt. 


Ex, 
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eMlarums. 
Enter Amthory, and Scar wounded. 

Scar, O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done {oat firit, we had droventhem home 
With clowrs about their head. Farre of. 

Ant. Thou bleed(t apace. 

Scar. 1 had a wound hecre that was like a T, 

Butnow tis made an H. 

Ant, They doe retyre. 

Scar. We'll beat em into Bench-holes, 1 have yet 
Roome for {ix {cotches more. : 

Emer Eres, 

Eros, They are beaten Sir,and our advantage ſeryes 
Fora faire vitory. 

Scar, Let us ſcore their backes, 

And Tnatch em up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis ſport to maula Runner. 

Ant, I will reward thee 
Once for thy ſprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. lic haltatter. Exennt. 
Alarum. Enter Anthony againe in « CH&ch, 


Scarm, with other. 


Ant, We have beate him to his Campe : Runne one 
Betore,and let the Queen know of our gueſts: to morrow 
Before the Sun ſhall tces, we'll ſpillthe blood 
That has today cſcap'd. I thanke you all, 

For doughty handed are you, and have feught 
Not as you ſerv'd the Cauſe, but as't had beene 
Each mans like mine : you have ſhewne all Hefors, 
Enter the Citty, clip your Wives, your friends, 
Tell them your feats, whilſt they with joy full teares 
Waſh the congealement from your wounds, and kiſſe 
The honour'd-gaſhes whole. 
Enter ( Teopatra- 
Give me thy hand, 
Tothis great Faiery , Ile commend thy as, 
Make her thankes bleſſe thee. Oh thouday o'th'world, 
Chaine mincarm'd necke, leape thou, Attyre andall 
Through proofe of Harnefle to my part, and there 
Ride on the pants triuwphing. 
Cleo. Lord of Lords, 
Oh infinite Vertue, comm'ſt thou ſmiling from 
The worlds great ſnare uncaughr. | 
ent, My Nightingale, 
We have beate them to their Beds. 
W hat Gyrle, though gray 
Do ſomething mingle with our yonger browne,yet ha we 
A braine that nouriſhes our Nerves, and can 
Get gole for gole of youth. Behold this man, 
Commend unto his Lippes thy ſavouring hand, 
Kiſſe it my Warriour : He hath foughtto day, 
As ifa god in hate of Mankind, had 
Deſtroyedin ſucha ſhape. 
Cleo. Ile give thee friend 
An Armour all of gold : it was a Kings, 
Ant. He has deſerv'd iv, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phaxbus Carre, Give me thy hand, | 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 
Bears our hackt Targets, like the menthat owe them, {| 
Had our great Palace the capacity | 
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To Campe this hoaſt, we all would ſup together, 
An&d drinke Carowſes to the next dayes Fate 
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A nthony and Cleopatra. 


Which promilcs Royall perill. Trumperers 

With brazen dinne blaſt you the Cuties care, 

Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 

That heaven and carth may (trike their ſounds together, 
Applauding our approach. E xennt, 


Enter a (enter y, and his Company, Enobarbrs followes, 


Cent. If we be not rceliev'd within this houre, 
We mult returne co'th'Court of Guard : the night 
Is ſhiny, and they (ay, we ſhall embartaile 
By'th'tecond houre uh'Morne. 
1 Watch. This laſt day wasa ſhrew'd one to's 
Enob, Oh beare me witneſle wghr, 
2 Whit man is this? 
I Stand cloſe, and liſt him. 
Enoeb, Be witnefle ro me (O thou bleſſed Moone) 
W hen men revoltcd ſhall upon Record 
Beare harefull memory : poore Enobarbw did 
Bctore thy facerepent. 
Cent, Enobarbus ? 
2 Peace; hearke further. 
Enob. Oh Soveraigne Miſtris of true Melancholly, 
The poylonous dampe of night diſpunge upon me, 
Thar lite, a very Rebellro my wall, 
May bang no longer on me. Throw my heart 
Againſt the flintand hardneſſe of my fault, 
Which being drycd with griefe, will breaketo powdet, 
And finifh ail foule thoughts, Oh Antbony, 
Nobl:r then my revolt 1s infamous, 
Forgive me in thine owne particular, 
But let the world ranke me in Regilter 
A Maſter leaver, anda fugitive : 
Oh «Anthony | Oh Anthony | 
1 Letsſpcake to him. 
Cent. Lets heare him, for the things he ſpeakes 
May concerne Ca/ſar. 
2 Lets doe ſo, but he ſleepes, 
(ent. Swoonds rather, tor to bada Prayer as his 
Was never yet for{leepe. 
1 Goce we ro hum, 
2 Awake ſir, awake, ſpeake to us. 
1 Heare you ir? 
Cent. The hand of death hath raught him. 
Drummet afarre off. 
Hearke how the Drummes demurely wake the ſleepers : 
Let us beare him to'th* Court of Guard : he is of note : 
Our houre 1s tully out. 
2 Comeon then, lic may recover yet. Exemnt, 
Enter «Anthony, and Scarus, with their Army. 
Ant. Their preparation is to day by Sea, 
We pleaſe them not by Land. 
Scar, For both, my Lord. 
Ant. 1 would they'ld fight ith'Fire, or ith Ayre, 
| Wee'ld fight there too. Burt this it is, our Foote 
| Vpon the hilles a&joyning tothe Citty 
Shall ay with us. Order tor Sea1s given, 
| They have put forth the haven : | 
Where their appoiutment we may beſt diſcover, 
| And looke on their endevour. 
| 
| 


Exenn. 


Enter Ceſar, andbu Army. 
Ceſ. But being charg'd, we will be (tiltby Land, 
W hich as I tak't we ſhall, for tus beſt force 
| Is torth to Man his Gallics. To the Yales, 


| 
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And hold our beſt advaniage. Exennt. 
eAlarum afarre of, as at a Sea-fight. 
Emer «Anthony, and Scarus. 


Amt, Yet they are not joyn'd: 
W here yond Pine does ſtand, 1 ſhall diſcover all, 
Ile bring thee word ftraight, bow tis like to goc» Exit. 
Sc. Swallewes have built 
In Cleopatra's Sailes their neſts. The Avgurics 
Say, they know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly, 
And dare not ſpeake their knowledge, Azthory, 
Is valiant, and dc jected, and by ſtarts 
His fretted Fortunes give him hope and feare 
Ot what he has, and has not. 
Emer eAmhony, 
Ant. All isloſt ; 
This towle Egyptian hath betrayed me : 
My flcete hath yeelded to the Foe, and yonder, 
They catt their Caps up, and Carowſe together 
L:kc fizends long loſt, Triple-turn'd Whore, tis thou 
Halt fold me to this Novice, and my heart 
Makesonely Warres on thee, Bid themall fiye : 
For when I am reveng'd upon my Charme, 
I have done all. Bid chemall flye, be gone. 
Oh Sunne, thy upriſe ſhall I ſee no more, 
Fortune, and Anthony part heere, even heere 
Doe we ſhake hands? All come tothis? The hearts 
That pannellcd me at heels, ro whom I gave 
Their wiſhes, doe dif” Candy, melrtheir ſweets 
On bloſſoming Ceſar : and this Pine is barkt, 
That over-topd them all. Berray'd I am» 
Oh chis falſe Soule of Egypt ! this grave Charme, 
Whole eye beck'd forth my Wars,acd cal 'd them home: 
W hoſe boſome was my Crownet, my Chicte cnd, 
Like a right Gyplie, hath at talt and loule 
Beguild me, to th e very heart of loſle. 
W hat Eros, Eros ? 
Emer Cleopurs. 
Ah, thou Spell | Avaunt. 
Cleo, Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his Love ? 
Am. Vaniſh, or I (hall give thee thy deſerving, 
And blemiſh Ce/@s Triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoilt thee up to th'(houting Plebeians, 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateit ſpor 
Of all thy Sex. Moſt Monlter-like be ſhewne 
For poor'lt Diminutiues, for Doles, and ler 
Patient Ofavia, plough thy vilage up 
With her prepared nailes. 
Tis well th'art gone, 
If it be well to live. But berter twere 
Thou fellſt into my fury, for one death 
Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa? 
The ſhirt of Ng is upon me, teach me 
Alcides, thou mine Anceitor, thy rage. 
Let me Licas onthe hornes oth Moone, 


= 


And with tboſc hands that graſpt the heavieſt Club, 
Subduce my wortbicit ſelte : che Witch ſhall dye, 

Tothe y Roman Boy ſhe hath fold me, and I fall 
Vnder this plot : ſhe dyes for't. Eros hoa ? Exit. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Ira, Mardian, 


Cleo. Helpe me my woman : Oh he is more mad 
Then Telamon tor his Shield, the Boare ut Thellaly 
Was never ſoimboſt. : 

Char. To th' Monument, there locke your ſclfe, 
And ſcnd him word you are dead: 
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Exut Cleopatra. 
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The ſoule and Body rive not more in parting, 
Then grea:neſlc goirg off. 
Cleo. To'th'Monument ; 
AMardiav, goc tell bim I have flaine my lelfe : 
Say, that the laſt I ſpoke was Anthony, 
And word it (prethee ) pitteouſly, Hence Mar dian, 
And bring me how he takes my death to th'Monument. 
Exennt, 
Enter Anthony, and Er07 
Anth. Eres, thou yet beholdit me ? 
Eros. I Noble Lord. | 
«Ant. Sometime we ſee a clowd thats Dragoniſh, 
A vapour ſometime, like a Beare, or Lyon, 
Atoward Cittadell, a pendant Rock, 
A forked Mountains, or bicw Promontory 
With-Trees upon't, that nodde unto the world, 
And mocke our eyes with Ayre. 
Thou halt ſcene thelſc lignes, 
They are blacke Velpers Pageants. 
Eros, I my Lord; 
Ant. That which is now a horſe, even witha thought 
the Racke diſlimes, and makes it indiſtinct 
As water 15 1n Waters 
Eros. It does my Lord. = 
Ant. My Knave Eros, now thy Captaine 15 
Even ſuch a body : hecre I am e4nthony, 
Yet cannot hold this viſible ſhape (ay Knave) 
1 made theſe warres for Egypt, and the Queene, 
Whoſe heart I thought I had, tor ſhe had ane : 
Which whilſt it was mine, had annext unto'r 
A Million moe, (now loſt: ) ſhe Eros has 
Packt Cards with Cars, and falſe plaid my Glory 
Vntoan Enemies triumph. 
Nay, weepe not gentle Eros, there tsletr us 
Our ſelves to end our ſclves. 
Enter Mardiav. 
Oh thy vilde Lady, he has rob'd me of my Sword, 
Alar. No «Anthony, 
My Miltris lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 
Ant. Hence ſawcy Eunuch peace, ſhe hath betraid me 
And ſhall dycthedeath. 
Aar. Death of one perſon, can be paide but once, 
And that ſhe has diſcharg'd, What thou wouldſt doe 
Is done unto thy hand : the laft ſhe ſpake 
Was Antbony, molt Noble Anthony : 
Then in the mideſt atcaring gronedid breake 
The name of Ambony : it was divided 
Betwerenc her heart, and lins: ſhe tendred life 
Thy name ſo buricd in here 
Ant, Dcad then ? 
Afar. Dead. 
ent. Vnarme Eres, the long dayestaske is done, 
And we mult ficepe: that theu departit hence ſafe 
Docs pay thy labour richly : gocs Exu Mardian, 
Oh, plucke ef, 
The teven-told thicld of efax cannot keepe 
The battery trom my heart. Oh cleave my ſides, 
Heart, once be {tronger then thy Continent, 
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No more a Souldier : bruiſed peeces goe, 
You have-bin-Nobiy borne. From me awhile. E xi free, 
T will ore=-take thee Cleoparre, and 
Weepe for my pardon. $0 it muit be, for now 
Alllength is Torture : ſince the Torch is our, 
Lye downe and {tray no farther. Now all labour 

7 


The Guard, how ? oh diſpatch me. 


| Marres what it does : yea, very force entangles 


It felfe with ſtrength : Scale then and all is done. 
Eres? I come my Queene, Eros? Say tor me, 
Where Soules doe couch on Flowers, we'll hand in hand, 


And with our ſprightly Pert make the Gholtes gaze : 


Dias, and her «neas (hall want Troopes, 
And all the haunt be ours. Come Eros, Eros, 
Enter Eros, 

Eros. What would my Lord? 

eAvt. Since { leepatra dycd, 
I have liv'd in fuch diſhonor, that the gods 
Deteſt my baſencſle. I, that with my Sword, 
Quarter'd the World, and ore greene Neptunes backe 
With Ships, made Citties z condemne my fclfe, to lacke 
The Courage ofa Woman, leſſe Noble minde 
Then ſhe u hich by her death, our Ceſar telles 
Tam Conqueror of my ſeife. Thou art ſw orne Eros, 
That when the exigent ſhould come, which now 
Is come indeed : When 1 ſhould ſee behind me 
Th'inevitable proſecution of diſgrace and horror, 
That on my command, thou then would(t kill mc. 
Doo't, the rime is come : thou ſirikſt not me, 
Tis Ceſar thoudefear'ſt. Put colour in my cheeke, 

Evos, The gods with-bold me, : 

Shall I doethat which all the Parthian Darts, 
(Though Enemy) loſt ayme, and could not, 

Ant, Eros, 

Wouldſt thou be window'd in great Rome, 2nd ſee 
Thy Maſter thus with pleacht Armes, bending downe 
H1s corrigible necke, bis face ſubdu'de 
Topenetrative ſhame ; whilſt the whceld ſeate 

Of fortunate («ſar drawne before him, branded 

His baſeneſſe that enſued, 

Eros, 1 would not ſee'r, 

Ant. Come then : for with a wound I muſt be cur'd. 
Dravy that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worne 
Moſt uſctull tor thy Country, 

Eros. Oh (ir, pardon me. 

ext, W hen 1 did make thee free, {worſt thou not then 
Todoe this when I bad thee ? Doe it at once, 

Or thy precedS$nt Services are all 
But accidents unpurpos'd, Draw, aud come, 

Eros. Turr.e from me then that Noble countenance, 
W herein the worſhip of the whole world lyes. 

Ant. Loc thce, 

Eros, My ſword ts drawne. 

Ant. Then let itdoe at once 
The thing why thov haſt drawne it. 

Ero;. My deere Malter, 

My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me ſay 
Before 1 ſtrike this bloody Rroke, tarcweil. 

Ant, Tis {aid man, and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell great Chicte. Shall I ſtrike now ? 

Ant, Now Eros, 

Eros. Why there then : 
Thus I doe eſcape the ſorrow of A4»thonves death. 

Ant. Thrice-Nobler then my ſelfe, 

Thou teacheſt me : Oh valiant Eros, what 

I ſhould, and thou couldſt not, my Queene and Eres 
Have by their brave inſtruction got upon me 

A Nobleneſſe in Record, But I will be 


Killes himſel/e. ( 


| 
| 
| 
' 


| 
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A Bride- groome in my death, and run into't 
As roa Lovers bed. Come then, and Eres, 
Thy Matter dyes thy Scholler : to doe thus 
I learnt of thee. How, not dead ? not dead? 
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Enter 4 Guard, 
1 Guard. Whats the noiſe ? 
Ant. 1 have done my work<e ill friends : 
Oh make an cnd of what | have begun. 
2 TheStarre is falne. 
1 Andtime isat his Period. 
eAll, Alas, and wee. 
Ant. Let him that loves me, ſtrike me dead. 
I Notl, 
2 NorlI. 
3 Nor any one. LExennt, 
Decre. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers flyc 
This ſword but ſhewne to Ceſar with this tydings, 
Shall enter me with him, 
Emer Diomedes. 
Dio. Wheres Anthony ? 
Deere. There Diomed there, 
Diom. Lives he : wilt thou not anſwer man ? 
Ant. Art thou there Diomed ? 
Draw thy ſword, and give me, 
Suthcing ſtrokes for deaths 
D%.. Moſt abſolute Lord ; 
My Milſtris Cleopatra {ent me to thee, 
Amt. Waen did ſhee ſend thee ? 
Diom. Now my Lord. 
Ant. Whece1s ſhe? (tcare 
Dioms, Lockt in her Monument: ſhe had a Propheſying 
Of whar hath come to paſſe : for when ſhe law 
(Which never ſhall be foand) you did ſuſpect 
She had diſpos'd with C'eſer, and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, ſhe ſent you word ſhe was dead : 
But fearing ſince how it wight worke; hath ſent 
Me toproclaine the truth, and I am come 
Idread, too late. 
Ant. Toolate good Diemed: call my Guard I prethee, 
Do, What hoa : the Emperors Guard. 
The Guard, what hoa ? Come, your Lord calles, 
Enter 4 or 5 of the Guard of « Anthony. 
eAnt. Bcare me good Friends were Cleopatra bides, 
Tis th: {aft (eevice chat I ſhall command you. 
1 Woe, woe are we (ir f0u may not hive to weare 
All your true Followers out. 
All. Moſt heavy day, 
eAnt. Nay good my fellowes,doe not pleaſe ſharp fate 
Tograce it with your forrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh 1t 
Secming to bearer lightly; Take we up, 
I have ied you oft, carry me now good triends, 
And have my thankes forall, ZFxeunt bearing Anthony, 


Enter Cleopatra, andher aides aloft, with 
Chai man, and Ira, 


(co. Oh Charmian, I will never goe from hence. 
Cher. Be comforted deere Madam, 
Cleo, No, I will not : 
All ſtrange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we deſpiſe ; our (ize of forrow 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, mult be as great 
As that which makes it, 
| ; Enter Diomed,; 
How now ? 1s he dead? 
Diom. His deaths upon him, but not dead. 
{ Looke out oth other fide your Monument, 
His Guard have brought him hither- 
| Enter Anthony, and t he Guard. + 


| 


| 


| 


Cleo. Oh Sunne, 
Burne the great Sphere thou mou'ſt in, darkling ſtand 
The varrying ſhore oth' world.O Antony, Antony, Antony 
Helpe (harman, helpe Ira beipe : hclpe friends 
Below, lets draw him hither, 
eAnt. Peace, 
Not Ceſare Valour hath orethrowne A»thory, 
But «4»thonie, bath Triumpht on it (elte, 
Clo, yo it ſhould be, 
That none but «A=thony ſhould conquer eAvthony, 
Burt woe tis ſo, 

Avt. 1 am dying Egypt, dying : onely 
I heere importune death a-while, untill 
= many thoutand kiſles the poore laſt 
I lay uponthy lippes. 

{ tro. 1 dare «x +" , 

Deere my Lord pardon : 1dare nor, 
Leſt I be taken : notth' [mperious ſhew 
Ot thefult-tortun'd { eſar,cver ſhall 
Be brooch'd with me, if Knife, Drugges, Scrpeg have 
Edge, ſting, or op*ration, I am fate ; 
Your Wite O#av44, with her mudelt cyes, 
And (till concluſion, ſhall acquire no honor 
Demuring upon me : but, come, come Anthony, 
Helpe me my women, we mult draw thee up - 
Aililt good friends. 
Ant. Oh quicke, or Iam gone, 
Cleo, Heeres {port indecd : 
How heavy weighes my Lord? 
Our ſtrength is all gone into heavineſſe, 
That makes the waight. Had | great /wno's power, 
The ſtrong wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſerthee by loves fide. Yercome a little, 
Wiſhers were ever Fooles. Ohcome, come, come. 
T hey heave Avthony aloft to C 4, 
And welcome, welcome, Dye whenthou halt iiv'd, 
Quicken with kiſſing : had my lippes that power , 
Thus would I weare them out. 

All. A heavy tght, 

ent. I am dying Egypt, dying. 

Give me fome Wine, and let me ſpeake alittle, 

{ 7eo, No, let me {peake, and let me rayle to hye, 
Tharthe falſe Huſwite Fortune, breake her W heele, 
Provok'd by my offence. 

Ant, One word ({weet Queene) 

Of Ceſar ſceke your honor, with your ſafety. Oh. 

Cleo, They doe not goe together. 

Am. Gentle heace me, 

None about Ceſer truit, but Proculezus. 

Cleo, My Reſolution, and my hands, Hetraſt, 
None about ( ««r. 

Ant. The miterable change now at my end, 
Lament nor ſorrow at : bur pleafe your thoughts 
Tn feeding them with thoſe my tormer ortunes 
Wherein | wed. The greatelt Prince 0th worid, * 


The Nobleſt : and doc now not baſely dye, 
Not Cowardly put of wy Helmet to 
My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquiſh'd, Now my ſpirit 15 301ng, 
I can no more. 

Cleo. Nobleſt of men, woo't dye ? 
Haſt thouno care ot me, ſhall I abide 


In this dull world, which 1 thy abferice is 
No better then a Stye ? Oh ſee my women : 
The Crowne oth carth doth melt. My Lord ? 
Oh wither'd 15the Garland ofthe Warre, 
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Are levell now with azen: TMTdddes 1s gone,t 
And there is nothing lcft refnarkeable 
Bencath the viliring Moone. 

Chay. Oh quirneſle, Lady. ; 

Ir&. Shes dead teo, our Soveraigne- 

Char, Lady. 

Ira, Madam. 

Char, Oh Madam, Madam, Madam. 

Ira. Royall Egypt : Empreſlc. 

Char. Pcace, peace, [ras. 

Cleo, No more but ina Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poore paſlion, as the Maid that Milkes, 
And does the meancſt chares. It were for me, 
To throw my Scepter at the injurious gods, 
To tell them that this World did equall theirs, 
Till they had ſtolne our lewell, Alls but naught : 
Patience is {ottiſh, and impatience does 
Become a Dogee thats mad : then 1s it ſinne, 
Toruth into the ſecret houlc ot death, 
Ere dezrh darc cometo us? How doe you Women ? 
W hat, what good cheere ? W by how now Charman ? 
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah women, women ! Looke 
Our Lampe is ſpent; its out. Good {irs, take hcart, 
Wee'll bury him : And then, whats brave, what Noble, 
Lets doo'tafter the high Roman faſhion, 
And a:ake death proud to take us. Come, away, 
This calc of that buge Spirit now 1s cold. 
Ah women, women ! Come, we have no friend 
But Reſolution, and the bricteſt end. 

Exeunt, bearing of Anthonies body. 


The Souldiers pole is falne : you ng Boyes and Gyrles 
ke 


Enter Ceſar , Agripp , Dollabella, Mewnar, with 
bu ( ounſell of Warre. 


{eſar. Goe to him Dolebelia, bid him yecld, 
Being fo fruſtrate, tell him, 
He mockes the pawſes that he makes. 

Dol. Ceſar, | ſhall, 

Enter Decretas with the ſword of Anthony. 

Ceſ. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dar'ſt 
Appcare thus to us ? 

Dec, lam call'd Decretas, 


| Marke Anthony I erv'd, who beſt was worthy V 


Belt robe ferv'd : whilſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke 
He was my Maſter, and I wore mylite 
To ſpend upon his haters. It thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee, as I as wasto him, 
lic be to Ceſar:1ftkou plealelt not,I yeild thee up my life, 
Ceſa, W hat ist thou ſaylt? 
Dee, 1 ſay ( Oh Ceſar) «Anthony is dead. 
{'*/a. The breaking of (o great a thing, ſhould make 
A greater cracke. The round World 
Should have ſhooke Lyons into civill ſtreets, 
And Cittizens tether dennes. The death of e-Lrthony 
Is not a fingle doome, in the name lay 
A moity of the world. 
Dec. He is dead (e/ar, 
Not by a publike miniſter of Iuſtice, 
Nor by a hoved Knifc, but that feite-hand 
Which writ his honor 11 the Acts it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, 
I robb'd his wound of it : behold it ſtaind 
With his moſt Noble Op: 
Ceſ: Looke you lad friends, 
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| We purpole her no ſhame : give her what comforts 


| Goe with me to my Teut, where you ſhall ſee 


W hat I can ſhew 1n this. 


The gods rebuke me, but it is a Tydings 
To waſh the eyes of Kings. 
Dol. And ſtrange itis, 
That Nature mult compell usto lament 
Our moſt perſiſted deeds, 
Aec. His taints and honors, way cquall with him, 
Dela. A Rarer ſpirit never 
Did ſteere humanity : but you gods will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Ce/ar istouch'd. 
Mee, When {ucha ſpacious Mirrors fct before him, 
He nceedes mult ſec himſclte. 
Ceſ. Oh Ambony, 
I havefollowed theeto this, but we doe launch 
Diſcaſes in our Bodies, I muſt pertorce 
Have ſhewnere thee ſuch a declining day, 
Orlooke on thine : we could not itail rogether, 
In the whole world. But yetler me lament 
With teares asSoveraigne as the blood of hearts, 
That thou my brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all detigne ; my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the front of Warre, 
The Arme of mine owne Body, andthe heart 
W here mine his thoughts did kindle ; that our Starres 
Vaoreconciliable, ſhould divide our cqualneſle to this. 
He-are me good friends, 
Bur | will rell you at ſome meeter Seaſon, 
The buſineſle of this man lookes out of him, 
Wee'll heare him what he ſaves. | 
Enter an e Eg 1P114n.. 
Whence are you? 
e/£qyp. A poore Egyptian yet, the Queene my Miſtris 
Conhn'd 1n all, ſhe has her Monument 
Of thy intents, defires, inſtruction, 
That ſhe preparedly may frame her ſclfe 
Toth'way ſhees torc'd to. 
Cef. Bid her have good hearr, 
She {oone (hal! know of us, by tome of ours, 
How honorable, and how kindly We 
Determine tor her For Ceſar cannot leaveto be ungentle | 
e/Epyp. So the gods preicrve thee. Ex. | 
Ceſ. Come hither Proculews, Goe and ſay 
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The quality of her pailion ſhall require ; 
Leit in her greatneile, by ſome morrall ſtroke 
She doe defeate us. For her life in Rome, 
Would be cternall in our Triumph : goe, 
And with your ſpeedicit bring us what ſhe ſayes, 
And how yon find ot her. | 
Pro. Ceſar I ſhall. Exit Procyl ein. | 
Ceſ. Gallw, gue you along : wheres Dolabeka, to (cs | 
cond Proculer t 
+0, Dolabel/a. 
Ce. Let him alone : for I remember now 
How hes imployd : he ſhall in time be ready. 


How hardly 1 was drawne into this Warre, 

How caltne and gentle I proceeded ſtill 

In allmy Writings. Goe with me, and ſec 

Exennt,” 


Emter ( leopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian, 


Cleo. My defolation does begin to make 
A betrerlite : Tispaltry to be Ceſar ; 
Nor being fortune, hes but fortunes knave, 
A miniſter of her will : andirt is great 
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To doe thatthing that ends all other deeds, | And hang me up ia Chaines, 
Which ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change ; Pro, Youdoe extend 
W hich leepes, and never pallats more the dung, Theſe thoughts of horror further then you ſhall 
The beggers Nurle, and Ceſars. Find cauſe 11 Ceſar. 
Enter Proculeuu , Enter Dolabella. 
Pro. («/ar ſends greeting tothe Queene of Egypt, Dol. Proculeins, 
And bidsthce ſtudy on what tairc demands Whatthou haſt done, thy Maſter (eſ# knowes, 
Thou mean'(t to have him grant thee. And he hath tent for thee : as for the Queene, 
Cleo, Whats thy name ? lie take her to my Guard. 
Pro, May name is Proculetus. Pro. So Delabela, 
Cleo, Anthony It ſhall conteat me beſt : be gentle to her, 
Did tell me of you, bad me truſt you, but To C21 will ipeake, what you ſhall picaſc, 
I doe not greatly care to be deceiv d If youll imploy ine co him. Exit Proculeing. 
T hat have no vic for trulting. If your Maſter (eo. Say, | wouid dye. 
Would havea Queene his begger, you mult tell him, Det. Moit Nob'e Emprefle, you have heard of me- 
That Majelty to keepe decorwm, mult Cleo, I cannot tell. 
No leflſe beggethen a Kingdome : if he pleaſe | Dol. Afſaredly you know me. 
To give me conquer'd Egypttor my Sonne, Cleo. No matter fir, what 1 have heard or knowne : | 
He gives me {o much of mine owne, as1l | You laugh when Boyesor Womentcil their Dreames, 
Willi kneele to him with thankess Ist not your tricke ? 
Pro. Be of good cheere : Det. 1 underſtand not, Madam. 
Y arefalne into a Princely band, feare nothing, ( leo, I dreamptthere was an Emperor Anthony. 
Make your tall reference freely ro my Lord, Oh ſuch another fleepe, chat I might ice | 
Who is ſofull of Grace, that it Aowes over But ſuch another man. | 
On all that ncede. Ler me report to him Dol, It it might pleaſe ye, | 
Your ſweet dependancy, 7: wa ſhall find Cleo. His face wasas the heavens, and therein {tucke 
A Conqueror that will pray in ayde for kindneſſes A Sunne and Moone, which kept their couric and iighed | 
Where he tor grace is knecl'd too. Thelittle o'th'earth. 
Cleo. Pray you tell him, Dol. Moſt Soveraigne Creature. | 
I am his Fortunes Vaſlall, and I ſend him Clez. Hislegges bcitrid the Ocean, his rear'd arme 
The greatnellc he has got. 1 hourely learre Creſted the world : his voyce was properticd 
A Do trine of Obedience, and would gladly Asall the tuned \pheres, and that to friends : 
Looke him ith*Face. But when he meant to quaile, and ſhakethe Orbe, 
Pro. This Ile report (deere Lady) He was asratling Thunder. For his bounty, 
Have comfort, for 1 know your plight is pittied There was no winter in't. An Anthozy it was, 
Of him that caus'd it. That grew the more by reaping : his delights 
Char. You ler how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpriz'd: Were Dolphin-like, they ſhew'd bis backe above 
Guard her till Ce/ar come. The Element they liv'd in ; In his Livery | 
' Ira. Royall Queene. Walk'd Crownes and Crownets : Realazesand Iſlands 
| Chw. Oh Chepatra, thouart taken Queene. As plates dropt from his pocket. 
{ leo. Quicke, quicke, good hands. Dol. (leoparra. 
Pro. Hold worthy Lady, botd : Cle. Thinke you there was, or might be ſucha man 
Doe not your felfe fuch wrong, who arc in this Asthis I dreampt of? 
Relicv'd, but not berraid, | Dol. Gentle Madam, no. 
{ lco. \W hat of dea h roo that rids our dogs of anguiſh? | Clio; You Lye up tothe hearing of the gods : 
fre. Cleopatra, doe not abule my Maſters bounty, by But it there be, nor ever were one tuch | 
Th'undoing of your (clte : Let the world ſce Its paſtthe ſize of dreaming : Nature wants ſtuffe 
His Nobleneſlſe well ated, which your dearth To vye (trange formes with fancy, yet t1magine | 
Will never let come forth. An Anthony were Natures peecc, gainſt Fancy, | 
Cle, Where art thou death ? Condem:ung ſhaddwes quite, x 
Come hither come ; Come, come, andrake a Queene Del. Hcare me, good Madann : | 
Worth many Babes and Beggers. Your lofle is as your ſelte, great; and you bearc it 
Pro. Oh temperance Lady. As anſwering to the waight, would L might never 
(tee. Sir, | will cate no meare, Ile not drinke fir, Ore-rake purtu'de ſuccelle : but I doe feele 
{ If idle talke will once ben. ceflary By the rebound of ours, a gricte that tuites | 
Ile notſleepe neither. This mortall houſe ile ruine, My very heart at roote. | 
Doe Ceſar what he can. Know fir, that I Cleo. I thanke you fir : ; | 
Wiilnot waite pi1nion'd at your Maſters Court, Know you what Ceſar meanes to doe with me? 
Nop once be chaftic'd with the ſober eye Del. I amloathtorell you what, I would you knew. | 
Ot dnl! GHavie. Shall they hoyſtme up, { Cee. Nay prayyoutir. | 
| And ſhew meto the ſhowting Varlotry ) Dol. Though he be honorable. 
Of cenſuring Rome ? Rathera ditch in Egypt, Cleo. He'll leade me then ia Triumph. 
| Be gent'© grave unto me; rather on Nylus mudde Del. Madam he will, 1 knowr. 
Lay meſtarke-nak'd, and let the water-Flies Emery Proculeus, (ear, Galbis, Mecenas, 
Blow me into abhorring ; rather make and others of bus Trane, | 
| My Countries hyghpyramides my Gibbet, All. Make way there, Ceſar. 
i | Celar? | 
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Then to iy perill tpcake that which is nor. 
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( e/- Which is the Queene ot Egypt. 
Bo!. It is the Emperor Madam. 
Ceſ. Ariſe, you ſhall not Katelc ; 
I pray you riic, rite Egypt. 
Cleo. Sir, the gods will have it thus, 
My Maſter and my Lord I much obcy, 
Ce/. Take to you no hard thoughts, 
The aug w hat injuries you did us, 


{ leo. knees. 


Though wrign in our ficſh, we ſhall remember 
As things l\Edone by crance, 

Cle. Sole Sir oth*world, 
I cannot projet mine owne cauſe ſo well 
To make it cleare, but doe contefie 1 have 
Beene laden with like fraiities, which betore 
Have often iham'd our Sex. 

Cef, Cleparraknow, 
We will extenuate rather then inforce ; 
It youapply your ſelfe to our intents, 
W hich towards you are molt gentle, you ſhall inde 
A benefit in this change, but if you ſeeke 
Tolay on me a-Cruelty, by taking 
*Amthomes courſe, you ſhall bereave you elte 
Of thy gvud purpoſes, and put your children 
Fatha: deſtruction which Ie guard them from, 
IF thc;con you relyc. He take my leave. 

Cles, And may throughall the world:tis yours,and we 
your Scurcheons, and your ſignes of Conqueit ſhall 
Hang in what placz you pleaſe, Here my good Lord. 

Ce/. You ſhall adviſe me in all for C /e:parr a, 

Clee, This is the bricte : of Mony, Platc, and Iewels 
I am polſlcit of, tis exactly valewed, 

Nor petty things admirted, W heres Selewens ? 

Seles. Heere Madam. 

(leo. This is my Treaſurer, let him ſpeake (my Lord) 
Vpon his perill, tat 1 have reſerv'd 
To my ({+1tc nothing. Speake the truth Selewew.. 

Selexu. Madam I had rather fecle my lippes, 


(les, What have kept backe? 

Selen. Enough to pu: cliafe what you have made known 
Cs/. Nay bluiſh not Cleeparra, I approve 

Your Wiſedome in the deed. 

{ leo, See Ceſar : Oh behold, 

How pompe is followed : Mine will now be yours, 

And ſh uid we ſhift eſtates, yours would be mine, 

The inzratitude of this Selewcms, does 

Even make me wile. Oh Slave, of no more truſt 

Then love thats hyr'd? W hat goeſt thou backe, thou ſhalt 


—— 


Goe b:cke I warrant thee : but Ile catch thine eyes 
Though they had wings.S:ave, ſoulc-lefle, Villaine, Dog, 
O rarcly bale ! Y 

Ceſ. Good Qneene, let us intreat you. 

Cle, O { «ſar, what a wounding ſhame isthis, 
That thou vouchſahng heere to vilzt me, 
Doing the honor of thy Lordlincfle 
Tocne ſo mecke, that mine owne Servant ſhould 
Parccll the ſumme of my diigraces, by 
Addirion of his Envy! Say (good Ceſar) 
That I ſome Lady-trifics have referv'd, 
Immomemt toyes, things of ſuch Dignity 


| Or 1 ſhall ſhew the Cynders of :ny {pirits | 
Through th'Aſkes of my chance : Wer't thou a man, 
| Thou wouldſt have mercy on me. 
| Ceſa. Forbeare Selcuems. 
| Cle,Be itknowne,that we the greateſt are wil-thought 
; Forthings thar others doe : and when wwe fall, 
We an{wer others merits, in our name 
| Are therefozeto be pitricd. 
| Cf. Cleopatra, 
| Not what you have reſerv'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
| Put weitt*Roll of Conqueſt : ſtil] be't yours, 
| Beltow it at your pleaſure, and belceve 
| Ceſer'sno Merchanr,to make prize with you 
| Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd, 
| Make not your thoughts your priſons: No deere Queen, 
| For we intend fo to diſpole you, as 
Your ſcife ſhall give us counſell : Feede, and ficepe : 
Our care and pitty is ſo much upon you, 
That we remaine your friend, and 10 adicu. 
(lee. My Maſter, and my Lord. 
Ce, Notio : Adicu. 
Exeunt ( aſ@r, and hu T raine. 
| Cleo, He wordsme Gyrles, he words me, 
| That 1 ſhould not be Noble tomy lelfe. 
; Bur hearke thee Charmer, 
Ira, Finiſh gocd Lady, the brightday is done, 
And weare for the darke. 
Cleo, Hyerthce againe. 
I haveſpoke already, and it is provided, 
Goe put it to the haſte. 
Che. Macam, I will. 
Enter Dolabeka, 
Del, Wheresthe Qucene ? 
{'Far. Bchold fir. 
Cleo. Delabella. ; 
Dol. Madam, as thereto {worne, by your command 
( Which my love makes Religion to obey ) 
I tell you this ; Ceſarthrough Syria 
Intends his journey, and within three daycs, 
You wich your Children will he fend betore, 
Make your beſt uſe of this, Ihave pertorm'd 
Your pleaſure, and my promule. 
(ev. Dolabelta, | ſhall remaine your debter. 
Dol. 1 your Servant : 
Adieu good Queene, I muſt attend on Ceſar, 
Che, Farewcll, and thankes. 
Now 1ra, what think'{t thou ? 
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Thou, an Egyptian Puppet ſhalt be ſhewne 

In Rome alwell as]: Mechanicke Slave s 

With greazy Aprons, Rules, and Hamwers ſhall 

Vpliftus to the view. In their thicke breathes, | 

Ranke of groſſe dyct, ſhall we be enclowded, | 

And forc'd todrinke their vapour. _ 
Jras, The gods forbid. | 
Cle. Nay, tis moſt certaine Iras : fawcy Litors | 

Will catchat us like Strumpets, and (cald Rimers | 

Ballad us out a Tune. The quicke Comedians 

Extemporally will (tage us, and preſent 

Our Alexandria Revels : Anthony 

Shall be breught drunken forth, and I (hall ſee 


As we greet moderne friends wi: hall, and ſay 
Some Nobler token I Faye kept apart 

For Lrvvaand Ofavis, to induce. 

Their mediation, muſt I be untolded 

With one that 1 have bred : the gods !1t ſmires me 


Some ſpeaking-Cleopatre-Boy my greatneſle | 
I'th'poſture of a W hore. | 
Ira. O the good gods! | 
Cleo, Nay thats certaine. | 
Ir4s. Tle never ſce't; for I am {ure my Nailes 

Arc ſtronger then mine eyes. 


Bencath the fail I have. Prethce goe hence, | 
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And conquer their molt abſurd intents. 
Emtey (harmiang 
Now Charman. 
She me my Women like a Queene : Goe fetch 
My beſt Attyres. I am againetor C:drw 
To meet e.Harke eAmhbeny, Sirra [ras,goe 
had cnc Charmian weee'l diſpatch indeed,) 


And yen thou halt done this chare,lle give thee leave 
To pl till Doomeſday ; bring our Crowne,and all. 
A nayſe within, 
W herefore's this noyſe ? 
Enter a Guard/man. 
Guard/, Here isa rurall Fellow, 
That will not be deny'd your Highneſle preſence, 


He brings you Figges. 

Cleo, Let him come in, Exit Guard/man. 
How poore an Inſtrument 
May | ww: Noble deed : he brings me liberty : 


My Relvulution's plac'd,and I have nothing 
Of woman in me : Now trom head to foot 
I am Marble conſtant ; now the fleeting Moone 
No Planet 1s of mine, 
Enter Guard/man and Clowne, 

Guard/. This is the Man. 

Cleo. Avoyd and leave him. #xit Gnard/man, 
Halt thou the pretty worme of Nylus there, 

That kils and paines not ? 

Clow. Truely 1 have him: but I weuld not be the par- 
tic that ſhould deſireyouto touch him, tor his byting is 
immortall : thole that doe dye of it, doe fcldome or ne- 
ver recover. 

Cleo. Remember'ſt thou any that have dyed ont ? 

Cle. Very many men and women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than yeſterday,a very honelt wo- 
man,but ſomething givento lye, as a woman ſhould not 
| doc,vut inthe way of honeſty , how ſhe dycd of the by» 
| ring of it,what paine ſhe felt : Truely,ſhe makes a very 

good report o'rh' worme: but he that will belceve all that 
| they fay,ſhall never be ſaved by balfe that they doe ; but 
| this is moſt fallible,the Worme'sanodde Worme. 
| Cle, Getthec hence, farewell, 

Cloew. 1 wiſh you all joy of the Worme. 

Cleo, Farewell. 

{lew. You muſt thinke this ( looke you ) that the 
Worme will doe his kindc. 

Cleo. I,I,farewell, 

Cleo, Looke you;rhe Worme is not tobe truſted, but 
inthe keeping of wile people : for indeed , there is no 
goodnefle in the Worme, 

(leo, Take no care,it ſhall be heeded. _ 

Cleo. Very = : give it nothing I pray you, for it 15 
not worth the teeding. p 

Cleo, Will it cate me ? 
| Cleo, You mult not thinke I amſo ſimple,but I know 

the divell himſclfe will not cate a woman : 1know, that 
| 2 Woman is adiſh for the gods, if the divell drefſe her 
not. But trucly,theſe ſame whorſon Divels doe the gods 
great harme in their women : for in every ten that they 
| make,the divels marre five, 

(es, Well.get the gene,farewell. | 
Cleo, Yes forſooth,l wiſh you joy o'th'worme.Ex:t, 
| Cles, Give me my Robe, put on my Crowne, 1 have 
| Immortall longings in me. Now no more 

The juyce of Egypt: Gr ſhall moylt this lip, 
| Yarc,yare,g000 474 QuICKE : methinkesI heare 
| ——— 
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® Cleo, Why thatsthe way to foole their preparation, | 


e Anthony call : I ſee him rowſe himſeſe 
To praile my Noble AX I heare him mocke 
The lucke of Ce/ar,which the gods give men 
Toexcuſe their after wrath. Husband,l come : 
Now to that name,my courage prove my Title. 
I am Firc,and Ayre ; my other Elements 
I giveto batcr lite. So,have you done ? 
Come then,and take the laſt warmth of my lippes:; 
Farewell kinde Charman, /ra,lorg farewell, 
Havel the Aſpicke in my lips ? Dolt fall ? 
It thou,and Nature can to gently parr, 
The ſtroke of death is asa Lovers pinch, 
W hich hurts,and is defir'd. Dolt thou lic Rill? 
If thus thou vaniſheſt,thou tell'it the world, 
le 1s not worth leave taking, 
Char. Diſlolve thicke Cloud,8& Raine, that I may ſay, 
The gods themſelves doe weepe. 
Cleo. This proves me baſe: 
If ſhe provesthe curled Anthony, 
Hee'l make demand of her,and tpend that kiſſe > 
W hich is my heaven to have. Come thou mortall 
Withthy ſharpe teeth this knot intrinficate, (wretch, 
Of life at once untic : Poore venemous Foole, 
Be angry anddiipatch. Oh couldit thoatpeake, 
That 1 might heare thee call great Ce/ar Alle, unpolicicd. 
(har. Oh Eaſtcrne ſtare, 
(les, Peace,peace : 
Doſt thou not fee my Baby at my breaſt, * 
That ſuckes the Nurte aflecpe. 
Char, Obreake ! O breake | 
Cleo, As ſweet as Balme,as {oft as Ayre,as genele. 
O Anthony! Nay I will take thee too, 
What ſhould I ſtay Dyer, 
Char. In this wilde world? So fare thee well : 
Now boaſt thee Death,in thy poſſeſſion lies 
A Lafle unparaleli'd. Downy Windowes cloze, 
And golden Pharbus never be beheld 
Ofeyes againe ſo Royall : your Crownes away, 
He mend it,and then play 
Enter the Guard 11ſt ling in and Dolabela, 
1 Gard. Wheresthe Qucene ? 
{ har. Speaks (oftly,wake her nor. 
1 Ceſar hath ſent. 
Char, Tooflow a Meſſenger. 
| Oh come apace.Jiſpatch,1 partly fecle thee. 
1 Approach hoa, 
All's not well: Ce/ars beguilde. 
2 Theres Dolabella (ent from Ce/ar ; call him, 
I What werke is here Charman ? 


Is this well done ? 
(har. It is welldone,and fitting for a Princeſſe 
Deſcended of ſo many Royall Kings. 
+ Ah Souldicr. Charmign dyes, 
Pater Dolabella. 
Dol. How gocs it here ? 
2 Guard. dead, 


Dol. Ceſar,thy thoughts 
Touchtheir effe&s in this : thy ſelfe art comming 
Toſceperform'd thedreaded AR which thou 
So ſoughr'ſt ro hinder. 


Enter Ceſar and all bis Traine gnarching. 


All» A way there a way for Cq/ar. 4 
0 . 


OTE 


* 
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Dol, Oh Sir, you are twoturcan Augurer : 

That youdid tcarc,is done, 

Ce/ar, Bravcltatthe laſt, 
She leveli'd at our purpoſes,and being Royall 
Tooke her owne; way : the manner of their deaths, 
I doenot {ce chem bleed, 

Dol. Who wis lalt with them ? ; 

1 Guard. A ſimple countryman,that brought her Figs: 
This was his Baker. 

{'s. Poyſon'drthen. 

I Guard, Oh Ceſar : 
This Charwias liv*d but now,{he itood and ſpake : 
I found h:r trimming up the Diadey ; 
Oa her dcad Miſtris,tremblingly inc ſtood, 
And on the {edaine dropt. 
Ceſar. Oh noble weakenefle : 
If they had ſwallow'd poyſon,twould appeare. 
By externall ſwelling : but ſhe lookes like ſleepe, 
As ſhe would catch another e4»:bony 
In her ſtrong toyle of Grace, 


; 
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Dol!., Here on her breſt, 


There is a vent of blood and ſomething blowne, 


The like 1s on ber Arme. 


1 Guard, Thisan Aipedts traile 


And theſe Fig-leaves have ſlime upon them ſuch 
As th'Aſpicke leaves upon the Caves of Nylc. 


Ce/. Molt probable 


T hat ſo (he dyed 2 for her Phylitian tels me 


She hath purſu'd Concluſions infinite 


Ot calic wayes to dye. Take up her bed, 
And beare her Women from the Monument, 


She ſhall be buried by her Antheny, 


No Grave upon the carth ſhall clip in it 
A paire ſo famous : high eventsas theſe 
Strike thoſe that make them : and their ſtory is 


No leſle in pitty,than his glory which 


Brought them to be lamente 


Our Army ſhall 


In ſolemne ſhew,actend this Funerall, 


And then to Rome. Come Dolabela,ſcc 


High Order,iathis great Solemnity. 


—_— 


Exewnt omnes. 
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Aitus Primus, 


4 3 
Scena Prima, | 


F ner two Gentlemen. 


1 Gent, 
Ou doenot meet a man but frownes- 
Our bloods no more obey the heavens 
1] Then our Courtiers : 


— 


— 


= 
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2 Gent. But whatsthe marter ? 

1 His daughter, and the hcire ofs kingdome (whom 
He purpos'd to his wives fole fonne, a Widdow 
That late he marricd) hath referr'd her cle 
Vnto a poore, but worthy Gentleman, Shes wedded, 
Her Husband baniſh'd ; ſhe imprifor'd, all 
Isoutward ſorrow, though I thinke the King 
Berouch'd at very heart. 

2 None butthe King ? 

* 1 He that hath leſt her too: ſo is the Queene, 
That moſt defir'd theMatch. Bot nota Courtier, 
Aithough they weare their faces tothe bent 

Ot the Kings lookes, hath a heart that.is not 

Glad at the thing they ſcowle at. 

2 And wy lo? 

1 He that hath miſs'd the Princeſle, is a thing 
Too bad, for bad report : and he that hath her, 

(1 meane, that married her, alacke good man, 

And therefore baniſh'd ) isa Creature, tfuch, 
Astoſceke through the Regions of the carth 

For one, he like ;there would be ſomething failing 
In him, that ſhould compare. I doe notthinke, 

So faire an Outward, and ſuch ſtuffe within 
Endowes a man, but hee. 

2 You ſpeake him farce. 

1 1 doeextend him (Sir) which himſelfe; 
Cruſh him together, rather then nofold 
His meaſarc Fully. 

2 Whats his name and Birth ? 

1 Icannot delue him to the roote : his fathe: 
Wascall'd Sicilimw, who did joyne his honor 
Againſt the Romanes, with C//ibelan, 

But had his Titles by Tenantiws, whom 

He ſerv'd with Glory and admir'd Succeſſe : 

So gain'd the Sur-addition, Leonarmn. 

And had (beſides this Gentleman in queſtion) 

Two other Sonnes, who inthe Warres o'th'time 

Dy'de with their Swords in hand. For which their father 
Then old, and fond of iffue, tooke ſuch ſorrow 

That he quit Being ; and his gentle Lady 


_— 
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Bigee of this Gentleman (our Theame) deceaſt | 
As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe | 
To his protection, calls him Poithumus Leonatrs, | 
Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 
Puts to him all the Learnings that histime 
Could make him the receiver of, which he tooke 
As wedoe ayre, falt as twas miniſtred, 
And in's Spring, became a Harveſt : Liv'd in Court 
(Which rare it is to doe ) molt praisd, molt loy'd, 
A ſample tothe yongelt : rorh'more Mature, 
A glaſle that feared them : andto the graver, 
A child that guiled Dotards. To his Miſtris, * 
(For whom he now is banaſh'd) her owne price 
Proclaimes how ſheeitcem'd him ; and his Vertue 
By her election may betraly read, whar kind of man he is. 

2 I honor hia, even out of your report. 
But pray yourtell mc, is ſhe ſole child to'th'King ? 

I His onely child ? 
He hadewo Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing, 
Marke 1t) the cldcit of them, at three yeeres old 
I'h'fwathing cloathes, the other from their Nurſery 
Were ſtolne, and to this houre, no gaeſle in knowledge 
W hich way they went. 

2 How long 1s this agoe? 

x Some twenty yeeres. 

2 Thata Kings Children ſhould be fo convey'd, 

c0 flackely guarded, and the ſearch fo flow 
| Thatcould not trace them. 

1 Howſoere,tis ſtrange, 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'dat : 
Yet is ittrue Sir. 

2 I doewell belceve you, 

1 We muſt forbear. Heere comes the Gentleman, 
The Queene, and Princefle. 
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Exrunt. 
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Sciena Secunda. 


OCOE_ W_——O——— I —— — 


Enter the Dnueene, Poſthumms, and Imogen, 


Poe.No, be afſur'd you ſhall not find me (Daughter) 
Attecr the ſlander of molt Step-Mothers, 
Evill-ey'd unto you. You're my Priſoner, but | 
Your Gaolor ſhaK{ deliver you the keyes | 


b bb That | 
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That locke up your reſtraint. For you Poithumw, 
Soſoone as 1 canwin th'cftended King, 
I will be knowne your Adyecartc : marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and cwere _ 
Youlcan'd unto his Sentence, with what patience 
Your wiſcdome may intorme you. 
Poit. Plcalc your Highneſlc, 
I will from hence to day. 
2s. You know the perill: 
Ile fetch a turne about the Garden, pittying 
The pangs of barr'd AﬀcRions, though the King 
Hath charg'd yeu ſhould not ſpeake together. Exu, 
Ims. O diſſembling Curtelie |! How tine this Tyrant 
Cantickle where ſhe wounds ? My deereſt Husband, 
I ſomething teare my tathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes reſcrv*d my holy duty) what 
His rage can doe on me. You mult be gone, 
And I ſhall heere abidethe hourely ſhot 
Ot angry eyes : noe comfortedtolive, 
But that there 15 this lewell in the world, 
That I may ſte againe. 
Foit. My Queene, my Miſtris : 
dy, weepe no more, lelt | give cauſe 
To be ſuipeRted of more tendernefle 
Then doth become a man. I will remaine 
The loyall'{t husband, that didere plight tioth. 
My reſidence in Rome, at one Filorio 's, 
Who, re my Father was a friend, ro me 
Knowne but by Letter ;thither write (my Queene) 
And with mine cyes, Ile drinke the words you fend, 
Though Inke be made of Gall. 
Enter D meene, 
2»e. Be bricte, I pray you : 
If the King come; I ſhall incurre, I know not 
How much of his ditpicaſure : yet Ile meve him 
To walkethis way :I never doc him wrong, 
But he do's buy my injurics,to be friendes. 
Payes deere for my offences. 
Peft. Should we be taking leave 
Aslong aterme as yet we have tolive, 
The loathneſle todepart, would grow : Adicu. 
Imo. Nay, ſtay a little : 
Were you but riding forth toayre your ſelfe, 
Such parting were too petty. Looke heere (Love) 
This Diamond was my Mothers ; rake it (Heart ) 
But keepe it till you wooe another Wite, 
When [moges 1s dead. 
Pof. How, how ? Another ? 
You gentle gods, give me burthis I have, 
And ſcare up my embrac<ments trom a next, 
With bonds of death. Remaine, remaine thou heere, 
While ſenſe can keepe it on : And {weeteRt, faireſt, 
As I (my poore ſclfe) did exchange for you 
To your to infinite loſſe : {01n our trifles- 
I ſtill winne of you. For my ſake weare this, 
It is a Manacle of Love, Ile place it 
Ynpon this fayreſt Priſoner, 
Imo, O the Gods! 
\V hen ſhall we ſee againe ? 
Emter Cymbeline, and Lords. 
Peft. Alacke, the King. 
{ Cm. Thou baſeſt thing, avoyd hence, from my fight; 
If after this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy unworthineſle, thou dycſt. Away, 
Thou'rt poyſon to my blood. 
Po#t, The gods protect you, 


þ 


' Throne, a Scate for baſnefle. 


| 
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And bleflethe good Remainders of the Court : 
I am gone. 
{me. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More ſharpe then this is. 
Cym. O diſloyall thing, 
That ſhouldſt repayre my youth, thou hcap'ſt 
A yeares age on me. 
Im», I beſeech you Sir, 
Harme hot your ſelte with your vexation, 
I am ſenſeleſſe of your Wrath ; a Touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all feares, 
Cym. Paſt Grace ? Obedience ? 
{mo. Paſt hope, and 1n diſpaire, that way paſt Grace, 
Cym. That mightſt have had | 
The ole Sonne of my Queene. 
Imo. O bleſled, that I might not: I choſean Eagle, 
And did avoyd a Puttocke. 
Cym. Thou took'ſt a Begger, wouldſtſhave made my 


Exu, 


Imo. No, | rathcr added aluſtre to it. 
Cym. Othou vilde one ! 
Imo, Sir, 
It is your fault that T have lov'd Pothnwm ; 
You bred him as my Play-tcllow, and he is 
A man, worth any woman : Over-buyes me 
Almoſt the fumme he payes. 
Cym. What? artthou mad ? 
Imo, AimoltSir : heaven reſtore me : would I were 
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leowatw 
Our Neighdour-Shepheards Sonne. 
Emer © meene. 
Cym. Thou fooliſh thing; 
They were againe together : you have done 
Not after our command, Away with her, - | 
And pen her up. | 
Lne. Bcſcech your patience: Peace 
Dcere Lady daughter, peace. Sweet Soveraigne, 
Leave us to our lelves,and make your ſeltg fume comfort 
Out of your beſt advice. 
- Cym. Nay let her languiſh 
A drop of blood a day, and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. 
Enter Fiſamo. 
ue. Fye, you muſt give way : 
Heere is your Servant. How now Sir ? What newes ? 
Ps. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Maſter, 
L ue. Hah? 
No harme I truſt is done ? 
Ps/a. There might have beene, 
But that my Maſter rather plaid, then fought, 
And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 
Dwe, lam very glad on't, 
Imoe. Your Son's my fathers friend, he takes his part 
Todraw upon an Exile, O brave Sir, 
I would they were in Aﬀricke both together, 
My ſelfe by with a Needle, that I might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Maſter ? | 
Pyſa. On his command : he would not ſuffer me 
To bring him to the haven : left theſe Notes 
Of what commands 1 ſhould be ſubjero, 
W hen't plcas'd you tv employ me. 
Due. This hath beene 
Your faithfull Servant : I dare lay mine honour 
He will remaine ſo, 


Exu, 


my >» 2» 2» 


Piſa. 1 humbly thanke your highneſle, 
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ue. Pray walke a-while. 

1s. About ſome halfe houre hence, 
Pray you ſpeake with me ; 
You ſhall (at leaſt ) goc ſee my Lord aboord. 
For this time leave me» 


£ 


Exqunt. 


”——— —_— ——_—— — —— 
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Scana Tera, 
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Enter Clotten, and two Lords. 


1 Sir, I would adviſe you to ſhifra Shirt;the Violence 
of Ation hath made you recke as a Sacrifice: where ayre 
comes out, ayre comes in ; Theres none abroad fo'whole- 
{ome as that you vent. : 

Clet. If my Shirt were bloody, thento ſhift it, 

Have I hurt him? 
2 No faith : notſo muchas his patience. 

1 Hurt him ? Hisbodie's a paſſable Carkaſle if he be 
not hurt, It is a through-fare tor Steele if it be not hurt. 

2 His Stcele wasin debt, it. went oth'Backe-fide the 
Towne. 

Clot. The Villaine would not ſtand me.) 

2 No, but he fled forward ſtill, toward your face. 

1 Stand you ? you have Land cnough of your owne : 
But he added to your having, gave you ſome ground. 

2 AS many Inches,as you have Occans (Puppies. ) 

Chat. I would they had not come betweene us. 

2 Sowowd I, till you had mealur'd how long a foole 
you were upon the ground. 


Clot. And that ſhe ſhould love this fellow, and refuſe | 


Mc. 
2 If it beaſin to make atruc cletion, ſhe is damn'd, 
I Sir,as told you alwayes: her Beauty and her Braine 


goe nottogether. Shees a good ligne, but I have ſecne | I willattend the Queene. 


| {mall refle Fon of her wit. 


| 


2 Shc ſhines not u 


pon Foolcs, leſt the reflection 
Should hu: t her. 


Cl. Come, ile to my Chamber : would there had 


becne ſome hurt done, 

2 I wiſh not fo, unleſle it had bin the fall of an Alle, 
which is no great hurt. 

Clat, You'll goc with us ? 

1 lleattend your Lordſhip. 

Clot. Nay come, lots goc together. 


2 Well my Lord, Exewnt 


—— 
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Scana Quarta, 
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Enter Imagen, and'Piſanio. 

Imo. 1 would thou grewſt unto the ſhores oth haven, | 
And queſtioned'(t every Saile : if he ſhould write, 
And I not have it, twere a Paperlolt 
As offer*d mercy 1s : What was the laſt 
That he ſpake to thee ? 

Pifa. It was his Queene, his Queene. 

Imos, Then wav'd his Handkerchicfe? 

Piſa. And kit it, Madam, 

Imo.Sen\clefic Linnen, happier thereiathen] : 
And chat was all ? 

Po. No Madam : for ſo long 


' 
| 
' 
| 


| Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 


| Shakes ail our buddes from growing 


' 


| 


| 
| 


| hisowne,words him (1 doubt aut) a great Geale from the 


Tam in heaven for him : Or cre I could, 


As he could make me with his eye, or care, 
Diſtiagaiſh him from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchite, 
Seul waving, as the firs and ſtirres of 's mind 
Could belt exprelc how flow his Soule fayl'd on, 
How 1wit: his Ship. 

{mo, Thou thould(t have made him 
As little as a Crow, or leſle, ere left 
Toatter-eye him. 

Piſa, Madam, (@ I did. 

{ms. | would have broke mane eyc-ſtrings; 
Crack'd them, buc to looke upon tum, till the diminution 
Ot ſpace, had pointed him ſharpe as my Needle ; 
Nay, tollowed him, till he had melted trom 
The fmalinefic of a Gnar, to ayre : and then 
Have turn'd mine eyc, and wept. But good P:ſans, 
W hen ſhall we heare from him. 

Piſa, Bcafſur'd Madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Imo. 1 did not take my leave of him, but had 

Molt pretty things to fay : Erc 1 could telt him 
How | would thiike on him at certaine houres, 
Such choughts, and ſuch: Or I could make him fweare, 
The Shees of Italy ſhould not betray 
Mine Intereſt, and his Honor : or have charg'd him 
Atthe fixt houre of Morne, at Noone, at Midnight, 
Tencounter me with Or ifons, for then 


Give him thar parting kifle, which I had fer 
And like the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 


Enter a Lady. 
Lad. The Queene (Madam) 
Detires your highnefle Company. 
Imo. Thoſe things I bid you doe, get them diſpatch'd, 


Psſa. Madam, I ſhall. Exennt. 


_—— D— 
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Scena Quinta, 
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Enter Philario, Tachimo, a Frenchman, a Dutch- 
mn, and 4 pane d. 


lach. Belceve it Sir, 1 have ſeene him in Britaine ; he 
was then of a Creſſent note, expected io prove fo wor- 
thy, as ſince he hath beene allowed the name of, Bar 1 
could then have look'd on him, without the heipe of Ad- 
miration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had 
bin tabled by his fide, and I to peruſe him by !rems. 

Phil. You (peake of him when be was lef'e turniſh'd, 
then now he is, with that which makes him buth with- 
our, ar d within, 


French. I have ſcene him France : we bad very ma- | 


ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as hrme ces as 


lach. This matter of marrying his King Danghter, 
wherein he m:{t be werghed rather by her valew, then 


matters 
French. And then his baniſhament. 
ach. T, and the approbation of thoſe that weepe this 
lamentable divorce under her colours, arc wb 


| 


— 
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to extend him,be it but to fortific here judgement,which 
elſc an caſic battery might lay fat, for taking a Begger 
without lefle quality. Bur how comes it, he isto 10- 
journe with you ? How creepes acquaintance ? 

Phil, His father and I were Souldiers together, to 
whom I have binoften bound for no Iſle then my lite» 


Enter Poithamu. : 
Heere comes the Britaine. Let him be fo entertained 4- 
mongſt you, as ſuites with Gentlemen of your know1og, 


to a ltranger of his quality: I beſeech you all be better | 


knowne to this Gentleman, whom I cemmend to you, 
23a Noblc Friend of mine. How Wortby he is, I will 
leave to appeare hereafter, rather then ſtory bim in his 
owne hearing. 

Fren. Sir, we have knowne together in Orleance. 

Poſt. Since when I have bin debtor to you for courte- 
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ſtill, 

Fren, Sir, you 6rc-1ate my poore kindneſle, I was 
glad I did attone my Countryman and you; it had becne 
pitty you ſhould kave beene put together, with ſo mor- 
rall a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon importance of ſo 
{light and triviall a nature. 

Poft. By your pardon Sir, I was then a young Travel- 
ler, rather ſhunn'd to goe even with what I heard,then in 
my every aQion to be guided by others experiences : but 
upon my mended judgement (if I offend to fay it 1s men- 
ded) my Quarrell was not altogether \lighrt. 

French, taith yes, to bee put to the arbitrement of 
Swords, and by ſuch two, that would by all likelyhood 
have confounded one the other, or have falne both. 

lach. Can we with manners, aske what was the difte- 
rence e 

Fren. Safely, I thinke, twas a contention in publicke, 
which may (without contradiftion) ſufter ghe report. 
It was much like an argument that fell our laſt night, 
where carch of us fell in praiſe of our Country-Miſtreſſes, 
This Gentleman, at that time vouching (and upon war- 
rant of bloody ailtrmation) his tobe more Faire, Vertu- 
ous, Wile, Chaſte, Conltant, Qualified , and leſſe at- 
temptible then any, the rareſt of our Ladics in France. 

lach. That Lady 1s not now living : or this Gentlc- 
mans opinion by this worne out. 

Paſt. She holds her Verrue (till, and I my mind, 

lach, You muſt not ſo tarre preterre her, tore ours of 
Italy. 

Pol. Being ſo farre provok'd as I was in Frarce : 1 
would abate her nothing, though I proteſle my ſclfe her 
Adorer, not her friend. 

[ach. As faire, and as good: a kind of hand in hand 
compariton , had beence ſomething treo faire, and too 
00d for any Lady in Britany : if ſhe went before others, 
| haveſcenc as tbac Diamond of yours out-luſters many 
[ have beheld. I could not belecve the excelled many : 
but | have not ſ{ceene the molt pretzous Diamond that 1s, 
nor vou the Lady. 

Pot. 1 prais'd her, as Irated her : ſodoe I my Stone, 

Jach, What doe you eſtceme it at ? 

Pef#. Morc then the workd enjoycs. 

ach. Either your unparagon'd Miltris is dead, or 
ſhes -ut-priz d by arrific, 


Poſt, You are miſtaken: the one may be ſold or given, | 
or if there were wealth enough for the purchales, or | 


mcrite tor the gift. © T he other 13 not athing for ſale, and 
onely the gift of the gods. 
Jach. W hichthe gods have given you ? 


OO OW 
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Poit. Which by thcir Graces I will keepe. 

lach, You may weare her in title yours : but you 
know ſtrange Fowle light upon neighbouring Ponds. 
Your Ring may be ſtolne too, fo your brace of unprizea- 
ble Eſtimations, the one is but fraile, and the other Caſy- 
all. A cunning Thicfe, or a (that way) accompliſh'd 
-- icr, would hazzard the winning both of firſt ang 

aſt. 

PeiF, Your Italy, containes none ſo accompliſh'd a 
Courtier toconvince the honour of my Miltris : if inthe 
holding or lofſe of thar, you terme her fraile, 1 doe no- 
thing doubt you have ſtore of Theeues, notwithſtanding 
I tcare not my Ring. 

Phil. Let us leave heere Gentlemen, 

Poſh, Sir, with all my heart. This. worthy Signior 1 
ms im, makes no !tranger of me, we are familiar at 

11ſt. 

lach. With five times ſo much converſation, I ſhould 
get gronnd of your faire Miſtris ; make her goe backe, c- 
ven tothe yeilding, had I admittance, and opportunity 
to friend. 

Poft. No, no. 

lach. I dare thereupen pawne the moyty of my E- 
ſtate, royour Ring, which m my opinion ore-valves it 
ſomerhing : but I make my wager rather againſt your 
Confidence, then her Reputation. And tu barre your of- 
tence hcerein to, I durſt attemprit againſt any Lady in the 
world. ' 

Poft. Youare a great deale abus'd in too bold a per- 
ſwaſion, and I doubt not you ſuſtaine what y'are worthy 
of, by your Attempt. _ 

lach, Whats that ? 

Peſt. A Repulſe though your Attempt (4s youcall it) 
deſerve more za puniſhment too. 

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too ſo- 
daincly, letir dyc as it was borne, and I pray you be bet- 
ter acquainted. : 

[ach. Would I had put my Eſtate, and my Neighbors 
onth'approbation of what I have ſpoke, 

Poſt. W hat Lady would you chulc toaſſaile ? 


ach. Yours, whom in conſtancy you thinke ſtands. 


ſo (ate, 1 will lay you ten thouſands Duckets to your 
Ring, that commend me to the Court where your La- 
dy is, with no more advantage the: the opportunity of a 
{econd conference, and I will bring from thence, that 
honor of hers, which you imagine {orefcrv'd. 

Pofthumus, I will wage againſt your Gold, Gold to 
it : My Ring I hold deere as my finger, tis part of 
it. 

ach. Youarea friend, and thereinthe wiſer : if you 
buy Ladies ficth at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre- 
ſerve itfromrainting ; butlI tce you have ſome Religion 
in you, that you tcarc. 

Poft, This is but a cuſtome in your tongue : you beare 
a graver purpole I hope. 

lach, lam the Maſter of my ſpeeches, and iwould un- 
der-goe whatsſpoken, I ſweare. 

Poſfthu. Will you ? I ſhail but lend my Diamond till 
your returnez let there be Covenants drawne berween's- 
My Miſtris exceedes in goodneſle, the hugeneſſe of your 
unworthy thinking. I dare you to this match: heres my 
Ring- 

Phil. T will have it no lay. 

-lach, By the gods itis one : if 1 bring you noſuih- 
cient reſtimony that I have enjoy'd the deereſt bodily 
part'ot your Miſtris: my ten thoutand Duckets are yours 
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ſo is your Diamond too : if I come off, and leave her in 
ſuch honor asyou have truſt in : She your lewcll, this 
your lewell, and my Gold are yours : 'provided 1 have 
your commendation, for my more entertainment, 

Poſt. I embrace theſe Conditiens, let us have Articles 
betwixt us ; onely thus farre you ſhall anſwer, it you 
make your voyage upon her, and give me directly to un- 
derſtand, you have prevayl'd, 1am no further your Enc- 
my, ſhe is not worth our debate, 1f ſhe remaine unſc- 
duc'd, you not making it appeare otherwile : for your ill 
opinion, and th'affault you have made to her chaſtity, you 
ſhall anſwer me with your Sword. 


lach, Your hand , a Covenant : we will have theſe | 


things ſet downeby lawfull Counſell, and ſtraight away 
for Britaine, leſt the Bargain ſhould catch cold, and 
ſerve : I will fetch my Gold, and have our two Wagers 
recorded. 

Poft. Agreed. 

French. Will this hold, thinke you. 

Phil, Signior Jachimo will not / nem i, 
Pray let us follow em. 


_ 
_— 


ll  — —_ — — 


Scana Sexta. 


Emer © ueene, Ladies, and Corneling, 
nee. Whiles yet the dewe's on ground 
Gather thoſe Flower 5, 
Make haſte. Who hasthe note of them ? 
Lad. [| Madam. ny 
.Qne, Diſpatch. Exennt Lauer. 
Now Maſter Doctor, have you brought thoſe drugges : 
Cor, Pleaſeth your highneſle, I : here they arc, Madam: 
Bur I beſeech your Grace, without offence 
(My Conſcience bids me aske) whercfore you have 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poylonous Compounds, 
Which are the moovers ofa languiſhing death : 
But though ſl ow, deadly. 
Lne. 1 wonder, Doctor, 
Thou ask'it me ſucha Queſtion ; bave 1 not beene 
Thy Pupill long ? haſt thou not lcarn'd me bow 
To make Perfumes? Diſtill? Preſerve 2? Yea 10, 
Thar our great King himielfe doth woe me oft 
For my ConfeRions? having thus farre proceeded, 
(Vnleſle thou think'ſt me divelliſh) 1st not mecte 
That 1 did amplifie my judgement un 
Other” Concluſions? I will cry the forces 
Ot theſe thy Compounds, on ſuch Creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane ) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their At, and by them gather 
Their ſe verall vertues, and ctteRs. 
({ «rn. Your highneſle 
Shall from this practiſe, but make hard your heart : 
Beſides, the ſecing theſe cffeRts will be 
Both noylome and infectious. 
2 wee. O content thee. 


Enter Piſani. 
Heere comesa flattering Raſcall, upon him 
Willl firſt worke: Hes for his Maſter, 
And enemy to my Sonne. How now #4/ame ? 
Door, your ſervice for this time is ended, 
Take your owne way 


Cor. I docſuſpeRt you, Madam, 
But you ſhall doe no harme. 

Le. Hearke thee a word. * 

Cor. I doenor like her. She doth thinke ſhe has 
Strange ling ring poyſons : 1 doe know her ſpirit, 
And will not truit one of her malice, with 
A drugge of ſuch damn'd Nature* "Thoſe ſhe has, 
Will {tupife and dull the Senſe a while, 

Which firit (perchance) ſhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher : but there is 
No danger in what ſhew of death it makes, 
Morethen the locking up the Spirits a time, 
To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 
With a moſtfalſe effeR : and I the truer, 
Soto be falfe with her. 
#e. No further ſervice, Doctor, 
Varull I ſend for thee. 

(or. 1 humbly take my leave. 

Le. Weepes ſhe ſtill (failt thou ? ) 
Dolt thou thinke in time 
She will not quench, and let inſtructions enter 
Where Folly now poſſeſſes > Doe thou worke : 
When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Sonne, 
Te tell thee on the inſtant, thou art then 
As great as is thy Mafter : Greater, for 
His Fortunes all [ye ſpeechleſſe, and his name 
Is at laſt gaſpe. Returne he cannot, nor 
Continge where he is: To ſhift his being, 

Is to exchange one milery with another, 

And every day that comes, comes to decay 

A dayes worke in him. W hat ſhalt thou expe 
To be depender on a thing that leanes ? 

Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends 

So much, as but to prop him ? T hou rakſt up 
Thou knowſt not what : But take it for thy labour, 
Ir 1s athing I make, which hath the King 
Fivetimes redeem'd from death. I doe not know 
What is more Cordiall, Nay I prethee rake it, 

It isan carneſt ofa farther good 

That I meaneto thee. Tell thy Miſtris how 

The cafe ſtands with her : doo'r, as from thy'ſclte ; 
Thinke what a chance thou changeſt on,but thinke 
/ Thou haſt thy Miſtris ſtill, too boote, my Sonne, 
W ho ſhall take notice of thee. Ile move the King 
To any ſhape of thy Preterment, ſuch 

Asthou'lt defire : and then my felte, I chictely, 
That ſet thee on tothis deſert, am bound 

To loade thy merit richly. Call my women. £rit Piſco 
Thinke on my words. A lye, and conſtant knave, 
Not to be ſhak'd : the Agcnt for his Maſter, 
Andthe Remembrancer of her, to hold 

| The hand faſt co her Lord. I have given him that, 
Which if hetake, ſhall quite unpeople her 

Of Leidgers for her Sweet :and which ſhe after, 
Except ſhe bend her humor, ſhall be aflur'd 

To taſte of toos 


- xt . 


_—_— 


Enter Piſanio, and Ladies. 


| So, {o : Well done, well done : 
The Violets, — —v4 and the Prime-Roſes 
are 


Beare tomy Cloſer : thee well, Piſamo, 

Thinke on my words. Exit 2 urene, and Ladves. 
| Piſa. And ſhall doe : 

But when to my good Lord, I prove untrue, 
| Ile choake my ſeife : theres all Ile doe for you. —=Fxw., 
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Enter Imogen alone. 

Ime. A Father cruell, and a Stepdame falſe, 
A fooliſh Suitor to a Wedded Lady, 
That hath her Husband baniſh'd : O, that Husband, 
My ſupreame Crowne of gricfe, andtholc repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I bia Theetc-ltolne, 
As my two Brothers, happy : but moſt miſcrable 
Isthe defire thats glorious. Bleſſed be thoſe 
How meanc ſo ere, that have their honeſt wills, 
Which ſeaſons comfort, Who may this be ? Fe, 


Enter Piſanio, and [achime. 


Pi/a. Madarn, a Noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters. , 

lach, Change you, Madam | 
The Worthy Leonarwis in latcty, 
And greets your Highnefle deerely. 

Imo. Thankes good vir, 
You're kindly welcome» , 
. {ach. All of her, that is out of doore, moſt rich : 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with amind lo rare, 
She is alone th'Arabian-Bird ;and I 
Have loſt the wager, Boldncfe be my Fricnd : 
Arme me Audacity from head to toote, 
Or like the Parthian I ſhall Aying fight, 
Rather directly flyc. 

Imogen reads. ; 

He is one of the Nebleſt note, to whoſe kindneſſes I am moſt in- 
finitely tryed. Refleft npon him accordingly, as you value your 

ft, Leona na. 


So farre1 reade aloud, 
But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm'd by'th'reſt, and take it thankefully, 
You are as welcome (worthy Sir) as 1 
Have words to bid you, and ſhall finde it ſo 
Inall that I can doe. 
ach, Thankes faireſt Lady : 
W hatare men mad ? Hath Nature given thcm eyes 
To lee this valuted Arch, and the rich Crop 
Of Sea, and Land, which can diſtinguiſh twixt 
The firy Orbes above, and the twinn'd Stones 
Vponthe number'd Beach, and can we not 
Partition make with SpeRalcs fo pretious 
Twixt faire, and foule ? | 
Im. What makes your admiration ? 
lach. It cannotbe ith'eye : for Apes, and Monkeyes 
Twixttwo ſuck Shes, would chatter this way, and 
Contemne with mowes the other. Nor ith judgement : 
For Idiots in this caſe of fauour, would 
Be wiſcly definit : Nor ith Appetite. 
Sluttery to ſuch neate Excclience, oppos'd 
Should make deſire vomit cmptineſle, 
Not ſo allur'd to feed, 
Ime. W hat is the matter trow ? 
lach. The Cloyed will : 
That ſatiate yet unſatish'd deſire, that Tub 
Both fill'd and running : Ravening firſt the Lambe, 


Longs after for the Garbage, 
Ims. What, deere Sir, 


{ Thusrap's you ? Are you well? 


__ 


—_— 
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lach. Thankes Madam, well : Beſeech you Sir, 
Deſire my Mans abode, where 1 did leave him : 
Hes !trange and peeviſh., 
Piſa. 1 was going Sir, 
To give h m welcome. 
{mo, Continues well my Lord? 
His health beleech you ? 
lach, Well, Madam. 
/mo. Is he diipos'd to mirth? I hope he is, 
lach. Excceding plicalant : none a ttranger there, 
So merry, and fo gamelome: he is calld 
The Britaine Revellcr. 
imo. When he was heere 
He did incline to ſadnefle, and oft times 
No: knowing u hy. 
ach. I never ſaw him ſad, 
Thereisa Frenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Monficur, that it ſcemes much loves 
A Galitan-Girle 2t home. He furnaces | 
The thicke ſides from him ; whiles the iolly Britaine, 
(Your Lord | mcanc) laughes troms free lungs: cricsoh, 
Can my 11d-s hold, to thinke that man who knowes 
By Hiltory, Report, or his owne proote 
W hat woman 1s, yea what ſhe cannot chooſe 
But wut be ; wiils free houres languiſh, 
For aſſured condage ? 
/mo., Willmy Lord lay lo? 
lach. 1 Madam, with hiscyes in flood with laughter, 
It 1sa Recreation to be by 
And heare him mocke the Frenchman : 
But heav ns know ſome men are much too blame, 
{mo. Not he I hope. 
lach. Nor he: 
Bur yet heavens bounty towards him, might 
Be us'd more thanktuily, ln himſelfe tis much; 
In you which I account his beyondall Talents. 
W hiiit Tam bound to wouder, Iam bound 
Tv pntytoo. 
{m», What doe you pitty Sir ? 
lach, Two Creatures heartily. 
imo. Am 1 one Sir ? 
You locke on me : what wracke diſcerne you in me 
Deſerves your pitty ? 
lach. Lamentable : what 
To ide mc from the radiant Sun, and ſolace 
I: h Dungeon by a Snutte? 
1wo. | pray you Sir, 
Deliver with more openneſſe your anſweres 
To my demands. W hy doc you pitty me? 
lack. That others doc 
(T wasabout to ſay) enjoy your ———burt 
It is an otfice of the gods tb venge it, 
Nor mine to ſpeake 0.1't, 
Imo. Y ou doe {eemeto know 
Something of me, or what concernes me 5 pray you 
Since doubting things goe 1ll, ofren hurts more 
Then to be ſure they doe. For Cerrtaintics 
Either are paſt remedies ; or timely knowing, 
The remedy then borne. Diſcover to me 
W hat both you ſpur and ſtop. 
Tech. Had | this cheeke 
To bathe my lips upon :this hand, whoſe touch, 
(Wholecevery touch) would torcethe feelers ſoule 
To th'oath of Loyalty. This objet,which 
Takes priſoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it onely heere, ſhould | (damnd then) 


Slaver | 
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Sla ver with lippes as common as the ſtaires 
That mount the Capitoll : Ioyne gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourely falſhood (falſhood as 
With labour : ) then by peeping inan eye 
Baſe and iiluſtrious as the {moaky light 
Thats ted with ſtinking Tallow : it were fit 
T hat all the plagues of hz!] ſhouldar one time 
Encounter ſuch revolt. 
Imo. My Lord, | fteare 
Has forgot Brittaine. 
Iach. And himfelfe, not I 
Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The Beggery of his change : but tis your Graces 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my tongue, 
Charmes this report out. 
Imo. Let me heare no more. 
lach. O deereſt Soule:your Cauſe doth ſtrike my heart 
With pirty, that dottymake me ficke. A Lady 
So faire, and faſten'd to an Empery 
Would make the great(t King double;to be partner'd 
With To es hyr'd, with that (elte-exhibition 
Which your owne Coffers yeeld : with diſcas'd ventures 
That play withall infirmities for Gold, 
Which rotenneſſe can lend Nature, Such boyl'd tuffe 
As well might poyſon Poyfon. Be _—_— 
Or ſhe that bore you, was no Queene, and you 
Recoyle trom your great Stocke. 
Imo. Reveng'd: 
How ſhould I be reveng'd ? if this be true, 
(As I have ſucha heart, that both mine cares 
Muſt not in haſte abuſe ) if it be true, 
How ſhould I be reveng'd ? 
lach. Should he make me 
Live like Diana's Pricit, betwixt cold ſheets; 
W hiles he is vaking variable Rampes 
In your deſpight, upon your purſe : revenge it. 
I dedicate my ſelfe to your fweet pleaſure, 
More Noble then that runnagate to your bed, 
And wul continue falt to your AﬀeQtion, 
Sallclole, as ſure. 
Imo. \W hat hoa, P5{amio ? 
lach, Let me my ſervice tender on your lippes. 
Imes, Away, I doe condemae mine eares, that haye 
So longatrended thee, It thou wert honourable 
Thoy wouldit have told this tale tor Vertue, not 
For ſuch anend thou ſeck'(t, as baſe, as ſtrange : 
Thou wrongſt a Gentleman, who is as farre 
From thy report,as thou from honor : and 
Solicitſt heerea Lady, that diſdaines 
Thee, and the Divell alike. V hat hoa, Fa» ? 
The King my father ſhall be made acquainted 
Ot thy Adault : if he ſhall thinke it fir, 
A ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
As ina Romiſh Stew, and to expound 
His beaſtly mindeto us ; he hatha Court 
He little cares for, and a Daughter, whom 
He not reſpedts atall. W hat hoa, Piſani ? 
lach. O happy Leonatws 1 may ſay, 
The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
Deſervesthy truſt, and thy molt perfe& goodaeſſe 
Her affur'd credit, Bleſſed liue you long, 
A Lady tothe worthieſt Sir, that 
Country call'd his; and you his Miſtris, onely 
| For the moſt worthielt fir. Give me pardon, 
I have ſpoke this tb know if your | 
Were dcepely rooted, and ſhall make your Lord, 


—___u 


That which heis, new ore; and he is one 
The trueſt manner'd : ſuch a holy Witch, 
That be enchants Societies into him : 
Halfe all mens hearts are his. 

{mo. You make amends. 

lach. He (its mongit men,like a deſcended god : 
He hath a kinde of honor ſets him off, 
More thena morrtall ſeeming. Be not angry 
( Moſt mighty Princefſe) that I haveadventur'd 
Ts try your taking of a falſe report, which hath 
Honour'd with confirmation your great Judgement, 
Inthe eleRtion of a Sir, ſo rare. 
W hich you know, cannot erre. The love [ beare him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made yeu 
(Valike all others) chattcleſſe. Pray your pardon. 

Imo, Alls well Sir : 
Takejmy powre ith'Conrt for yours. 

lach. My bumble thankes : I had almoſt forgot 
T'intrear your Grace, but in a ſmall requeſt, 
And yet of moment too, for it concernes, 
Your Lord, my ſelfe, and other Noble friends 
Are partners iu the bulineſlc. 

Imo. Pray what ist? 

lach. Some dozen Romanies of iis, and your Lord 
(The belt feather of our wing) have mingled ſummes 
To bay a Preſent for the Emperor 
Which I (the faRtor for the reſt) have done 
In France : tis Plate of rare device, and lewels 
Of rich, and exquiſite forme, their valewes great, 
AndI am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, | 
To have them in fate ſtowage : May it pleaſe you 
Totake them in protetions | 

1mo. Williogly : 
And pawne mine honos for their ſafty, ſince 
My Lord hath intereſt in them, I will kepe them 
In my Bed chamber; 

lah. They are ina Trunke 
Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To ſendthem to you, onely for this nighe : 
I muſt aboord to morrow, | 

Iowo: One, no. | 

lach. YesI beſcech: or I ſhall ſhort my word: 
By length'ning my returne. From Gallia, 
I croſt the Scas on purpole, and on promiſe 


Toſec your Grace. 

Ime, 1 thanke you for your paines 1 
But not away to MOrrow. 

lach.- O I muſt Madam. 
Therefore 1 ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 
To greet your Lord with writing, doo't to night, 
I have our-ſtood my time, which is materiall 
To'th'cender of our Preſent. 


Imo, 1 will write : | 
Send your Trunke to me, it ſhall ſafe be kept, 
And truely yeelded you : you're very welcome. Fxexn: 


eA Aus Secundus, Scana Prim.” 


Emer Clotten, and the rwo Lords. 


(lor. Wasthereever man had ſuch lucke? when I kiſt 
the lacke upon an up-=caſt, to be hitaway ? I had a hun- 
dred pound on't ; and then GT 
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muſt rake me up for ſwearing, as if 1; borrowed mine 


oathes of him, and might nor ſpend them at my plealure- 
1 Whatgot he by char? you have broke his pate wit 
your Bowl, 


2 If his wit had bin like him that broke it : it would 
have run all out. 33 
Clot. Whena Gentleman is diſpos'd to ſweare : It 15 


. norfor any ſtanders by to curtall his oathes. Ha? 


2 No my Lord z nor crop the cares of them, : 

{or, Whorſondog: I give him fatisfation ? would 
he had bin one of my > | 

2 To have {mcll'dlike a Foole. 

Clet. 1 am not vext more at any thing tin th'carth : 2 
pox on't. I had rather not be ſo Noble as Fam: they dare 
not fight with me, becauſc of the Queene my Mother : 
every lacke-Slave hath his belly fuil of fighting, and I 
muſt goe up and downe likea Cocke, that no body can 
match. 

2"-You are Cocke and Capon toogand you crow Cocke, 
with your combe on. 

Cot. Sayelt thou? ; ; 

2 It isnot fit you Lordſhip ſhould undertake every 
Companion, that you give offence to. | 

Clet. No,I know that : but it is fit I ſhould commit 
oftcnce to my interiors. : 

2 I, ir isfit for your Lordſhip onely. 

Ctr, Why ſo 1 ſay» 

1 Did you heare of a Stranger thats come to Court to 

night ? 
© be. AS , and I not know on 't? ; 

2 Hes a ſtrange fellow himlſclfe, and knowes it not. - 

1 Theresan Italian come, and tis though one of Leena- 
ts triendes. 

Clot. Leenaru?? A baniſht Raſcall ; and he's another. 
whatſoever he be. W hortold you of this Stranger ? 

1 One of your Lordſhips Pages. 

Cer. Is it fir | went to looke upon him ? Is there no 
derogation in't ? 

2 Youcannot derogate my Lord, 

Clot, Not calily I thinke. | 

2 You area Foole granted, therefore your ſues being 
foeliſh doc not derogate. 

Clot. Come, Ile goe ſee this Italian : what I have loſt 
to day at Bowles, Ile winne tonight of him, Come : go. 

2 llc attend your Lordſhip. Exit. 
That ſuch a crafty Divell as 1s his Mother 
Sheuld yeild the world this Aﬀſex a woman, that 
Beares all downe with her Braine, and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eighteene. Alas poore Princelle, 

Thou divine /megen, what thou endur'it, 

Betwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern'd, 

A Mother heurcly coyning plots: A Wooer, 

More hatcfullthen the foule expulſion 1s 

Ofthy deere husband, Then that horrid At 

Of the divorce,he'ld make the heavens hold firme 

The walls of thy deere honor. Keepe unſhak*'d 

That Temple thy faire mind, that thou maiſt ſtand 

7 enjoy thy banifh'd Lord : and this great Land. Exewrr, 


4h Scena Secunda. 


Enter Imogen, in her Bed, and a Lady. 
Ims, Whos there ? My woman : Helene ? 
Is, Plcafe you Madam, 
Imo. W hat houre is it ? 


_—_ — 
—  w— 


Lad. Almoſt midnight, Madam. 

1me. 1 have read three houres then : 
Mine eyes are weake, 
_ downe the _ where I haveleft : tobed. 

akenot away the Taper, lcave it burning : 
And if thou canſt Snakes foure o'thclocke, 
I prethee call me: Sleepe hath ſciz'd me wholly. 
To your proteftion I commend we, gods, 
From Fayries, and the Tempters of the night,” 
Guard me belcech yee. Sleeper, 
Jathime from the Tranke, 

lach, The Crickets ſing, and mans ore-labor'd ſenſe 
Repaires it {elfe by reit : Our 7 arguinethus 
Did ſoftly prefle the Ruſhes, cre he waken'd 
The Chaſtity he wounded. (ytheres, 
How bravely thou becomlſt thy Bed ; frefh Lilly, 
And whiter then the Sheets : that I might rouch, _ 
But kiſle, one kiſle, Rubics unparagon d, 
How deercly they do't : Tis her breathing that 
Pcrtumes the Chamber thus : the flame uth'Taper 
Bowes toward her, and would under-peepe her lids, 
To ke th'incloſed Lights, now Canopied 
Vndtr the windowes, White and Azure lac'd 
With Blew of heavens owne tint, But my deſigne. 
To note the Chamber, 1 will write all downe, 
Such,and ſuch pictures : There the window, ſuch 
Th'adornement of her Bed ; the Arras, Figures, 
W hy {uch, andiuch : andthe Contents oth'Story. 
Ah, but ſoſhe naturall notcs about her Body, 
Above ten thouſand mcancr Moveables 
Would teſtihe,t'enrich mine Inventory. 
O ſlcepe, thou Ape of death, lye dull upon her, 
And be ber Senſc but as a Monument, 
Thus in a Chappell lying. Come off, come off; 
As ſlippery as the Gordian-knot was bard. 
Tis mine, and this will witnefſeoutwardly, 
As {trongly asthe Conſcience do's within : 
Toth'madding of her Lord, Ou her left breſt 
A mole Cinque-ſpotred : Like the Crimſon drops 
th bottome of a Cowſlippe. Heeres a Voucher, 
Stronger then ever Law could make : this Secret 
Will force him thinke I have pick'd the locke, and rane 
The treaſure of her honor. No more : to whatcnd ? 
Why ſhould I write this downe,thats riveteds, 
Screw'd ro my memory. She hath bin reading late, 
The Tale of Terew, hcere the leates turn'd downe 
W here Philomele gave up- I have enough, 
' Toth Truncke againe, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 
Swift, {witr, you Dragons of the night, that dawning 
May beare the Ravens cyec: I lodge 1n feare, 
Though this a heavenly Angell ; hell is beere. 

{ locke flyikes, 


One, two, three : time, time. Exit, 


ScanaTertia. 


Oe I er -_— _w__ —— _—_—_ nt. 


Enter { lotten, and Lords, 
: Your Lordſhip isthe moſt patient man in lofſe, the 
moſt coldeſt that turn'd up Ace. 
Clet, It would make any man cold to looſe. 
\ 17 Butnotevery man patient after the noble temper of 
your Lordſhip z You are moſt hot,and furious when you 
wInne. 


Clo. 
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Winning will put any man into courage : if I could get 
this fooliſh /mogen, I ſhould have Gold cnough : its al- 
molt morning, 1s't not ? 
s Day, my Lord, ; 
Chr. I would this Muſicke would come +I am adviſed 
to give her Muſicke a mornings, they fay it will pene» 
rates Enter CMouſitsans. 


Corre on, tune : if youcan penetrate here with your fin- | 


gering,ſo:we'll try with tongue too : it none will doe, let | I yer not underſtand the caſe my telte. 


her remaine : bur Ile never give ore» Firlt,a very excel- 
lent good conceited thing ; after a wonderfull ſweet aire, 
with admirable rich words to it, andthen let her conti- 


der, 


Song. 
Hearke, bearke, the Larke at Heavens gate ſings, 
and Phabus gins ariſe, 
Hu Steed: to water at thoſe Springs 
on chalic'd Flowers that tyes * 
And winking M ar1-buds begin to ope their Golden ezes 
With every thing that pretty uw, my Lady ſweet ariſe : 
«Ariſe, a iſe. 


So, get you gone: if this penetrate, I will conſider your 
Mulicke the better: 1f it do net, it isa vbyce in her cares 
which Horſ&-haires, and Calves-guts, nor the voyce of 
unpaved Eunuchto boot, can never amend. 
Emer Cymbeline, and © neens, 

2 Heere comes the King. 

C/o. 1 amglad I was up fo late, for thats the reaſon 
I was uplo carely : he cannot chooſe but take this Ser- 
vice I have done, fatherly, Good morrow to your Ma- 
jeſty, and ro my gracious Mother. 


Cym, Attendyou herethedoore of our ſtern daughter | 


Will the not forth? 

Clet. | have affail'd her with Muſickes,but ſhe vouch- 
ſafes no notice. 
Cy#.. The Exilc of her Minion 1s too new-+ 

She hach not yet forgot him, ſome more time 

Muſt weare the print of his remembrance out, 

Ad then ſhe's yours. 

Due, You are molt bound to'th'King, 

W ho lets goe by no vantages, that may 

Preferre you to his daughter z Frame your lelte 

Toorderly ſolicits, and be triended 

Withaptneſle of the {caſon : maþe denials 

Encreate your Services: {o ſeeme, asit 

You were infpir'd to duc thoſe duties which 

Youtcnder to her : that you in all obey her, 

Save when command to your dilmiflion tends, 

And thercin you are ſenſ{clefle. , 
Clot, Senſclcſle ? Not fo. 
Mefſ. So like you (Sir) Ambaſſadors fr trom Rome ; 

The one 15 (aus Lucerne 
Cym. A worthy Fellow, + 

Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now ; 

Butthat's no fault ofhis : we muſt receive him 

According tothe honor of his Sender, 

Andtowards himſclfe, his goodnefſe fore-{pent on us 

Wemult extend our notice : Our deere Sonne, 

When you have given good morning to your Miſtris, 

Attend che Queene, and us, we ſhall have need 

T'employ you towards this Romane. 

Come our Qucenc. 

Chet, If ſhe be up, Ne ſpeake with her : if not, 

Let her lye ſill, and dreame : by your leave hoa, 

I know her women are about her : what 


Exeant. 


es 0 a mns—— 
— — 


| Yet youare curb'd from that enlargement, by 


If 1 doeline one of their hands, tis gold 
Which buyes admittance (oft it doth) yea and makes 
Diawe's Rangers falſc themſelves, yecld up 
Their Deere to'th'itand o'th Stealcr : and tis gold 
Which makes the Truc-man kill'd, and faves the Theete : 
Nay, ſometime hangs both Theefe, and Truc-man : what 
Can itnot doe, and undoo 2 I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me, tor 
By your leave. K nockgr, 
Emter a Lady. 

Lad. Who's there that knockes ? 

Clet, A Gentleman. 

Lad. Nomore, 

Clot, Yes, and a Geatlewomans Sonne. 

Lad, Thats more 
Then tome whoſe Taylors are as deere as yours, 
Can juitly boalt of : whats your Lordſhips pleatwe 2? 

Cor. Your Ladies perſon, is ſhe ready ? 

Lad. I,to keepe her Chamber. 

C/er, There is gold for you, 
Sell me your goud report; 

Lad. How my good name ? or to report of you 
What I ſhall thinke is good. The Princefle. 


Emer [mogen. 


Clar, Good morrow faireſt, Siſter your ſweet hand. | 
{mo, Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paiues | 
For purchaſing but trouble : the thankes 1 give, 
[steiling you that 1 am poore of thankes, 
And ſcarte can ſpare them, 
(tr. Still I {weare | love you. 
{me. It you but ſaid fo, twere as deepe with me : | 
If zoutweare till, your recompence is {till 
That I regard it not. 
Chat This isnoan{wer. 
1me. But that you ſhall not ſay, I yeeld being filent, 
I would not ſpearc. I pray you!parc me,taith 
I ſhall unfold cquall diſcourteſic 
To your belt kindneſle : one of your great knowing 
Should learne (being taught) torbearance. 
C lor, To lrcaveyou in your madneſle, twere my flinne, þ 
I wili not. 
Imo, Fooles are not mad ftolkes. 
(or. Doe you call me foole? 
[mo, AST am ma! I doe: 
If you'llbe patient, Ie nomore be mad, | 
That cures us both. 1am auch ſorry (Sir) 
You put meto forget a Ladies wanne:'s 
By being ſo verball : and learne noxr, for all, 
Thar I which know my heart, doc heere pronounce 
By ti*very truth of it, I care net for you, 
And am ſo neere th< lacke of Charity 
Toaccuſe my felfe, I bate you : which I had rather 
Youfelt, then make*; my boait. 
Cle. You finac againſt 
Obedience, which you owe your father, fr 
The Contra you prerend with that bate Wretch, 
One, bredof Almes, and foſter'd with cold diſhes} 
With {craps oth'Court : Iris no Contra, none ; 
And thought be allowed in mcaner parties 
(Yet who thea he more meane) to knit their ſoules 
(On whomthere isno more dependancy | 
But Brats and Beggery) inſeitc-figur'd knot, | 
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The conſequence oth' Crowne, and mult not foyle 
The preciousnote of it ; with a tale Slave, 
A Hilding for a Livory, a Squires Cloth, 
A Pantler; not ſo eminent. 

Imo. Prophane Fellow : 
Wert thou the Sonne of /»ps:&r, and 00 more, 
But whatthou act beſides : thou wer'r too bale, 
To be his Groome : thou wer't dignified enough 
. Even to the point of Envy, Iftwere made 
Comparative for your Vcrtues, to be {til'd 
The under Hangman of his Kingdome; and hated 
For being preter'd ſo well. 

C/oe, The South-Fog rot him. 

Imo, He never can mecte more miſchance, then come 
To be but nam'd ot thee.: His meanclt Garment 
That evcr hath but clipt his body , 1s dearer 
In my reſpec, then all the haires above thec, 
Were they all made fuch men 3; How now Pere 7 

Emer Psſamo. 

Clot. His Garment ? Now the divell. ; 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hyethec preſentiy. 

Clot, His Garment ? 

Ime. 1 am ſprighted with a Foole, 
Frighted, andangred worſe : Goec bid my womat 
Search tor a Tewell, that too caſually 
Hath lett mine Arme : it was thy Maſters. Shrew mc 


Of any Kings in Europe. 1 doe thinke, 
I (aw't this morning : Confident I am, 
| La{tnight ewas on mine Arme: i kiſs'd it, 
I hope it be not gone, to tell iny Lord 
That 1 kifſe aught but him. 
Piſa. Twillnot be loſt, 
Imo. I hope ſo : goe and ſearch. 
Chr. You have abus'd me; 
| His meaneſt Garment? 
Ime. 1, I ſaid ſo Sir, * | 
If you will make't an Action, call witnelle to'r, 
Cher. I will enforme your Fathcr. 
Imo, Your Moihcr too : 
Shes my good Lady ; and will conceive, Thope 
But the worſt of mc. Sel leave your Str, 


- 


To'th*worlt of diſcontent. Exit. 
Cle. le bereveng'd : | 
His mcaneſt Garmem? Well. Exit, 
| þ 
Scaena Quarta. 
Emer Poſthunuis, and Philario, 


Poſt. Feare it not Sir : I would wer? fo ſure 
To winne the King, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remaine hers. 

Prx/. What meencs doe you make to him ? 

Poſt. Not any : bur abide the change of Time, 
Quake nn the preſent winters ſtare, and wiſh 
Tha: warimer dayes would come : In theſe fear'd hopes 
[ barely gratifie your love; they fayling 
| I muſt dyc much your debtor. 

Phal. Your very goodnefle, and your company, 
Ore payesall I can doz, By rhis your King, 

Harh heard of Great Angniins ; Cams Lacie, 
Will do's Commiltion throughly. And 1 thinke 


— 


If I would loſe it for a Revenew, 4 
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Hee'le grant the Tribute : fend th' Arrerages, 
Or looke upon our Romances, whoſe remembrance 
Is yet freſh in their gricfe. 

Po#?. I doe beleeve 
(Stariſt though I am none, nor like tobe) 
That this will prove a Warre ; and you ſhall heare 
The Legion now in Gallia, ſooner landed 
In our not-tearing-Britaine, then have tydings 
Ot any penny Tribute paid. Oar Countrymen 
Are men more order'd then when [uhm Ceſar 
Smil'd at their lacke of skill, but found their courage 


| Worthy his frowning at. T heir diſcipline, 


{ Now mirgled with their courages) will make knowne 
To their Approvers, thcy are People, ſuch 
That mend upon the world. Enter Jachims, 

Phil. Sce lachimo, 

Poſt. The twittcſt harts, have poſted you by land ; 
And Windes of ail the Corners Kkits'd your Sails. 
To make your veſſell nimble, 

Phil. Welcome Sir. | 

Peſt. I hope the briefeneſſe of your ant wer, made 
The ipeedineſle of your returne. 

[ach. Your Lady, 

Is one of the feyreſt that I have look'd upon 

Pot, And therewithall the beſt, or let her beauty 
Looke thorovgha Caſcment to allure alle hearts, 
And be falle withthem. 

lach. Heercare Letters for you. 
Poft. Their tenure good I trult. 
. tach. Tisvery like. 
Poft. Was Cairns Lucius in the Britaine Court, 
W hen you were there ? 
lach. He was expected then, 
But not approach'd. 

Poſt. Allis well yet, 

Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, Or 1S't not 


| Toodull for your good wearing ? 


ach. If I have loſt it, 
I ſhould haveloſt the worth of it in Cold, 
Ile make a journey twice as farre, t'enjoy 
A {cond nightot ſuch fwect ſhortneſle, which 
Was mine in Britainc, for the Ring 1s wonne, 

Poſt. The Stones to0 hard tocome by. 

lach, Not a whit, 
Your Lady being {o calic. 

Poit, Make not Sir, 
Your loſſe, your Sport : I hope you know that we 
Mult not continue fricnds. 

lach. Good Sir, we muſt 
If you keepe Covenant : had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Miſtris home, I grant 
We were to queſtion farther ; but I now 
Profeſſe my ſelfe the winner of her honor, 
Together with your Ring; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded bur 
By kpth your willes, 

Poſt:;Af you can mak*t apparant 

That you have taſted her in Bed ; my hand, 
And Ring is yours. It not, the foule opinion 
Y ou had of her pure honor : gaines, or looſes, 
Your Sword, or mine, or Maſtcrleſſe leave both 
To who ſhall finde them, 

Tacb. Sir, my Circumſtances 
Being ſo nerethe truth, as | will makethem, 
Maſt firft induce you to beleeve : whoſe {trength 
I will confirme with cath, which I doubt not 


You'll 
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You'll giveme leave to ſpare, when you ſhall finde 
You neede it not, 
Poſt. Proceed. 
lach. Firſt, her Bed-chamber 
(Where I confeſſe | lept not, but profeſle 
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd 
With Tapiſtry of Silke, and Silver, the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
And Cidzw ſwell'd above the Bankes, or tor 
The preſſe of Boates, or Pride : A peece of Worke 
So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did itrive 
In Workemanſhip,and Value, which I wonder d 
Could be ſo rarely, and exatly wrought 
Since the true life 60't was 
Pot. This is truce: 
And this you might have heard of heere, by me, 
Or by ſome other. 
lach, Moreparticulars 
Muſt juſtiftie my knowledge» 
Poſt. So they mult, 
Or doe your Honour injury, 
lach, The Chimney 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-peccc 
Chaſte Dia, bathing : never ſaw I hgures 
So likely to report themſelves; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumbe, out-went her, 
Motion, and Breath left out. 
Polt. This1is athing x 
W hich you might from Relation likewiſe reape, 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. 
lach. The Roofe o'th'Chamber, 
With golden Cherubins is fretted, Her Andirons 
(1 had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Silver, each on one foote ſtanding, nicely 
Depending ontheir Brands. 
Poſt. This is ber honor: _ : 
| Letitbegranted you have ſcene allthis (and praiſc 
' Be giveato your remembrance)the deſcription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faves 
The wager you have laid. 
lach. Then it you can 
Be pale, I begge but leave to ayre this Tewell ; See, 
And now tis up againe + it muſt be married 
Tothat your Diamond, lle k2epe them» 
Peff. love | 
Once morelet me behold it : Is it that 
Which 1 left with her ? 
Lach. Sir (I thanke her) that 
She ſtrivt it from her Arme : Iſee her yer 
Her pretty Action, did out-ſell her guitt, 
And yetenrich'd it too : ſhe gave it me, 
And ſaid, ſhe priz'd it once. 
Poſt, May be, ſhepluck'd it off 
To ſend it me 
lach. She writes ſoto you? doth ſhe ? 
Po##, Ono, no, no, tis true. Heere, take this too, 
It isa Bafiliske unto mine eye, 
Killes me to looke on't : Let there be no Honor, 
W here there is beauty : Truth, where ſemblance : Love, 
Where theres another man. The Vowes of Women, 
| Ofno more bondage be, to wherethey are made, 
Then they are totheir Vertues, which isnothiug : 
O, above meaſure tale, 
Phil. Have patience Sir, 
And take your Ring againe, tis not yet wonne ; 
It may be probable ſhe loſtir; or 
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Who knoywes if one of her women, being corrupted 
Hath ſtolne ir from her. | 
Poit. Very true, 
And ſo 1 hope he came by't : backe my King, 
Render to me ſome corporall figne about her 
More evident then this : for this war ſtole. 
lach. By lupiter, þ had it from her Arme. 
Poit. Hearke you, be ſweares : by Iupiter he ſwearess 
Tis true, nay keepe the Ring z tis true ; I am ſure 
She would nor looſe it ; ber Attendants are 
All ſworne, and honorable : they induc'd to ſtcale it ? 
And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enjoy'd her, 
The Cognifance of her incontinenc 
Is this:ſhe hath bought the name of W hore,thus deerely 
There, take thy kyre, and ali the fiends of hell 
Divide themſelves betweene you. 
Phil. Sir, be patient : 
This1s aot Rrong 2nongh to be beleev*d 
Ot one per{waded well of. 
Poſt. Never talke on't : 
She hath bin colted by him. 
lach. If you ſeeke 
For further ſatisfying; under her Breal(t 
( Worthy her preſſing) lyesa Mole, right proud 
Of that molt delicate Lodging, By my lite 
I kiſt it, and itgave me preſent hunger 
To feede againe, though full. Youdoe remember 
This ſtaine upon her ? 
Poſt. 1, and it doth confirme 
Another ſtaine, as bigge as Hellcan hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
lach. Will you heare more ? 
Poft. Spare your Arithmerticke, 
Never cou nt the Turnes : Once,anda Million, 
ach. Ile be ſworne. 
Foſt. No (wearing : 
If you will ſweare you have not done'r, youlye, 
And I will kill thee if thou doſt deny 
Thou'ſt made me Cuckotd. 
lach, Ile deny nothing. 
Poſt. Othar I had her heere\to teare her Limb-meale ; 
I will goe there and doo't, ith*Courr, before 
Her father. Ile doe ſomething. 
Phil. Quite beſides. 
The goverment of Patience. You have wonne : 
Lets tollow him, and pervert the preſent wrath 
He hath againſt himſclfe. 
® Jach. With all my heart: 


Exit. 


Exeunt. 


Enter Poſt hum. 


Poſt, Tx there no way for Mentobe, but Wemen 
Muſt be balfe-workers ? We are all Baſtards, 
And that moſt venerabie man, which } 
| Dih call my father, was, I know not where 
When I was ſtampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles 
Made me a counterfeit; yet my Mother feem'd 
The Dian of that time :{odoth my Wife 
The Non-parcill of this, Oh Vengeance, Vengeance! 
Me of my lawtull pleaſure ſhe reſtrain'd, 
And pray'd me oft forbearance : did it with 
A pudency ſoRolie, the lweet view on't 
Might well tave warm'd old Saturns ; 
That I thought her 
As Chaſte, asun-Sunn'd Snow. Oh, all the divels! 
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This yellow /achimo 1g an houre, was't not? p- 
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Or «fe ; at firit 2 Perchance he ſpoke not, but 

Like a full Acorn'd Boarc, a larmen on, 

Cry*dc oh, and mounted , tound no eppoſition 

Bur whar he 100k.'d tor, ſhould oppole, and ſhe 

Should trom encounter guard, Could I find out 

I he Womans part in me, for theres no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but | auhrme 

[t1s the Womans part : be it Lying, note it, 

The womans :'Flattering, hers : deceiving, hers : 

Luſt, and ranke thoughts, hers, hers : Revenges hers : 

Ambitions, Coverings, change of Prides, Diidaine, 

Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability : 

All faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knowes,. 

Why hers,in part, or al! : but rather ail. For cven to Vice 

They are not conſtant, bur are changing {till; 

Onc Vice, but of a minute old, tor one 

Not halte ſo old as that. Ile write againſt them, 

Deteſt them, curic them : yer ris greater Skill 

[n a true Hate, to pray they have their will : 

The very Divels-cannot plaguethem better. | 
Fx, 
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A tus Tertits. Scena Prima. 


—— 


Enter in State, Cymbeline, Þ ueens, Clitten, and Lords a 
one doore, and at another, Cans, Luc, 
and Attendants. 


{ym. Nov fay, what would Auguſtus ( aſar with us? 
Luc. When lulins Ceſar (whole remoembvrarice yet 
Lives in meas eyes,and will to Eares and Tongues 
Be I hea, and caring ever,(was in this Britaine, 
And Conquer'd it, Caſ/tbelan thine V nklc 
(Famous 12 Ceſers prayles, no what Icfle 
Then 1m his Feats deſerving it) tor hin, 
And his Succeſſion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Ycerely three thoutand pounds ; which (by thee) lately 
Is left untender d. 
Be. And to kill the mervaile, 
Shall be1o ever. 
C!er. There be many Ceſars, 
Erc ſuch another [nlua : Pratame's a world 
By it {cltc, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our 0wne Nelcs. 
Ouee. That opportunity 
Which then they had totake from's, to reſume 
We have againe. Remember Sir, iy Licge, 
The Kings your Anceſtors, together with 
The Narturall bravery of your Ile, which ſtands 
As Neptunes Parke, ribb'd,and pal'd in 
With Oakes unskalcable, and roaring Waters, 
With Sands that will not beare your Enemies Boates 
Bur ſucke them up to'th' Top-maſt, A kind of Conqueſt 
Ceſars made heere, but made not heere his bragge 
Of Came, and Saw, and Overcome : with (ſh4me 
(The firſt that ever touch'd him) he was carried 
From of our Coaſt, twice beaten ? and his Shipping 
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Scas 
Like Egge-thels, moy'd upon their Surgescrack'd 
As cafily gainlt our Rockes. Fof joy whereof, 
The fam'd Ca//ivelan, who was once at point 
(Oh giglet Fortune) ro maſter C+ſars Sword, 
Made Luds-Towne with rejoycing-Fires bright, 


| — 


| 


| 


OR _—— 


And Brutames ſtrut with Courage, 

(et. Come, theres no more I ribute to be paid? our 
Kingdome 1s ſtronger then it was at that time ; and (as 1 
laid) there is no mere 1tuch { eſars, other ot them may 


have crook'd Nofes, but to owe ſuch ſtraite Armes, none. 


Cym. Son, let your Mcther cnd. 

{for We have yet many among us, can gripe as hard 
as Caſ/ibelay, 1 doc not ſay I am ore : buti have a hand. 
W hy Tribute ? Why ſhould we pay Tribute? It Ceſar 
can hidethe Sun from us with a Blanker,or put the Moone 


in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for light : elſe Sir, | 


no more Tribute, pray you now. 
{ym, You mult know, 
Tulthc injuricus Romans, did extort 
I his Tribute from us, we were tree. (a7 Ambition, 
W hichſacl'd to much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 
The tides 0'th World, againſt all coloyrkeere, 
D1d put the yoakeupon's - which to ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 


| Ourſelves to be, we doe. Say then to Cajar, 


| Our Anccltor was that CMnlmmins, which 


O:dain'd our Lawes, whole uſc the Sword of Ceſar 


Hath too much mangled : whole repayre, and franchiſe, | 


Shzll (by che power we hold) be our good deed, 
Tho Rome be therfore angry. Aſnimaurmu made our lawes 
Who was the firkt of #rs2arme, which did put 


| His browes within a golden Crowne, and call'd 


Himſcite a King. 
Luc. Tam ſorry ( ymbeline, 


| That 1 am to pronounce +4 ngnuttu Caſar 
| (Ceſar. that hath more Kings his Servants, then 


D— a > es 


— — 


| hy telte Domeſticke Ohcers)thine Enemy ? 
Recerve it from methen. Warre, and Confuſion 
{n Ce/ar's name pronounce I'gainſt thee:Looke 
For tury, not co be reſiſted. Thus actide, 

| thanke thee for my ſelte, 

Cym. Thouart welcome (aims, 

Thy Ca/ar Knighted enc ; my youth I ſpent 

Much under him : of him, I gather'd Honour, 

W hich he, to ſceeke of me againe, perturce, 
Behooves me keepe at utterance. I am pertect, 

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 

Therr Liberties arenoww in Artes : a Preſident 
Which nor to rcade, would ſhew the Britaines cold : 
So (*/ar ſhall nor find them. 

Luc. Let proote ſpeake, 

Cot, His Majchy biddes you welcome. Make paſtime 
« ith usa day, or two, or longer : if you fecke us after» 
wards 1n other tearmes, you ſhall finde us in our Salt- 
water-Girdle : if you beate us out of it,it is yours : it you 
tall in the adventure, our Crowes ſhall farce the better for 
you : and theresan cnd. 

Luc. Soft, 

Cym. I know your Maſters pleaſure, and he mine : 

All the Remaine, 1s welcome. 
E xeunt- 


Scena Secunda. 


— -.-- - Mr > ot — 


Enter Piſania reading of @ Letter. 
Ps. How? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not 


W hat Monſters her accuſe ? Leonarue : 
Oh Maſter, what a ſtrange infeRion 


OO 9 I 


Is 
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Is falne into thy care ? What faite !caiian, 

( As poyſonous tongu'd, as hand+4) hath prevail'd 
On thy too ready hearing ? Ditioyait? No. 

She's puniſh'd for her Truth; and undergoes 
More Goddeſle-like, then Wite-like ; tuch Aflaults 
As would take in ſome Vertue. Oh wy Maiter, 

| Thy mind to her, is now as lowe, as were 

Thy Fortunes. How ? That I ſhould murther her, 
Vpon the Love, and Truth, and Vowes ; which I 
Have made to thy command? I her ? Her blood ? 
If it be ſo, to doe good ſcrvice, never 

Let me be counted (erviceable. How looke IT, 

That 1 ſhould ſceme to lacke humanitie, 

So much as this Fact comes to ? Doo't ;: The Letter. 
T hat I have ſent ber , by her own: comm nd ,, 

Shal prve thee opp»tanitie, Oh daman'd paper, 

! Blacke as the Inkc that's on thee : ſenſcleſlc bauble, 
| Artthoua Feardarie for this aA; and look'lt 

| $0 virgin-like without? Loc here the comes- 
| 


Enter [mogen. 

l am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imo. How now Psſamo? 

Pi. Madam, heere isa Letter from my Lord. 

Imo, Who! thy Lord? Thatis my Lord Leona ? 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtronomer 
That knew the Starres, as I his Characters, 
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good Gols, 
Let what is heere contzin'd, relliſh ot Love, 
Of my Lords health: of his content : yet not 
That we two are a ſunder, let that grieve him ; 
Some griefesarc medcinable, that 1s one of them, 
For it doth phyſicke Love, of his conteat, 
All but in that, Good Wax, thy leave : bleſt be 
You Bees that make theſe Lockes of counſaile; Lovers, 
And men indangerous Bondes pray not alike. 
Though Forfcytours you calt inpriſon, yet 
You claſpe young Cupids Tables : good Newes Gods. 


- 
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Vſhict, and your Fathers wrath ( ſhould hee take mee in bis 

Dommion) could not be ſocrnell to me, as you , (ob the dee- 
reft of ( reauures) would ev:n rencw mewith yourejes, Take 
wotice that [ am 1 Cambria at Milford-Haven : what your 
owne Love, will out of this adviſe you, follow. So he wiſhes you 
all bappin« ſe, that remanies (oyall to his Vow, and your excroa- 
ſing im Love. Leonatus Polthumus., 


Oh for a Horſe wich wings : Hear'tt thou T:ſanio ? 

He 1s at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell mc 

How farre tis thithcr. If one of meane aftuires 

May plod it in a weeke, why may not 1 

Glide thitherin aday ? Then true P5ſanio.' 

Who lomg'+like me, to {cethy Lord; who long'ſt 

(Oh let me bate) but nor hike me 2 yer long'(t 

But ina fainter kinde. Oh nor like me : 

| For mine's bevond, beyond : (ay , and ipeake thicke 

' (Loves Counfailor ſhould fill the bores of hearing, 

[| To tt” {mothering of the Senſe ) how-farre 1r1s 

| To this fame bleiled Miltord. And by'th' way 
Tel! :me how Wales was mad: fo happy ,as 
Tinheriteſuch a Haven. Burt firlt of all, 
How we may (teale from hence : and for the gap 

{ That we ſhall make in Time, from our hence-going, 
And our returne, toexcuſc: but firſt, how get hence. 

| Why ſhould excuſe be borne or cre begot ? 

| Weeleralke of that heereafter.Prythee ſpeake, 

| How many ſcore of Miles may we well ride 


—_— 


Twixt houre, and houre ? 
Pf. One {core twixtSun, and Sun, 
Madam'senongh for you : and too much too. 
{mo. Why, onethat rode to's Exccntion Man, 
Could never goto flow : I have he rd of Kid:ug wagers, 
| Where Ho, ſes have bin nimbler then che +ands 
That run''th' Clocks behalte. But this is Foo!rie, 
Go, bid my Woman faignea Sickneile, ſay 
She'le home to her Father , and provide me preſently 
A Riding Suit: Nocoſther then would fit 
| A Frankiins Hu vite. 
Piſ. Madam, you're bei conſider. 
Ims. | ice before me (Man) nor heere, nor heere, 
Nor what enſues bur have a Fog in them 
That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythee, 
Doas | bid thee : T here's no arore to lay ; 
Acceſſidle is none but Milturd way . 


E xewm, 


— 
— 


SceanaT ertia. 


| The ſharded-Beetle, ina fatcr hold 


ccc 


Enter Belariins, Gmrderius, and «Arvirag. 


Bel. A goodly day, not to kcepe houſe with ſuch, 
| Whoſe Roote's as low as vurs : Sicepe Boyes, this gate 
InſtruRs you how t'adorethe Heave:ns3 and co © you 
Toa mornings holy cffice, The Gates of Monarchcs 
Are Arch'd io high, that Gtan:s way jet through 
And keepe their 1umpious Twibands on, wichout 
Good morrow tothe Sun. Haile thou faire Heaven, 
We houſe 'th* Rocke, yet uſe thee not ſo bard: y 
As prouder livers do. 

Guid. Haile Heayen- 
| Aron, Haile Heaven, 

Bela, Now for our Mountaine ſport, up to yond hill 
Your legges are young : lie tread theſe Flats, Conſider, 
W hen you above percciveme like a Crow, 

That it is Place, which leflen's and (ers off 

And you way then revoive what Tales T have told you, 
Of Courts of Princes; ofthe Trickes in Warre., 

This ſervice, isnor Service ; ſo being done, 

Bur being ſo allowed. To xppreherd thus, 

Drawes us aprofit from #il things welee ; 

And often to our coutort, thall we finde 


Ther, 15 the full-wing d Eagle, Oh this life, 

I s Noblcr, thenatrending tur achecke : 

Richer, then doing nothidg for a Habe : 
Prouder, then ruſtiing in unpayd-for vilke : 
Such gaine the Cap of him, that mak.cs him fine, 
Yet keepes his Booke u- crofs'd, mlife to ours, 

Gui. Out of your proofe you {ak:we poore unfedg'd 
Have never wing'd from view o'h'rcoit ;aur know not f 
What Ayre's fron home, Hap'ly this lite 15 belt, 
(It quiet ufe be beſt) Ccerer to you 
That have a ſharper knowne. Well correſponding 
With your ſliffe Age ; but unto us, it is 
A Cell ot Ignorance: travailing a0cd, 

APrifon ur a Debtor, that not dares 
To ſtride a lianit. 

4rvi. What ſhould we ſperke of 
When we arc old as you ? When we ſhall heare 
The Raine and wind: beate dacke December? How 
Inthis our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
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Weare beaſtly ; ſubtle as the Fox for prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we eate : 
Our Valour is tochace what fiyes : Our Cage 
| We make a Quire, as doth the prilon'd Bird, 

And fing our Bondage freely. 

Hel. How you ſpeake? 
Did you but know the Cittics V {urics, 
And feitthem knowingly + the Art o'th Court, 
As hardto leave, as keepe : whoſe top toclimve 
Is certaine falling : or to flipp'ry, that ; 
The teare's as bad as falling. The toyle o'th Warre, 
| A painethat oncly ſecmes to ſecke our danger 


And hath as ofta {land'cous Epitaph, 

As Record of taire At. Nay, many times 

Doth ill delerve by doing well : what's worſe | 
Maſt curt'ſie at the Cenſure. Oh Boyes,this Storic 
The world may reade in me : My bodie's mark'd 
With Roman Swords; and my report, was ONCE 
Firlt, with the beſt of Note. Cymbelme lov'd me, 
And when a Souldier was the Theame, my naine 

Was not tarre off : then was I asa Tree 
Whole boughes did bend with fruit. But in one night, 
A Storme, or Robbery ( call it what you will) 

Shooke downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaves, 
And left me bare to weathcr. 

Gui. Vncertaine favour. 

Bel, My fault being nothing (as I havetold you oft) 
But that tivo Villaincs, whole fal{c Oathes prevail'd 
Before my pert Honor, {wore to Cymbelanc, 

I was Contedcrate with the Romances : [0 
Followed my Baniſhment,and thistwenty yeeres, 


Where | have l1v'd at honeſt freedome, payed 
More pious debts to Heaven, then in all h 
The fore-cnd of my time. Bur, up to'th Mountaines, 
This is not Hunters Language ; he that ſtrikes 
The Veniſon firſt, ſhall be the Lord o'th' Fealt, 
Tohim the other tyyvo ſhall minitter, 
And we will fcareno poylon, whichattends 
In place of greater Stare ; 
Ile mecte you 1a the Vaileycs. 
How hard it1s to hide the fparkes of Nature ? 
Thete Boyes know little they are Sonnes to'th' King, 
Nor { ymbelne dreames that they are alive, 
They tchinke they arc minc, 
And though train'd up thus mcanely 
I'h' Cave, whereon the Bory ticir thoughts do hit, 
The Rootes of Palaces, and Nature prompts thea 
[n {imple and low things, to Priace it, much 
Beyond the triclee of others. This Paladewr, 
The heyre of Cymbelme and Britaine, whom 
The King his Father cal''d Gurdernes. love, 
\When on ay three-foot itoole I fit, and tell 
| The warlike teats I have done, his ſpirits fiye out 
| Into my ſtory : ſay thus mince Enemic tell, 

And chus1 ſet my foote on's necke, even then 
| The Princely blood Bowes tn his Cheeke, he ſweats, 
| Straines his young Nerves, and puts hiaafclt2 in poſture 
| That a tsmy words, The younger Brother Caawad, 
| Once Arvragas in as like? figure 
| Strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhewes much more 
| His one conceyuing, Hearke, the Game 1s rowsSd, 
| Oh Cymheline, Heaven ard my Contcience knowes 
| Thou did'ſt unjuſtly bantth me ; whereon 


er 


— 


E xeunt. 


—  ——_— 


' 
| I'th'name of Fainc,and Honour, which dycs ith' ſearch, 


This Rocke, and thete Demeſnes, have bene my World, 


| Theu the lock'd(t like a Villaine : now, me thinkes 


| The freezing ke _ , We "A ſcene nothing: | Atthree, and two yecrcs old, 1 ſtole theſe Babes, 


| Thinking tobarre thee of Succefſion, as 
Thou retts me of my Lands. Ewriphile, 
Thou was'ttheir Nurſe,they took thee fortheir mother 
And every day do honor to her gravc: 
My lclte Belerias that am organ call'd 
They take for Naturall Father. The Game is up. Exit, 


— ——T—_— _ 


Scana Quarta. 
| 


Emer Piſamo and Imogen. 


Imo.T hou told'lt me when we came fro horſe, the place 
Was neerear hand : Ne're longd my Mother fo 
Toſceme firſt, as I have now: Pi/ari0, Man : 

W here is Poſthumus ? What is in thy mind 

That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breakes that zh; 
From th'inward of thee? Onc, One, but painted thus 
Would be interpreted athing preplex'd 

Beyond ſelte- explication. Put thy ſelfe 

Intoa haviour of leſle feare, ere wildneſſe 

Vanquith my ſtayder Senſes. W har's the matter ? 

W hy tender*lt thou that Paper to me, with 

A looke untender ? Ift be Summer Newes 

Sinule roo'r before : if Winterly, thou need'ſt 

But k cepe that count'nance (till, My Husbands hand ? 

| That Drug-damn'd Italy, hath out-crafticd him, 

| And hee'sat ſome hard point, Speake man, thy Tongue 
| May take oft ſome extremitie, which to reade 

| Would be even mortall to me, 

| Pu. Pleaſe you reade, 

; Aud you ſhall finde me (wretched man) a thing 

| The moſt difdain'd of Fortune. 


TE oo — —_ 


Imogenreades. 
= IMrgtris (Prſano) hath playae the Strumpet in my 
| Bead: the Teftimonies whereof,tges bleeding in me. 1 ſpeak 
not ont of weake Smrmiſes, but ſrom proofe as fltrong 4s my 
| griefe, and as certaime as I expett my Revenge, That part thou 
| (Paſamo) muſt atte for me, if thy fauh be not tainted with the 
| breach of hers; let thine owne hands take away ber life : 1 ſpall 
| give thee opportunity at Milferd Haven, She hath my Letter 
for the purpoſe ; where, if thou ſeare to ſtribe, and to make mee 
certaine #t # done, thow art the Pandey to ber diſhonour , and 
equallyto me diſloyal. 


Psſ. What ſhall I needto draw my Sword, the Paper 
Hath cut her throat already ? No, tis {lander, 
Whoſe edge is ſharper then the Sword, w hole tongue 
Out-yenomes all the Wormes of Nyle, whoſe breath 
Rides on the polting windes, and doth belye 
All corners of the World. Kings, Queencs,and States, 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 
This viperous flander enters, What cheere Madam ? 
Imo, Faileto his Bed? Whart is itto be falic ? 
Tolye in watck there, andto thinke on him ? 
To weepe twixtclock and ciock? If fleep charge Nature, 
Tobreake it witha fearct{ll dreame of him, 
And cry my felfe awake ? That's falſc ro's bed? I's it? 
Piſa. Alas good Lady. 
Ime. | falſe > Thy Conſcience witnefle : Jach:mo, 
Thou dide'ſt accuſe him of Incontinencie, 
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Thy favours enouzh. Some Iay of Italy 

( W hoſe mother was her painting) hath betraid him : 
Poore I am ſtale, a Garment our of faſhion, 

And for I am richer then to hang by th* walles, 

I mnſt be ript : To peeces with me : Oh |! 

Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good ſeeming 
By thy revolt (oh Husband) ſhall be thought 

Put on tor Villainy ; not borne where't growes, 

Bur worne a baite tor LaCics. 

Piſa. Good Madam, beare me. 

[ms. Truc honeſt men being heard, like falſe e/£xeas, 
Were in hist.me thought falfe : and Synons weeping 
Did ſcandall many a holy teare : tooky pitty 
From moſt true wretchednflee, So thou, Poftbumus 
Wilt lay rhe ieven to all proper men; _ 
Goodly, and gallant, ſhall be falſe and perivr'd 
Fromthy greac faile : Come Fellow, be thou honeft, 
Do thou thy Maſters bidding. W hen thou ſcelt him, 
Alictle witneſſe my obedience. Looke 
I draw the Sword my felfe, take it and hit 
The innocent Manon of my Love (my Heart:) 
Feare not,tis empry of all things, but Griete : 
Thy Maltcr is not there, who was indeede 
The riches of it. Do his bidding , ſtrike, 
1 hou maylt be valiant in a better cauſe z 
Burt now thon ſeem'ft 2 Coward. 

Prſ. Hence vile Inſtrument, 
Thou ſhalt vot damne my hand. 

Ime. Why, 1 muſt dye: 
And if I donot by thy hand, thou art 
No Servant of thy Maſters, Agaialt Selfe-ſlaughter, 
There is a prohibinon {fo Divine, 


So mething's a-toot : Soft, loft, wee'l no defence, 
Obcdient as the Scabbard. What is heere, 
The Scriptures ot the Loyall Leonarns, 
All turn'd to Herefie? Away, away 
Corropters of my Faith, you ſhall no more 
Be Stowachers to my heart : thus may poore Fodles 
Beleeve falſe Teachers : Thoughthoſe that are berraid 
Do feelethe Treaſou ſharpely, yet the Traitor 
Standsin worſe caſe of woe, And thou Poſthumes, 
T hat did t ſet up my diſobedicrce *gainſt the King 
My Father, and makes me put intocontempt the fuites 
Of Prince!y Fcilowes, ſhalt hereafter finde 
It is no at of common paſlage, bur 
A ftrainc of Rarencſle ; and I greeve my ſelfo, 
Tothinke, when thou ſhaltbe diſedg'd by her, 
That now tbou tyreſt on, how thy _y 
Will then be pang'd by me, Prythee diſpatch , 
The Lambe entreats the Baecher. Wher's thy knife? 
Thonartto flow rodothy Maſters bidding 
When deſire it too. 
Ps. Oh gracions Lady: 

Since I recciv'd command to dothis buſineſle, 
| have not lept one winke, 

Imo, Doo't, and to bed then. | 

Pif. Te wake mine eye-balles firſt, 

Imr. Wherefore then 
Didd'ſt undcrtake it ? Why haſt thon abus'd 
So many Mil-s, with a pretence? This place? 
Mine Aion ? and thine owne ? Qur Horſes labour ? 
Thetime inviting thee ? The perturb'd Court 
For my being ablent ; whereunto 1 never 
Purpoſe returne. Why haft thou gone ſo farre 
Tobe un-bent ? whenthou baſt crane thy ſtand, 


That cravens my weal.e hand : Come, heere*s my heart : 


| 


| Te give but notice you are dead, and ſend him 


i. 


Thi'cleRted Deere before thee ? 

Py. But to win time 
Tolooſe fo bad employment, in the which 
I have conlider'd of a courſe : good Lady | 
Heare me with patcuce. 

Imo, Talke thy Tongue weary, ſpcake : 
I have heard 1am a Strumpet, and mine care 
Facreinfalle ſtrooke, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent, te bottome that. But ſpeake. 

Ps. Then Madam, 
I thought you would not backe againe» 

{me. Mott like, 
B:inging me heereto kill mc. 

Py. Notto neither x 
Bur if 1 were as wiſe, as honeſt, then 
My purpoſe would prove well: i: cannot be, 
Bu: that my Malter is abus'd. Some Villatne, 
I, and {ingular in his Art, hath done you boch 
This curled injurie. 

{mo . Some Roman Curtezan ? 

Py. No, on my life : 


Sume 0lvody figne of it. Fortis commanded 
I ſhoulddo1o: you hall be milt at Court, 
And that will well confirtc it, 
Imo. Wh; good Fellow, 
W hat ſhall I do the while ? Where bide? How live? 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my Husband ? 
Pife. It you'lbacke to'th* Court, 
Imo. No Court, no Father: nor no more adoe 
With that harſh, noble, ſimplenothing ; 
That Clotrew, whoſe Love-lunc hach bene tome | 
As fearefull as a Siege- 
Py. It not at Court, 
Then nor in Britaine muſt you bide. 
[mo, W herethen? 
Hath Britaine all the Sunne that ſhines? Day?Night? 
Are they not but in Britane?1'th' worlds Volume 
Our Biitaine ſcemes as of it, but not in't: 
In a great Poolea Swannes-nelt, prytheethinke 
There's livers out of Britaine, 
Py. I am molt glad 
You thinke of other Place : Th' Ambaſſador, 
Lucius the Romare comes to Miltord-Haven 
To morrow. Now,it you could wearea minde 
Darke, as your Fortune 15 , aad but dfguile 
That whicht'appeare ic (cite, muſt not yer be, 
Bu by ſelte-danger, you ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretry,and full of view : yea, happsly, necre 
T he reſidence of Poſtham ; 10 nie (at laſt) 
Thac though his A tions were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him hourely ro your care, 
As trucly as he mooves. . 
[me, Oh for fuch meanes, 


Though perillto my modcitie, not death on't 
I would aduenture 


Pif. Well then, heere's the point : 
You muſt forgetto bea Woman : change 
Command, into obedience. Feare and Niceneſle 
(The Handmaides of all Women, or wore truely 
Woman it pretty ſelte) into a waggiſh courage, 
Ready in gybes ,quicke-an{wer'd, fawcic, and 
As quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you muſt 
Forget that rareſt Treaſore of your Cheeke, 
Expoſing it (but oh the harder heart, _ 
Alacke } 


— i. Fo 


———_— 


| 


—_— 
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Alacke noremedy ) to the greedy touch 
Ot common-kiſting 7itm: and to. got 


"Your labourſome and dainty Trimmcs, wherein 


You made great /nne angry. 
* [mo. Nay be brecfe ; 
Ice into thy end, 2nd am almoſt 
A man aircady. 

Pi. Firit, make your ſclfe bur like one, 
Fore-thinkingthis. 1 have already fit 
( Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doubler, Hat, Hoſe, all 
Thac anſwer rothem : Would you in their ſerving, 
(And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youthof ſuch a {caſon) 'tore Noble Lxcins 
Preſent your ſelfe , defirc his ſervice :tell him 
Whercin you're happy , which will make him know, 
If that his head have care in Muſicke, doubticilc 
With joy he will embrace you : for hee's Honourable, 
And doubling that, moſt holy. Your mcanes abroad + 
You have merich, and 1 will never faile 
Beginmuoeg, nor ſupplyment, 

/mo. Thou artalithc comfort 
The Gods will dict me with. Prythee away, 
There's more tobe conſider'd ; but wee'l even 
All that good time will give us, This attempt, 
I am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away, I prythee. 

Py. Well Madam, we mult take a ſhort farewell,. 
Lelit being miſt, I be ſuſpeted of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miſtris, 
Heere is a box, I had it froin the Queene, 


4 What's 1n't 15 precious : It you are ficke at Sea, 
Or Stomacke-qualm'd at Land, a Dramme of this 


( 


Exennt, 


Will drive away diſtemper. To fome ſhade, 
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods 
Dirgct you to the beſt, 

Imo. Amen ; 1 thanke thee, 


- 


—w — - 


Scena Quinta. 


— = _—— 


Enter Cymbeline, Lucene, Cleten, Luci, 
and Lords. 
Cym, Thus farre, and fo farewell. 
Eouc, Thankes, Royall Sir: 
My Emperor hath wrotc, I muſt from hence, 
And am right ſorry, that I muſt report ye 
My Maltcrs Fnemy, 
Cym. Our Subjes (Sir) 
W11! not endure his yoake ; and for our ſelfe 
To ſhew leſſe Soveraignty then they, muſt needs 
Appeare un-Kinglike. 
Lac. So Sir : I deſire of you 
A Condud over Land, to Milford.Haven. - 
Madam, all joy befall your Grace, and you. 
Cym. My Lords, you arc me. ond tor that Oiffice : 
The due of Honour, in no point omit : 
So farewell Noble Lucie, 
Lac. Your hand, my Lord. 
Clot. Receive it friendly : but fromthis time forth 
I weare itas yovr Enemy. 
Lac. Sir, the Event 
Is yet to namethe winner, Fare you well, 
Cym, Leave not the worthy Zaciws, good my Lords 
Tili he have crolt Severn, Happines. Ex# Luciw, oc. 


em 


—_ 


— 


| Aud that ſhe hath all courtly parts more exquiſite + 


— 


Ls. He goes hence frowning : bur it honours us 
That we bave given him cauſc. 

Clor. Tis allthe better, 
Your Valiant Britaines have their wiſhes in it. 

Cym, Lucius bath wrot already to the Emperor 


.| How it goes hcere. It fits us therefore ripely 


Our Chariots,and our Horſemen be in rcadineſle; 
The Powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will ſoone be drawne to head, from whence he moves 
His warre tor Britaine, 

Lu. Tisnot ſleepy buſineſſe, 
But muſt be look'd to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 

Cym, Our expectation that it ſhould be thus 
Hath made us forward. But my gentle Queene, 
W here is our Daughter ? She hath not appcar'd 
Bctore the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The duty of the day. Shelookes as like 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty, 
We hai c noted it. Call her before us, tor 
We have bene too light in (ufferance. 

Lu Royall Sir, 
Since the exile of Po/hwmw, moſt retyr'd 
Hath her life bin : the Cure whereofmy Lord, 
Tis time muſt doe. 'Beiecch your Majelly, 
Forbeare ſharpe ſpeeches to her. Shee'sa Lady 
So tender of rebuk es, that wordsare [trokes, 
And {trokes deathto her, 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Cym. Where is ſhe Sir 2 How 
Can her contempt be anſwer'd? _ 

CMef. Picale you Sir, 

Her C hambers are ail lock'd, and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to'th* lowd of noiſe, we make, 
Ln. My Lord, when laſt I went to viſit her, 

She pray'd me to excuſc hu keeping clole, 
Whereto conſtraind by her infirmitic, 
She ſhould that dury leave unpaide to you | 
W hich daily ſhe was bound toproffer : this 
She wiſh'd eto make knowne : but our great Court 
Made ame too blame in memory. 
Cym, Her doores lock'd? 
Not ſcene of late ? Grant Heavens, that which I 
Feare , prove falſe. 

9s. Sonne, I ſay, follow the King. 

Clot, That man ot her's, ?5[anzo, her old Servant 
I have not ſcene theſe two dayes. Exit. 

vw, Go, looke after : 
Ps{amo, thon that ſtand'ſt ſo for Poithumms 
He hath a Drugge of mine : I pray, bis abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that. For he belceves 
It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 
W here is ſhe gone # Haply diſpaire hath ſciz'd her : 
Or wing'd with fervour of her love, ſhe's lowne 
To her deſired Poſthwrmm: gone ſhe is, 
To death,or to diſhonor,and my end 
Can make gocd vie of cither. Shee beeing downe, 
I tauc the placing of the Brittiſh Crowne. 
Enter C loten. 
How now my Sonne e 
(ter. * Tis certaine ſhe is fled ; 

Goin and cheere the King,he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

2s, All the better : may 
Thisnight forc-ſtall tm of the comming day, Exit 2». 

Cle, 1 loue and hate her : for ſhe's Faire and Royall, 


Exu, 


ben 


—_— 
me 


— 
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Then-Lady, Ladies, Woman, from every one 
The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe of all compounded 
Out-ſclles them all. I love her therefore, bur 
Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on 
The low Pofthumw, {landers fo her judgement, 
That whar'selfe rare, is choak'd : and in that point 
I wil conclude to hate her,nay indcede, 
To berevengd upon her. For, when Fooles ſhall —— 
Emer Piſanis, 

W ho is heere > Whart, arc you packing firrah ? 
Come hither : Ah you precions Pander, Villaine, 
W here isthy Lady? In a word, or elſe 
Thou art ſtraightway with the Ficnds. 

Py. Oh, good my Lord. 

Clo. Where is thy Lady ? Or, by Iupiter, 
I will not aske againe: Cloſe Villaine, 
Ie have thisſectet from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to finde it, Is ſhe with Polthumn ? 
From whoſe ſo many waights of baſeneſle, caunot 
A dram of worth be drawne. 

Pf. Alas, my Lord, he 
How can ſhe be with him ? When was ſhemiſs'd ? 

He is in Rome, 

Cler. Where is ſhe Sir? Come neerer : 
No farther halting : ſatisfic me home, 
W hatis become of her : 

Pif. Oh, my all-worthy Lord, 

Clo;* All-worthy Villaine, 
Diſcover where thy Miltris is, at once, 
At the next word : no more of worthy Lord : 
—_ , or thy ſilence on the inſtant, 1s 
hy condemnation and thy death 
Ps. Then fir : 
This Paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge 
Touching her flight, 

Cle. Let's feet ; I will purſue her 
Evento Avg»ftxa Throne. 

Pi. Or this, or periſh, 

She's farreenough, and what he learnes by this, 
May prove histravell, not her danger. 
C/o. Humh. 

Piſ. le write to my Lord the is dead : Oh /moges, 
Safe mayſt thou wander, ſafe returne agen. 

(er. Sirra, is this Letter tfue? 

Psſ. Sir, as I thinke 

Clot, It is Poithumns hand, I know'rt, Sirrah, if thou 
would'ſ{t not be a Villaine,bur do me true ſervice; under- 
gothoſe Imployments wherein I ſhould have cauſe to uſe 
thee with a ſerious induſtry, that 1s, what villainy ſoere I 
bid thee doe to performe it, diretly and truely, I would 
thinke thee an honeſt man : thou ſhould'ſt neither want 
my meancs for thy relecfe, nor my voyce for thy prefer- 
ment, 

Pi. Well, my good Lord, 
© Clor. Wilt thou ſerve mee ? For ſince patiently and 
conſtantly thou haſt ſtucke to the bare Fortune of that 

ger Peithumns; thou canſt not inthe courſe of grati- 
tude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou ſerve 
mee? 

: Pl. Sir T will, 

(le. Give me thy hand, heer&s my purſe. Haſt any 
of thy late Maſters Garments in thy poſſeſſhon? 

Pi/an. 1 have (my Lord) at my Lodging , the ſame 
Suite he wore, when he tooke leave of my Ladic and Mi- 
ltreſle. 

(ls. The firſt ſervice thou doſt mee, fetch that Suite 


| 


| bither,er ir be thy frlt ſervice, g0. 


Piſ. Tſhall my Lord. Exeunt, 
© Cho. Meetthee at Milford-Haven : ( Iforgor to aske 
him one thing, Ile remember*tanon : ) eventhere , thou 
villaine Pofthums will I kill thee, 1 would thele Gar- 
ments were come. She faid upon a time ( the bitterneſle 
of it, I now belch from my heart) that ſhe held the very 
Garment of Pofthumws , in more re{peR, then my Novle 
and naturall perſon ; together with the adornement of 
my Qualities. With that Suite upon my backe will I ra- 
viſh her: firſt kill him, and in her cyes; there ſhall the fee 
my valour, which will then be a tormentto her contempt. 
He onthe Ground, my ſpecchof inſultment ended on his 
dead bodie, and when my luſt bath dined (which, as I 
fay,to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathes that fheſo 
prais'd:) tothe Court Llc knock her backe, toot ber home 
againe. She hath diſpis'd mce rejoycingly,and llc be mer- 
ry in my Revenge. 

Enter Piſamo, 
Be thoſe the Garments ? 

Ps. T, my Noble Lord. 

Clo, How long is't ſince ſhe went to Milford-Haven ? 

Pif. She can ſcare be there yet, 

Cle.Bring this Apparrell to py Chamber , that is 
the ſecond ching that I have commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to my defigne. Be 
but dutious, and frue preferment ſhall tender ir 1elfero 
thee. My Revenge is now at Milford, would I had wings 
to follow it. Come and be true. Exit. 

P1f. Thou bid't metomy loſle : for true to thee, 
Wereto prove falſe, which 1 will never be 
To him that is moſt true. To Milford go, 

And finde nor her, whom thou purſuctt. Flow,flow 
You Heavenly bleſlings on her : This Fooles ſpeede 
Becroft with Nownelſle ; Labour be his meede, 


CE 


Exit. 
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Scena Sexta, 


—  -- 
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Enter [| m97e1 alone. 


Ima. I (ce a manslifc is a red10us one, 
I have tyr'd my ſclfe : and for two nights together 
Have made the gound my bed. I ſhould be licke, 
But that my relolution helpes me : Milford, 
When from the Mountaine top Paris ſhew'd thee, 
Thou was't within a ketme. Oh love, I thinke 
Foundations flye the wretched.tfuch I meane, 
Wherethey ſhould be releev'd. Two beggers told me, 
I could not mifſe my way. Will poore Fotkes lye 
That have aMlictions on them, knowing tis 
A puniſhment, or Triall? Yes ; no wonder, 
W hen Rich-ones ſcare tell true. Tolapſe in fulneſſe 
I's ſorer, then tolye for Neede: and Falilhood + 
Is worſe in Kings, then Bcggers,My deere Lord, 
T hou art one o'th falſe Ones: now I thinke onthee, 
My hunger's gone ; but even before, | was 
At point to ſinke, for Food. But what is this ? 
Heere is a path to't : tis ſome ſavage hold : 
I were beſt not call ; I dare nor call: yet Famive 
Erecleane it o're-throw Nature, make it valiant. 
Plentie and peace breedes Cowards, Hardnefſe ever 
Of Hardinefſc is Mother. Hoa? who's heere ? 
It any thing that's civill, ſpeake;if ſavage, 
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Take, or lend. Hoa? Noanſwer? Then licenter, 

Beit draw mz $.1o1d; and if mine Eenemy 

But feare the Sword 1h e me, hell ſcarſciy looke on'ts 
Such a Foe, good Heavens. Exit. 


— 


—— — 


Scena Septims. 


————— — —— 
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_—— — ——— 


Eno Bel@ ins, Guiderims, and Arviragw, 
Bel. You Polidore have prov'd belt Woodman,and 
Are Malter of the feaſt: ({adwal, and I 
Will play the Cooke ,and Servant, tis our match : 
The {wear of induſtry would dry, and dye 
But for the end it workes to, Come, our ſtomackes 
Will make whats homely, flavoury ; Wearincile 
Can ſnore uponthe Flint, when rclty Sloth 
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Nov peace be heere, 
Poore houſe, that kecplt thy {elfc+ 
Gui. Tam throughly weary. Su 
Arvs. 1 am wceake with toyle, yet ſtrong in appetite. 
Gai. There is cold meat ith'Cave, we'll brouz on that 
Whilſt what we have killd, be Cook'd. 
Bel. Stay, come not 1n : 
Butthar ir cates our victualles, Iſhould thinke 


'Heere were a Fatery, 


Gxs. Whats the matter, Sir ? 

Bul. By Iupiter an, Angell : orit not, 
An carthly Paragon. Behold Divinencſic 
Noclder then a Boy. 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo, Good maſter harme menot : 
Before I enter'd heere,I call'd,and thought 
To have begg'd,or bought, what I have rook : goodtroth 
I have ſtolnc nought,nor would not,though I had found 
Gold ſtrew'di'th Floore. Heere's money for my Meate, 
I would have ft it on the Boord,ſfo ſoone 
As I had made my Mcale : and parted 
With Pray*rs tor the Provider. 

Gas. Money ? Youth. 

Arvi, All gold and Silver rather turnedoe durt, 
Astis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
Who worſhip durty gods. 

Imo. I ec your avgry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould 
Have dycd, had I not made It. 

Bel. Whether bound? 

Imo. "0 Miltord-haven. 

Bel, Whats your name? } 

Imo, Fidele Sire, I have a Kiniman, who 
Isbound for Italy : he embark'dat Milford, 
To whom being, going, almoſt ſpent with hunger, 
I am falne inthis offence. 

Bet. Prethee (taire youth) 
Think2 us no Chutles : nor meaſure our good mindes 
By this rudeplace welive in. Wellencouuter'd, 
Tis almoſt night, you ſhall have better cheere 
Ere you depart ; and thankes to ſtay, and cate it : 
Boycs, bid him welcome. x 

Gui. Were youa woman, youth, 
I ſhou!d wooe hard, but be your Groome in honeſty ; 
I bid for you, as 1 doe buy. 

Arvs. Ile make't my comfort 
He is a man, Ile love him as my Brother : 


| And ſucha welcome as 11d give to him 


| 


————_— 


(After long abſence) ſuch is yours. Moſt welcome ; 
Be ſprights , for you fall mongit friends. 

{mo. Mongſt friends. 
It Brothers: would it bad bin ſo, that they | 
Had bin my fathers Sonnes,then had wy prize 
Bin leflc, and ſo more equall ballaſting © 
To thee Poſt buns, 

Be, Hewrings at ſome diltceſle, 

Gui, Would |] could tree't. 
_— Or v4 ry oF 

t paine it coſt, what : gods! 

Bel, FHearke Boyes. ow | 

Imo. Great men 
Thar had a Court no bigger then this Cave, 
That did attend themſelves, and had the vertue 
W hich their owne Conſcience ſeal'd them : laying by 
Thar nothing-guitr of differing Multitudes 
Could not out-peece theſe twaine, Pardon me gods, 
Ild chavge my texe to be Companion with them, 
Since Leonatus falſe, 

Zel, It ſhall be ſo: 

Boyes we'll goe drefſe our Hunt. Faire you come in z 
Diſcourle is heavy, faſting : when we have lupp'd 
Wecli mannerly demand thee of thy Story» 
So farrc as thou wi't ſpeake it, 

G4. Pray draw neere. 

Ari. The Nigh: toth'Owle, 
And Morne toth Larke leſſe welcome. 

Imo, Thankes Sir. 

eArvi, I pray draw neere. 


Sceana Ottava. 


— — —— + — — 
_ —_— _ 
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Enter two Roman Senators, and Tr ihunes. 

1 $:x. This 1stherenor ofthe Emperors Writ ; 
Thar (ince the common men are now in Action 
Gainſt the Pannonians, and Dalmatians, 

And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Fuil weake to undertake our Warres againſt 
The falne-off Bt icaine., that we doe incite 
The Gentry to this buſineſle, He creates 
Luci Pro-Conſull : and to you the Tribunes 
For this immediate Levy, he commands 
Hisabſolute Commillion. Long live ( «ſer 
Tri. Is Lucus Generall of tht Forces ? 
2 Sen. I]. 

Trs, Remainingnow in Gallia ? 

1 Sen. With thoſe Legions 
W hich | have ſpoke of, whercunto your levy 
M uſt be ſuppliant : the words of your Cemmiſſion 
Will tye you to the Numbers and the time 
Of their diſpatch. 


Tri. We will diſcharge our duty. Exeurt. 


eA tus Quartus. Scana Prima. 


Pnt'y Clotten alone. 
(et. 1 amneere to'th' place where they ſhould meet, 
if Psſavio have mapp'd ir truely, How fit his Garments 
ſerve me? Why ſhould his Miltris who was made by him 
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that made the Taylor, not be firtoo? The rather 
reverence of the Word) for tis ſaid a Womans 


Birth, alike converſant in 


Thing loves him in my defpight. What Mortality is? 


forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face : and 
all this done, ſpurne her home to her Father, who may 
(happily) be a lictle angry for my ſo rough viage : but my 
Mother having power of his teltineſle, ſhall turne all in- 
to my commendations. My horſe is tycd up ſafe, out 
Sword, and to a ſore purpoſe : Fortune put them into my 
hand : This is the very deſcription of their meeting place 
and the fcllow dares not decezve me. Exs., 


— 


Scena Secunda. 


”————— — —_ —_ OE 


Enter Belarins , Guidrrins, Arviragus , and 
[megen from the Cave. 


. Bel. Youarc not well : Remains heere in the Cave, , 
We'll cometo you after hunting. 
eArvi. Brother, (tay herc : 
Are we not brothers? 
[mo. So man and man ſhould be, 
But Clay and Clay, differs in dignity, 
W hoſe duſt is both alike. I am very ſicke, 
Gui. Goc you to hunting, Ile abide with him. 
{mo, So ſicke Iam not, yetI amnot well : 
Bur not ſo Cit:izen a wanton, as | 
To ferme to dye, ere ſicke : So pleaſe you, leave me, 
Sticke to your Lournall courſe : the breach of Cultome, 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Socicty, is no comfort 
To one not {eciable : 1 am not very ficke. 
Since I can reaſon of it : pray ycutruſt me heere, 
Ile rob none but my ſelfe, and let me dye 
Stealing (0 poorely, 
Gus. Ilovethee : I have ſpoke it, 
How muchthe quantity, the waight as much, 
As I doe love my father. 
Bel. What? how ? how ? 
Arvi, If it be finneto ay ſo (Sir) I yoake me 
In my good Brothers fault : I know not why 
I love this youth, and [ have heard you fay, 
Loves reaſons without reaſon. The beere at doore, \ 
| And a demand who ist ſhall dye, 11d fay 
My father, not this yonth. 
| Bel. Ohnoble {traine! 
O worthineſſe of Nature, breed of greatneſle | 
*Cowards father Cowards, and Bale things Syoe Pace : 
CEs 


- 


«Nature hath Mcale, and Bran ; Contempr, and 
Ime not their father, yet who this ſhould be, 
Doth myracle it (clfe, lov'd before me, 
| Tisthe ninth houre oth Morne, 
Arvi. Brother, farewell. 


(favi 

free 
"comes by fits : therein 1 muſt play the Workeman, 1 dare 
ſpeake it to my lelte, for it is not Vainglory for a man, 
and his Glaſle, to confer an his owne Chamber ; I meane, 
the Lines of my body are as well drawne as his; no lefſc 
young, more {treng, not bencath him in Fortunes, be- 
yond him in the advantage of the time}, above him in 
all ſervices, and more re- 
markeablc in {ingle oppotitions z yet this imperſeverant 


Poſthumas, thy bead (which now is growing upon thy 
ſhoulders) ſhall within this houre be off, thy Miſtris in- 


| 


Ime. I wilh ye ſport. 
Arvi. You health, So pleaſe you Sir, 
Ime. Theſe are kind Creatures. 
Gods, whar lycs | have heard : 
Our Courtters ſay, allsfavage, but at Court : 
Experience, oh thoudilprov'it Report. 
Th'cmperious Seas breed Monlters; for the Diſh, 
Poore Tributary Rivers, as ſweet fiſh ; 
Tam ficke (till, heart-ficke : Puſan, 
lienow taſte of thy Ce 
G#s, I could nor ſtirre him: 
He faid he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
Dithoneſtly afflicted, bat yet honeſt. 
Arvs. Thus did he anſwer me : yet ſaid heereafter, 
I might know more. 
Bel, Toth'field, to th'field : 
We'll cave you for this time, goein, and reſt. 
Arve. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not licke, 
For you muſt be our but wite. 
Ims, Well, or iil, 
I am bound to you. 
Bel. And (halt be ever. 
This youth, how cre diſtreſt, appeares he hath had 
Good Anceſtors. 
Arvi. How Angell-like he lings? 
Gui. But his neate Cookery ? 
Arvi. He cut our Rootes in Chara@ters, 
And ſawc't our Brothes, as /x»o had bia ficke, 
| And he her Dicter» 
evi, Nobly he yoakes 
A ſmiling, wicha figh :as if the fighe 
Was that it was, for not being {uch a Smile : 
The Smile, mocking the Sigh,that it would fiye 
From ſodivinea Temple, to commix 
With windes, that Saylors raile at. 
Gui, I doe note, 
That griefe and patience rooted inthem both, 
Mingle their ſpurres together, 
Arvs. Grow patient, 
Andlet the ſtinking- Elder (Griefc) untwine 
His periſhing roote, withthe encreaſing V ine. 
Bel. It is great morning. Come away : Who's there ? 
Emer Clotien. 
Cler. 1 cannot finde thoſe Runagates, that Villaine 
Hath mock'd me. I am faint. 
Bel. Thoſe Runnagates? 
Meanes he not us? I partly know him, tis 
Clorten, the Sonne oth*Queene. 1 feare ſome Ambuklh : 
I ſaw himnot thele many yeares, and yet 
I know tis he : we are held as Out-lawes ; kence. 
Gwi. He is but one : you, and my brother {carch 
What Companies are necre : pray you away, 
Let me alone with him. 
Cle. Soft, what arc you 
That flye me thus ? Sonne villaine-Mountainers ? 
I have heard of ſuch. What Slave art thou ? 
Gus. A thing. 
More laviſh did I ne're, then anſwering 
A Slave without a knocke. | 
Clo. Thou arr a Robber, 
A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yeeld thee Theete. 
Gui. Towhom ? to thee ? What art thou? Have not I 
An arme as bigge as thine ? a heart, asbigge : 
Thy words I grantare bigger : for 1 wearenot 


Exit 


| 
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My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thouarr ; 
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Why I ſhould yeeld to thee ? 
Cler, Thou V illaine baic, 
Know'ſt me not by my Cloathes ? 
Gm. No, nor thy Taylor, Raſcall ; 
Whois thy Grandfather : He made thoſe cloathes, 
Which (as it ſecmes) make thee. 
Cl, Thou precious Vatlet: 
My Taylor made them not. 
Gus. Hence then, and thanke 
The man that gavethea) thee. Thouart tome Foole, 
I am loath to beat thee. - 
{7or. Thou injurious Thecte, 
Heare but my name , and tremble. 
Gui. W hat'sthy name ?] 
(%, Cloten, thou Villaine. 
Gs. Cloten, thou double Villaine be thy name, 
I cannot tremblear it, were it Toad, or Adder, Spiders 
Twould move me ſooner. 
Cot, Tothy further feare, 
Nay, to thy meere Confuſion, thou ſhalt know 
I am Sonne to'th' Queene. 
Gm. Iam forry for't : not ſeeming 
So worthy as thy Birth. 
(or. Artnot afcard? R 
Gui, Thoſe that I reverence, thoſe 1 feare : the Wiſe; 
Act Foolecs I laugh : nor teare them. 
Clot. Dycthe death : 
When I haveſlaine thee with my proper hand, - 
He follow thoſe that even now fled hence : | 
And on the Gates of Luds-T owne (ct your heads: 
Yceeld Ruſticke Mountaincer. | Fight and Exenm, 
Emer Belarins and Arviragw. 
Bel. No Companic's abroad ? | 
Arvi. None inthe world : you did miſtake him ſure. 
Bel, 1 cannot tell : Long is it ſince Iiaw him, 
Bur Time hath noching blurr'd thoſe lines of Favour 
Which then he wore : the ſnatches in his voyce, 
And burſt of ſpeaking were as his: I am ablolute 
Twas very Cloten, 
Arvi, In this place we left them | 
I wiſh my Brother make good time with him, 
You fay he 15 {o tell. 
Bel- Bing (carſe made up, 
I mcaneto man; he had nor apprehenſion 
Of roaring terrors : For detect of judgement 
Is oft the cauſe of Feare. 
Enter Guiderits. 
But ſee thy Brother. 
Gus, This C/oten was a Foole,an empty purlc, 
There was no money in't : Not Hercwles 
Could have knock'd out his Braines, for he had none: 
Yet I notdoing this, the Foolc had bornc 
My head, as I do his. 
Bet, What haſt thou done ? 
Gmi. I am perfeRt what ; cut off one Clatens head, 
Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report) 
Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and {wore 
With his owne ſingle hand heel'd cake us in, 
Diſplaceour heads, where (thanks the gods) they grow 
And fer them on Luds-Towne, 
Zel. Weare all undone. 
Gus. Why, worthy Fatber, what have we to looſe, 
Br that he (wore to take, our Lives? the Law 
Prote2s not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 


| To iet an arrogant pecce of ticth threat us ? 
| Play Iudge, and Exccutioner, all hinſclte ? 


— 


The Trazedie of ymbeline, 


For we do feare no Law, What company 
Dilcover youabroad? 
Bel, No ſingle ſoule 
Can we ct eye on : biit inall ſafe reaſon 
He muſt have ſome Ateendauts. Though his Honor 
Was nothing but muration, I, and that 
From one bad thing to worſe : Not Frenzic, 
Not abſolute madnefle could ſo farre have ray'd 
To bring him heere alone although perbaps 
It may be heardat Court, that ſuchas we? 
Cave heerc, hunt heere, arc Out-lawes, and in time - 
May make ſome ſtronger head, the which he hearing, 
= itis like him) might breake out, and {weare 
ecI'd ferch us in, yet is't not probable 
Tocome alone , cither heſo undertaking, 
Or ou ſo ſuffering : then on good ground we feare, 
If wedofearc this body hath a taile 
More perilious then the head. 
Arv5. Let Ord 'nance 
Come as rhe Gods fore-ſay it : howſoere, 
My Brother hath done well. 
Bel. | had no minde 
To hunt this day: The Boy Fideles fickneſle 
Did make my way long forth. 
Gus. With his owne Sword, 
Which hedid wave againſt my throat, I havetane 
His bead from him : lie throw't intothe Creeke 
Behinde our Rocke, and let ittothe Sea, 
And tell the Fiſhes, hee's the Queenes Sonne, Cleten, 
That's all I reake, Exit, *© 
Bel, | feare twill be reveng'd : 
Would (Polidore) chou had'it not done't: though valour 
Becomes thec well enough. 
eArvi, Would I had donet : 
So the Reveuge alone purſu'de me : Polidore 
I love thee brotherly, bs envy much 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this deed : I would Revenges 
Thar poſſible ſtrength might meet, wold ſecke us through 
And putus tv our antvor., 
Bel. Well, tis done : 
Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor ſeeke for danger 
Where there's no profit. Coe to our Rocke, 
Youand Fadele play the Cookes : Ile ſtay 
Till halty Pe{iQore returnc, and bring him 
Todinner preſently, 
Arn. Pore licke Fidele, 
Ile willingly to him, to gaine his colour, 
Il'dlet a pariſhof ſuch { forews blood, 
And praiſe my ſelfe tor charity, 
Bel. Oh thou Goddeſle, 
Thou divine Nature; thy ſclfe thou blazon'ſt 
In theſe two Princely Boyes : they are as gentle 
As Zephires blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his ſweet head ; and yer,as rough 
(Their Royall blood enclat'd) as the rud*ſt winde, 
That by the top-dothtake the Mountaine Pine, 
And make him ſtoope to th'Yaile, Tis wonder 
T hat an inviſible inſtin& ſhould frame them 
To Royalty unlearn'd, Honor untaught, 
Civility not ſcene from other : valour 
That wildly growes in them: but yeeldsa crop 
As if ir had beene ſow'd : yer till it's ſtrange 
What (Totens being heere tous portends, 
Or what hisdcath will bring us. 
Emer Gmrderits . 
Gus: Where's my Brother ? 


Exit. 
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The Tragedie of ([ymbele. 


I have ſent Clotens Clot-pole downethe ſtreame; 
In Embaſlic to his Mother 3 his Bodie's hoaſtage 
For his returne. Solemn HMuſicke, 
Sel. My ingenuous Inſtrument, 
(Hearke Potidore)it ſounds : but what occalion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hearke, 
Gsi. Is he at home? 
Bel. He went hence even how» 
Gus. What does he mcane? 
Since death of my dear {t Mother 
It did not ſpeake before. All folemne things 
Should anſwer folemne Accidents. The matter? 
Triumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 
Is jollity for Apes, and greet tor Boycs, 
Is { adwall mad ? 
Emer Aruirag'u, with Imogen dead, bearing 
her in bu eArmes. 
Bel. Looke,heere he comes, 
Aud brings the dire occaſion in his Armes, 
Of what we blame him for. 
A»vi. The Bird is dead 
That we have made ſo much on- I had rather 
Have skipt from ſixtcene yeares of Age, to fixty: 
To have turn'd my leaping time intoa Crutch, 
Then have ſcene this, 
Gui. Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly : 
My Brether weares thee not the one halfe ſo well, 
As when thou grew ({tthy ſelte. 
Bel. Oh melancholly, 
W ho ever yet cou!d ſound thy bottome? Fince 
The Ooze, to (hew that Caalt thy fluggiſh care 
Might ealileſt harbour in, Thou bleſſed thing. 
love knowes what man thou might'ſt have made : butT, 
Thou dyed'ft a moſt rare Boy, of Mclancolly. 
How tound you him ? 
Arvi. Stark, as you lee : 
Thus ſmiling asſome Hy had tickled ſlumber, 
Not as deaths dart being laugh'd at: his right Checke 
Repoſing on a Cuſhion. 
Gui, \\V here? 
Arvi, O*th' floore : 
His armesthus leagu'd , I thought he flept, and put 
My clowted Brogues from off my feet, wyqoſerudeneſſe 
Anfwer'd my (teps too lowd. . 
Gui, Why he but lcepes : 
If he be gone, hee'l make his Grave a Bcd : | 
With Female Facrics will his Tombe be haunted, 
And Wormes will not come tothee, 
Arus. With fayreſt Flowers 
Whil't Sommer laſts, and I live heere, Fidele, 
He ſweeten thy fad gxave : thou ſhalt nor lacke 
I he Flo.ver that's like thy face. Pale-Primroſe, nor 
The azur*'d Harc-bell, like thy Yeines : no nor 
The leate of Eglantine, whom not to flander. 
Ourt-ſweerned not thy breath ; the Raddocke would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore ſhaming 
Thofe rich-lcft-heyres, that let their Fathers lye 
Withour a Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furr'd Mole beſides. When Flowres are ncne 
To winter-ground thy Coarſc—— 
Gmus. Prythee have done, 
And do not play in Wench-like words with that 
W hich isfo {cr1ous. Let us bury him, 
And not protra't with admiration, what 
ls now due debt, Toth grave. 
Arni. Say, where (hall'slay him? . 


Gus. By good Exripbile, our Mother. 

Arni, Bee'tlo: 
And let us (Pohdore) though now ohr voyces 
Have got the manni(h cracke, ling him to'th* ground 
As once to our Mother : uſe l14.c note, and words, 
Save that Emriphile, mult be Fidele. 

Gui, Cadwad, 

I cannot fig : Ile weepe, and word it withthce , 
For Notes of ſorrow, out of tune, are woric 
Then Prieſts, and Vanes that lyc. 

Arm. Wee'l ſpeake itthen. 

Bol, Great greefes | ſee med'cine the lefſe, For Cloten 
Is quite forgot, He wasa Queenes Sonne, Boyes, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for that ; though meane, and mighty rotting 
Together have one duſt, yet Reverence 
(Thar Angell of theworld)d oth make diſtintion 
Of place 'twixt highand low. Our Foe was Princely, 
And though you tooke his lite, as being our Foc, 
Yetbury him, as a Prince. 

Gm, Pray thee fetch him hither, 

Therſues body is as good as Ajax, 
W hen neyther are are alive. 

Arms. If you'l go fetch him, 

Wee'l ſay our Song the whilſt : Brother begin. 

Gui. Nay Cadwal, we muſt lay his head to th Eaſt, 
My Father bath a reaſon for't; 

eArm. Tistruc. 

Gai. Come onthen, and remove him. 


Arzi. So, begin. 
F SONG. 


Guid. Feere no more the heate oth? San, 
Nor the furions Wwers rages, 
T hou thy worldly tacke beſt dome, 
Home art gon, and tae thy wages. 
Golden Lads, and Gwles 44 mueſt, 
Az (6s Wweepers come to duh. 
Arvi. Feare nomere the frawmnes'th' Gread, 
Thow art paſt the T wants ſtroaks, 
Care no more to cloath and cate, 
T o thee the Reade #9 as the O ake : 
The Scepter, Learning, Phificke mus, 
All follow thu and come to duſt + 
Guid. Fare no more the yn flaſh. 
Arvi. Nor th' all- dreaded | ws 
Gui. Feare no ſlander, Cenſureraſs. 
Arvi. Thow bait pini/b'd loy and mone, 
Both. Ai Lovers young, all Lovers muſt, 
Confſigne to thee and come to du#t, 
Guid, No | harme thee, 
Arvi. Nor no wuch-craft charme thet, 
Guid. Ghoft wnlaid forbeare thee. 
Arvi. N pthing ill come neere thee. 
Both. © wier con/ummaziion have, 
And renowned be thy or ave. 
Enter Belarina with the body of ( Vaten, 
Gui. We have done our oblequies: 
Comelay him downe. 
Bel, Heere'sa few Flowres, but about midnight more: 
The hearbes that have on them cold dew o'th' night 
Are {trewings fit'it for Graues : upon their Faces. 
You wereas Flowres, now wither'd : evenſo 
Theſe Herbelets ſhall, which we upon you ſtrew- | 
Come on away, apart upon our knees : | 
The ground that gave them fir{t, ha's them againe : 
Their pleaſures here are palt,{o are their paine, Exennr | 
— 
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The Tragedie of Gym beline, 


; Imo on awakes, 
Yes Sir, to Milford-Haven » which is the way ? \ 
I thanke you : by yond buſh ? pray how farre thither 
'Ods putikcias : can it be fixe mile yet? 

I have gone a!l night : *Haith, Ile lye downe, and ſleepe. 
Burt fott : no Beitellow ? Oh Gods, and Goddefles ! 
Thelc Howers are like the picaſures of tke World ; 

This b.oody man the care on't. I hope 1 dreame: 

For fo | thought I wasa Cave-keeper, 

And Cooke to honeſt Creatures. Buttisnot fo: 
Twasbut abolr of nothing, thotat nothing, 

Which the Braime makes of Furnes. Oar very eyes, _ 
Are ſometimes like our Indgements, blinde. Good faith 
I tremble ſtill with feare: bur if there be 

Yet left in heaven, as ſmall a drop of pirty 

As a Wrenseye; fear'd Gods, apart of it, 

The Dreame's heere ſtill ; even when 1 wake iris 
Without me, as within me : not imagin'd,feir. 

A headlefle man? The Garments of Pefthumas? 

I know the of s Legge : this is his Hand : 

His Foote Mercuriall : his martiall Thigh 

The brawnes oft Hercules : but his Loviall face—— 
Murther un hcaven ? Hou ? 'tis gone, Pi/ar10, 

All Curſes madded Hecwba gave the Gre: kes, 


| And mine to boot, be dartcd 0n thee : thou 


Confpir'd with that Irregulous divelli Cloren, 
Hath heere cut off oy Lord. To write, and read, 
Be henceforth 2 # non Damn's Psſanie 
Hath with his forged Letters (damn'd F5/amw) 
From this moſt bravelt veflcil't che world | 
Strooke the maine top! Oh Peſthums, a'as, 
W here is thy head? wherc's that ? Aye me 1 wher's that 
Piano might have kill'd thee at the beart, 
And left this head on. How ſhould this be, Piſani? 
Tis he, and C/oten . Malice,and Lucie in chem 
Have laid this Woe heere. Oh tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
The Drugge he gave me, which he ſaid was prec10us 
And Cordiall ro me, have I notforndar 
Murd'rous to'th' Senſes? That confirmes ut home ; 
This is Psſanso's deede , and Cloten : Oh |! 
Give colour to my pale chceke with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may ſeeme to thoſe 
W blch chaceto tinde us, Oh, my Lord! my Lord! 
Enter Lucciner, (aptain's, and 4 Soothſayer, 
Cap. Tothem, the Legionsgarriſon'd in Gallia 
Afcer your will, have crolt the uh attending 
You hecre at Milford-Haven, with you Shippes : 
They are in readineſſe. 
Lxe. But what from Rome ? 
Cap. The Scnate hath itirr'd up the Confiners, 
And Gentlemen of !raly, moſt willing Spirits, 
That promiſc Noble Service : an1 they come 
Vnder the Condud of bold [achwo, 
Syemne"s Brother. 
Luce. When expeR you them ? 
Cap, With the next benefit o'ch' winde. 
Loc. This forwardneſſe 
Makes our hopes faire. Command our preſent numbers 
Be muſtered, bid the Captaines looke too't. Now Sir, 
W hat have you dream'd of late of this warres purpole. 
Sootb, Laſt night the very Gods ſhew'd me a viſion 


( [ feaſt, and pray'd for their | ntelligenc- ) thus: 


aw loves Bird, the Roman Eagle wirg'd 
| From the {pungy South, to thispart of the Welt, 
There vanilh'd inthe Sun-beames, which portends 


| ( Valeſſe my Sinnes abuſe my Divination) 


= OR 


— 
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| Succefſe toth' Roman hoaſt, 


Lac; Dreame of en lo, 


And never falſe. Soft hoa what trunkeis heere? 


Without his top ? T he ruine ſpeakes, that ſometime 


It wasa worthy building- How ? a Page ? 
Or dead, or ſleeping on him ? But dead rather 


For Nature dothabhore to make his bed 


With tbe defun&, or ſkepe upon the dead. 


Let's ſee the Boyes face. 
Cas. Hee's alive my Lord, 


Lac. Hee'l theninſtruR us of his body : Young one, 


Informe us of thy Fortunes, for it feemes 
They crave to be demanded : who is this 
Thou mak'ſt thy bloody Fillow ? Or who was he 
That (ctherwije then noble Nature did) 


Hath alter'd that good picure ? What's thy iatercſt 


In this fad wracke ? How cam't? W ho 1$'t? 


W hat art thou ? 
Jwo. 1 am nothing : or if nor; 


Nuthing to be were better : I his was my Maſter, 


A very valiant Britaine, and a good, 


Thar here by Mountainers lyes laine: Alas, 
There are no more ſuch Malters : | may wander 
From Ealt ro Occidert, cry out tor Service,,! 
Try many, a'l good - (erve truly ; never 


Fincc tuch another Maller. 
Luce, Lacke, g>od youth: 


Thou mov'ſt no I:{fe +. ith thy complaining, then 


Thy Maſter in blecCing ; tay his name, good Friend, 


Imo Richard au Champ : If | doe lye, and doe 
No |.a: me by it, though che Gods heare,l hope 


They*: pardon it. Say you Sir ? 
Lye. \ hy name? 
Imo, Fadele Sir, 4 


Lac. Thou doo'ſt approve thy ſelfe the very ſame : 
Thy name well fits thy Faith; thy Fa:th, thy Name ; 


W itt take thy chance with met 1 will not ſay 
Thou ſhalt be ſo weli maſte1'd, but be ſure 

No leſle belou'd The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Conſull ro me, ſhould no ſooner, 


Then thine owne worth preferre thee : Go with me. 
low, lie follow Sir. But furſt , an't pleaſethe Gods, 


Ne hide my Maſter trum the fiyes as deepe 
Astheſe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when 


With wild wv ood-leaves & weeds, I ha' ſtrew'd his grave 


And on it ſaid a Century of prayers, 


(Such as I can ) twice o're, Ile weepe, and fighe, 


And leaving ſo his ſervice, tollow you, 
Soplcaſc y ou cntcrtaine mes 
Lac. 1 good youth, 


Ard rather Father thee, then Maſter thee : My Fr 


The Boy hath taught us manly dutics ; Let us 
Find outthe pretrictt Dazicd-Piot we can, 

And make him with our Pikes and Partizans 
A Grave : Come, Arme him:Boy he is preferr'd 


By thee, to us, and he ſhall be interr'd 


As Souldierscatw.Be cheereful wipethine eyes, 


Some falles are meanes the happicrto ariſe. 


M——— 


tends, 


Exennt. 


, 
S—4 


" ScanaTertia. 


Enter ('ymbeline, Lords, and Piſanto, 


Cym. Againe: and bring me word bow tis with her, 


A Feayour with the ablence of her Sonne; 


Mn Cn 
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A madnefle, of which her life's in danger : Heavens, 
How dceply you at once do touch me. /megen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone : My Queene 
Vpon adeſperatc bed, and in a time 
W hen fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gone, 
So needfull for his preſent ? It ſtrikes me, me, palt 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 
Waoneeds mult know of her departure, and 
Doſt ſeeme ſo ignorant, wee'l entorce it from thee 
By aſharpe Torture, 

Piſ. Sir my life 1s yours, : 
1 humbly ſet it at your will : But for my Miltris, 
| nothing know where ſhe remaines: why gone, - 
Nor whenſhe purpoſes returne, Beſcech your Highnes, 
Hold me your loyall Servant. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
The day that ſhe was miſſing, he was heere ; 
I dare be bound hee's true, and ſhall performe 
All parts of his ſubjeRion loyally. For Cloren, 
There wants nodiligence in teeking him, 
And will no doubt be found, 

{m. The time istroubleſome : 
Wee'l lip yon for aſcalon, but with jelouſte 
Do's yetdepend. 

Lord. Sopleaſe your Majeſty, 
The Romane Leg ions all from Gallia drawne, 
Are landed on your Coaſt, with ſupply 
Of Romane Gentlemen, by the Senate ſent. 

Cym, Now for the Counkaile of mySonand Queene, 
I am amaz'd with matter. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your preparation can aftront no leſle (ready : 
Then what you heare of. Come more, for more you're 
The want is, burto put theſe powers in motion, 
That long to move - 

(ym. lthanke you : lers withdraw 
And meete the Time, as it ſeekes us, We feare not 
W hat can trom Italy annoy us, buc 
We greeve at chances heere. Away - 

Pif. I heard no Letter from my Maſter,fince 
[ wrote him /moges was flaine. Tis [travge- 
Nor heare I from my Miſtris, whodid promiſe 
Toyeecld me often tydings. Neither know [ 
What is betide to C/-ren, but remaine 
Perplext in all, The Heavens (till mult worke : 
WhereinT am falle, I am honeſt : not trne, to be truc. 
Theſe preſent warres (ſhall finde | love my Country, 
Everr to the note o'th* King, or lle fall in them : 
All other doubts, by rime ler thembe cleer'd, 
Fortune brings in ſome Boats, thatare not ſteer'd. Exif 


E xenut. 


—— _ — 


— — 


Scana Quarta, 
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Enter Belarina, Guiderins, & Arviragta. 

Gus. The noyle is round ubout us; 

Fel. Let us from it. 

Arvi. What pleaſure Sir, finde we in life, tolocke it 
From Ation, and Adventure?, 

Gui. Nay, what hope 

Have we in hiding as ? This way the Romaines 
Muſt, or for Britaines ſlay us or receiveus 
For barbarous and unnaturall Revolts 


| Daring their uſe, and lay us after, 


— "I 


| 


Bel. Sonnes, 

Wee' higher to the Mountaines, there ſecure us 
Tothe Kings party there's nogoing * newnelle 
Ot Clerrnsdeath (we'berng nor knowne, not multer'd 
Among the Bands) may driveusto a render 
W here we have liv'd; and fo extor: fromsthat 
Which we have done, whoſeanſwer would be death 
Drawne on his Torcure. 
_ Gs. Thisis (Sir) a doubt 
in fuch a time, nothing becomming you, 
Nor ſatisfying us. 

Arvi, Itisnor likely, 
That when they heare their Roman horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarter'd Fires; have both their eyes 
And cares fo cloyd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are, 

Bel. Oh, I am knowne 
Ot many in the Army : Many yeeres 
(Though ©lren then but young ) you ſee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And beſides, the King 
Hath nor deſerv'd my Service, nor your Loves, 
W ho finde tn my Exile, the want of Breeding z 
The certainty of this bard lite, aye hopclefle 
To have the courteſic your Cradle promis'd, 
But to be (till hot Summers Tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking Slaves of Winter. 

G ui. Then beſo, 
Betrertoceaſeto be. Pray Sir, to'th Army : 
I, and my Brother are not knowne; your ſelfe 
So out of thought, and therero ſo ore-growne, 
Cannot be que tond. 

Aru. By this Sunne that ſhines 
Tle thither : what thing is it, that I never 
Did fee man dye, ſcartc ever look'd on blood, 
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Veniſon ? 
Never beſtrid a Horfe fave one, that had 
A Rider like my ſelfte, who ne're wore Rowell, 
Nor Iron on his hecle ? Iam atham'd 
To looke upon the holy Sunne, to have 
The benehir of his bleſt Beames, remaining 
So long a poore unknowne, 

Gui. By heavens lic go, 
If you will bleſſe me Sir, and give me leave, 
le take the betrer care ; but but if you willnot, 
The hazard therefore duc fall on me, by 
The handsof Romanes. 

Arm. So fſay TI, Amen. 

Bel, Noreaſon I (ſince of your lives you {et 
Soflight a valuation) ſhould refcrue 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you Boyes; 
If un your Country warres you chance todyc, 
That 1s my Bed roo(Lads)and there liclye. 
Lead,lead; thetime ſcemes long, their blood thinks ſcorn 
Till it ye our, and ſhew them Princes borne. Exenxt. 


eAttus Quintus. Scana Prima. 


Enter Poſthumws alone. 
Pot. Yea bloody cloth , Ile keep thee : for Tam wiſht 
Thou ſhouldſt be colour'd thas. You married ones, 
If each of you ſhould take this courſe, how many 


Muſt murther Wives much better then themſelves : 
or 


A. 


——_—... 


—_— 


| 


——— 


| 


5M 


| ; : 
For friends kill fricnds,and the diforder's fuch 
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The Tragedieof Gulch, 


For wrying bur a little ? Oh Pan, 

Every good Servant do's not all Commands ; 

No Bond, but to doe jult ones. Gods, if you 

Should have tane vengearce on my faults, I never 

Had liv'd topurt on this : {o had you ſaved 

The noble /moges to repent, and ſtrooke 

Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alacke, 
You ſnatch trom hence tor little faults; that's love 
To ha: ethem fall no more: you ſome permit 

To iccond ilics with illes, cach Elder wore, 

And make :hcm dread it, tothe doers thrift 

But [mover is your oxne,do your belt willes, 

And male me bleft :o obey. Tam brought hither 
Among ch' Italtan Gentry, and to fight 

Again't my Ladies Kingdome : Tis enough 

That (Briraine) | have kill'd rhy Miftris : Peace, 

I'c gire no wound to thee : therefore good Heavens, 
Heare patiently my purpoſe. Ile diſfrobe me 

Of theft Italian weedces, and ſuite my ſelfe 

As do*ca Gruame Perant : fo le fight 

Agiinſt the part ! come with - ſo Ile dye 

For thec (O /wogen )cven tor whom my life 

Is every breach, s death : and thus unknowne, 
Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill 


| As warre were hood-wink'd. 


ac. Tis their freſh ſupplics. 
Lac. Itis a day turn'd ſtrangely : or betimes 


Let's Ie inforce, or fly. Exam. 
Cx#7 G1 ole.” EEO = 5. TORI __ 
ScenaTeria. 
Emter Pofthnmu, and a Britaine Lord. 


Loy. Cam'ſt thou from where they made the ſtand? 

oſs Idid. 
Though you it ſeemes come fromthe Fliers? 

Le. 1 did. = 

Poft. Noblawebe to you Sir , for all was loſt, 
But that the Heavens fought : the King himſclte 
Ot his wings deſtitute, the Army broken, 
And butthe backes of Britaines ſcene; all flying 
Througha ſtraight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the Tongue with ſlaught'ring: having worke 
More plentifull, then Tooles to doo'r : ſtroke downe 
Same morrally,ſome {lightly rouch'd, ſome falling 


My ſelfe Ile dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, then my habits ſhow. 
Gods, put the firengch o'rh' Zeonarrin me : 

To ſhame the gaize o'th* world, I will begin, 


The faſhion lefſe without, and more withun, E-xa. 
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Scana Secunda. 


_— 


—_— — — — — — 


Enter Lneeins , Tachinas, and the Remene Army at one doore : 
and the B: vt rine Army at anther : Leonatns Poſt buns 
followsig like a poore Souldstr. T hey match over , and goe 
ont, Then enter againe in Shirmiſh Tachimo and Poithu- 
mw : he vanquyhorh and diſermeth [achisno , and then 


leaves him. 


lac. The heavinelſe and guilt within my boſome, 
Takes off my manhood: I have bclycd a Lady, 
The Prince Te of this Country ; and the ayre on't 
Revenging!y eter bles me, or could this Carle, 
A viry dredge of ature: haveſubdu'de me 
[1 my profe:iton ? Kmglh:thoods, and Honorgborne 
(As Iweare minc )are titles but of icorne, 
if that thy Geatry (Brirzine) go betore 
This Lot, 44 he excccds our Lords, the oddes 
Is, that « £ {c2: ſe are men,and yorrare Gods. Exit, 
Th- Battaale commmue s, the Ryitames flye, 4 Tmbe/mne « 
taken : Then enter to kus reſcue, Bellarins, Guiderins 
and Aruwars. 
Bel. Stand,ttano.we have the advantage of the ground, 
The Lane is guarded : Nothing rowts us, but 
The villany of our terres, 


Gui, eArvs. Stand, ſtand and fight, 


— > _ 


- 297 | 


Enter Poſihumus , and ſecond: the Brit aines, They reſcue 
C:mbeline, and Exeunt, 
Then enter Lucius, lachimo, and Imogen, 
Lac. Away boy trom the Troopes, and (ave thy ſelfe: | 


: 


| Mecrely through teare, that the ſtrait paſſe was damm'd 
With deadmen, hurt behinde, and Cowards living 
Todye with length'ned ſhame. 

Lo. Where was this Lane ? 

Poſt. Godly the bartell,dirch'd,& wall'd with turph, 


| Which gaveadvantage toan ancient Soldiour 


| 


(An honeſt one I warrant) who deleru'd 

Solong a bre«ding, as his white beard came to, 

In doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 

He, withtwo ſtripliongs (Lads more like torun 

The Country bale, then to commit ſuch ſlaughter, 

With faces fit for Maskes, or rather fayrer 

T hen thoſe for preſervation cas'd, or ſhame) 

Made good the paſlage, crycd tg thoſe that fled, 

Our Br .taines hearts dye fiying , not our men, 
Todarkenefle ficete loules that fiye back wards; ſtand, 
Or we are Romanes, and will give you that 

Like beaſts, w hich you ſhun bealtly, and may ſave 

Bur tolovke bac! e in frowne : Stand, ſtard. Theſe three, 
Threethouſand confident, inat as many : 

Forthree performersare the File, whenall 

The reſt donothinge With this word f{tand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the Place; more Charming 

With their owne Nobleneſſe, which could have turn'd 

A Diltafte, coa Lance, guilded pale lookes; 

Part ſhame, part ſpirit renew'd,that ſome turn'd coward 
But by example (Oh a finne in Warre, 

Damn'd1n the firſt beginners) gan to looke 

The way that they did, and ro grinlike Lyogs 

Vpon the Pikes o'ch' Hunters, Then beganne | 
A ſtop i'th* Chaſer; a Retyre : Anon 

A Rowt, confuſion thicke: forthwith they fiye | 
Chickens, the way which they ſtopt Eagles : Slaves 

The ſtrides the ViRors made 2: and now our 

Like Fragments in hard Voyages became | 
The life o*th' nced : having found the backe doore open 
Of the unguarded hearts : heavens, how they wourd, 
Some flaine beforc,ſome dying; ſome their Friends 
Ore-borne ith” former wave, ten chac'd by one, 

Are now each one the ſlaughter-man of twenty : 
Thoſe that woald dye, or cre reſiſt, are growne 


The mortall bugs o'th' Field. 
Lori 


ts. 


| 


Sa _” 


The Tragedy of (ymbeline. 


413 


Lord, This was ftrange chance : 

A narrow Lane, an old man,and two Boyes. 
Poit, Nay, doc not wonder at it : you arc 

Rather to wonder at th= things you heare, 

Then to worke any. Will you Rime upon't, 

And vent it for a Mock'ry ? here 1s one : 

«Two Bejes, an Oldman (twice 4 Boy) 4 Lane, 

«Preſarv'd the Britaines, was the Romanerbane, 

Lord, Nay, be not angry Sir- 
Po#t. Lacke, to what cad? 

W hodares not ſtand his Foe, ile be his friend : 

F or if he'll doe, as be is made to doe, 

I know be'll quickly flye my triendthip too. 

You have put me into Rune, | 
Lerd, Farewell, you'reangry« | Exit, 
Peft. Still going ? This is a Lord : Oh Noble miſery 

Tobe ith' field, and aske what newes of mc: 

To day, how many would have given their honors 

To have ſav'd their Carkaſles ? Tooke heele todoov't, 

And yet dyed too, I, in mine owne woe charm'd, 

Could not find death, where I did heare him groane, 

Not fecle him where he ſtrooke. Being an ugly Monſter 

Tis ftrange he hides him in freſh Cups,foft Beds, 

Sweet words; or hath moe miniſters then we Fe <4 

That draw his knives ith'War. Well I will finde him: 

For being now a Favourer to the Briraine, 

No more a Britaine, I have reſum'd againe 

The part I came in. Fight L will no more, 

Bur yeeld me tothe vertelt Hind, that ſhall 

Once touch my ſhoulder, Great the ſlaughter 1s 

Hecre made by*th*Romane ; great the anſwer be 

Britaines muſt take, For me, my Ranſomes death, 

On eyther ſide 1 come to ſpend my breath 

Which neither heere lle keepe, nor 

Butend it by ſome meanes tor /megen. 

Enter two ( aptaints, and Souldiers. 
1 Great /wpser be prais'd, Lucie is taken, 


| Tis thought the old man, and his ſonnes, were Angels. 


2 1here was a fourthman, in a filly habit, 
That gave th'Aﬀeont with them. 
x Sotis reported : 
Bur none of em can be found. Stand, who's there? 
Poſt, A Roman, | 
Who had notnow beene drooping heere, it ſeconds 
Had antwer'd him. 
2 Lay hards on him :a Dogge, 
Alegge of Rome ſhall not recurne to tell 
W hat Crowes have peckt them here;he brags his fervice 
Asit he were of note: bring bum to th'King. 
Enter (ymbeline, Belarine, Guiderivs , Aruiragus, Piſanio, 
and Romane C aptvoes. The Captaines preſent Poſi hummus to 
Cymbchine, who delvvers him over to Gaoter, 


Scana Quarta. 
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: Enter Pothumms, and G aoler, 
Ges. You ſhall not now be ſtolne, 
You have lockes upon you : 
So graze,as you finde Paſture. 
2 Gas. ],or attomacke. 
Poſt, Mott welcome bondage : (or thouart « way 
(Ithinke) roliberty : yet am l better 
Then one thats ſicke o*th'Gowr, ſince he had rather 


| Groane ſo in 


| Sch. 


perpetuity, then be cur'd 

By th'ſure Pho Gen, Deach ; who isthe key i 
T'unbarre theſe Lockes.My conſcience,thou art fetter'd 
More then my ſhanks,and wriſts:you good gods give me , 
The penitent in{trument to picke that Bol, 
Then free for ever. Ist enough Lam forry ? 
So Children temporall fathers doe appeale ; , 
Gods are more full of mercy. Muſt I repent, | 
I cannot doe it better then in Gyves, 

Delir'd, more then conſtrain'd, to ſatishe ' 

It of my freedome tis the maire part, take 

No ſtrifter render of me,then my All. 

I know you are more clement then vild men, 

Who of their broken Debtors take a thitd, 

A fixt, a tenth, letting them thrive againe 

On their ne; One not my dere. 

For /mogenz deere life, take mine, and though 

Tis not 1o deere, yet tisalife , you coyn'd it, 

Tweene man; and man, they waigh not every ſtampe : 
Thoulight, take Peeces for the figures ſake, 

(You rather) mine being yours : and ſogreat Powres, 
If you will take this Audit, take this life, 

And cancell thoſe cold Bonds, Oh Imogen, 


Ile ſpeaketothee in ſilence. 
Solemns Muſche. Euter (at in as Apparition) Sicillins Lee- | 
naine, Father to Poſthumus,an old man like a ware 


riewr, leading in hu hand an ancient 41atr on (his wife, and 
CHMother to Poithumw ) with Muſicke befere them. Then | 
after other _Maſiche, follower the two Leonati ('hro- 
thers to Poſthumus )with wounds 4s they dyed in the warrez, 
They curcle Poſlbwmnucs ronud at he Hye: ſleeping. 


Sicil. No more thou Thunder-Maſter 
ſhew thy ſpight, on Morrtall = : : 
With Mars fatl out;,with /wxo chide, that thy Adulteries 
Rates, and Revenges. 
Hath my poore Boy done ought but well, 
whoſe face I never faw : 
Idy'de whiiſt inthe Wombe he ſtaide, 
attending Natures Law. 
W hoſe Father then (as men report, 
thou Orphanes Father art) 
Thou ſhouldſt have bin, and ſheeld ed him, 
from this earth-vexing ſmart, 
Moth, Lncina lent not me her ayde, 
but tooke me in my Throwes, 
That from me was Foithumws ript, 
came crying monglt his Foes. 
Athingof pitty, 
Sics. Great Nature like his Anceſtry, 
moulded the (tuffe fo faire : 
That he diferv'd the praife oth World, 
as great Srcalorea heyre. 
T Bro. \V hen once he was mature for man, 
im Britaine where was he 
That could ſtand up his i? 
or fruitfall obje& be ? 


Incyeot that beſt 
nds cine diodigntey, 


AMenh. With Marriage wherefore was he mockt 
tobe exil'd, and throwne 
From Leoenets Scate, and caſt 
from her his deereſt one : 
Sweet / 


? ” 
Why did you ſuffer lachins,ght thing of Tal, 
oe 0 


; 


_—_— 
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T he Trapedy of Gmbeline. 


To taint his nobler hart and braine,with needliefſe jeloufic 
And to become the gecke and fcorne oth'others villany ? 
2 Bro, For this, from ſtilier Scats we came, 
our Parents, and us twain, 
Thar ſtriking in our Countries cauſe, 
tcil bravely, and were {laine, 
Our Fealty,and Texextims right, with honor to maintaine, 
8 Bro, Like hardiment Poſthamm hath 
to (ymbelmeperform'd : journ'd 
Then /wpiter, thou King of gods, why haſtthouthus ad- 
| The Graces for her Merits duebeing all todolors turn'd? 
|} $4. Thy Chriſtall window ope ; looke out 
no longer exerciſe 
Vpon a valiant Race, thy harſh, and potent injuries : 
Moth. Since ( Iapiter) our Son is good, 
take off his muſcries. 
Sicil, Pcepe through thy Marble Manſion, helpe, 
or we poore Ghoſts will cry | 
To*th'ſhining Synod of the re(t, againſt thy Deny, 
Zre. Hclpe (luputer) or we appcale, 
and from thy juſtice fAlyc. 
| Tupiter deſcend; in Thunder and Lightning, fitting #y91 an 

Eagle; he throwes a Thunder-bolt, The Ghofs fall on their 

kneets 

Iup, No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
Oftend our hearing : huſh. H ow dare you Ghoſtes 
Accuſe the Thunderer, whoſe Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coatts. 

Poore ſhadowes of Elizium, hence, and reſt 
Vpon your never-withering bankes of Flowres. 
Benot with mortall accidents oppreſt, 

No care of yours 1t is, you know tis ours. 

W hom beſt I love, I crofle : to make my guifc 
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 
Your low-laid Sonne, cur godhead will uplift : 
H1s comforts thrive, his Trialls well are ſpent ; 
Oar loviall Starre reign'd at his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he married : Rite, and fade, 
He ſhall be Lord of Lady /meger, 

And happier much by his AMiction made 

This Tablet lay upon his breit, wherein 

Our pleaſure, his full Fortune, doth confine, 
And ſo away : n» farther with your dinne 
Expreſle Impatience, leſt you ſtirre up mine : 
Mount Eagle, tomy Palace Chriltalline. 

Sl. He came in Thunder, his Celeſtiall breath 
Was {ulphurous to (mell : the holy Eagle 
Stoop'd, asto foote us : his Aſcenſion is 
More {w: et then our bleſt fields : his Royall Bird 
Prunes the inzmortall wing, and cloyes bis Bcake, 
As when his god 1s pl-as'd. 

el! Thankes Jupiter. 

S$5ci, The Marble Pavement clozes. he isenter'd 
His radiant Roofe : Away, and to be bleſt 
Let us with care pertorine his great beheſt, Vanſh, 

Pot. Stcepe, thou haſt bin a Grandfire, and begot 
A Father to me : and thou haſt crcated 
A Mother, and two brothers. But (ohſcorne) 

Gone, they went hence fo ſoone as they were borne ; 
An41o1 am awake. Poore Wretches, that depend 

On (Greatneſle, Fayour ; Drerme as I have done, 

\W ake, and tind nothing. Burt (alas) I ſwerve 

M-ny Dreame not to find, neither deſerve, 

And yct are ſtcep'd in Favours; ſoamT 

Th have thts Golden chance, and know not why : 

W har Fayerics haunt this ground? a buoke > Oh rare one, 


——_— 


Aſcends. 


Be not, as is our fangled world, a Garment 
Nobler then that it covers. Let thy effects 
So follow, tobe moſt unlike our Courticrs, 


Reades, | 


V V Hen as a Lyons whelpe ſhall to himſelfe unknown 
without ſeching find, and be embras'd by « pecce 

of tender Ayre : Ad when from a flately Cedar ſhall be 

lope branches, which bring dead many yeeres, ſhall after re. 

vive, be joynted to the old Stocke, and fre ſly grow, then 

all Pofthumus end b# miſerie; , Britaine be fortunate and 

flouriſh mn Peace and Plenty, 

Tis (till a Dreame :or elle fuch ſtuffe as Madmen 

Tongue, and braine not : cither both, or nothing, 

Or {enſcleiſe ſpeaking, or 3 ſpeaking ſuch 

ASſenſe cannot untye. Be what it is, 

The Aftion of my life is like it, which lle keepe 


It but tor ſimpathy. 
Enter Gaoler, 


Geo.Come Sir, are you ready for death? 

Pot, Over-roaltcd rather : ready long agoe- 

Gae.Hanging is the word, Sir, if you be ready for that, 
you are well Cook'd. 

Poſt. Soif 1 provea good repaſt tothe SpeRators, the 
diſh payes the ſhot. 

Gas. A heavy reckoning for you Sir : but the comfort 
is you ſhall be called to no more payments, feare no more 
Taverne Bils, which are often the ſadnefle of parting, as 
the procuring of micth : you come in faint for want of 
meate, depart reeling with toe much drinke : ſorry that 
you have payed too much, and ſorry that you are payed 
r00 much : Purſe and Braine, both empty : the braine the 
heavier, for being toolight 3the Purſe roo light, being 
drawne of heavincfle. Ohyof this contrad:&tion you ſhall 
now be quit : Oh the charity of a penny Cord, it ſummes 
up thouſands ina trice : you have no true Debitor, and 
Creditor butit : of whatspaſt, is, and to come, the diſ- 
charge : yournecke( Sir) is Pen, Bookegand Counters :ſo 
the Acquitarice followes. 

Poſt, lam merrier to dye, then thou artto live, 

Gao. Indeed Sir, he thatſleepes, teeles not the Tooth- 
Ache : buta man that were to ſleepe your ſlcepe, and a 
Hangman to helpe him to bed,1I thinke he would caange 
places with his Offhcer : for looke you Sir, you know not 
which way you ſhall goe 

Pe#t, Yes indeed docl, fellow. 

Gao, Yourdeath haseyes ins head then : I have not 
ſcene him ſo piFur'd : you mult either be directed by 
ſome that take upon them to know, or to take upon your 
ſelfe that which | am ſure youdoe not know : or lump 
the after-enquiry on your owne perill: and how you ſhwll 
ſpeed in your journies end, | thinke you'll never returne 
totell one. 

Poſt. I tellthee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, to 
diret them the way I am going, but ſuchas winke, aud 
will not uſe them. 

Gao. W hat an infinite mocke is this, that a man ſhould 
have the beſt uſe of eyes, roſcethe way of blindnefſe; 1 
am ſure hanging's the way of winking. | 

Enter 4 Meſſe eo. 
Nas Knocke off his eing your Priſoner to 
the King. p 

Pot. © Thou bringſt good newes, Iam calld to be made 

( 

Gas, Ile be hthg'd then. <ſ 

Poſt. Thou ſhalrbe then freer then a Gaoler ; no boits 
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for the dead. Exeunt. 


Ges, Vnleſſe a man would marry a Gallowes, and be- | 


get yong Gibbers, I never ſaw one fo _ yet on my 
Conſcience, there are verier Knaves delireto live, for all 
he be a Roman ; and there beſome of them too that dye 
againſt their willes : ſo ſhould I, it I were one. I would 
we wereall ofone minde, and one minde good : O there 
were defolation of Gaolers and Galowles : Iſpeakea- 


gainſt my preſcar profit, but my wiſh hath a preterment | 


mt. Ex. 


Scena Quinta; 


y a 
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Enter Cymbeline, Bellarizas, Guiderins, Arvi- 
rag, Piſano, and Lords, 

(Om.Stand by my {ide you,w hom che Gods have made 
Pretervers of my 1 hrone: woe 1s my heart, ' 
Thar the poore $Souidier that fo richly tought, 
W hoſe ragges, ſham'd gilded Armes, whoſe naked breſt 
Stept before Targes of proof, cannut be tound : 
He ſhail be happy chat can finde him, it 
Our Grace can make hum {0+ 

Bel. | never ſaw 
Such Nobic tury in ſo poore a Thing ; 
Such precious deeds, in one that promilt nougat 
But beggery, and poore loukes. 

Cym. Noty dings of him ? % 

Piſa. He hath bin ſearch'd among the dead,and living, 
But no trace of him, . 

Cym. 1o my gricte, I am 
1 a of eas which I will adde 
Toyou (the Liver, heart, and Braine of Britaine ) 
By whom (1 grant) ſhelives. Tis now the time 
To aske of whence you are. Report it. 

Bel. Sir, 
In Cambria are we borne, and Gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt, were neither true, nor modeſt; 
Vnleſlc I adde, weace honeſt. 

C'ym. Bow your knees ; 
Ariſe my Knights oth/Batrell, I create yon 
Companions toour perſon, and will tit you 
With Dignitics becomming your eſtates. 

Enter (ornelona and Ladies. 
There's buſinefle in theſe faces : why fo ſadly 
Greet your our Victory ? you looke like Romances, 
And not oth Court of Britaine. 
Corn. Hayle great King, 

Toſowre your happinefle, I muſt report 
The Queene is dead» 

Cym. Whom worſe thena Phyſitian 
DIEM _ become ; but | > nr , 
By Med*cine lite may be prolong'd, yet deat 
Will ſeizethe Doctor "4 How ended ſhe ? 

(or. With horror, madly dying, like her lite, 
W hich (being cruell to the world) concluded 
Moſt cruell to her ſeite. W hat ſhe conteſt, 
I will report, fo pleaſe you. Thelc her Women 
Can trip me, if 1 erre, who wich wet cheekes 
Were prefent when ſhe tniſh'd. 

Cym. Prethee lay. | 

Corn. Firit, ſhe confeſt ſhe never loy'd you : onely 
AﬀcRed Greatnefle got by you : not you : 
Marricd your Royalcy, was wife to your place : 


— | 


— — — 


Abhorr'd your perſon. 
_ She alone knev this ; 
And but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 
Bclecve her lips in opening ir. Proceed, 
{omn. Your daughter, whom the bore in hand to love 
With tuch integrity. ſhe did contelſe 
Was as a Scorpion to her ſight, whoſelife 
(Bur that her fight prevented it) (he had 
Tane oft by poylon. 
Cym. O molt dclicate fiend! 
Who tstcan readea Woman ? is there more ? 
Corn. More Sir, and worſe, She did confeſle ſhe had 
For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke, 
Should by the minute fecde un lite, and lingring, 
By inches waſtc you. 1a which time, (be purpos'd 
By watching, weeping, tendance, killing, to 
Orecomeyou with her ſhew : yes and 1ntume 
( When ſhe had fitted you with her cratt,to worke 
Her Sonne mto rh'adoption of the Crowne ; 
But faylivg of her end by his {trange abſence, 
Grew ſhamelefle de(perate, open'd (in deſpight 
Of heaven, and M-n) her purpoles : repented 


[ 


| =7 evils the hatch'd, were not ettected : {0 
| Duſpayring, dyed. | 


Cym. Heard you all this, her Women ? 
Lad. We did, ſo pleaſe your highnelle, 
C yws. Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for ſhe was beaurifull : 
Mine earesthat heare her flattery, nor my heart. 
That thought her like her ſeemmg. 1t had veene vicious 
To have miſtruſted her : yet (Oh my Daughter ) 
That it was folly in me, thou mayit ſay, 
And prove it inthy fecling. Heaven mend all. 
Enter Lucius, | achimo, and other Reman priſoners, 
Leona! 4s belund, and Imogen. 
Thou comm'ſt not Cai«s now for Tribute, that 
The Britaines have rac'd out, though With the loſſe 
Ot many abold one : whote Kinſmen have made ſuite 
That their good ſoules may be appeas'd, with flaughter 
Of you their Captives, which our iclte have granted, 
Sc thinke of your cltate. 
Zxc. Conlider fir, the chance of Warre, the day 
Was yours by accident : had it gone with us, 
We ſhould not when the blood was cool, have threataed 
Our Priſoners with the Sword. But lince the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing bur our lives 
May be call'd rantome, let it come : fwhicerh, 
A Roman, with a Romans heart can tutter : 
Anguita livestothiake on't : and ſo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing onely 
I will entreate, my Boy (a Britaine orne) 
Let him berayſom'd: Never Maltci had 
A Pege{o kinde, fodurcous, diligent, 
So tender over his occations, true, 
| So feate, ſo Nurſc-like : let his vertue joyne 
With my requeſt, which lic make bold, your higbnefle 
Cannot deny : he hath daneno Britaine harme, 
Though he have ſcrv*'da Roman, Save him (Sir) 
(ym. I have furely feene him : 
His favour is familiar to me : Boy, 
Thou halt look'd thy (ele into my grace, 
And art mine owne. I know not why, wherefore, 
Tofay, live boy : nere thanke thy Maſter, live ; 
And aske of Cymbelane what Boone thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ſtate, Ile giveit ; 


ddd 2 Yes,| 


th 


CO 


] 


| 
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Yea, though thou doe demand a Priſoner, | 
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The Nobl:t tanc. 
i{mo. I humbly chanke your Highneſſe. 
Luc. 1 doc not bid thee begge my life, 
And yet I know thou wilt. 


good Lad, 


Imo. No, no, alacke, 
Theres other worke in hand : 1 ſceathing © 
Bitter to me, as death : your life, good Maſter, 
Mulit ſhufflc for it ſeife. \ 
Luc. The Boy diidaines me, 
He leaves me, ſcornes me: bricfely dye their joycs, 
Thar place them on the eruthot Gyrtcs, and Boyes- 
W hy ſtands he ſo perplex ? | 
(ym. What wouldit thou Boy ? 
I love thee more, and more: thinke more and more 
Whats belt to aske, Knowlt him thou look'ſt on? ſpeake 
Wilt have him live ? is he thy Kin ? thy fricnd ? 

Imso. He is a Romane, no more kin to mc | 
Then I to your higlinelle, who being borac your vaſlaile 
Am ſomething neerer. 

Cym. Wherctore ey'ſt him ſo? 

Imo. Iletcilyou (Sir) in private, if you plcaſe 
Togive me hearing+ 

Cym. 1, with all my heart, 

And icnd my belt attention. Whatsthy name ? 

Imo, Fadele vr. 

Cym. Thou'rt my good youth, my Page, 


-Tle be thy Maſter : walke with me : {peake treely. 


Bel. 1s not this Boy reviu'd from death ? 
Arvi. One ſand another ; 
Nor more reſembles that ſweet Rofie Lad : 
Who dyed, and was Fidele : what thinke you ? 
Gus. The ſamedcad thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace, ſee farcher; he eycs us not, forbeare, 
Creatures may be alike :were't he, I am ſure 
He wouid have {poke to us. 
Gus. But we ſec him dead. 
Bel. Bclilent ; lets ice turther. 
Pia. Itis my Miltris : 
Since ſhe 13 living, lctthe tune rvn on, 
To good, or bad. 
C ym. Come, {tand thouby our fide. 
Make thy demandalowd. Sir, {tcp you forth, 
Give anſ{wer to this boy, and doe 1t frecly, 
Or by our Greatneſle, and the grace of it 
(Which is our honor) bitter torture ſhall 
Winnow the truth from talſhood. One ſpeake to hires 
Imo, My boone is, that this Gentleman may teader 
Of whom he hadthis Ring. 
Paſt, Whats that to him : 
Cym. That Diamond upon your finger, ſay 
How came it yours? 
Tach, Thou'lt torture me to leave unſpoken, that 
Whichro beſpoke, wou'd corture thee. 
Czm, How ? me? 
lach. lamgladto beconſtrain'd to vtter that 
W hich torments me to conccale. By Villany 
I got this Ring : twas Leonarws lewell, 
Whom thou didſt baniſh : and which more may greeve 
Asir doth me : a Nobler Sir nere liv'd (thee, 
Twixt sKy and ground. Wiltthou heare more my Lord ? 
'Cym. All thrt belongs tothis. 
Lach. That Faragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falſe ſpirits 
Quaile toreme.nber. Give meleave,1 faint. 


Cym. My Daught ? what of her ? Renew thy ſtrenth 


— 


| 


| 


| 


I had rather thou ſhouldit live, while Nature will, 
Thcndyeerel heare more : ſtrive man, and ſpeake. 
lacb, Vpon a time, unhappy was the clocke 
That {trooke the houre : it was in Rome,accurſt 
The Manſion where : twas at a feaſt, oh wouid 
Our Viands had bin poyſon'd (or at lcaſt 
T hole which 1 heav'd to hcad :) the good Poftbumus, 
( W hat ſhould 1 fay ? he was tov good to be 
W bere 1il mcn were, and was the beſt of all 
Among'lt the rarſt ot good ones) fitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe our Loves of Italy 
For beauty, that made barrcr the ſwell'd beaſt 
Ot Hm that teſt could tpcake : for teature, laming 
T he Shrine of Yenae, or {traight-pight Afinerva, 
Poltures, beyond brietc Nature, For Condition, 
A ſhop of ali the qualities, that man . 
Loves woman for, beſides that booke of Wiving, 
Faireneſle, which lirtkes the eye. 
Cy. I itand on fire. Come tothe matter. 
[:ch. All roo ſoone I ſhall, 
Vnleſle thou wouldſtgreeve quickly, This Poftbamas, 
Moſt like a Noble Lord, in love, and one 
That had a Royall Lover, tooke his hint, 
And (not diſpraiiing whow we prais'd, therein 
He was as calmeas vcituc) he 
His Miltrts piture, which by his rongue, being made, 
An4 then a mind put int, either our bragges 
Were crak'd of Kicchin-1rulles, or his delcription 
Prov'd us unſpeaking {ottes, | 
(5w. Nay, nay, to'th*purpoſe. 
. Jach. Your dwughcers Chaltity, (there it begins) 
He {pake of her, as Dsan hal hot dreames, 
And ſhe alone we:ecold : Whercat, I wretch 
Mace icraple of bis praifc, and wag'd with him 
Peeces of gole, gainit this, whichthen he wore 
Vpon his honor'd finger ) toattaine 
In ſuite the place ofs bed, and winne this R1 
By hcrs, ard mine Adultury : be (true knighe) 
No !efler of her honor contident 
Then 1 cid truly finds bet, {takes this Ring, 
And wouid fo, had it becne a Carbuncle 
Of Phozbus W heeic ; and might to (ately, had it 
Bin all the worth ofs Carre, Away to Britaigne 
Polte In this deſigne : Well may you (Sir ) 
Remember me at Court, where i was taught 
Of your chaſte Daughter,the wide differcnce 
Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thus quench'd 
Of hope, not longing ; mine Italian braine, 
Gan 1n your duiler Britaine operate 
Moſt vilcly : for my vantage excellent. 
Andto be bricfe, my practiſe ſo prevayl'd 
That I returnd with {imular proofe enough, 
To make the Nobic Leonarns mad, "+34 
By woundirg his belcitc in her Renowne, 
With Tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 
Of C hamber hanging, PiFtures this her Bracclet 
(Oh cunning how 1 got it) nay ſome markes 
Of ſecret on her perion, that he could not 
Bur thinke her bond of Chaſtity quite crackd, 
I having tane the forfcyt. W hercupon, 
Me thinkes I ſec him now. 
Pot. I,fo thoudolt,? 
Italian fiend. Aye me, moſt credu!ous fodle, 
Egregious emurtherer, Theete, any thing 
Thats duetoall rhe Villaines paſt, in being 
To come. Oh give me Cord, or knife, or poyſon, 


——_ 


Some 


— 


—_ 


- 


The Tragedy of (ymbeline. 


Some upright Iuſticer. Thou King, ſend out 
For Torturecs ingenious : it is [ 
That all th'abhorr cd things oth'earth amend 
By being worſethen they. lam Peithumns, 
That kili'd thy Daughter : Villaine-like, Ilye, 
That cau $'d a leſſer villainethen my felte, 
A facrilegious. Thecte todoo't. The Temple 
Of Vertue was ſhe : yea, and (he her ſelte, 
Sper, and throw ſtones, caſt myre upon me, ſet 
Thedogges oth'ſtreetro bay me : every villaine 
Be calld Poithumy Leonatus, and 
Be villany lefſe zen twas. Oh [mogen ! 
My Queene, my life, my wite : oh /mogen, 
{mogen, [moges, 
Imo. Peace my Lord, heare, heare, 
Poft. Shalls have aplay ofthis ? 
Thou ſcorntull Page, there lyec thy part, 
Pi/a. Oh Gentleman, helpe, 
Mine and your Miſtris: Oh my Lord Pofthwmnas, 
Youne're killd Jmogen till now : helpe, helpe,' 
Mine honor'd Lady. 
(7m. Doesthe world goe round? 
Poſt. How comes thele ſtaggers on me ? | 
Piſa. Nake my Miltais. 
Cym. If this be ſo, the gods doe meane to ſtrike me 
To r ory with mortall joy. 
Piſa. How fares my Mitltris. 
Imo. Oh get thee from my ſight, 
Thou gaviſt me poyſon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princesare. 
(ym. The tune of Imogen. 
Piſa.Lady,the gods throw ſtones of ſulphure on me, if 
T hat box I gave you, wasnotthought by me 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. 
Cym, New matrer itil}, 
Ins, It poyton'd me. 
Corn. Oh gods ! 
| T |cft out one thing which the Queene confeft, 
Which muſt approve thee honett. It Prſano 
Have (ſaid ſhe) given his Miſtris that Confe&tion 
W hich I gave him for Cordiall, ſhe is ferv'd, 
As1 would fervea Rat. 
{\m. W hats this, Cornelins ? 
Corn. The Queene (Sir) very oftimportun'd me 
To temper poylons for her, {ti!l pretending 
The ſatisfation of her kno:vledge, oncly 
In killing Creatures vilde, as Cats and Dogzes 
Of no eltceme, I dreading, that her purpote 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certaine {tuffe, which being ane, would (cize 
The preſent power of lite, but in ſhort time, 
All Ofices of Nature, ſhould againe 
Doe their due FunRions. Have you tane of it ? 
[mo. Moſt like I did, for I wasdead. 
Bel. My Boyes, there was our crror. 
Gus. This is {ure Fidele, 
Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you? 
Thinke that yonare upona Rocke, and now 
| Throw me againes 
Pot, _ there like fruite, my ſoule, 
Tree dye. 


Till the 
{m, How now, my fleſh ? My child ? 
{ What, mak'ſt thou mea dullardinthis AR ?; 
Wilt thou not ſpeakero me? 
Ime. Your bleſſing Sir. 
Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not, 


|; You had a motive fort. 
Cym. My tearcs thar fall 

Prove holy-water onthee z /mogen, 
Thy Mothers dead. 

{me. I am forry for'tmy Lord. 

Cym. Oh, (he was naught ; and long of her it was 
That we mect heere ſo ſtrangely : bat ker Sonne 
Is gone, we know pot how,nor where. 

Piſa. My Lord, 
Nouy feare is from me, Ile ſpcake troth. Lord (forten 
Vpon my Ladies miiling, came to me 
With his Sword drawne, foam'd at the mouth,and twore 
If 1 diſcover'd not which way ſhe was gone, 
It was my inftant death- By accident, 
I had a feigned Letter of my Maſters 
Then in my pocket, which direted him = 
To ſeeke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Maſters Garments 
(Which he iaforc'd from me) away he poſtes 


With unchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of bim, 
I further know not. ; 


Gui, Let mecndthe Story : I flewhim there. 

(ym. Marry, the gods forefend. 

I would not thy good deeds, ſhould from my lips 
Plucke a bard fentence : Prethee valiant youth 
Deny't againe, 

Gil. | have ſpoke it, and I did its 

Cym, He was a Prince, 

Gsi. A moſt incivill one. The wrongs hedid me 
Were nothing Prince-like; for be did provoke me 
With ethat would make me ſpurne the Sea,, 
If it could foroare tome. | cut offs head, 

And am right glad he is not itanding here 
Totell chisrale of mine, 
Cym. 1 am ory tor thee : 
By thine owne tongue thoy art condemn'd, and muſt 
Endure our Law : Thou'rt dead, 
Imo. That headlefſe man I thought had bia my Lord 
(ym. Bind the Offender, 
And take him from our preſence, 
Sel. Stay, Sir King- 
This man 15 better then the man he ſlew, 
As well deſcended as thy ſelte, and hath 
More of thee merited, then a Band of Clotens 
Had ever ſcarre tor. Lechis Armes alouc, 
They were not borne for bondage. 
Cym, Why old Souldier : 
Wilt thou undooe the worth thou art unpayd for 
By taſting of onr wrath ? how of deſcent 
Asgood as we ? 
eArvi, Inthat he {paketoo farre. 
Cym, And thou ſhalt dye for't. 
Bel. We willdye all three, 
But I will prove that two on'sare as good 
As I have given out him. My Sonnes, I muſt 
For mine owne part, unfoid a dangerous ſpeech, 
Though haply well for you. 
Ars. Your ours, 
Guid. Andour good his. 
Bel. Haveat it then, by leave 
Thou hadſt (great King) a Subjet, who 
Cym, What of him ? he is a baniſh'd Traigor. 
Bed. He it is, that hath 
Aſlum'd this age : indeed a baniſh'd man, | 
| I 
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I know not how, a Traitor, * 
Cym, Take him hence, : 
The whole world ſhall not fave him- 
Bel. Not too hot; 
Firtt pay mc for the Nurſing of thy Sonnes , 
And let it be confiſcate all, to ſoone 
As) havereceiv'dit, 
Cym. Nurling of my Sonnes? - 
Bl, | am too blunt, and fawcy : heeres my knee : 
Erc 1 aiafe, I will preterre my Sonnes, 
| hen ſparc nor the old Father, Mighty Sir, 
Thele two young Gentlemen that call mc father, 
And thin«c they are my Sonnes, are none of mine, 
They arc the yſlue of your Loynes, my Licge, 
And blood of your begerting. 
( 5», How ? my iflucs | 
Bel, So ſure as you, your fathers ; I (old Morgan) 
Am that Brlarmw, whom you ſometime baniſh'd : 
Your picature was my ncere offence, my puruſhment 
It ſeife, and 211 my Treafonthat I ſufter'd, 
| Wag all che harms I did. Thele gentle Princes 
(For ſuch, and 1o they are) theſe twenty yeeres 
Have | train'd up ; choſe Arts they have, as 1 
Could put intothem. My breeding «as (Vir) 
As your Highneſſe knowes, Their Nurſe Emriphile 
( Whom for the Thefr I wedd-:d) ſtele theſe Chiidren 
V pon my Baniſhment : I moov'd ber too't, 
Having receiv'd the ptmuſhment before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited mc to Trea'on. Their dcere jotle, 
The more of youtwas felt, the more ic ſhap'd 
Vntg my end of {t-aling rhem. Bur gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe: and 1 muſt looſe 
Two of . he ſweetſt Companions in the World. 
The beadiction of theic covering kcavens 
Fali on their heads like dew, for chey are worthy 
To in-lay heaven with Starres. ; 
Cym. Thou weeplt, and ſpeakit : 
The Service that you three have done, 1s more 
Vnltke, 7 thisrhou teliſt. 1 loſt my children, 
If thele be they, 1 know not how to with 
A payre of worthier Sonncs, 
Bel. Beplcas'd a whule : 
This Gentleman, whom I call Polidere, 
Moſt worthy Prince, as yours, is truc Gniderims : 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, eArviragns, 
Your yonger Princely Son, he Sir, was lapt 
In a moit curious Mantle, wrought by th'hand 
Of his Queene Mother, which tor more probation 
I can with calc produce, 
( ym. Gmrdervwes had 
Vpon his necke a Mole, a ſanguine Starre, 
It was a marke of wonder. * 
Bel, This 1s he, 
Who hath upon him ſtill that naturall ſtampe : 
It was wile Natures end, in the donation 
Tobe his evidence now. 
Cym. Oh, wharam | 
A Mother to the byrch of three ? Nere Mother 
Rejove'd deliverance more ; Bieſt, pray you be, 
T hat ifrer this ſtrange (tarting from your Orbes, 
You may reigne in them now : Oh /mogen, 
Thon halt lolt by this a Kingdome. 
Ime. No, mv Lord : 
| I have got two Worlds by*t. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Have wethas wet ? Oh never lay heercafter 


-” 


| 


But I am trueſt ſpeaker. You calld me Brother 
When 1 was but your Siſter : I you Brother, 


| When we were1o indeed. 


Cym. Did youcre meete ? 

Arvi, I my Lord. 

Gi. Andat firſt mecting lov'd, 

Continu'd fo, untill we thought he dycd. 
Corn. By the Queenes Dramae ſhe {wallow'd. 
Cym. Oraremitint! 
W hen ſhall I heare all through? This fierce abridgement, 
ath to it Circumllantiall branches, which 
Deſtinction ſhould be rich in. W here ? how liv'd you ? 
And when came you to ſerve our Romane Captive ? 
How paraed with ycur Brother ? How firſt met them ? 
W hy fled you from the Court ? And whether theſe? 
And your three motives to the Batraile ? with 
I kno'y net how much more ſhould be demanded, 
Aud all the other by-dependances 
From chanceto chance ? But ner the time,nor place 
Will ſerve our long Interrogatories. See, 
Pot humme Anchors upon /mogen; 
And ihe (like harmetciic Lightning) throwes her cyc 
On him : her brothers, Me : her Maſter hitting 
Each object with a loy : the Counter-change 
Is feveraily in a'l. Lets quite this gronnd, 
And \{moat e the T: mplc with our Sacrifices. 
Thou art wy Brother, {o we'll hold ihee ever. 

Imo Youare my Mo: her roo, and did rekeve me : 
Toice this gracious {.alot 

Cym. Aliore-joy'd 
Save thele it bonds, let chem be joyfull too, 
ror they ſhali raſte cur Comfors. 

Ime. My good Matter, 1 will yetdoe you ſervice. 

Luc. Happv be vous. 

Cym. 1 lic torlorne Souldier, that ſo Nobly fought 
He would have well becom'dthis place, and e's 
The thankings of a King. 

Pot. | am Sir 


*| The ſouldier that did company theſe three 


In poore beſeeming : twas a firmeut for 
The purpoſe I then tcllow'd. T hat I was he, 
Speake /achime, I had you downe, and might 


+ Have made your finiſh, 


- 


ach. 1 am downe againe ; * 
But now my heavy Conſcience finkes my knee, 
Asthen your force did. 1 ake that lite, beſcech you, 
W hich I ſo often owe : but your Ring firſt, 
And heere the Bracelet of the trucſt Princeſle 
T har ever {wore her faith. ? 
Poſt Knecle norto me : 
The powre that I have on you, is to ſpare you : 
The malice rowards you, to forgive yous Live 
And deale with others better. 
Cym. Nobly doom'd :; 
Welt learne our Freenefle of a Sonne-in- Law : 
Pardons the wordco all. 
Arn. Y ou holpe us Sir, 
As you d1d meane indeed to be our Brother, 
loy d are we. that you are. - < 
Poſt. Your Servant , Princes. Good my Lord of Rome 
Cali forth your Sooih-ſayer : As I ſlept, methought 
Great Iwpiter upon his Eaele back'd 
Appear'd to me, with other ſprightly ſhewes 
Of mine owne Kindred. When 1 wak'd, I found 
This Labe!l on my boſome ; whoſe containing 
Is ſo from ſenſe in hardneſlc, that I can oF ; 
Make 


”— 
| 


T he T ragedyof ( ymbeline. 
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| Make no Colle&ion ofit. Let him ſhew - 
His $kill in the conſtruction. 

Las, Philarmonas, 

Seoth. Heere, my good Lord. 

Lac. Read, and declare the meaning. 


Reades. 
V V Hen as a Lyons whelpe, ſhall to himſelfe unknown 
without ſechiny find, and be emwbrac'd by a peece 
of render Ayre: and when from a ftkately Cedar ſhall be 
lopt branches, which being dead many yeares, ſhall after re- 
vive, be joynted to the old Stocke, and freſply grow, then 
ſhall of 1 ann end his miſeries, Britaine be forranate, 
and flouriſh in Peace and Plenty, 
Thou Leenarxs art the Lyons Whelpe, 
The fitand apt Conſtruction of thy name 
Being Leonarw, doth importſo mech : 
The peece of tendet Ayre, thy vertuous daughter, 
Which we cal\CMiliv Aer, and Mollis Arr 
Weterme it #4; which Muher I divine 
Is this moſt conſtant Wife, whoeven now 
Anſwering the Letter of the Oracle, 
Vnknowneto you unſought, were clipt about 
"_ ny _ _ 
mn. $ Ome 1cemings 
Seotb, The lofty Cedar, Royall (ymbeline' 
Perſorates thee : And thy lopt Branches, point 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by Belarins folne 
For many yeares thought dead,are now reviv'd 
Tothe Majcſticke joyn'd ; whoſc iſſue 


| (Ere bloody hands were waſh'd) with ſuch a Peace. 


| Promiſes Britaine, Peace and Plenty. 
Cym. Well, | 

My Peace we will begin : And Caine Lacine, 
Although the Y ior, we ſubmit to Ce/ar, 
And to the Romane Empire ; promiſing 
| Topay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were diſſwaded by our wicked Queene, 
Whom heavens in juſtice both on her, and hers, 
Havelaid moſt heavy hand, 

Soorth. The fingers ofthe Powres above, doe tune 
The harmony of this Peace : the Viſion 
W hich I made kno;yne to Laciwe cre the ſtroke 
Of yet this ſcarſe-cold-Battaile, at this inſtant 
Is fullaccompliſh'd. For the Romane 
From South ro Welt, on wing ſoaring alo 
Leſſen'd her ſelfe, and in the Beames oth'Sun 
So vaniſh'd ; which fore-ſhew'd our Princely Eagle 
Th'imperiall Ce/&, ſhould againe unite 
His favour, with the Radiant { ymbelane, 
Which ſhines here 1n the Welt. 

Cym. Laud wethe gods, : 
And let our crooked Smoakes climbe to their Noftrils 
From our bleſt Alrars. Publiſh wethis peace 
Toall cur Subjects. Set we forward : ler 
A Roman, and a Brittiſh E wave 
Friendly together ; ſothrough Luds-Towne martch, 
And in the Temple of great Twpiter 
Our Peace we'll ratific : Seale it with feaſts. 
Set on there : Never was a Warre did ceaſe 


——— — 


Exents. 
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